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To the Reader. 


This F zgure that thou here ſeeſt put, 
It was for gentle Shakefpear cut ; 
Wherein the Graver had a ſtrife 
With Nature to outdo the Life. | 
, could he but have drawn his Wit | 
As well in Braſs, as he has hit 
is Face ; the Print would then ſurpaſs 
All that was ever writ in Braſs. 
But ſince he cannot, Reader, look 
Not on his Picture, but his Zook. 
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Lord Chankcrlema to: WY Kink moſt pnthine Mag 


| | | AND 


Gentleman to his Majeſties Bed-Ghamber. Both Knights of the moſt Noble 
| Order of the Garter,'and our ſingular good LOR DS, 


Right Honourable, Ga + | 


HILST we ſtudy to be thankful in our particular, for the many | 
Fayours we have received from your L. L. we are faln upon the{ 
ill forrune, tro mingle two the moſt diverſe things that can.be} 
tear, and raſhneſs, in the enterpriſe, and-fear-of the fuceeſs: For} 


1 


mifles, we have depriy'd our ſelves of the defence of our Dedication. Bur finc 
your L L. have been plcas'd co thin theſe rrifles ſomething heretofore; and hay 
[roſecuted both them, and their Author living, with ſo much favour : we hope 
( that they out living him, and he not having the fate, common with ſome, t 
be Exccutor to his own writings ) you will uſe the ſamcindulgence toward them 
you have done unto their parent. There is a great difference, whether any Book} _ 
|chuſc his Patrons, or find them: This hath done both: For, ſo muchwere your! Ko 
'L. L. likings of the ſeveral parts, whenthey were Acted, as before they were pub-}- 
liſhed, the Volume ask'd to be yours. We have but collected them; and-donet 
an office to the dead, ro procure his Orphans, Guardians ; without ambitio 
cither of ſclt-profit, or tame : only to keep the memory of lo worthy a Friend 
and Ecllow alive, as was our Shakeſpear, by humble offer of his Plays, to yourl 
moſt Noble Patronage: Wherein aswe have juſtly obſerved; ro man to comel 
ncar your L. L. but with a kind of religious addreſs; it hath been the height off. 


i— 
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Perfection : Bur there we mult alſo craye our abilities ro be conſidered, ray Lotds\ 


We cannot g0 beyond our own powers : Countrey hands reach forch Ma 
| CIS 


when we value the places your H. H. ſuſtain, we cannot bur know their dignity |* __ 
greater, than to deſcend to the reading of theſe trifles : and while we name them! A 


gur care, who are the Preſenters, ro make the Preſent worthy of your H. H. by thel + 


TT Inn n——_ GOUT ., a 
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| meaneſt of things, arc made precious, when they are dedicated to Temples. In 


heir graticuge-bochto theliving, andthedead, asis 


» ky mA NO Tour Lordſbips moſt bounden, | 
, Te. - | | | | 
de A ERS dah ; by l | J O H N H E M I'N GE, 

Pig. «Fu; HENRY CONDELL | 
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Cream, Fruits, or what they have: and many Nations ( we have. heard ) that had! 


not Gums and Incenſe, obtained their requeſts witha leavened Cake; it was no 
fault to approach their gods, by what mcans they could : And the moſt, though 


that name therefpre, we moſt humbly conſecrate to your H. H. theſgRomains of 
your ſervant Saleſpear ; char what delight is inthem, may be cycr your'L, L. the re- 


af 


putation His, and the faults ours, if any be committed by a pair ſo carctul to ſhew 


ledges, weknow : to read, and cenſure. 
| Boook, the Stationer ſays. Then how od 
ſilence the ſame, 'and ſpare not. Judg your fix-penny 


[ 


not drive 4 trade, nor make the Jack go. And 


chasd Letters of dui 7 yon 


' It had been a thing,we con 
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you need them not, you can lead your ſelves, and others, 


T-O THE 


Great Vari 


= LY 4 wel © 


vever your by 
orth, your ſill 
at 4 time, or higher, ſo you riſe to the juit rates, and welcome: ' But, 
you be a M ; 

lack-Fryers, or the Cock-pit, to arrajgn Plays daily ; know, th e 
and flood ont all Appeals 3 and do now come forth quitted rather by 


worthy to have been twiſbed,that theAuthor hi 
and overſeen his ownWritings; But fince it hath been ordgin'dvthqariviſe,aud 4 
right,we pray you do not enpy his Friends the [ ce of thejr care and pai 

d ſo to have publiſh'd them, «s where (before ) you were abus'd 

__ frauds and ſtealths of1#juriousImpoſtors, that expos'd them: ene thoſe, 
offered to your view cured, and perfeF of their limbs3' and all the re 
ceived them. Who, as he wis 4 happy imitator of Nature, was a moſt gentle | 
and hind went together : And what he thought, he uttered with that calbeſe that we "bh ſearce received} © _ 
from him a blot in his Papers. But it,is not our Province, who only gather bis Works, and give themil © 

ou to praiſe him. It is yours that read him. And there we Bope, rags 4 ; ; 
aw both to draw, and hold you : for his wit can nd more lie hid, than it tould be 
therefore , again and again : And if then you do not liks him, ſurely you are in ſome. man 
to underſtand him, And ſo we leave you to other of his Friends, who, if you 
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To the Memory of the deceaſed Author 
Mr. WILLIAM SHAKESPEAR. 


N Hakeſpear, at length thy pious Fellows give 
g The World thy Works: thy Works, by 
which, out-live F I 
Thy Tomb, thy Name mult : when that ſtore 
is rent, 
And Time diſſolves thy Stratford Monument, 
Here we alive ſhall view thee ſtill. This Book, 


Freſh to all Ages : when Poſterity 

Shall loathe what's new, think all is prodigy 

x|That is not Shakeſpear's 3 every LineFFach Verſe 

Here ſhall revive, redeem thee frag t Herſe. | 

"Nor Fire, nor cankring Age, as NaſoJaid, + 

Of bis, thy wit-fraught Book:ſhall once invade. 

Nor ſhall I ere believe, or think thee dead 

(Tho miſt ) until our bankrout Stage be ſped 

( Impoſſible Y with ſome new ſtrain Yout-do 

Paſſions of Juliet, and her Romeo 3 | 

Oc till: I hear a Scene more nobly take, 

Than when thy half ſword parlying Teomars ſpake. 

Till theſe, till any of thy Volumes reſt _ 

Shall with more fire, more feeling be expreſt, 

Be ſure, our Shakeſpear, thou canſt never die, 

But crown'd with Lawreh, liveeternally, ___ 
| 1 E. Digges. 


"ON BE ©; 


/ . 


-Upan the Effigics of my worthy Friend 
the Author , Mr. W. Shakeſpear, and 
his Works: . - 


Pe&ator, this Lifes Shadow, is to ſee 
3 The truer Image and a-livelier he _ 

ſurn Reader. But, obſerve his Comick vaio, 
Laugh, and proceed next to a Tragick ſtrain, 
Then weep 3 So when thou find'{t two contraries, 
Two differeng, paſſions from thy rapt ſoul riſe, 
Say, ( whoalone effe& ſuch wonders could ) 

are Shakeſpear to.the life thon doſt behold, 


To the Memory of Mr: W. Shakeſpear. 


E wonder ( Shakeſpear ) that thou went'ſt 
ſo ſoon, 
From the Worlds-Stage, to the Graves-Tyring- 


| room. | 
IWe thought thee dead, but this thy Printed worth 

Tells thy SpeQators, that thou went'(t but forth 
To enter with applauſe. An A@ors Art, 

[ Can dye, and live, to a& aſecond Part. 

That's but an Exit of Mortality ; 

is, a Re-cntrance toa Plaudite. 


When Braſs and Marble fade, ſhall make thee look | 


The merry Greek, taft Ariſtophanes, 


But antiquated, and deſerted lie 


To the Memory of my beloved, the Au- 
thor, Mr. William Shakeſpear ; And 
what'he hath left us. | 


O draw no envy ( Skakeſpear ) on thy 
Name, | 
AmlT thus ample tothy Book and Fame : 
VVhileI confeſs thy writings to be ſuch, 
As neither Mar nor Myſe cain praiſe tao much. 
'Tis true, and all mens fuffrage. But theſe ways 
Were not the paths I meant unto thy prailc: 
For ſeelieſt Ignorance on theſe may light, 


4 


Or blind Afedion, which doth ne're advance 
'The truth; but gropes, and urgeth all by chance; 

Or crafty malice;,might pretendthis praife, | 
And thigk to rhin where it ſeem'd to raife. . 

Thele are, as ſome infamous Bawd, or Whore, 
Should praiſe a Matrovy., What could hurt her 

more? - 

But thou art proof againſt them, amd indeed + 

Above th* ill fortune of them, or the | need. 

| therefore will begin. Soul of the Age ! | 


The applauſe ! delight ! the wonder of onr | 


Stage! 
My Shakeſpear riſe; I will not lodg thee by 
Chancer, or Spenſer or bid Beaumont lie 
A little farther, to make thee a room : 
Thou art a Monument without a Fomb, 
And art alive ſtill, while thy Book doth live, 
And we have wits to read, and praiſe to give. 
[That I not mix thee ſo, my brain excufes ; | 
I mean with great, but difproportion'd Muſes : 
For if I thought my judgment were of years, _ 
| . I ſhould commit "thee ſurely with thy Peers, 
And tell how far thou didſt our Lily our-ſhine, 
Or ſporting Kid, or Marl:w's mighty Line. 
| And tho thou hadſt ſmall Latire, and lefs Greek; 


For names; but call forth thund'ring #ſcbylbus, 
Euripides, and Sophocles to us, 

Pacuvius Accins, him of Cordova dead, 

To live again, to hear thy Fx:skin tread, 


Leave thee alone for the compariſon 


Sent forth, or ſince did from their aſhes come. 
Triumph, my Britain, thou haſt one to ſhow. 
To whom all Scenes of Ezrope homage owe. 
He was not of an age, but for all time 

And all the Myſes, ſtill were in their prime,} 
Whea like Apoilo he came forth to warm | 

Oar ears, or like a Mercury to charm ! 
Nature her {elf was proud of his deſigns, 

And joy'd to wear the drefling of his Lines? 
Which were fo richly ſpun, and wov'n fo fit, 
As, (ince, ſhe will vouchfafe no other wit. 


Of all, that infolent Greece, or haughty Romet 


Which, when it ſounds at beſt, but eccho's right; | 


| 


From thence to honour thee, I would not ſeek}, 


| And ſhake aStage : Or, when thy Socks were on, | 


| 


| 


hem 


Neat Terence, witty Plantus, now not pleaſe ; 


As they were not of Natures family. | 


| 


Yet 


T—=ED. 
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Yet muſt I not give Nature all : Thy Art, 
My gentle Shakeſpear mult enjoy a part. 
For tho the Poets matter Nature be, | 
His Art doth give the Faſhion. And, that he, 
Who caſts to write a living line, muſt ſweat, 
( Such as thine are } and ſtrike the;ſecond heat 
Upon the Muſes Anvile : turn the ſarie, , 
( Andhimſelf with it ) that he thipkstp frame; 
Or for the Lawrel, he may gain a ſedrn, | 
For a good. Poet's made, as well as born. 
And ſuch.wert thou. ' Look how the Fathers face 
Lives in his Iſſue, even ſo the race | 
Of Shakeſpear's mind, and manners brightly ſhines 
In his well turned, and true filed lines: : 
In 'each of which, he ſeems to ſhake a Lance, 
As brandiſh't at the eyes of Ignorance. | 
Sweet Swan of Avon | what a light-it were 
To fee thee in our water yet appear, 
And makethoſe flights upon the. Banks of Thames, 
' That ſodid take Eliza, and our Fawes ! 
But ſtay, I ſee thee in the Hemiſphere 
; Advanc'd, and made a Conſtellation there |! 
Shine forth, thou Ster of 
Or influence, chide, or chear the drooping Stage, 
Which, ſince thy flight from hence, hath mourn'd 
like night, 
And deſpairs day, but for thy Volumes light. 


BEN JOHNSON. 


a 
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On worthy Mr. Shakeſpear ,” and his 
Poems. 

Mind tefledting ages paſt; whole clear 

A And equal ſurface can make things appear 

Diſtant a Thouſend years, andrepreſent | 

Them in their lively! colours juſt extent. 

Td out-run haſty Timegretrieve the Hates, 

Rowl back the Heavers, blow ope the Iron Gates 

Of Death and Lethe, where ( confuſed ) lie 

Great heaps of ruinous Mortality. | 

In that deep dusky dungeon ta diſcern * 

A Royal Ghoſt from Churls ; By art to learn 

The Phyſognomy of ſhades , and give 

Them ſudden birth, wondring how oft they live. 

What ſtory coldly tells, what Poets fain 

At ſecond hand and Pi&ure, without brain 

Senſclefs and ſoulleſs ſhows. * Togive a Stage 

( Ample aud true with life ) voice, ation, age, 

As Plato's year, and new Scene of the world, 

Them unto us, or us to them had hurl'd. 

To raiſe our ancient Soveraigns from their Here, 

Make Kings his SubjeQs, by exchanging verſe ; 

Enlive their pale trunks, that the preſent age 

Joys in their joy, and trembles at their rage : 

Yet ſo to temper paſlion, that our ears 

Take pleaſure intheir pains and eyes in tears 

Both weep and ſmile, fearful at plots ſo fad, 

Then laughing at our fearz abus'd and glad 

To be abus'd, aftected with that truth 

Which we perceive is falſe 3 pleas'd in that truth 


me. —— SS. —_ 


vets, and with rage, |: 


And louder toze. 


But ch3ding Fonyrta 


In a leſs V; 


crown'd 
Which never fades. 


wear it, 


Here hangs a molly 
P 


olume, but more firongly bong |. 
Shakeſpear ſhall breathe and ſpeak, with, 


A chilling pity, then a rigorous lope : 


- 


brain 
Improv'd by: favobr:of- the ninefold train, * 
The Buskin'd My e, the Comick Pneeyr, the 


Clio nimble: hatd, 
And nimbler foot of the melodious pair, 
|'The Silver voiced Lady; the moſt fair 
Calliope, whoſe: ſpeaking 
And ſhe whoſe praiſe the b+averly body chaunts. 
Theſejointly woo'd him, envying one another 
( Obey'd by all as Spouſe; but. lov'd as brother 
Andwrought a curious robe of ſable grave, | 
Freſh, green, and pleaſant yellow, red moſt brave, 
And conſtant blew, rich purple, guiltles white, 
The lowly Ruſſert, and the Scarlet bright 3 
Branch't and embroidered like the painted Spri 
Each leaf match'd with a Flower, and each ſtrivg 
Of golden wire, teach line of filk; thererun 
 [ralian works whoſe thred theSiſters ſpun 3 
_ there did ſirg;:ot ſeem to; ſing, the choice | 
irds of a forreign note, and various voice. 
Rock ; there 
ntelh pulſed; Nhz the as"... * 
Nor Clouds;nor Th#»der, but were livin 
Not out of common Tiffany or Laws. 
But fine materiaſs, which the Myſes know, | 
And only know the Countries where they grow. | 
Now when they conld nd longer bim enjoy. * » 
= mortal garments pent ; death may deſiroy 
They ſay bis body, butihis Verſe ſhall Bve' , 
' And more than Nature takes, our hands ſhall give. | 


filence daunts; ;. 


Eadowments, 
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Fed with Ambroſian avead, 
Iz a well-lined Veſture rich and neat 
So with this Robe they cloathe himy bid him 


At which weltart 5 and by elaborate play 
Fortur'd and tickled ; by a crab-like way 
| Time paſt made paſtime, and in ugly ſort 
Diſgorging up. his ravine for our ſport——— 
— While the Plebeian Imp from lofty throne, 
Creates and rules a world, and works upon 
Mankind by ſecret engines 5 Now to move 


>” 
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For time ſhall never flain, nor envy tear it. 


The friendly Admirer of his 


2 


lays a fair 
g drawn,| 
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% 


1 
To ſtrike up, and ſtroak down, both Foy and Ire, | 
Toſteer th' affe#;on7 ; and by heavenly fire 
Mould us anew.. Stoln from our ſelves——— | * 
© This and'mnth'more which cannot be expreſt, | | 
But .by himſelf, bis ongue, and his own breaſt, |. 
Was ' Shakeſpear's' freehold , which his cunning | 


. 
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Hat need my Shaekeſpear for his honour'd | 


The labour of an Age, in piled ftones, 

- | Or that his hallow'd Reliques ſhould be hid 
Under a Starry-pointing Pyramid ? | 
Dear Son of Memory, great Heir of Fame, 

What needſt thou ſuch dull witneſs of thy Name? 


Thou in our wonder and aſtoniſhment 
Haſt built thy (elf a laſting Monument : 


PITAPH 


On the adnurable Dramatick Poet, 
WILLIAM S$S$SHAKESPE A R. 


For whilſt to th'ſhame of ſlow-endeavouring Art, 
Thy eakte. numbers flow , and that each part , 


Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued Pook, | 
Thoſe Delphzck Lines with deep Impreflion took. | 
Then thou our fancy of her ſelf bereaving, | 


Doſt make us Marble with too much conceiving, 


And fo Sepwlcher'd in ſuch pomp dot lie, 
| That Kings for ſuch a Tomb would wiſh to die. | 


|M* WILLIAM 


Hoſehands, which you ſo clapt, go now and 
wring 

You Britains brave ; for done are Shakeſpear's days 3 

His days are done, that made the dainty Plays, 

Which made the Globe of Heay'n and Earthto 


| ring, 
'Dry'd. is that Feiw, dry'd is the Theſpian. Spring, 
Turn'd all to tears, and Phebus Clouds his Rays 3 


Upon the Lines. and Life of the Famons Scenick Poet 


SHAKESPEAR. 


| Which crown'd him Poet firſt, then Poets King, | 


[f Tragedies might any Prologue have, 

All thoſe he made, would ſcarce make one to this ; 

VVhere Fawe, now that he gone is to the Grave, | 

( Deaths publick Tyring-houſe ) the Nuncivs is. 
For though his Line of Life went ſoon about, 
The Life yet of his Lines ſhall never our. 


That Corp,, that Coffin now beſtick thoſe Bays, 


Hugh Holland, | 


, 
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The Works of WILLIAM SHAKESP mains JEW" 
| 4 . E A R . ; y : Pl . - 
Hiſtories, and I ragedies ; Truly ſet forth according to thei fob Org, 9 _ Comedies; 


The Names of the principal Afors inall theſ Plays: | 


Illiam Shakeſpear. Sammel Gi 

y y Richard ho A 
John Hemmings. William Oftler. 
AuguStine Philips. Nathan Field. 
William K empt- Jobn Underwocd. 
Thomas Poope. Nicholas Tooly. 
George Bryan. William Eccleftone, 
Hary Condell. Joſeph Taylor. 
William Slye. Robert Benfield.  -- 
Richard Cowly. Robert Gonge. 
John Lowine. Richard Robinſon. v2 
Samuel Croſs. John Shanke. 
Alexander Cook. John Rice. 
_ 4% 


HE Tempeſt. 
The two Gentlemen of Yeroxa. 


The Merry Wives of Windſor. 
Meaſure for Meaſure. | 
The Comedy of Ertors. 

Much ado about Nothing. 
Loves Labours lolt. 
Midfummernights Dream. 

The Merchant of Venice. 
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= tempeſt uous noiſe of. - Thunder Gind Lightning hewd: Enter 
Sbip-maſter and a CAS | 
Maſter, 
NZ Oteſwain. ; 
FAR Borel. Here Makter': What. cheer? 
9: Nas Meft:Good, Speak:toth* Mariners: 
5 fall too't, yarely; or werun our ſelves 
a-ground; beſtir, beſtir. Exit. 


«- 


Enter Mariners. + 


Bteſ. Hey.my hearts, cheerly-my 
hearts; yare, yare; Take'in the top-ſail tend to th? Ma- 
ſter's whiltle; -Blow*Till thou burſt thy wind, if room enough. 

Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Ferdinando, 
Gonzalo, and others. 
Alon. Good BRoteſwain have care: where's the Maſter ? 
Play the men. 
Boteſ. | pray.now keep below. : + 37 
Anth. Where is the Maſter; ite? /2 0 af 247 


Teep your Cabins ;- yuu rgFaſſiſt the ſtorm. 

Gonz. Nay, good be patient- | 

Boteſ. When the Sea is Fhence . What carestheſe Roa- 
rers for the Name of King q to Cabin: ;: ſilence; trouble 
us nor. 

Gonz. Go6dz yet remember whom thou-haſt aboard. 
Boteſ. None thar | more love.than:my ſelf.  Yow are a 
Counſellor; if you can commant :theſe [Blements. to fi- 
lence, and work the peace of the preſent, we willnat hand 
a Rope more; uſe your Authority: "Tf you cannot, give 
thanks you have liv'd ſolong, and make your ſelf ready 


E 


Bore'. Do you not bear hin ? Yap mar our —_—y : 
Put che wild waters in this R 


An. Wed re meerly cheated of our lives by Deonkiada | 
This wide-chopt raſcal,.would tho might lie drawning | 
the waſhing of ten-Tides/-- - * | 

Gong,, He'll be-hang'd yet, | » #4 
Though every ;drop.of:; water ſware againſt i it; : 
And gapeat Wight wy gluc him: ' Acenfuſed wi within ( - 23 


ercy on 1s: . < 
We ſplit, we ſplic! Farewell my. wiſe and ' child 
Farewell brother: we.ſplit, we ſplic, weſplitz 
Anth. Ler's all ſink with King. | 
Seb. Let's take leave of him} - 2 6 
Genz.. Now would | give a thouſand ferkondf Sea fe 
an Acre of barren ground :' Ling heath, browmie VL 1 
thingz-the wills above be done, but I would fain'die adry x | 
death, / Exc F Moi. 
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WE r-_ Ceram The. Tnckael Iz 4 
"Enter Proſpero and Mirandas, ; Wnt: 


— 


Mira.. If by your Art (oy eareſt 
aflay Wc 

The sky ir ſeems wbuld pour No ſtinking* MitE 
Bur that the Sea, -mourſting to thy welkirk © - 
Daſhes the fire out. Oh !:1 have ſuffer*d + 
With-thofe thacy ſaw ſutfer :''A'brave Veſſel: 
(Who had," nhc, ſome noble creaturesin ber) 
Daſh'd all t - Ob! the cry-did 3 
Againſt*my very heart : poor'ſouls,” they 
Had | been any,Godrof pow?2r, 1 would: * 1 
Have ſunk the Sea within the Earth orete ©: | 
le ſhauld the he good Ship.ſo have fvatlow'd, and 


in your Cabin. for the miſchance of* the hour, if it ſo hap. 
Cheerly good hearts : out of ouwway, | ſay. Exit, 
Gonz-I have great comfort from this fellow; methinks 
he hath no drowning k upon him ; his complexion is 
perfect Gallowsadjan faſy, gosd. Fate, to, his» banging ; 
'make the Rope of his deſtiny our Cable, for one-own 
doth little advantage: if hebe not boxn'to be hang'd, our 
caſe is miſcrable, Exit. 


Enter Boteſwain. 

| Boteſ. Down with the top-Maſt: yare, lower, lower ; 
bring her.totry with Main-courſe. A plague — 
A cry within. Enter, Sebaſtian, Anthomio and Gonzalo, 
| upon this howling-they arelouder than the weather, or 
our office , Yet again? What do you'here ? Shall we give 
o'reand drown? Have you a mind to fink ? 

Sebaſ. A pox ©? your throat, you bawling, Semen, 
gncharitable: Dog. 

* Bore/. Work you then. 

Anth. Hang Cur, hang, you whoreſon inſolent Noiſe- 
maker; we are leſs afraid to be drown'd than thou art, 
Gon, VIGwarrant bim for drowningg-wough the Ship 
were no ſtronger than a Nut-ſhell, and asleaky as an un- 
ſtanch*d wencl.. 

Bote/. Lay her a hold, a hold ſet her two courſes off tO 
Sea again, lay her off. 
Enter FIR wet. 
Mar. Al: loſt} to prayers, to pray ers! all loſtl 
Boreſ. What,muſt our mouths be cold ? ? 


& Gonz-The King and Prince at pray?2rs; letleaſfiſt thera, 
for our caſe is as theirs, 


Seba'. Pm out of patience, 


The frat. ghz; Souls within her. 
Pro. Be cplledted ; 

No more amazement; Tigthyour pitcous hearty 

There's no harm'done. / 
Mira. O wo. the day. K, Wks | 
Prof. No harm. BY ITN | 

[ have donenothing bat in-care of thes'* wy 

(Of thee my dear one, thee'my Daughter 


Art ignorant of wharrhouare,: EW 


Of whence lam, nor that Lam m 
Than Preſpero, Maſter of 'a full poor 
And thy no greater Father. 


Mira. I 
Did never meddleWith-my edovghts 
tome” 


Prof. *Tis 
| ſhouldinform thee farther ; Lend thy hand, 
And pluck my _— garment from me ; Soph 4528 
| Lye there my Art; ”__ thou thine eyes, ' have ol 
Thedireful ſpectacle of thewreck,” which'1 | 
The very virtte of compaſſion in thee, -- PE REp+: 
[ have with yrs imine Art x fs 
So ſafely ordered, that thereA no foul.” Co 5 FE; 
Nonot{o much perdition as an hair 
Betid-to any creature in the Veſſet - . + . | 
Which thou heard'ſt cry, Which thou faw'ſt gk $ 1 | 


==, for thou muſt now know farther, 
Mirs. You have often 

Begun to tell me whatl am, but <> # 

And left me co the beotle(s inquiſition; 

Concluding, ſt 

| Prof. The hour's now come; ; + 2:32 £0 


nA 


- 
. WAN 3 "I 


— 
* © 


w_ Dug Ke 
— - 2. AUO TRE EDDY. A eee 
- 1 , 
p _ md_ ”* EE OE In 
”® £ * » ® 


2 T he Tempeſt. 


| . . Y . pe Jt Iz; * . y* _ 
The very minute bids thee ope thine ear, To credit his own lie; ne gud _—_. 
Obey, and be attentive. Can't glama@remember He was indeed the Duke, pines Subſtitution 
A time beforewc came unto this Cell ? And executing th outward face of Royalty 


I donot think thon canſt, for then thou was't not With all prerogative : hence his Ambition growing w— 
Qur three years old. Dolt thou hear : Chad 2 | 
Mira. Certainly, Sir, I can, Mira. Your tale, SIr, would cure deaineſs. | 
Pre/. By what ? by any other houſe, or perſon ? Prof. To haveno Screen between this part he plaid, 
Of any thing.the Image, tell me, that And him he plaid it for, he needs will be 
Hath Fept anaiy thy remembrance? Abſolute Millany Me,. poor manmy Library 
Mire. *T'is far off ; Was Dukedom large enough ; Of remporal Royalties 
And rather like a dream, than an aſſurance He thinks me now incapable; Confederates 
That my remembrance warrants; Had I not (So dry he was for ſway) wftIt*King of Naples 
Four or five women once that tended me ? To give him annual tribute, do kim homage, 
 Pro// Thou hadft, and more, Miranda : But how IS it Subject his Coronet to his Crown, and bend 
That this lives in thy mind ? What ſeeſt thou elſe The Dukedom yet unbow/d (alas poor Millain!) , 
In thedark backward and Abyſme of Time ? To much ignoble ſtooping. 


If thou remembebſt ought ere thou cam'ſt here, Mira. Oh the heavFhs ? 
How thon-cam'ſt here thou may'lt. Proj. MarkMe condition, and th* event, then tell me 
If this might bea brother? 


TT 


— c_ - 


Mira;-Rut that I do not. 
* yelve yeanſince ” Manda; twelve yearsſince - pen; _ M F 
| er was the Duke of Millam, and Oo thin obly ot my Grand-mgther 
A Prince of Pow?r. ; TrofGood wombs have born bad ſons. Mow He and hin 
* Mira. Sq are not you my Father ? ——C CITI I —— 
Proſ. Thy Mother was a piece of Virtue, and This King of Naples being an Enemy — 
She {aid thou waſt my Daughter ; and thy Father To me inyererate, hear® my brother's ſur,” 


Which was, That he inlieu o* th* premiſes, 


4A Princeſs g no worſe ſſhgd. Of homage, and know not how much tribute, 
Mira. O tlie Heavens/ Should preſently extirpate me and mine 


What foul play had we that we came from thence? Out of the Dukedom, and confer fair Milla#t | 
Or bleſſed was't we did ? With all the honours, on my brotherg Whereon F 
Prof. Both, both,my Girl : A treacherous Army Fevigd, one miJ-night | 


| By foul play (as thou ſayeſt) were we heav/d thence, Fated to th” purpoſe, , did Anrhorro open 
But bleſſedly helpither. The gates of Mil/an,and ith? dead of darkneſs 


Mira, 2&My heart bleeds The Miniſters for th* purpoſe hurrgd thence 


To think o* ch? teene that 1 have turn'd you to, Me, and thy crying ſelf. 

Which is from my remembrance, pleaſe you, farther. Mir. Alack for pity? &F 

{- Prof. My Brother and thy Uncle, call'dvAnthoniow—— | not remembring how I cry*d out then , 
I pray thee mark me, that a brother ſhould Will cry it o're again; itis a hint 

Be ſo perfidicus} be, whom next thy ſelf That wrings mine eyes to'r. 


Of all the world I lov'd, and to him put Pro. Hear alittle further, 
The manage of my ſtate; as at that time. And then PlEbring thee to the preſent buſineſs 


was Duke of 1Millem, ent his only heir : 


Which 


. x » Þ J 
W ho rung amr. Untrudk, and Fellury bot; 


Through all the ſignories it was the firſt VVhich now's upon's, without the which this ſtory 
And Proſpero the prime Duke, being ſo reputed VVere molt impertinent. CIOXEN. bbd 
Indignity ; and tor the Liberal Arts, ' Mir. VVherefofe did they not : W 
Withour a parallel ; choſe being all my ſtudy ; That hour deſtroy us ? ; 
The Government I caſt upon mywbrother, Pro. VVell demanded, wench ; 
And to my ttate grew itranger, being tranſported My tale provokes that queſtion. may. they durſt not; 
And rapt in fecfer itudie y falſe Uncle So dear the love my people bore me; mar {ct 
(Doſt thou wean avs, \ we A mark fo bloody on the buſineſs z but 
Mira. Sir, moſt heedfully. VVith colours fairer painted their foul ends. 
Prof. Being once perfected how to grant ſuits, in few, they hurried us aboard a Bark, 
Howto deny them ; whom i advance, and whom Bore us ſome Leagues to Sea, where they prepar)d 
Topfaſh for over-topping ; new created A rotten carcaſs of a B at rigg'd, 
The creatures that were mine;l ſay,orchang'd*em, Nor tackle, nor fail, nor malt; the very Rats 
Orelſe new form'd*em ; having hoth'the key Inſtinftively haw#quir it : There they hoiſt us 
Of Officer and Office, ſet all hearts Munn Fo cry toth* Sea that roar'd ro us; to ſigh 
'To what tune pleas'd his Ears that now. he was Tow<Winds, whoſe pity ſighing back again 
The Ivy which had hid my princely 'I runk,: Did us but loving wrong. | 
;And ſuck*t my verdure ont .on't —I hou attend*ſt not + Mir. Alack ! what trouble | 
Mira. &. good Sir, Ido. Was I then to you ? | 
| Proſ. 1 pray thee mark me ram, Fro. O! a Cherubim | 
| thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated Thou was't that did preſerve me: Thou didf: ſmile. bs 
; To cloſeneſs, and thederrering of my mind Infuſed withgg fortirude from heav /nz PY ; 
| With that which, but by being #etized. + ( When I have ewwlle the Sea with drops full Alt, Av ac , 
: Ore-priz'd a!Fpopular rate, inmy falſe brother Under my burthen groan d, Jwhich rais'd in me ”l 
| Awak*d an evil Nature; and my trult, An undergoing ſtomach, to'bear up Th, Valle. ſ 
: Like a good parent, did beget of him Againit what ſhould enſue. E 
; A falſhood in its contrary as great Mir. How came we aſhore ? 
As my truſt was; which had indeed no limit, Pro. By providence divine s | | 
[ A confidence fans bonnd. He being thus Lorded } Some food we had, and ſome freſh water, that ' 
- Not only with what my Revenue yielded, A noble Neapolitan Gonzalo, k 
| Bur what m r might elſe exact; Like one Out of his Gharity *(+—> veing then appointed | 
| | Maſter of this defign) did give ns, with 
| Makeguch a ſinner of his Memory Rich garments, linnens, ſtutts, and necefſaries | 
| | 
/ | 


— 
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| The 7 empeſt. | 4.3 
\Vhich fince have ſteeded much, ſo of his gentleneſs, | Thou call'dſt me up at midnight, to fetch dey 
Knowing 1lov'd my Bapks, he furniſh*d me From the ſtill-vext Bernpangge:Ftlicere ſhes hid - 
From mine own Library, with volumes, that The Mariners all under batches ftow4d, 
| prize above my Dukedom. Whagawith a Charm joyn'd to theit ſuffered labors 
Mir. Would 1 might T[ovelef: alleep; and for the reſt o*th*Fleer 
ut ever ſee that man/ ( Which | diſpers'd)they all have mer again, 
Pro. Now I arife;. And are upon the Mediterranean Flote 
Sit ſtill, and hear the.laſt of our Sea-ſorrow, Bound ſadly home for Naples, ; / 
Here in this [f{land we arriv'd, and here +. » © |Suppoſing that they ſaw the Kings ſhip wraaksl. 
Have 1, thy School-maſter, made thee more profit And his great perſon periſh. } 
Than other Princes can, that have more time Pro Ariel, thy charge ®-4, 
For vainer hours, and Tutors, not ſo careful. ExaCtly 1s periorm'd , but there's more work: 
Mir. Heav4as thank you for*t/And now | pray you,Sir, What is the rime oth day ? | 
C For {till 'ris beating in my mind} your reaſon Ar. Paſt the mid ſeaſon. 
For rgyſing this Sea-ſtorm £ Pro: At leaſt owerGlatics : the time *twixt ſix and now 
Pro. Know thus far forth; Muſt by us both be ſpent moſt preciouſfly. 
By accident molt ſtrange. bountiful Fortune Ar. Is there more toyl? Since thou deſt give me pains, | 
(Now my dear Lady) hath mine enemies Let me remember thee what thou haſt promis'd, 
Brought to this ſhare :» And by my preſcience. Which is not yet perform'd me. ' 
[ find my Zenith doth depend upon Pro. How now ?. moody ? 
A moſt auſpitious ſtar, whole influence VT? WhaFr is't thou canſt deniind 2 
[f now court not, but omit, my fortunes Ar. My Liberty. 
Will ever after droop=—Here ceaſe more queſtions, Pro. Before the time be out? nomore @ * 
Thou art inclin'd to ſleep; *tis a good dulneſs, Ar. Ipr xhee * 
And give it way ; 1 know thou @nſt not chuſes Remember I have done thee worthy ſervice, -. 
Come away, Servant, come ; 1 Y.m ready now Told thee no ltes, made awe awaiſtakings, ſerv'd 
roach my Ariel. COM FTEaE 114 ,Fnter Ariel. Withoutor grudgg or grumblings ; thou gidſt promile f 
Art. al, iter! grave Sir, hail!l come To bate me a full year. | 
To anſwer thy belt pleaſure . be? to fly; Pro, Do'lt thou forget | 
To ſwim; to dive intg the fire; to ride | From what a torment 1 did free thee ? Ar. No. 
On the curl'd ciouds : to thy ſtrong bidding, task | Pro. Thou do'ſt ; and-thinkeſt ir much to tread the 
Ariel, and all his Quali&@ ' "—=of the falt deep; - 
Pro. Halt thou, Spirit, To run ppon the ſharp wind of the Northg | 
Perform'd to point, the 'Tempeſt that I bad thee? To do me bulineſs in the veins of? th exiles. --— 
Ar. To every Articte. When it is bak'd with froſt. | 
[ boarged the Kings ſhip: now.an the Beak, Ar. 1do not LY p | 
Now in the Waite, the deck, in every Cabin, , Pro. Thou lylt, malignant Thing : 'haſt thou forgot 
| lam'd amazement, ſometimes Fld divide The foal Witch S;curax, who with Age andi#nvy 
And burn in many places ; onthe rop-maſt, Was grown intoa Hoop ? haſt thou forgot her 2” & 
The Yards and Bofe(prit, would I flame diſtinly, Ar. NogSir. f 
Then meet, and joyn. Foves Lightninggthe precurſers Pro. Thou haſt : where was ſhe born ? ſpeake;ztell me: 
OF: dreadful Thunder claps, more momentary Ar. Sir, in Argitr. | 
And light out-runtling were.not ; the fire and cracks Pro. Oh, was ſhe ſo? I muſt 
Of ſulphurous roaring, the moſt mighty Neptune Once ina month recount what thou haſt b&g aw =» 
SeemTo beſiege, and make his bold waves tremble, Which thou forgetſt. This damn'd Wizch Sycorax, 
Yea, his dead Tridett ſhake. For miſchiefs manifold, aw ſorcerieg terrible 
*Tlaf's} Pro My brave Sine ; 'To enter human hearing, from arvied 449 
Who was fo tirm ſo conſtant, that this coyl Thou know'ſt was baniſh'd : for one thingſhe did '& 
| Would not infect his reaſon ? They would not take her life . is nt this true > Ar Air. F 
Ar. Not a foul Pro. 'T his blewey'd' hag, was hither brought wi 
But felt a Feaver of the ahas plaid _. And here was left by th? carkers : thou my ſlave, . (child, 
Some tricks of deſperation : all but Mariners As thou report'it thy ſelffwasthen her fervant, 
Plung'd in the foaming brine, and quit the veſſel J And, for thou waſt aſpirit too delicate 
Then all a fire with me:the Kings ſon Ferdinand | To att her eartity and abhorld commands, hk 
With hair up {raring ( then like reeds, nor hair) Refuſing her grand heſts, the did confine thee, 
_ | Wasthe firit man that leapet; crſd hell is empty,. ' | By help of ler moreporent miniſters. 
An 94 All the Devils are here.  Andin her moſt unmitggable rage, . 
Pro. \\hy that's my ſpirit 4 Into a cloven Pane; within which rift 
But was not this nigh ſhore ? Impriſor'd, thou did'ſt painfully remain 
Ar. Cloſe by, my Maſter. A dozen yearsy Within which ſpace ſhe did, | 
Pro. But are they, Ariel, ſafe ? And left thee there : where thou didfſt verit thy groang 
Ar. Not a bair periſh?d ; As faſt as Mill wheels ſtrike s the was this Ifland © 
On their ſuſtaining garments not a blemiſh, (Save for the Sun thatShe did litrex” her 
But treſker chan before. and as thowbawfh me, | A fr8k Id whelp, hag-born)) not honour'd with 
In troops | have diſpers'd them *bour the iſle : ' [ Ahutman ſhape. Fs 
The Kings ſon have landed by himſelf, Ar. Yes; Caliban her ſon. 
Whom I leſt cooling of the Air with ſighs Pro. Dull thing, [| fay fo : he, that Calibaw 
in an odd Ang'e of the Ile, and fitting, VVhom now 1 keep in ſervice, thou beft know'ſt 
His arms in this fad knot. | | VVhar torment 1 did find thee in ; thy groans 
Pre. Of the Kings ſhip, Did make wolves howl, and' penetrate the breſts 
The Mariners, fay how thou haſt diſpos'd, Ot ever-angry Bears; it was a torment 
And all the reit o'th* Fleet ? To lay upon the damn'd, which Sycorax 
Ar. Safely in harbour. Could not again mdo* ic was thine are, 
y the Kings ſhips in the deep Nook, where once | ; 
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ATTY. ER 


1 be Tempeſt. 


VVhenl arriv*d, and heard thee, that made gape 
The Phe, and let thee our. 
Ar. | thank thee Maſter. : 
' Pro, If thou more murmur'it, | will rend an Oak 
| And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till 
Thon2s how? away twelve winters. 
Ar. Pardon, Malſtet, . 
[ will be coreſporigent to command 
and domyApriting gently. 
Pro. Do fo: end after two dayes 
rmrm—__ — w_—_— 
ArobT trar's my noble Maſter : 
VVhat ſhalll do? ſay what ? what ſhall Ido? 
Pro. Go make thy ſelf like toa Nymph o'th* Sea. 
Be ſubject to no ſight but gnine, ck inviſible 
To every eye-ball elſes go take this — 
And hither come in't 3 _ . : hence @iH/ dlifeg en Wy, 
IIa AGelEx it. 


Pro. Awake, dear heart awake, thou ha ſlept well, 
Awake. 

Mew. The ſtrangeneſs of your ſtor y, put 
Heavineſs in me. 

Pro. Shakegt off : Come on, 
VVelll viſit Caliban, my ſlave, who never 
Yields us kind ankwer. 

Mir. *Tisa villain, Sir, 4 deenct love to Jook © 

Pro. But as *tis 
V Ve cannot miſs him : he do& make our fire, 
Fetch in our wood, and ſerves, Ofces / 
That profit us. what hoa | five! Caliban! 
hou Earth thou { ſpeak. Y 

Cal. (within. ) There's wood enough within. 


Pro. Come forchyl ſay, there's other buſineſs for thee. 
pen ne mengnarn ? __ Ariel like a Water- 
Fine apparition? my quaint Are, Nymph. 


Heark 1n thine ear. 
Ar. My Lord, it fhall be done. | 


n 


; 


Exit. 


llpon thy wicked Dam ; come forth. #- [Enter Caliban. 
FF" 731. As wicked dew. as cre my Mother bruſh'd 
JyYVitch Ravens feather from unwholſome Fen, 

Drop on you both { A South-weſt blow on ye, 

And bliſter you all o're! 

Pro. For thas,be ſare, to night thou ſhalt have cramps, 
Side-ſtitches, that ſhall pen thy breath up; Urchins 
Shall,for that vaſt of night. that. they,may work 
All exerciſe on ghee: thou ſhalt be pinch'd _ 

As thick as hoyy-combg each pinch more ſtinging 
Than Þces that made'em. 

Cal. 1 muſt eat my dinner 6 
This Iſland's mine by Sycorax my Moyer, 

VVhich thou tak*(t from me # when thou camdſt firſt 
Thou ſtroak*ſt me,& made much of me; would'ſt give me 
V Vater with betgies in't ; and teach me how 
To name the bigger Light, and how the leſs, 
That burn by day and night: and then 11ov?d thee, 
FAnd ſhew?J thee all the qualities o* the Ile, — _ 
The freſh Springs, Brine-pits ; barren place and fertile, 
Curs'd be 1 that 1did ſo] All the Charms 
Of Sycerax y Toads, Beetles, Bats light on youſ 
Ford am all the Subjects that you have, 
V Vh@. firſt was mine own King : and here you ſty-me . 
Inthis hard Rock, whites you do keep from me 

Thereſt of th?!ſland. 
| Pro. Thou moſt lying fave, | | 
VVhom ſtripes may move,not kindneſs j1 have usd thee 
(Filth as thou art ) with human care, and lod g'd Hee 
In mine own Cell, till thou didit ſeek to violate 
The honour of my Child. , 

Cal. Oh ho, oh ho&wouldthhad been done : 
Thou didſt prevent me, | had peopli elſe 
This Iſle with Calibars. 

Mir. Abhorred Slaves 


VVho' any print of gopdne $ Will not take, 
Being capable of all ill7 I pitgd rhees 


f 


Tee 


Pro. T howpoiſonous ſlave, got by the Devil himſelf _ | 


PLL dachergorh 
Ws; 


— 


Took pains tomake thee ſpeak, taught thee each h 


| | | our , 
One thing or othef's when thou noty Savage, Cov 
Hhew thine own meaning , but + efgdiſt gabble like 


A rhing moſt bruitiſh, | endow'd thy purpoſes 

VVith words that made them known-Putthy vi] @rnce 
(Tho thou didit learn) had that int ., which go0d natures 
Could not abide to he with ; therefore wa'ſt thou 
Deſervedly confin'd into this Rock, anlanaianl# 


. 


MPs, 


| 


, 


þ 


A 
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«Cal. You taught me Language, and my profit on'c 
Is, I know how to curſe : the red-plague rid you 
For learning me your language/ 
Pro. Hag-ſeed, hence { Was 
Fetch us in Fewel, and be quichſrt Set 
To anſwer other buſineſs » ſhrug*{t thou” Malice? 
[f thou negleCFit, or doſt unwillingly 
What I command, Ile rack thee with old cra 
Fill al thy bones with Aches, make thee rore, 
The beaſts ſhall cremble at thy dt. 
..Cal. No, ' pray thee. 
[ muſt obey, his Artis of ſuch pow'r, 
le. would contro] my Dam's god Serehos, 
And make a vallaLof him. 
Pro. So; ſlave, hence! Seem, VC 
Enter Stand and Ariel inviſible, playing & [inging, 
Ariel's Song, Come unto theſe yellow ſands, 
| and then take hands : 
Curt fied when you have, and kit: 
the wild RC ey" '; _ 
Foot it featly here and there, and fweek ſprights bear. 
| the burthen. Burthen diſperſedly. 
Hark, hark, bougb-wawgh : the watch-Dogs bark, 
bough wawgh. 
Ar. Hark, hark, I hear , ihe ftram of froning Chanticlere, 
cry cock adgdle- dey :. 
Fer. Where ſhould this. Muſick be? Ih. ait, or -garth? 
[t ſounds nomore: and ſure it waits wpon 
Some god *oth* Wand, fitting on a bank, 
VVeeping againthe King my Fathers wreck, 
This Muſick crept by me upon the waters 
Allaying both their fury, and my paſſion, 
W-th it's ſweet ar : thence I have follow'd it 
Or it hath drawn me rather. but *cis gone. 
No, it begins again, 
Ariel's Song. Full fathewfive thy Father lgs 
Of his bones are Coral mat : 
Thoſe are pearls that were bis eyes, 
Nothing of bim that doth fade, 
But doth ſuffer a Sea-change 7 
Into ſomething rich, and ſtrange ; 
Sea-Nympbs hourly ring his knell., 
Burthen: ding dong. 
Hark now I hear them, ding-dong bell. 
Fer. The Ditty do's remember my drown'd father; 
This is no mortal buſineſs, nor no ſound 
That the earth owng; m g C 
Pro. The tringed Curtains of thine eye advance, 
And ſay what thou ſee'ſt yond. 
Mira. What is'tja ſpirit ? 
Lord, how itlook's about ! Believe me fir, 
it carries a brave form. But 'tis a ſpirit. 
Pro. No, wench, it eats,and ſleeps,and hath ſach ſenſes 
As we have, ſuch, This Gallant which thou ſeeſt 
Was in the wreek : and but he's ſomething ſtain'd 
With grief (that's beautigs canker) thou might'ſ call him 
A goodly perſon « fe hath loſt his fellows, | 
And ſtrayes about to find'em - 
Mir. 1 might call him 
A thing divine, for nothing natural 
| ever ſaw ſo Noble. Th 
Pro. Itgoes on : \... CAL ; 
As my foul prompts it: Spirit, ſpirit, PIE free thee 
VVithin two days for.this. « 
Fer, Moſt ſure the goddeſs 


On 


(ti. I—_ 
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On whom theſe ayres attend) Vouchſafe my pray*r Toth” molt of men this is a Caliban, 
BY þ May know, it you refrain upon this Ifland, And they to him are Angels. 
And that you will ſome good inftruCtion give Mir. My afteQtions - $821 
How I may bear me here : my prime requeſt Are then moſt humble : I have no ambitiort 
(Which 1 do laſt pronounce) is 'O you wonder To ſee a goodlier man. 
7 7.1 If you be mad-, or no? Pro. Come on, obey: 
EP M'r. No wonder fir, Thy Nerves ate in their infancy again, 
But certainly a Maid, And have no vigour in them. 
Fer. My Language Heavgns : PUTTER Fer. So they are: | 
| am the beſt of them that ſpeak this ſpeech, My ſpirits, as in a dream, are all bound up: 
\Were | but where 'tis ipoken. My Father's loſs, the weakneſs which 1 feel, 
| / Pro. How? the beſt? * The wreck of aflmy friends,and; this man's threats, 
What wer't thou if the King of Naples heard thee? Towhoml1 am ſubdu'd, are-bur light to me, 
Fer. A ſingle thing, as | am now, that wonders Might 1 but througWtny priſon once a day 
To hear Thee ſpeak of Naples's ff dots hear me, | Eehold this Maid -witawmers clfe o'th' Earth 
| And that he dots, 1 weep: my ſelf am Naples, Let liberty make uſe of; ſpace enough 
Who, with mine eyes (neter fince at ebb) beheld Have lin ſuch a Priſon; 
The King ny Father wreck'e, Pro. It works : Come on. 
Mir. Alack, for mercy/ Thou haſt done well, fine Arze!/: followme. 
Fer. Yes faith, and all his Lords; the Duke of Milag| Hark what thou elſe ſhalt do me. 
And his brave ſon, being twain. Mir. Beof comfort, 
Pro. The Duke of Millan My Father's of a better Nature, \Sir | : 
| And his more braver daughter conld controll thee, Than he appears by ſpeech: this is unwonted TP 
If now*twere fit to do*t+—At the firſt ſight VVhich now came from him. | # 
they have chang'deyes;( Delicate Arie], Pro. Thou ſhalt be as free [T: AnkG | 
PIEſer thee free for this.) A word,good Sir, As mountain winds; but then exattly do 
| fear you 2-yedoneySurſelf ſome wrong: A word. All points of my command. 
Mir. Why ſpeaks rgy Father ſo ungently ? This Ar. To t'ſy]lable. 
| [Is the third man chat eyl ſaw : the firſt Pro, Come follow : ſpeak not for him. [Exewnr 
q That exe | fight'd for. &y move my Father | 
| | To be enclin'd my way. | "+ 
| Fer. O, if a Virgin, ; OE 
{ And your affeCttion not gone forth, I|Emake you | 
The Queen of Naples. ; -ont Pr | 
| Pro. Soft Sir, word more, _—u— Aftus Tawny by FOG /] 
They Jreboth incithers pow'r 2 But this ſwift buſineſs Ano Fhev Faw of . 
[ muſt uneaſie make, leſt roo light winning 3; A +} eb | Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Genzalo, Adrian, Fran- 
Mate the prize light., One word more | | charge thee ciſco, and others. 
That thou atrend mef: Thou do'ſt here uſurp | 
The Name thou ow'ſt not, and haſt put thy ſelf Gonz.. Beſeech you Sir, be merry: you have cauſe, 
Upon this Iſland, as a ſpy, to win it (So have we all) of joy ; for our eſcape 
From me, the Lord or. Is much beyond our loſs ; our hint of wo” 
Fer. No, as! am a man. ls common; every day, ſomeSailors VVife, 
Mir. There's nothing ill can dwell in ſuch a Temple. | The Maſters of ſome Merchant, and the Merchant 
[f theill-ſpirit have fo fair an houſe, Have juſt our Theam-of woe: Bur for the miracle, 
Good things will ſtrive to dwell with't. | (l mean our preſervation) few in millions, 
| Pro. Follow me. | . Can ſpeak like us: then wiſely, good Sir, weigh 
| Proſ. Speak not you for him : he's a Traitor: come, Our forrow with our comfort. 
PICmanacle thy neck and feet together; Alonſ. Prythee peace. x 
| Sea-water ſhalt thon drink_; thy food ſhall be Seb. He receives comfort like cold porredge. 
Che freſh-brook Muſcles, wither d roots and husks Ant. TheAdueqggyvill not give '> o're fo. 
Wherein the Acorn cradled. Follow. Seb. Look, he's winding up the VVatch of his VVit, 
Fer. No, By and by it will ſtrike. 
| will reſiſt ſuch entertainment, till Gon. ir. mm 
& Mine Enemy has more power. Seb. On: tell. 
; He draws, and is charmed from moving.} Gen. VVhenevery grief isentertain'd, 
1 | Mira. O dear Father, That's offer*d;comes to the entertainer.._____ — 
Make not tooraſh a trial of him ; for Seb. A Dollor. 
He's gentle, #A&'not fearful, Gon. Dolour comes ta him indeed, you have ſpoken 
Proſ. VVhay I ſay, truer thanyon ptirpos'd. FINTAH fore 
My foot my Tutor ? Put thy Sword up, Traitor, Seb. You have taken it wiſelier thanl meant you ſhould. 
VVhamak!s/f ſhew, bur dar'ſt not ſtrike; thy conſcience | Ge. Therefore,my Lord. | 
ls olſeſt with guile: Come from thy ward, Ant. Fie, what a ſpend-thriftis he of his rongue? 
For can here diſarm thee with this ſtick, Alon. | prgthee ſpare. 
| And make thy weapon drop. | Gon. VVell, I havedone : But yet —————— 
| | Air. Beſecch you Father. Seb. He will be ta]king. 
| Pro, Hence: hang not on my gatment.. Ant. VVhich of he, or Adrian, fora good V Vager, 
Z Mir. Sir, have pity, Firſt begins to crow ? 
PIEbe his ſurety. Seb. Theold Cock. 
| Pro. Silence : One word more Ant. The Cockrell. 
| Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee , V Vhar, Seb.Done:the wager? 
An advocate for an Impoſtor ? Huſh) Ant. Alaughter. 
Thou think'it theremg,no more ſuch ſhapes as he, Seb. A match, @ | 
(Having ſeen but him and Caliban) © Fooliſh wench, Adr. Though this Iſland ſeem to be deft; 
| A} Seb.1 
| Y 
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Seb. Ha, ha, ha.- 

Ant. $0: you'wpaid. 

Adr. Uninhabitable, and almoſt inacceſſible. 

Seb, Yet, i 

Adr. Yet. 

Ant. He could not miſgr. 

Adr. It muſt needs be of ſubtle, tender, and delicate 
temperance. | 

Ant, Temperance was a delicate wench. 

Seb. Ayand a ſubtle, as he molt learnedly deliver'd. 

Adr."The air breathes upon us here moſt ſweetly. 

Seb. As if it had Lungs, and rotten ones. 

Ant. Or, as *twere perfumed by a Fen, 

Gen. Here is every thing advantagemis to life. 

Ant. True, fave means to live, | 

Seb. Of that there's none, or little. 

Gm. How luſh and luſty the graſs looks ? 

How green ? 

Ant. The ground indeed is tawny. 

Seb. VVith an eye of green in't. 

Ant. He miſſes not much. 

Seb. No: he doth but miſtake the truth totally. 

Gon, But the rarity of it is, Which is indeed almoſt be- 
yond credit. —— 

Seb. As many voucht rarities are. 

Gon. That our Garments being (as they were) drencht 
in the Sca,hold notwithſtanding their freſhneſs and gloſles, 
being rather new dy'd than {tain'd with falr water. 

Ant. If but one of his Pockets conld ſpeak, would it 


not ſay he lies ? 
Seb.Ayor very falſely pocket up his report. 
Gon, Mlethinks our garments are now as freſh as when 
we put them on firſt in 4 at the marriage of the 
King's fair Daughter C/ar:be/, ro the King of Tunz. 

| Seb. *Tiwas a ſweet marriage, and we proſper well in 
our return. 

Adri. Tunis was never grac'd before with ſuch a Para- 
gon to their Queen. 

Gon. Not ſince VVidow Di4do's time. 

Ant. VVidow ? a pox of that : how came that VVi- 
dowin ? VVidow Dido / 

Seb. VVhat if he had ſaid VVidower efneas too ? 
Good Lord, how you take tf 

Adri. VVidow Dido ſaid vou ? You make me ſtudy of 
that : ſhe was of Carihage, not of Tur. 

Gon. This Tus, fir, was Carthage. 

Adri. Carthage? Gon. laltlure you Carthage. 

, Ant. His word is more than the miraculous Harp. 

Seb. He hath rais'd the wall, and houſes roo. 

Ant. What impoſſible matter will he make eaſie next ? 

Seb, 1 think he will carry this land home in his pock- 
et, and gire it his ſon for an Apple. 

Ant. And ſowing the kernels of it in the Sea, bring 
forth more Iſlands. 

Gon Ay. Ant. Why in good time. 

Gen. Sir, we were talking, that our garments ſeem 
now as freſh as when we were at 7:77;5 at the marriage 
of your Daughter, who is noiv Queen. 

Ant. And the rareſt that &'re came there. 

Seb. Bate |beſeech you y Widow Lidc. 

Ant. O VVidow Dido ?AyYN Vidow 7 :dol 

Gen. Is not my DoubletF Sir, as freſh as the firſt day 1 
wore it ? lmeanin a fort. 

Ant. That fort was well fift'd for. 

Gon. VVhen | wore it at your Daughters Marriage. 

Alon. You cram thele words into mine ears, againſt 
The ſtomach of my ſenſe : V Vould I had never 
Married my daugh'er there! For coming thence 
My ſon is loſt, and yin my rate ſhe too, 
VVho is ſo far from [ra!; removtd, 
| ne*re again ſhall ſee her: O thou mine heir 
Of Naples and of Milian, what ſtrange fiſh 
Hath made his meal on thee ? 

Fran. vir, he may live. 


| Thar would nor bleſs our Europe with your Daughter, ,_ 


| ſaw him beat the the ſurges under him, ; 
And ride upon their backs ; he trod-the water , vl 
VVhoſe Enmity he flung aſide; and breſted | 
The ſurge moſt ſwolh that met him : his Bold head 

"Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar/d 


| Himſelf with his good arms in luſty ſtrokes 


To ttt ſhore; that o're his wave-worn baſis bow/d 
As {tooping to relieve him : I not doubt 
He came alive to Land. 

Alon. No, no, he's gone. 

Seb. Sir, you may thank your ſelf for this great loſs, 


But rather loſe her to an African ; 
Where ſhe, atleaſt, is baniſh'd from your Eye, 
VVho hath gauſe to wet the grief on'c. 
Alon. Prethee peace. 
Seb, You were kneeP'd to, and importun'd otherwiſe 
By all of us: and the fair foul her ſelf 
VVeigh'd between loathneſs and obedience, at 
VVhich end 'thebeam ſhould bow. we. Ze loſt your ſon 
| ſear for ever : Millaaand Naples have : 
Mo V Vidows in them of this buſineſs making, 
Than we bring men to comfort them : 
The fault's your own. . 
Alon. So is the dealt cf thelos, 
Gone My Lord Sebaſtian, 
The zppth you ſpeak doth lack ſome gentleneſs 
And timelfodpeak it in: you rub the fore 
VVhen you ſhould bring the Plaiſter. 
Seb. Very well. Ant. And moſt Chirurgeonly. 
Gon, It is foul weather in us afl, good Sir, 
When you are cloudy. 
Seb. — Ant. Very foul, 
Gon. Had I plant of this Iſſe, my Lord. ——— 
Ant. He*dlow t wmh Nettle-ſeed. 
$:b. Or Docks, or Mallows. 
Gon. And wete the King on'r, what would 1 do 3 
Seb. Scape being drunk, for wantof Wine. 
o name 
Blues 


Gon. Ph — . by contraries; 
Execute all things: ind of Traffick 
Would 1 admit ; i of Ma iſtrate; F# þ 
Letters ſhould not be known ; Riches, poverty, « COT 7 
And uſe of ſervice, none ; Contratt, Succeſlio 
Borngþound of Land, Tilth, Vineyard,none; 

No uſe of Metal, Corn, or VVine, or Oyl; 


nd women too; but innocent and pure : 
No Sovervignty. 
SebYer he would be King on't. 
Ant. The latter end of his Commonwealth forgets the 
beginning. 
Gen. All things in common Nature ſhould produce « 
VVithour ſweat or endeavour : Treaſon, Felony, 
Sword, Pike, Knite, Gun, or need of any Engine 
Would I not have; but Nature ſhould bring forth 
Cf its own kind, all foyzon, all abundance *' 
To feed my innocent people. 
Seb. No marrying *mong his Subjetts ? 
> Ant. None man all idle ; VVhores and Knaves, 
. Gon. | would with ſuch perfeCtion govern, Sir: 
T* excell the Golden Age 
Seb Save his Majeſty./ Ant. Long live Gonzalo! 
Gon. And do you mark me, Sir ? 
Alen. Prethee no more: thou dot talk nothing to me. 
Gon. 1dO well believe your Highneſs, and did it to mi- 
niſter occaſion to theſe Gentlemen, who are of ſuch ſen- 
ſible and nimble Lungs, that they always uſe to laugh at 
nothing. 
Ant. *Twas you we laugh'd ar. 
Gon. V'Vho, in this kind of merry fooling am nothing 
to you : {o you may continue, and laugh atnothing ſtill. 
Ant. VVhat a blow was there given ? 
Seb. And it had not faPn flat-Jong. | 
Gon. You are Gentlemen of .. brave metal : you would | 
P lift 


by occupation, all men idle, ally 
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lift the Moon out of her ſphere, if ſhe would continue 
in it five weeks without changing. 
Enter Ariell playms ſolemn Muſick, 

Seb. VVe would fo, and then go a Bat-fowling. 

Ant. Nay, good mv Lord be not angry. 

Gon. No I warrant you, I will not adventure my dif- 
cretion ſo weakly : V Vill you laugh me aſleep, for | am 
very heavy; 

Ant. Go ſleep, and hear us. 

Alon. VVhat, all fo ſoon afleep? I wiſh mine iS) 
would with themſelves thut up my thoughts; TI {+ 
Sat they are inclin'd to do fo, 

Seb. Pleaſe you Sir, 

Do not omit the heavy offer of it* 
[t ſeldom viſits ſorrow ; when it doth, it is a.Comforter, 

Ant. VVe two, my Lord, will guard your perſon, 
VVhile you take your relt, and watch your ſafety. 

Alon. Thank you: wondrous heavy A{/ leejr but- 

Seb. What a ſtrange drowſineſs poſſeſſes them ? 

Ant. It is the quality o'th* Climate. //e6 + Ant 

Seb. Why TRE 
Doth it not then our Eye-lids fink ? I find to - 

— my ſelf diſpos'd to ſleep | 
Ant. Nor 1, my ſpirits are nimble: , 
They fell together all as by conſent 
They dropt, as by a Thunder-ſtroke, what might? 
Worthy Sebaſtian4»O, what mighe>no more, 
And yer, methinks I ſee it in thy face, 
What thou ſhould'ſt be : the occaſion ſpeaks thee, and 
My ſtrong imagination ſees a Crown 
Dropping upon thy head. 

Seb. What, art thou waking ? 

Ant. Do you not hear me ſpeak ? 

Seb. 1doz and ſurely 
[t is a ſleepy Language, and thou ſpeak'ſt 
Our of thy ſleep: "What is it thou didſt ſay ? 

This is a ſtrange repole, to be aſleep 
With Eyes wide open: ſtanding, ſpeaking, moving ; 
And yet fo faſt aſleep. 

Ant. Noble Sebaſtian, 
Thou ler'it thy fortune ſleepy, die rather : wink'lt 
Whiles thou art waking. 

Seb. Thou dolt ſnore diſtinttly ; 
There's meanimgmanthy ſnores. 

Ant. 1 am morgſerions thanmy cuſtom : 
Maſt be ſo ' +, tfrheed me : which to do, 
Trowles thee no. 

Seb. Well: 1 am ſtanding water. 

Ant. V1Þ teach you how to flow, 

Seb. Do fo: toebb, 

Hereditary floth inſtructs me. , 

Ant. O! 

If you but knew how you the purpoſe cheriſh 
Whil»>sfrhus you mock it; how in ſtripping it 
You more inveſt it}. ebbing men, indeed 
Moſt often do fo near the bottom run , 

By their own fear or ſloth. 

Seb. Prethee ſay on, 
The ſetting of thine Eye and cheek proclaim 
A matter from thee ; and a birth, indeed, 


[ 


you 


Ant, Thus air : , 
Although this Lord of weak remembrance ; this 
Who ſhall-be of as lictle memory 
When he is earth*d, hath here almoſt perſwaded 
(For he's a Spirit of perfwaſion, only 
Profeſles to per{wace) the King his ſon's alive ; 
"T's as impoſlible that he*s undrown'd, 
As he that ſleeps here, ſwims. 

Seb. lhave no hope, 
Thar he's undrown'd. 

Ant.O, out of thatno hope | 
What great hope have you ? No hope that way j 15 
Another way fo high an hope, that even 


Which chrog#: thee much to yield. 
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e rough, and Razor-able ; 
ve M were ſea-ſwallow'dywatiffome, calt again, 


| Meaſure & back. 


mw 


Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond, 


But dy-gfdGiſcovery there. Will you grant, with me, 
That Ferdinand is drown'd ? 
Seb. He's gone. 


Ant. Then tell me who's the next heir of 
Seb. Claribe; 


Ant. She that is Queen of Tins ſhe that dwells 
Ten Leagues beyond man's Liteg The that from Naples 


Naples ? 


he Man i” th* Moon's too flow)rill new-bornthi 
; She aſFom whom 


- 
\ —— 


_ by that deſtiny @ perform an at. 
Vhereof, whar's paſt in prologue , what to come + 
[n yours, and my diſcharge. 
Seb. What ſtuff is this ? How fay you ? 
"Tis true, my brother's daughter's Queen of Tins, 
So1s ſhe heir of Naples, *ewixt which Regions 
'There is ſome ſpace, 
Ant. Aſpace whoſe ev'ry cubit 
Seems tq cry out, how ſhalkchewClaribel/ 


—— 


*; ? keep in Tunis, 
And let Sebaſtian wake, Say, this weredeath 
That now hath ſeiz'd them, why they were no worſe 
Than now they are : There be that can rule Naples 
As well as he that ſleeps; Lords that can prate 
As amply, and unnecetlarily 
As this Gonzalo; | my ſelf conld make 
A Cough of as deep chats O. that you bore 
The mind thatl do; what a ſleep were this 
For your advancement? Do you underſtand me? 
Seb. Methinks I do. L 
+ eAnt. And how dob your content 
Tender your own good fortune ? - 
. Seb. 1 remember 
You did ſupplant your brother Proſp/e 
eAnt. Irue; 
And look how well my Garments fit upon me, 
Much feater than before : My brother's ſervants 
Were then my fellows, now they are my men. 
Seb. But for your Conſcience. E 
a His ; Where lies thar{|1f *rwvere a kybe 
—_— put me to my flipper: Bur | feel nor 
1 his Deity in my botome :] T'@&Ftx, Conſciences 
That fied rwixt me ang-Mliewh. candigd ithey; ©} 
my melt ere they floleſteqHere | ou brother, — | 
No better than the Earth he lies upon 
if he were that which now he's like, Chats dead; 
Whom | with this obedient ſteel, (three inches of ity 
Can lay to bed for ever: « pn Sa doing thus, 
To the perpetual wink for ay might put 
This ancient morſel J this Sir Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our courſes for all the reſt 
They'l take ſuggeſtion, as a Car laps milk; 
They*l cell the clock, to any buſineſs that 
We ſay befits the hour. * 
Seb. Thy caſe, dear Friend, 
Shall'be ty preſident; As thou got'ſt Mill ewe 
Ple come by oP Draw thy Sword, one ſtroke 
Shall free thee from) the tribute which thou payIR, 
And Ithe King ſhall love thee. 
eAnt. Draw together : 
And when 1 rear my hand, do you the like 
To fall it on Gonzalo. 
Seb. * but one word. 
Enter Ariell with Muſick and Song. 
Ariell, My Maſter through his Art foreſees the danger 
That you his friend; are ing and ſends me forth 
(For elſe his projet dies) to keepthem living. 
Sings in Gon 
While you here do ſnearing lie, 
Open-ey'd Conſpiracy 
His time doth take : 


zalo's Ear- 


= 


LS 


Go #7) Bdpecus ” Fg | : 


8 T be T empeſt 


IF of Life you keep a care, 
Shake off ſlumber and beware- 
Awake! awake,” VE 
Ant. Then let ns both be ſudden- | 
Gen. Now, good Angels preſerve the King.[.7ley 1 
Alo. Why how now ho * awake] why ave you drawn ? 
Wherefore this ghaſtly looking ? 
Gon. What's the matter ? 
$-þ, While: we ſtood here ſecuring your repoſe, 
Evengow we heard a hollow burit of bellowing 
Like Bulls, or rather ayons ; did't not wake you ? 
lt trook mine Ear mot terribly. 


Alo. 1 beard nothing. | 
Ant. O,*wwas a dinto fright a Monſter's Ear ; 


To make an Earthquake : ſure 1t was the roar 
Of a whole herd of Lyons. 


Alo. Heard you this, Gonzalo ? ; 
Gon.Upon mine honour,fir, I heard a humming, 


(And that a ſtrange one too) which did awake me! 

| ſhak'd you, fir, and cri'd; as mine eyes open'd, 

[ ſaw their weapons drawa: there was a noiſe, 

That's verify : 'ris beſt we ſtand @on aww guard ; 

Or that we quit this place:let's draw our weapons. | 
Alo. Lead off this ground, and let's make further ſearch 


For my poor fon. 
Gon. HeavIns keep him from theſe Beaſts : 


For he is ſure ith? iſland. 


Aloe. Lead away. 
Ar. Proſp'ro, my Lord, ſhall know what I have done. 


So (King) go ſafely on to ſeek thy ſon. Exeunt. 


— 


Scena Secunda. "NY 


Enter Caliban, with a burthen of wood (a noiſe 
of Thunder heard). 


Cal. All the inſeCtions that the Sun ſucks up 
From Bogs, Fens, Flats, on Proſper fall, and make him 
By inch-meal a diſeaſe$ his Spirits hear me, 

And yet I needs mult curſe. But they*lfnort pinch, 

Fright me with Urchin ſhews, pitch me ith? mire, 

Nor Jead mejlike a fire-brand, in the«dark 

Out of my way, unleſs he bid 'em ; but 

For every triflle are they ſet upon me, 

Sometime like Apes, that moe and chatter at me, 

And after bite me ; then like Hedg-hogs, which 

— parry. in my bare-foot-way, and mount 
heir pricks at my foot-fall ; ſometime am [ 

A!l wonnd with Adders,who with clopen tpngues 

Do hiſs me into madneſs... Lo! now.Lo, % © Enter. 

Here comes a Sprir of his, aaa ro torment me, Trimculo, 

For bringing wood in flowly » 1I'IC fall flar, 

Perchance he will not mind me. 

Tri. Here s neither buſh, nor ſhrub to bear off any wea- 
ther at ally and another {torm brewing ; 1 hear it ſing 
”th* wind : yond ſame black cloud, yond huge one, looks 
like a foul bombard that would ſhed his liquor : if it 
ſhould thunder, as it did before, 1 know not where to 
hide my head : yond ſame cloud cannot chulſe bur fall by 
pailfulls.—A\ hat have we here, a man or a fiſh ? dead or 
alive? Afith ; he lmells like a fiſh : a very ancient and 
fiſh-like ſmell: a kind of, not of the neweſt Poor Fohn : a 
ſtrange fiſhiwere I in Eng/and now(as once | was), and had 
but this fiſh painted,not an holy-day-fool there but would 
give a piece of filverethere would this monſter make a man; 
any ſtrange beait there makes a man : when they wilknor 
give a doit to relieve a lame Beggar, they will lay out ten 
toſeea dead Indian: Leg'd like a man {-and his Fins like 
——_— warm o* my troth { 1 do now let looſe my opinion, 
hold it no longer; this is no fiſh, but- an Iſlander, that 


Chumrats to Une ther fartof yf Sr ord 


hath lately ſuffered by a 'T hunderbolte Alas ! the ſtorm 
is come againe my belt way is to creep under his Gaber- 
dine : there is no other ſhelter hereabout : Miſery ac- 
quaints a man with ſtrange bedfellows : 1 will here ſhrowd 


- till che — the ſtorm be palt. 


JIC | 
Enter Stephano ſmging. 


Ste. I ſhall no more to ſea, to ſea, here ſhall I dte aſhore. 
This is a vgry ſcurvy tune to ſing at a man's. 
Funeral : well, here's my comfort. Drinks. 

Sings, The Maſter, the Swabber, the Boat-ſwain and Iy 
The Gunner, and his Mate, 
Low'd Mall, MegrankMarrian aud Margery, 
But none of us card for Kate ; 
For ſhe had a tongue with a tang, 
Weuld cry to a Sailorggo hang : 
She low'd not the ſavour of Tar nor of Pitch, 
Yet a Taylor might ſcratch her where ere ſhe did itch. 
Then to ſea boys, and let her go hang. 
Thggis a (curvy tune too : 
Butjhere's my comfort. 

k/. Do not torment me: oh! 

Ste. What's the matcer ? 
Have we Devils here ? 
Do you pvt tricks upon's with Salvages, and men of I- 
de? ha? | have not ſcap'ddrowning to be afraid now of 
your four legs; for it hath been ſaid, as proper a man as 
ever went on four legs, cannot make him give ground ; 
and it ſhall be ſaid fo again, while Srephano breathes at 
noſtrils. 

Cal. The Spirit torments me : oh f 

Ste. This is ſome moniter of the Iſle, with four legs ; 
who had got (as | take it) an Ague: where the Devil 
ſhould he learn our language ? 1 will give him.ſome relief, 
if it be bur for that: if 1 can recover him, and keep bi 


Drinks. 


tame, and get to Naples with him, he'sa Preſent for any 
Emperor that ever trod on Neats-Leather. 

Cal. Do not torment me prgthee 3 PlEbring my wood 
home faſter. a 

Ste. He's in i@ fit now; and dok not talk after the wi- 
ſeſt: he ſhall taſte of my Bottle: if he have never drunk 
Wine afore, it will go near to remove his Fit : jþ 1 can re- 
cover him, and keep him tame, too much 
for him.; he ſhall pay for him that hath him, and that 


-| ſoundly. 


Cal. Thou doſt me yet but lictle hurt; thon wie a- 
non, I know it by My trembling : Now Proſper works up- 
on Ione. : 

Ste. Come on your ways; open ygur month ; here 
is that which will give language to wn Cat; open your 
mouth ; this will ſhake your ſhaking, 1 can tell you, and 
that ſoundly : you cannot tell who's your friend; open 
your chaps again , 

Tri. 1] ſhould know that voice : 

[It ſhould be,- | s 
But heis drown'd ; and theſe are Devils; O ! defend me. 

Ste. Fourlegs, and two voices ; a moſt delieate Mon- 
ſterE his forward voice now is to ſpeak of his friend ; his 
backward voice 1s to utter foul ſpeeches, and to detract : 
if all the Wine in my Bottle will recover him; 1 will heip 
his Ague : Come ! Amen 1 will pour ſome in thy other 
mouth. 

Tri. Stephan. 

Ste. Doth thy other mouth call me? Mercy / mercy | 
This isa Devil, and no Monſter : 1 will leave him ; 1have 
no long ſpoon. 

Tri. Stephano{ if thou beeſt Stephano, touch me, and 
ſpeak rome ; for lam Trmculo; be not atraid, thy good 
friend Trinculo. 

Ste. If thou beeſt Trincz/o, come forth ; Vle pull thee 
by the leſſer legs: it any be Trimculo's legs, theſe are they 
Thouart very Trincalo indeed: how cam'tt thou to be the 
ſiege of this Moon-calf? Can he vent Trincu/o's 

Tri 
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Tri. 1 took him to be kill'd with a thunder-ſtroke g but 
art thou not drown'd Stephano : Thope now thou art not 
drown'd : is the ſtorm over-blown? 1 hid me under the 


conſtant. 


to him. 
Ste. How did*ſt thou ſcape ? 
How cam'ſt thou hither ? : 
Swear by this Bottle how thou cam { hither : Ieſcap'd 


by this Bottle/which 1 made of the Bark of a Tree, with 
mine own hands, ſince I was caſt aſhore. 
Cal. Vle ſwear upon that Bottle, to be thy true ſubject, 
for the liquor is not earthly. 2 p 
Ste. Here: ſwear thery how thou eſcap'dit. 
Tri. Swom aſhorg (man) like a Duck; 1 can ſwim like 
a Duck ile be ſworn. 
Ste. Here, kiſf. the Book. 
Tho thou can(ſt ſwim like a Duck, thou art made like a 
Gooſe. | 
Tri. O Stephano, has't any more-of tliis ? 
th* Sea ſide. where my wines hid ; , 
How now,Moon-Caltf, how do's thine Ague ? 
Cal. Has't thou not dropt from heaven * 


ith' Moon when time was. 
My Miſtreſſe ſhew'd me thee, and thy Dog,and thy Buſh. 


niſh it anon with ths new contents : Swear. 

Tri, By this good light, this is a very ſhallow Monſter 

[ afgagd of him ? a very ſhallow Monſter : 

The Man ith* Moon ? 

A moſt poor credulous Monſter : 

| Well drawn,Monſter, in good footh. 
Cal. I'1E ſhew th&every fertile inch o'th* 

will kiff. thy foot : 1 prethee be my god. 


Monſter, when'Ypod's aſleepy he'll rob his Bottle, 
Cal. Ile kifſAtty foot. eff 
Ste. Come on then; down and (wear. 


heart to beat hinL _____— 
Ste. Come, kills 


TrirBut that the poor Monſter's in drink : 
An abominable Moniter 


Berries j Ple fiſh for thee z and get the 


f wood enough 
lague upon the 'I'yrant that | ſerve | 


A 
Pl 
drous man. 

Tri. A moſt ridiculous Monſter, to make a wonder © 


thee a Jay's neſt, and inſtruct ttfee how to es 
ble Marmazet ; VIC bring thee tocluſtring Fulbg 
ſometimes Ple get thee young S 
Wilt thou gg with me ? 

j+.OPf | 
alking. 


Bottle ; 
gain : 
Caliban ſings drunkenly, 
Farewell, Maſter; farewel, farewel. 
Tri. Ahowling Monſter ; a drunken Monſter, 
Cal. No more dams PIl make for fiſh, 
Nor fetch in firing, at re quiring, 


/ 


Dr I 
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3 G | m : | Freedome, h@tyday, hety-day.treedome, 7 _ 
dead Moon-Calfs Gabqrdine, for fear_ of the Storm , yh y, me, freedome, he, 
Rn art thou living Stephano? O Stephanogtwo Neapolitans day rene 1. 109 » » bE | 
ſcap'd Z » j Ste. O brave Monlter, lead the way. [TExeont. 

Ste. 'Prgehee doi: not turn me about, my ſromack is not |, - 


Cal. Theſe be fine things, an if they be not ſprights : 
that's a brave god, and bears Celeſtial liquor: I will kneel 


npon a But of Sack, which the Saylors heaved o'reboard,” 


Ste. The whole But {man\:ny Cellax is in a rock by 


Ste. Out o'th Moon 1 do. afſure thee. I was the Man 
Cal. | have ſeen thee in her; and 1 do adore thee : 


Ste. Come ſwear to that : kill. the Book} 1 will fur- 


Iſle } and 1 
Tri. By this Jaght,za moſt perfidious - and drunken 


ear my ſelf thy Subject. | 


Tri. | ſhall laugh my ſelf ro death at, this puppy-head- 
ed Monſter : a moſt (curvie Monſter {1 could find in my 


Cal. Ile ſhew thee the beſt Springs j PlCpluck thee 


ear him no more Sticks, but follow thee, thou won- 


a poor drunkard. 

Cal. | pc let me bring thee where Crabs grow y 
and [ with thy long nagls will dig thee pig-nuts ; ſhaw 
nim- 
, and 
10M the Rocks 


ow now lead the way without any more 
rimculo, the King, and all our company elſe 
being drownd, we will inherit here e Here y bear my 
Fellow 7-4xcalo g we'll fill him by and by a- | 


Ner I rape trenchervy ” #vr waſh diſh, 
Ban', ban”, Cacalyban 
Has a new Maſter, get anew Man, 


vN 


Aus Tertius Scena Prima. . 


Enter Ferdinand ( bearing 4 Log.) : | 

Fer. There be ſome ſpotts are painful SPubtheir labour | 
Delight in them ſergff ; Some kinds of baſeneſs | 
Are nobly undergone.y and moſt poor matters | 
Point to rich ends &Fhis my megn Task - 

VVould beſas neavy to me, ious, but 

The Miſtreſs which 1 ſerve, qiickens what's dead, 

And makes my labours pleaſures : Ogſhe is 

Ten rimes more gentle, than her Father's crabbed ; 

And he's compos'd of harſhneſs, | muſt ; move 

Some thouſands of theſe Logs.y andpile them up, 

_ a ſore injunftiong A ſweer Miſtrefs . - 
eeps when ſhe (ces me work, and ſays, ſa 7 

Had never like Exggytorgg! forget; 9% 42 batch 

mel ſweet thoughts, do even refreſh m 

butje leaſt, when 1 do it. ntey ; 

Mir. Alasj}now pray you, and Pro 
Work not ſo hard ; | would the lightning had 
Burnt up thoſe Logs that you Ireenjoyn2d to pile; 
Prayyſet it down, and reſt you ; when this burns 
* Twill weep for having weargh you: my Fathef 
[s hard at ſtudy, pray now Tet your ſelf, 

He's ſafe for theſe three hours, 

Fer. O moſt dear Miſtreſs, _ | 
The Sun will &r$$fore t-thati-diſcharge 
Whatl muſt ſtrive to do; 

Mir. If youllit down | | 
PIC bear your Logs the while; Pray give.me that, 
PlEcarry it to the pile. - : 

Fer. Noyppecious Creature, 
| 2ad rather crack my finews, break my 
' Than you ſhould ſuch diſhonor underg 
While | ſic lazy by. 2 

Mir. It would become me. . 

As well asit do you; | And 1 ſhould doit 
With much more eaſe; for my good-will is to it; 


2 


back, 


wN 


And yours it is againſt, WP 

Pro. Poor worm) thou art infefted, 
This vifitation ſhews it, 

Mir. You look wearily. _ 

Fer. No,noble Miſtrels,is freſh morning with me, 
hen you are by at night.« Ido beſeech you, 
{ Chiefly, that 1 mightſer it in'my prayers, 
What is your name ? 0 

Mir. Miranda; O my Father, 
| have broke your heſt,to Jay ſo. 

Fer. Admir'd Mirandag',... _. + 
Indeed the top of Admirgtion, worth | .-. - 
What's deareſt to the world ; full many a Lady. 
| Ive ey'd with beſt regard, and many a.time 
Tt harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent ear ; for ſeveral virtues 
Have 1 lik'd ſeveral women, never any 
With fo full ſoul, but ſome defedt in her . 

Did quarrel with hy A grace ſhe ow'd, 
And put it to the folly But you, O you, 

So perfect, and {6 peerleſs, are created 
Ofevery Creatures beſt, 

Mir. 1 do not know OW -- 
One of my ſex ; no womans Face remember, _ 
Save from my glaſs, mine own z Nor have 1 ſeen 
More that I may call men, than you,good friend, 
And my dear Father; how features are abroad 
| am skilleſs of; but my Modeſty 
/ The jewel in my dower) 1 would not wiſh 
| Any companion in the world but you ; 

Nor can imagination, forma ſhape, 
|Beſides your ſelf, to like ofe but } prattle 


f 
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4 And all the more it ſeekr to hide it ſelf, 
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[| e—_ do forget. m00d Moon-calt. 


Fer. 1 am, in my condition 
A Prince 4firandag1do think a King ; 
(l Camry {o) and would no more Enduze 7) 
his woodden flavery , than ſuffer *'/ wont 
The fleſh-flig blow my mouthg hear my ſoul ſpeak} 
The very mlitant that I ſaw you, cid 
My heart fly to vour ſervice, there reſides 
To make me ſlave to it, and for your ſake 
Am | this patient Log-man. 
Mir. Do you love me?Y ; 
Fer. OheWven y O earth, bear witnels to this ſound, 
And crown what I profe's with kind event 
[f I ſpeak trueg if hollowly, invert | 
VVhat beſt is boaded me,to miſchief: I, + ">K 
Beyond all limit of ele. elſe i'th' world _— 
Do love, prize, honour you- 
Mir. lam a fool 
To weep at what 14m glad of. 
Pro. Fair encounter ET: 
Of two moſt rare afteCtions f Het vens rain grace 
On that which breeds between 'em. @i# 
Fer. Wherefore weep you * 
Mir. At mine unworthineſsthat dare not offer 
What | deſire to give, and muchleſs take | 
hat I ſhall die to want : But this 1s trifling, 


The bigger bulk it ſhews- Hence baſhful cunnin 
And prompt me plain and holy innocence. 

[| am your wife, if you will marry me; 

If nor, le die your maid : to be your fellow 
You may deny me ; bur | l&be your ſervan 
Whether you will or no. : | 

Fer. My Miſtreſsy deareſt nf 
And I thus humble ever. lt 

Mir. My Husband then? 

Fer. Aywith, a heart ſo willing 
As borlt9be cle of freedom ; here's my hand, 

Mir. And mine, with my heart in't ; and now farewe!| 
Till half anhour hence. 

Fer, A thouſand, thouſand. 

Pro. So glad of this as theyl cannot be, 
Who are ſurpriz*d with all ; but my rejoycing 
At nothing can be moree I'1Cto my book 
For yetere ſupper-time muſt I pertorm 
Much buſineſs appertaining. 


[ Exennt. 


aa”. 
[_Exit. 
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S Secund, | 
Anon forkof The Trland 


Enter Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo. 


Ste. Tell not me; when the But is out we will drink 
water, not a drop before ; therefore bear up, and board 
'empervant Monſter, drink to me. 
7rin. Servant Monſter 1 the folly of this Iſlandſ they 
ſay there's but five upon this Iſle; we are three of them, 
if th'other two be brain'd like us, the State totters. 
Ste. Drink ſervant Monſter, when 1 bid theey thy eyes 
are almoſt ſet in thy heag. 

Trin. Where ſhould they be ſet elſe ? he were a brave 
Monſter indeed if they were ſet in lits tail. 
Ste. My man-Monſter hath drown'd his tongue in 


| could recover the ſhore, five and thirty Leagues, off 
and on; by this light thou ſhalt be my Lieutenant Mon- 
iter, or my Standard. 

Trin. Your Lieutenant,if you liſt; he's no ſtandard. 

Ste.” WeCl not run, Manſeur Monſter. 

Trin Nor goneither ; but you'llye like dogs, and yet 


Cal. How does tliy honour ? Tet me lick thy ſhe: 
[ie not ſerve him, he 1s not val ant: $ 
7rin. Thou lieltymoit ignorant Monſter, 1 am in Faſe 
to quitle a Conſtable; why, tiou deboſh'd Fiſh, zhou, was 
there ever man a Coward, that hath drunk ſo much Sack 
as I roday ? wilt thou tell me a monſtrous lye,being but 
halt a Fiſharnd halt a Monſter ? 
Cal. Lo, how he mocks meg wit thon let him, my 


Lord ? 
Trin. T ord, quoth bed that a Monſter ſhould be ſuch 
a Naturalf 3 
Cal. Loy, Io again; lite him to death, I pryctee. 
Ste. Trincuio, keep A good tongue in yollr head ; if 
you prove a mutineer, the next 1 ree=the poor Monſter's 


my ſubject, and he ſhall not ſuffer indignity. 
+ Cal. 1 thank my noble Lord. \\ ilt thou be pleas'd 
once again to hearken to the ſir I made to thee ? 
Ste. Marry will I; kneel ard repeat its 
[ will ſtand, and fo ſhall 7incvls. 


Enter Ariel inviſible. 


As I told thee before, I am ſubjeft to a Tyrant, 
rceregthat by his cunning hath cheated me 
the Iſland. , 
Ariel, "Thou 1&eſt. ' 
Cal. Thou ILeit, thou jeſting Monkey, thou 5 
[ would my valiant maſter would deſtroy thee ; 
| doe not Ie. 
Ste. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more in's tale, 
By this hand, I will ſapplaine ſome of your teeth. 
Trin. Why, 1 ſaid nothing. 


Ste, Mum then, and no more; proceed. 
Cal. | ſay by Sorcery he got this 'le, 
From Me, he got it. If thy Greatneſs wi!l 


Revenge iton him,' For I know thou dar'ſt b 
But this thing dareNot; 
Ste. "That's moſt certain. 
Cal. Thou ſhalt be Lord of it, and Plbſerve thee. 
Ste. How aany ſhall this be'compaſt ? 
Canſt thou bring me to the party ? 
Cal. Yea, yea, my Lord, Vle yield him thee aſleep, 


Sack j for my part the Sea cannot drown me, | ſwam ere | 


ſay nothing neither. ) 


— _—_— 


Where thou maiſt knock a nail into his aww head. 

Ariel» Thou lieſt, thou canſt not. 

Cal. What a py*d- Ninnigh this ? Thou ſcurvy patch 
{ do beſeech thy GreatneſsPive him blows, 
and take his Bottle from himz When that's gone, 
He ſhall drink nought bur brine, for I1E not ſhew him 
Where the quick Freſhes are. 

Ste. Trinculo, run into no further danger : 
Interrupt the Monſter one word further, and by this 
hand, 'iC turn my mercy out o? doors, and make a Stock: 
fiſh of thee. 

Trin. Why, what did 1? I did nothing F 
[IE go @ further off, 

Ste. Didit thou not ſay he lyed : 

Arie/ . Thou Igeit. P'Y - 
* Ste. Dolſof? 'Lakeyou that, Beats hiro. 
As you like this, give me the lye another time. 

Trin. 1 did not give thee the lye ; Out o? your wits andy 
hearing too * 
A pox o' your Bottle, this can Sack and drinking do : 
A murrain on your Monſter, and the ” a take your | 
fingers! 

Cal. Ha, ha, ha. ' 

Ste. Now forward with your 'Tale; prythee ſtand 
further oll. F 

Cal. Feat him enough; after a little time 
'ICbeat him too. 

Ste. Stand further : Come proceed. 

Cal. Why, as 1 told thee, *tis a cuſtom with him 


OE LIES 


FO 


PA ag > 


{ be 1 empeſt, 


P th? afternoon to ſl:ep ; there thou mayit brain him, 
Having fir{t ſeiz'd his Books : Or witt9 Log 
Batter his skull, or paunch kim with a Stake, 
Or cut his wezand with thy Kimte. kemember 
Firit ro polleſs his books Tor without them 
He's but a Sot, as | am ;, mar haih nor 

One Spirit to comm- 11.) 8 thoy all do hate him 
As rootedly as |. Zurn but his books; 

He has brave Utenſils (for {o he calls them) 
Which when he ha« an houſe, h@1 decktwithal 
And that meſt ceeply to conſider, 1s 

The beauty of his Daughter; he himſelf 
Calls her anon-pareil: | never ſawe woman 
Burt only Sycorax my Dam, and MM ; 

But ſhe as fr ſurpaſleg: Sycorax ) 
as greatdſt dots” Fatt 


Ste. Is it fo brave a Laſs ? 


GEE ; ſhe will become thy bed, 1 warrant, 
'Andbring thee forth brave brood. WL 
Ste. Monſter, I will kill this man: his Daughter and 1 
will be King and Queen, fave our Graces; and Trimeuls 
and thy ſelf ſhall be Vice-Royss 
Doſt thou like rhe Plot, Trinculo? 
Trin. Excellent. 
Ste. Give me thy hand ; 1 am ſorry | beat thee: 
But while thou liv'ſt keepa good tongue in thy head. 
Cal. Within this half hour will he be aſleep 
VVilt thou deſtroy him then ? 
SreAg,on mine honour. 
{,, This will I tell my Maſter. 
Cal. Thou mak*it me merry; lam full of pleaſure ; 
Let us be jocund- Will you troul the Catch 
You taught me but whileere ? 
Ste. Ar thy Requeſt, Monſter, I will do Reaſon, 
Any Reaſon : Come on 77imculo, let us ſing. 
SImgs. 
Flout *em and ſqput "em j and skowt "em and flout *ems 
Thought 35 free. 
Cal. That's not the tune. 
Ariehe plays the tune on a Tabor and Pipe. 
Ste. Whar is this ſame ? 


| 


of No-body. 
Ste. If thou be) a man, ſhew thy ſelf in thy likeneſs 
If thou beIt a devil. taker as thou liſt. 
Trin. O torgive me my ſins { 
Ste, He that dies pays all debts: 1 defie thee : 
Mercy upon gs x 
Cal. Art thou afragd ? 
Ste. No Monſter, not I. 
Ca!. Be nor afgagd; the Iſle is full of noiſes, 
Sounds, and {weet airs, that give delight and hurt not « 
Sometimes a thonſand twangling inſtruments 
Will hum abour mine Ears ; and ſometimes voices, 
That if I then had wak d after long ſleep, 
Will make me ſleep again ; and thenin dreaming 
The Clouds me thought would open, and ſhew Riches 
Ready to drop upon me; wm when | wak d 
| cryd to dream again. 
te. This will prove a brave Kingdom to me, 
\Where l ſhall have my muſick for nothing. 
Cal. When Projpero 1s deliiroyed. 
Ste. Thar ſhall be by and by : 
[| remember the ſtory. 
Trm. The ſound is going away 
Let's follow it, and after do our work. 
, Ste. Leady Monſter} 
'We'l follows 4 would | could (eefftis Taborer. 
He lays it on. 
Trin. Wilt come ? 
VIE —_ Stephan. 


Trin. This is the tune of our Catch plaid by the picture 


les 


| Exeunt. 


| 


cena Tertia; 
CG F; ans. 
Ezter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Gonzaloz 
Adrian, Franciſco, &<c. 


Gor. By'r |: I can go no further, Sir, 
My old bones aKke: here's a maze trod indeed 
Through forth-rights and Meanders : by your patience, 
| needs muſt re!t me. 

eAlo. Old Lord, I cannot blame thee, 

Who am my ſelf attach'd with wearineſs. 

To tt dulling of my ſpirits : fit down and reſte 
Ev#n here | will put off my hope, and keep it 
No longer for my flattererg he is drown'd, 
Whom thus we ſtray to find,and the fea mocks = 


Do notyfor one Reptilſe, forgo the purpoſe. ' 
That you relolv'd polls fo FYM ; 
Seh. The next advantage will we take throughly. 
Ant. Let it be to night; 
= = they are "ny with travel, they 
Will not, nor cannor uſe ſuch vigilance . 
4s when they re freſh. Jeb : 7 &@ /Lr Ab: 
Solemn and ſtrange Muſick ; and Prolpeipon the top. ( mui. 
ſible). Enter ſeveral ftrange ſhapes, bringing in a 
Banquet, and dance about it with gentle ations of 
ſalutations, and inviting the King," &C. to 
, tat, they depart. 


eA/. \Vhatharmony isthis? my good friends, hark! 
Gon. Marvellous ſweer Muſick ! 
Alo. Give us kind keepers, heavens: what ate theſe ? 
Scb. A hving Drcllerys now 1 will believe 
That there are Unicorns; ther in Arabia 
There1is one Tree, the Phoenix thrane, one Pheenit 
At this hour reigning there 

eA nt, ViEbelieve both : 
And what dog elſe want credit, come to me; 
And II be fworn'tis true : Traveliers ne're QB lie 
: | Though fools at home condema*em. / 
Gor. if in Naples ; 
1 ſhould report chis now, wou!d they believe me ? 
f I ſhould fay ifaw ſach 10)anders: 
(For certgs theſe are people of the !ſland) 
\ ho tho + *..tney are of monſtrous ſhape, yet note 
heir manners are more gentle, kind than of 
Out humar. generation you ſhall tind 
Vanyy nay, almoſt any, 

Pro. Honeſt Lord, 

Thou ha't ſaid well; for ſomeof you there preſent, 
Are worſe than Devils. 

Al: 1 cannot toothuch muſe, 
3uch ſhapes, ſich geſture, and ſach ng expreſſing 
(Although they want the uſe of rongue) a kind 
Of excellent dumb diicourſe. 
| 7x0. Praiſe in departing. 
| Fra. They vaniſtrd 1trangely. 

Seb FNo matter, fince : : 
They 0 ve left their Viands behind ; for we have ſtomachs. 
Wilfpleaie you taſte of what is here ? | 

Alo. NotÞE ; 

Gor-z, Faith Sir, you need not fear» when we were boys 
\\ho wonld believe that there were Mountaineers, 
Dew-'apt, like -ullsy whoſe throats had hanging at 'em 
Wallers of fleſh? or thar there were fich men : 
Whoſe heads ſtd :n their breatts * which now We find 
Each purter ous ot hve tor one, will bring us 
Good warrant of. 

Alo. | will ttand to, and feed, 
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See- Pea, joins bobs, « 


| Although my laiiy no matcer, fince [ feel = 
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Our fruſtrate ſearch on Lande wellylet him go, 
Ant. | am right glad that he's Ponca hope: C Ack - 
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T be Tempe ſt 


The beſt is paſte brother, my Lord, the Duke, 

Stand to, and do as We. 

Thunder and Lightning, Enter Ariel. (like a Harpy ) 
claps his wings upon the Table, and with a queint 

device the Banquet vaniſhes. 

Ar. You arethree men of ſin, whom deſtiny 

That hath to igſtrument this lower world, 

And what vin che never ſurteited Sea, 

Hath caus81 tobelch wa up ; and on this Ifland, 

Where man dothnot inhabit, you *mongſt men 

Being moſt unfit to live : 1 have made you mad ; 

And eva with ſuch like vatour men hang and drown 

The'r proper ſelves: You fools, I and my fellgws : 

Are Miniſters of Fate ; the Elements [ They ras hen 

Of whca&your ſwordsare temper'd, may as well ſuwer?s 

Wound the loud winds, or with bemockt-at-Stabs 

Kill the ſtill cloſing waters, as diminiſh _ 

One dowNnthat's in my plum: My fellow-miniſters 

Are like-invulnerable: if you could hurt, 

Your ſwords afe now too maffie for your ſtrength, 

| And will not be up-lifzed 8 but remember 

For that's my buſineſs to you) that you three 

rom Mi/lan did ſupplant good Preſpero; 

Expos'd unto the Sea (which hath requit it) 

Him and his innocent child : for which foul deed 

The Powers delaying (not forgetting), have 

Incens'd the Seas and Shores z yea, all the Creatures 

Againſt your peace: Thee of thy Son, Alonſo, 

They have bereft; and do pronounce by me 

Lingring perdition (worſe than any death 

Can be at once \ ſhall ſtep by ſtep attend 

You and your ways; Whoſe wraths to guard- you from, 

Which here, in this moſt de £)(c fall, 

Upon your heads, -d nothing but hearts-ſorrow, 


/ 


1 Andaclear life enſting. | 


He wvaniſhes in Thunder : then (to ſoft Muſick). Enter 
the fhapes afain, and dance (with mocks an 
mowes) and carrying ont the Table. 
Pr5. Bravely the figure of this Harpy haſt thou 
Perform'd ; my Ariel, a grace it had devouring: - 
Of my initruction haſt thou nothing bated 
In what thou hadſt to fay : ſo with good life 
And obſeryation ſtrange, my meaner Miniſters | 
*Fheir ſeveral kinds have done ; my high charms work, 
And theſe,ymine Enemies y are all knit up 
Intheir diſtractions: they now are in my power 
And in thele fits 1 leave them, while I viſit h 
Young Ferdinand wha they ſuppoſe is drown'd. 
And his, and my lov'd darling. of 
Gen. Þ th? Fame of ſomething, holygSir, why ſtand you 
In this ſtrange ſtare? | 
Alo. O, it is monſtrous | monſtrous | 
Methought the billows ſpoke, and told me of it; . 
The winds did fing it tomey and the Thunder 
{ Thatdeepand dreadful Organ-pipe ppronounc'd 
The name of Proſper : itdid — treſpals ; 
Therefore my Son ir? th* Ooze is bedded ; and 
[VIEGek him deeper than ere plummet ſounded, 
And with him there lIyenudded. 
Seb. But one fiend at a time, 
PI&fight their Legions o're. 
Ant. V1Cbe thy ſecond. | | 
| Gon. Allthree of them are deſfYrate : their great gui] 
"Like poyſon given to worka great time after) 
Now 'ginsto bite the ſpiritsg 1 do beſeech you 
"Thar areof ſuppler joynts,follow them ſwiftly, 
And hinder them from what this Extaſie 


May now provoke them to. 
| Exeunt omnes. 


[ Exit 


J 


Ad, Followyl pray you. 


Hh: FPro* Fairly ſpoke ; 


[_Exeunt. | 


Actus Cuartus. Scena Prima. 
\Arvoprr o!s WY Cyr 


| Enter Proſpgero, Ferdinand, and Miranda. 


Pro. If I have too auſterely puniſt'd you, 
Your compenſation makesamends ; for [ 
Have given you here a ruhaffemin own life, 
Or that for which I live wh Once again 
| render to thy hand: All thy vexations 
Were but my trjals of thy loye, and thou 
Haſt ſtrangely hood the tet : here afore heav?n 
I ratihie this my rich gift: © Ferdingnd, 
Do not ſmile at me that I boaſt her off; 
For thou ſhalt find ſhe will out-ſtrip all praiſe, 
And make it halt behind her. 
Fer. | z=believe it 
Againſt an Oracle. . 
Pro, Then, as my gUf, and thine own acquifition 
Worthily purchas'd, take my Davglner : 
[f thou doſt break her Virgin-knot before 
All fanctimonious Ceremonies may 
With fall and holy right be miniſtred, 
No ſweet aſperſion. ſhall the heavens let fall 
To make this Contract grow 3but barren hate, 
SouN-ey*d diſdain, and diſcord ſhall beſtrew 
| The union of your bed with weeds fo loathly, 
That you ſhall hate it both : Therefore take heed, 
As Hymens Lamps ſhall light you. 
Fer. As | hope 
For quiet days, fair iſſue, and long life, 
With ſuch love, as *tis now the murkieſt den, 
The moſt opportune place, the ſtrong'ſt ſuggeſtion, , 
Our worſer Genizzs can, ſhall never melt 
Mine honour into luſf, to take away 
The edgeof that gow! celebration, Y 
V'Vhen [ ſhall think, or Ph»x&aJ ſteeds are founderd, 
Or night kept chain'd below. 4 


Sit then, and talk with her, ſhe is thine own; 
What, Ariel ; my induſtrious ſervant, Arie/LEnter Ariel. x: 
Ari. What would my potent maſter,? here | am. 


Pry. Thou, and thy meaner fellows, your laſt ſervice 
Did worthily perform } and | muſt uſe you 
in ſuch another trick 5 go bring the rabble, 
(O're whom I give thee power ) here, to this place 
Incite them to quick motion, for 1muſt 
Beſtow upon the eyes of this young couple 
Some vanity of mine Art; it is my promiſe, 
| And they expect it for me. 
Ari. Preſently ? 
Pro. Ay.with a twink. 
Ari. Fefore you can ſay, come, and: go, 
. And breathe twice ; and cry, ſo, ſo; 
Each one\tripping on his Toe, 
Will be here with mop, and mow. 
Do you love meMaſter? no ? 
Pro. Dearly, my delicate Arie!; do not approach | 
Till thon do'ſt hear me call. 
Aril. Well I conceive. | E; Exit. 
Pro. Look thou be true ; do not give dalliance | 
Too much the rein ; the ſtrongeſt oaths, are ſtraw 
'Totlfre ith'blood : be more abſtemious, 
Or elſe good night your vow. 


) 


The white cold virgin Snow, upon my heart 
Abates the ardour of my Liver. 
Pro, VVell. 
Now come my Ariel, bring a Corglary, | 
Rather than want a ſpirit, appear,and-pertly.Soft Muſick. 
No tongue : all eyes: be ſilent. A-Masque. Enter Iris. 


AM 


Ir, Ceres, moſt bounteous Lady, —_ Leas 
Of 


Fer. 1 warrant you, Sir, | 


, 
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Of Wheat, Rye, Parlev, Fetches, Oats, and Peale; | + You Nymphs call d Naya//g of the wind 6ng brooks, 
Thy 'Turphy Mongrains, where hve nibling Sheep, With your fedeg'd crowns, and eVer-harmleſc loOks, 1 
And flat Maes tharch'd with Stover. them to keep; [.eave Your criſp channels, ard on this preen-land 
Thy banks With pioned, and emit brims 7 F- Z Anſwer your ſummons, fun do's command : 
V Vhich {(pungy April, at thy heit betrirgs; Come temperate Nymph, and help to celebrate 
To make co'd Nymphs chaſt crowns; and thy brow#4 A Contract of true Love: benor too late. 
. V'Vholſe ſhadow the diſiniſſed Batchelor loves, (groves | Enter certain Nympybs, 
Being laſs-lorn; thy pale-clipt vineyard : You Sun-burn'd Sicklemen, of 4uguf weary, 
And thySea-mirge tteril, and rocky hard; : Come hither from che Furrow, and be merry . 
VVhere thon thy ſelf do ſt air, the Queen och SKg, Make holy-day : your Rye-ſtraw hats put on; | 
VVhoſe watry Arch, and meflenger, am 1, ; And theſe freſh Nymphs encgunter every one 
Bids thee leave theſe, and with her ſovergign grace, 7rmo | In Countfy footing. oY | 
Here on this graſs plot, in this very place (deſcends. | Enter certain Reaper, (proper; habited): they ſim with the | 
| To come, and ſport; her {eacocks fly amain : Nymphs in a pracefu! Dance ; towards the end whereof; 
| Approach, rich (res, her to'entertain. Enter Ceres, | Proſpero farts ſuddenly, and ſpeaks; after which to n 
| Cer. Hail many coloured Meſlenger, that ne're ſtrange hollow and confu'ed- noiſe, they beavily vaniſh. 
Do'ſt diſobey the wife of 7upiter : Pro. I had forgot that foul Conſpiracy 
; VVho, with thy ſaftron wings, upon my flowers Ot the bealt Ca/;van, and his Centederates, 
i Diffuſeſt hony drops, refreſhing ſhowers, Againſt my life; the minute of their plor | 
| And with each end of thy blu@&bow do'ſt crown [s almoit come # Yell done, avoid ; no more. | 
; My bosky acres, and my unſhrub'd down, Fer This isIffange : your Father's in ſome paſſion |} 
| Rich ſcarÞ. ro my proud earth; why hath thy Queen | That work: hifh [trongly. 
Summon'd me hither, to this ſhort gerF*! Green ? Mir. Nevertill this day 
| Ir. A contract of rrue Love, to celebrate, Saw I him touch d with anger, fo diſtemper'd. 
And ſome donation freely toeſtate G Ay Pro. Yeu db look ( my 50n) ina mov'd ſort; 
; On the bleſs'd Lovers. -AAs if you were dilinaffd : ! e chearfi:] Sirg 
} Cer. Tell me heavlnly Bow, Our Reveis now are*ended : T heſe our Aﬀtors 
BF If Vears or her Son, as thon doſt know, (As: forerold you) were -11 Spirits, and 
' Do now attend the Queen ? fince they did plot Are metred into air, into thin air, "% 
\ The means, that dusky Dzs, my daughter got ; And like the baſeleis Fabrick of their Viſion, _ * | 
Her, and her blind Boys ſcandal'd company, The Cloud capt ! owers, the gorgeons Palaces, 
I have for{worn. | 1he ſolemn Templey, the great Globe it ſelf 
k Ir. Of her ſociety Yea, all which ic inherit, ſhall d:ffolve, 
Be no: affraid : 1 met her deity And like this infubſtantial Pageant faded, _ 
F Cutting the c'ouds towards Paphos : and her Son Leave not affack betind « we are ſuch ſtuff 
' Dove-drawn wirh her ; herethonght they to have done | As dreams are made on: and our little life 
ome wanton charm, upon this man and maid, Is rounded with a ſleeps Sir, | am vext ; 
| | VVhoſe vows are, that no bed-right ſhall be paid Bear with my weakneſs, my old brain is troubled ; 
l "Till y-2:ns Torch be lighted I but in vain; Be net diſturb'd with my infirmity ; 
: Mars's hot Minion is return'd again ; If you be pleas'd, retire into my Cell, _ | 
ſce | i Her waſpiſh headed ſon has broke his Arrows, And there repole } a furn or two PIEwalk + 
q Swears he will ſhoot no more, but play with Sparrows, | To ſtill my bearing mind. wi-c cl 
And bea boy right-out, * Fer. Mir. We wiſh you peace. x4 Famed 
Cer. Hig! . Queen of State, Pro. Come with a thought z I thank thee,Ariel: me. 
Great fimo comes, | know her by her gate. Enter Ariel. | 
Fu. How dy's my bounteous fiſter ? go with me 1 Ari. Thy ghoughts Icleaveto; what's thy pleaſure? 
| To bleſs this twain, that they may prgſp?rous be, Pro. Spirit, we muſt prepare to meet with Calbay. 
And honour'd in their Iiſue, They ſing. | Ari Ag,my Commander; when | preſented Ceres, 
Ju Honour, riches, marriage bleſſing, [ thonght to have told thee of it, bur | fear'd, 
Long continuance and encreaſing, , Leſt I might anger thee. ZF 
Hourly joy sbe ſtill upon you, al K- Pro.” Say again, where didft thou leave theſe Va 
Juno ſmgs her bleſſings on you : Ar. 1 told youSir, they were red hot with drinki 
Earths mcreaſe, and foyzon plenty, So fill of Valour, that they ſmorte the air 
| Farns and Garner; never engpty, For breathing in their faces; beat the ground WP 
| Vines, with cluſtring bunches growing, For kiſſing of their 'eer ; yet always bending | 
| Plants, with geodifnrcben bowing : Towards their project : then I beat my Tabor, 
' Spring come to you at the fartheſt, At which, like unbackt Colts, they pricke their Ears, 
: In the very end of Harveſt : Advanc'd their Eye-lids, lifted up their Noſes, 
, Scarcity and want ſhall ſhun you ——@—_ As they ſmelt muſick; fo I charm'd their Ears, 
: Ceres b'eſſing [0 is on yon. w_ That Calt-like, they my,Jowing follow'd through. 
Fer. This is a moſt majeſtick viſion, and Tooth'd briars, ſharp fuzes, pricking goſs and thotns; 
| Harmonion: charming. ay I be bold Which entred their frail ſhins: At laſt I left them Ml 
: To think mel gn e ch” filthy mantled pool beyond your Cell, | 
| Pro. Spirits Which by mine Art There dancing up to th? chins, that the foul Lake 
I have from all their confines call'd to enact O're-ſtunk their feer. 
My preſent fancies Pro. "This was well done .my birdyx 4 
Fer. Let melive here ever ; Thy ſhape inviſible retain thou ſtill; | 
So rare a Wondred Father, and a wife, The trumpery in my houſe, go bring it hither 
Makes this, place Paradiſe. For ſtale to catch theſe thieves. : ſp” 
Pro. Sweet now, filence : Arie!, 1 go, | go. [_Þxir. . : 
7 OS | | . | Pro. A Devil, a born-devil, on whoſe Nature ke 
There's ſomeching elſe ro do z huſh, and be mute, Narture can Nev gs ck ; on whom my pains . 
Or elſe our ſpell is marr'd. : Humanely taken, @, all loſt, quite loſt; l 
Juno and Ceres whiſper, and ſend Iris on Imployment. mor 4s with age, his body ugher grows, b* 
| ' B S £ 
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So his'mind cankers z I will plague them all, Pro. Let them be hunted ſoundly At this hour q 
Even to roaring : Come, hang on them this line. Ligeat my mercy all mine Enemies : 


ÞJ Enter Aciell laden with gliſtering Apparel, &c. Enter | Shortly ſhall all my labours end, and thou 
Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo, all wet. Shalt have the air at freedom; for a lict;e IF 
Exeunt. 


Cal. Pray youytread (oftly, that the blind Mole may not [| Follow, and dome ſervice. 
hear a foot fall : wenow are near his Cell. (Fairy, 

Ste. Moniter, your Fairy, which you ſay 1s a harmleſs a EL IERCES 
Has done little better than plaid the Fack with us. 


Trin. Monſter, I do ſmell all Horſe-piſs, at which ; ; 
My noſe is'in great indignation, . Actus Ouintus., Scena Prima. 


Ste. So is mine : Do you hear, Monſter ? If I ſhould 

[Take a diſpleaſure againſt yog; Look DO 
Trin. Thou, wegt but a loſt Monſter. 
Cal. Goo $f ord, give me thy favour ſtill : 

Be patient ; Tor the prize PIC bring thee to 

Shall hood-wink this miſchance : therefore ſpeak ſoftly ; 

Al'*s huſht as midnight yer. 

As jen to loſe our Bottles in the Pool. 

Ste. There 1s not only diſgrace, and diſhonour in that 

(Monſter), but an infinite loſs. 
Trin. That's more to me than my wetting : 

Yet this is your harmleſs Fairy, Monſter. _ 
Ste. I will fetch off my Bottle, Ar. Contin'd : 

Tho l be o're Ears for my labour. In che. ſame faſhion as you gave in charge ar) 
Cal. Prythee (my Kingy be quiet : Seeſt thou here Juſt as you left them, alhpriſoners fir, 

This is te mouth o* th* Cell: no noiſe, and enter ; In the Limeegrove which weather-fends your Cells 

[Do that good miſchief which may make this I{land They cannot budsg till you releaſes The King, 

{ Thine own for ever; and | thy Caliban His Erother, and yours, abide all three diſtraCted ; 

For ay thy foot-licker. And the remainder mourning over them, 

Ste. Give me thy hand ; Brim-full of ſorrow and diſmay : bur chiefly 

I do begin to have bloody thoughts, Him that you term'd, Sir, the good old Lord Gonzafo. 
Trin, O King ks} O Peer! O worthy Stephano ! His tears run down his beard like W inter drops 

Look what a Wardrobe here is for thee: From Eaves of Reeds : your charm fo ſtrongly works *em 
Cz). Let italone, thou fool, -it is but traſh. That if you now beheld them, your affections ; 


Tri. Oh, ho, Monſter : we know what belongs to a Frip- | Would DECOME render, 4 
pery, OKing Stephano, - ' Pro. Do'lt thou, think ſo, ſpirit ? 
Ste, Put olf that gown,(JFinculg,, by this hand MIChave | 44 Mine would, fir, were I humart. 
that £0Wwn. Pro. And mine ſhall. 
Ti. Thy grace ſhall have it, Haſtthou (which art but air) a touch, a feeling 
Cal. The Drep/ie drown this foul : what do you mean, Of their aftliCtions, and ſhall not my elf, 
Todoat thus onſuch Itggage? Let'®lone, One gf. their kind, that reliſh all as ſharply 
and do the Murder firit : if he awake, Paſſion, as they be kindlier mov'd than thou art Pp 
+ »þFrom toe to crown he*l fill our skins with pinches ; Thowith their high wrongsI am ſtruck to th* quick, 
Makevusſtrange ſtuff. Yet, with my nobler Reaſon, Jgainſt my Fury, , 
! Fre, Be you quiet { Monſter) Miſtris Line, is not this my j Do I take part; the rarer action is »_ 
ferkin? Now is the Jerkin under the Line : Now jerkin | In Vertue than in Vengeance ; they being penitent, 
you are like to loſe your hair, and prove a bald Jerkin. | Theſole drift of my purpoſe doth extend 
| Trin, Do, do; we ſteal by line and level, and'tlike your Nota frown further: Go releaſe them Ariet. 
Grace, My charms PIC break, their ſ-nſes VIE reſtore, 


Ste. I thank thee for that Jeſt n here's a garment for't : | And they ſhall be themſelves, Þ 


P 
Enter Proſpero (in bx Magick Robes) and Ariel. 


Pro. Now do's my ProjeCt gather to a head : 
My Charms<rack not ; My Spirits obey, and time 
Goes upright with his carriage : how's the day ? 
Ar. On-the fixth hour, at which time, my Lord, 
You ſaid our work ſhould ceaſe. 
Pro. I did ſay fo | | | 
When firſt I raig'd the Tempeſt: ſay, my Spirit, 
How fares the King and's followers ? 


Wig ſhall not go unrewarded” while 1 am King of this | 4r. FiÞferch them, Sic, /ceme, Exit. 
Pro. YeElves of Hills, Brooks, ſtanding-Lakes & Groves, 


And ye thaton the Sands with printleſs foor 
Do chaſe theebbing Neptune, and do fly him 
When he comes back; you demy-Puppets that 


Country : Steal by line and level, is an excellent paſs of 
pate: there's another garment for'r, 

Tri. Monſter, come put tome Lime upon your fingers, 
and away With the relt. 


Cal. | will have nane on't j we ſhall loſe our time, By Moon-ſhine do the green ſowrRinglets make, 
And ail be turn'd-toBarnacles, or as Apes, Whereof the Ewe nor bites ; and you whole paſtime 
ith foreheads villahous low. Is ro make midnight Muſhrgm-S, that rejoxce 
Ste Monſter, lay to your fingers;belp to bear this away, | To hear tþe dale a Curfew; by whoſe aid 
where my hogſhead of Wine is, or Fle turn you out of my | ( Weak tho ye be )I have be-dimid ; 
Kingdom: g0 to, Carry this, The noon-tide Sun, call'd forth the mutinous winds, 
Tri. And this. And *rwixt the green Sea and the azur'd Vault, | 
Ste. Agand this. : : Set roaring War, To the dread ratling T ayer 
A . - Hunters heard. Enter divers ſpirits in ſhape of Havel giv#n fire, and rifted Fowe's ſtout 4 
| Dogs, and Hounds hunting them about ; Proſper With his own bolt : The ſtrong baſs'd promontory 
and Ariel ſetting them on, Have I made ſhake, and by the ſpurs plucke up | 
Pro. Hey 1Mecuntain, hey. The Pine and Cedar: Graves at mv command 
Arti. Silver: there it goes, Silver. Have wak'd their ſleepers, op'd, andlet *em fort ' 
Pro. Fury, Fury ; there Tyrant, there : hark, hark : |} By my fo potent Art : But this rough Magick 1 
> © 31 o9;tharge my Goblins that they grind their joynts [ here abjure; and when I haverequir'd f 
=* | With dry Convulſions, ſhorten up their ſinews Some heavQnly Muſick ( "27 : 


&| Wichaged Cramps, and more pinch-ſpotted make them, |fI'o work mine end upon tfferr ſenſes, That 
han Pard, or Cato' Mountain. ug bus airy charm is forJV1Ebreak my ſtaff, 
= Ari. Hark, they roar. Bury it certain fadoms in the Earth, 


2001 


” 
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tad. ... 


= 


| 


1To him thou follow'it ; 1 will pay thy graces 
1 Home both in word and deed e-Molt cruelly 


en 
The Tempeſt, -# 


a4 deeper than did ever Plummer found 
I\Cdrown my Book. Seems, Hl (Solemn Muſick. 
Here enters Ariel before : then Alonlo with a frantick»ge- 
ſfturey attended by Gonzalo. Sebaſtian and Anthonio #3 
like manner attended by Adrian and Franciſco. Toey all en- 
tr the circle which Proſpero had made, and there ſtand 
chard: which Proſpero obſerving, ſp2aks . 4 
A ſolemn Air , and the belt comforter, 
To an unſetſed fancy, cure thy brains hn 
(Now ulel&&) within thy skull } there ſtand y | 
For you are ſpell-ſtopt. 
Holy Gonzalo, honourable man, ; | 
Mine eyes, even ſociable to the ſhew of thine, 
Fall fellow'y drops—The charm diſſolves apace, 
And as the morning ſteals npon the night » TY 
"Melting the darkneſs3 fo their riſing ſenſes 
Beginto chaſe the'ign@rant fumes that mantle 
Their clearer Reaſon. - O gocd Gonzalo, 
My true preſerver, and a loyal Sir 


Didſt thouy eAlonſo, ule me, and my daughter : 
Thy brother was a furtherer inthe act ;, 
Thou?4t pinch'd for't now, Sebzftiar,—Fleſh and blood, 


| 1 hy rankeſt faults ; all of them ; and require 


You, brother mine, that entertain'd Ambition, 
Expell'd Remorſe and Nature, whe: with Sebaſtian 


| (W hoſe inward pinches therefore are moltſtrong) 


Would here have kilPd' your King : 1do forgive thee, | 
UnnatÞral though thou art: their underſtanding 
Begins to ſwell, and the approaching tice 


| Witl ſhortly fill the reaſonable ſhore, 


That now lies foul and muddy « not one of them 

That yet looks on me, or would know me<Ariel,, 

Fetch me the Hat, and Rapier in my Cell ; 

I will diſcaſe me,-and my ſelf preſent, 

As | was fometime Millar : quickly ſpirit ; 

Thou ſhalt ere long be free: , 
Ariel. /ings, and helps to attire binge 

Where the tr nh ther? ad; - And Þ 

Ih a Cowſlips bell The: 

There I crouch when Owls dy cry ; 


On the Bat's back I do 
after pos a Hi UL bY 4 
Merrily, merrily ſha!l I live now 
* Under the Bl-ſſcom'tbat hangs on the Bon 4. 

Pro, Whiy that's my dainty Ariely : I ſhall miſs thee ; 
But yet thou ſhalt have freedom : fo, fo, ſo; 
To the King's Ship, inviſible as thou att; 
There ſhalt thou find the Mariners aſleep 
Under the Hatches ; the Maſter and-vhe Zoatſiwain, 
Being awake, enforce them to this place z 
And preſently Iprythee. 

Ari. I drink the air before me; 'and return 
Oredte your pulſe twice bear. Exit. 

Gen. All torment, trouble, wonder and ainazement 
Inhabirs here z ſome heav#nly power guide us 
Out of, this fearful Countrey! 
' Pro. MM SrKing, <o, 
The wronged Duke of Millan, Profpere : 
For more aſſurance that a living Prince 
Dog now ſpeak to thee, 1embrace thy body, 
And to thee, and thy Company. Ibid 
A hearty welcome, |, 

Alo. War thon bet he or no. 
Or ſome inChanred trifte,to abute me 
(As late I have been I not know z thy Pulſe 
Beats as of fleſh and blood z and fince [ faw thee, 
TY affliction of my mind amends, with which 
[ fear a madnels held me; this muſt crave 
(Anv if this be at all) a moſt ſtrange ſtory : 
Thy Dukedom I refign, and do intreat 
Thou pardon-me my wrongs : But how ſhould Profero 
Be living, and be here ? 

Pro. Firit, noble friend, 


'Befitting this firſt meetings Welcorne, Sir. -, 


[ would not for the world. 


Let me embrace thine age, whoſe honour catinot 
Be meaſur'd, or confin'd. 

Gen, Whether this be, . 
Or be not, IEnot ſwear. 

Pro. You doyer taſte 
Some ſubrilties o th” Je, that will not let you = 
Believe things certain: Welcome, my*friends all « 
But you, my brace of Lords, were | (o'minded, 
{ here could pluck his Highneſs frown upon you, 
And jnſtifie you Traitors ; at this time 
I Z& cell no tales. 

Sc. The Devil ſpeaks in him. 


-- . 
- 


Pro, WW: | 25 iS 
For you (moſt wicked Sir) &hom to call brother [To ak Mho ES 
Would even infe&t my mouth, I do forgive . WR: - 


My Dukedom of thee, which perforce 1 know -'Y 
Thou muſt reſtore. 
Aly. It thou beeſt Proſpero, . " 
Give us particulars of thy preſervation, 4 : 
How thou haſt met us here, who three hours ſince 
Were wrgckd upon this ſhore? where I have loſt 
(How ſharp the point of this remembrance is) 
My dear Son Ferdinand. 
Pro. I am wo for, Sir. * 
Alo. lrreparable is the Joſs, *and Patience 
Says, It is paſt her cure. 
Pro. I rather think | 
You have not ſought her help, of whoſe ſoft grace 
For the like loſs, I have her ſover@gn aid, 
And reſt-my ſelf content. 
Alo. You the likeloſs ? | 
Pro. As great to me, as late, and inſupportable 
To make the dear loſs, have I means guuch weaker 
Than you may gatl ro comfort you ; for [ 
ave loſt my,daughter. * 
* Alo. I daughtey ? . Ste. 
Oh heavens ! that they wexe living both in Naples, 3 
The King and Queen there; that they were, 1 wiſh 
My felf were mudded in that Oo-zy bed 
Where my Son lipes,whendid you loſe your daughter 
Pro. In this laſt Tempeſt. 1 perceive theſe Lords _ 
Atthis encounter do ſomuch admire, . 
That they devour their Reaſon, and ſcarce think 
Their Eyegdo Offices of truth 3 their words 
Are natural breath : bit howfo:$er you have, 
Been juſtled from your ſenſes, kngw for certain 
That I am Proſpro, and that very Duke 
W hich was thruſt forth of Millan, whaynoſt ft 
Upon this ſhore (where you were wre was 
Tobe the Lord on'te no-more yet of this ; 
For *tisa Chronicle of day by day,. 
Not a Relation for a breakfaſt, nor 


This Celt's my Courts here have l tew attendants, 

And Subjets none abroad; pray you lookin ; 

My Dukedom fince you have-given me again,,  _ 

[ will requite you with as good a thing, 4. 

At leaſt, bring forth a wonder, tocontent ye - s 

As muchas me my Dukedom. IY. 
Here Proſpero diſcovers Ferdinand Miranda 


playing at Cheſs. 
Mir. Sweet Lord, you play me falſe. 

Fer. No, my dearge Love, Pn " 

3 

Mir. Yes, for a\ſcore of Kingdoms you ſhould ways} 
And1 would call it fair play. "SY 

Alo. If this prove 
A viſion of the Iſland, one dear Sors 
Shall I rwice loſe. 

Seb. A moſt high Miracle/ 


Fer. Though the Seas threaten, they are mereiful « . Þ- 
LNwe cursd them without caule. | | 


B 2 
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Beyond a common joy, and ſet it down 
Tha gold on laſting Pillars: In one Voyage 
| d 
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Lad 


| This feſſow con!d nor drown: Now blaſphemyy 
| That ſiw.ar'tt grace ore-board, notan Oath on ſhore 
| Haſt thou no mouth by Land ? 

What is the news ? | 


_ 4 Our King and I 
I 


1 Wehrit put onr co-Sea. 


Have 1 done fince 1 went. 


'---Boat. If 1 did think, Sir, I were well awake, 


—— 
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16. ' The 


7 empeſt. 


Alo. Now all the bleſſings 
Of a glad father compals thee about [ 
Ariſe, and ſay how thou can it here. 

Mir. O wonder ' 

How many goodly creatures are there here ? 
How beauteous mankind is! O brave new world 
That has ſuch people i'r. 

Po. *Tis new to thee. 

Alo. What is this Maid with whom thou was't at play ? 
Your eld'it acquaintance cannot be three hours : 
Is ſhe the goddeſs that hath ſever'd us, 

And brought usftogether ? 
_ Fer. Sir, (he$ mortal ; 
But by immortal providence ſhe's mine ; 
[ choſe her when I could not ask my Father 
For his advice; nor thought I had one : She 
Is Daughter to this famous Duke of Millar, 
Of whom {ſo often I have heard renown, 
But never ſaw before; of whom I have 
Receiv'd a ſecond Life ; and ſecond Father 
This Lady makes him to me, 

Alo.Tam hers ; 
But Okyhow odly will it found, that 1 
Muſt ask my child forgiveneſs ? 

Pro. There, Sir, ſtop ; 
Let us not burthen onr remembrance- with 
An heavineſs that's gone. 

Gen. I Yveinly wept, 
Or ſhould have ſpoke ere this: look downyyou gods, 
And on this Couple drop a bleſſed Crown / 
For itis you that have chalk'd forth the way 
Which brought us hither. 
| Abo. Ifay Amen, Gonzalo. 
Gon, Was Mili/@y thruſt from Millar that his Iſſue 
Should become Kings of Naples] O rejoice 


\ 


C/aribel. her Husband find at Tuns; 
And Ferdinand, her Brother, found a Wife, 
Where lie himſelf was loſt; Proſpero his Dukedom 
In a poor I{{e; and all of us, our ſelves, 

hen no man was his own. 

Alo. 'Give me your hands : ['To Rd: Mor a _ 
Let grief and forrow ſtill emprace his heart 
That doth not wiſh you Joy, 
. Gon. BeKt ſo, Amen, Ae CEML- V.-. 

Enter Ariel, with the Mafter and Boatſwain 

"I » amgzgep'y following. 
Olook Sir, lookFhere g more of us! 
| propheſyd, if a Gallows were on Land 


. 


/ 


Boat. The beſt'news is, that we have ſafe found 
the next, 'onr Ship, 


Which bur thtee glaſſes lince we gave ont ſplit, 
Is rqyand yare, and bravely riggd, as when 
Ar. Sir, all this ſervice 


Pro. My trickſey fpirit. 
Alo. Theſe are not natural Events ; they ſtrengthen 
From ſtrange to ſtranger : ſay, how came you hither ? 


ſtrive tore!l you : we were dead @ ſleep, 

-And (how we know not) allclapt under hatches, 
Where, but even now, with ſtrange and ſexrgral noiſes 
Of roaring, ſhreeking, howling, gingling chains, 
And moe diverſity of ſounds, all horrible, 

We were awak'd 3 Agent way at liberty ; 

Where we, in all rim, freſhly beheld 

Our royal, good, and gallant Shipz our Maſter - 


- | Then fayif they be true : This miſhapen knave, 


Even in a dream, were we divided from them, 
And were brought moping hither. 
Ar. Was't well done ? 
Pro. Bravdly my diligence” ; thou ſhalt be free. 
AtonThis is as ſtrange a Me as ere men trod, 
And there is in this buſineſs more than Nature 
Was &ver condudt of, ſome Oracle 
Muſt reftifie our knowledg@. 
Pro. Sir, my Liege, 
Do not infeft your mind with beating on 
The ſtrangeneſs of angie 1 at picker Figure 


% 


(Which ſhall be ſhortlyFingle' VIE reſolve you 
(Which to you ſhall ſeem probable) of every 
Theſe happen'd accidents ; till when, be cheqyſul, 
And think of each thing wells Come hitheryſpirit, 
Set Caliban and his companions free: 
Untie the Spell : How fares my gracious Sir ? 
There are yet miſſing of your Company 
Some few odd Ladgthat yon remember note Jcg nt YI 
Enter Ariel., driving in Caliban, Stephano, and Trin- 
culo, their ftoPn Apparel. 
Ste, Every man ſhift for all the relit, and let 
No man take care for himſelf ; for all is 
But fortune : (oragio Bully-Monſter, Coragio.” , 
Tri. If theſe be true ſpies which 1 wear in my head, 
Here's a goodly fight. 4 
Cal. O Setebs, theſe be brave Spirits indeed! 
How fine my Maſter is ? 1 am atfraid* 
He will chaſtiſe me. 
Seb. Ha, ha 5 
What things are theſe, my Lord Anthenio * 
Will money buy 'em ? 
Ant. Very like; one of them 
[s a plain Fiſh, and no doubt marketable. 
Pro. Mark but the badges of theſe men, my Lords, 


His Mother was a V Vitch, and one fo ſtrong 
That could controul the Moon, make flows and ebbs, 
And deal in her comgpand without her power : 
Theſe three have robb'd me, and this demy-devil, 
(For he's a baſtard one) had plotted with them 
To take my life; two of theie Fellows you 
Muſt known and own, this Thing of darkneſs [ 
Acknowledgemine. 
Cal. I ſhall be pincht to death. | 
Alo. Is not this Stephano, my drunken Butler ? 
Seb. He 1s drunk now. re 4 7 
VVhere had he VVine? | 
Alon. And Trinculg is reeling-ripe; where ſhould they 
Find this grand Ungwn that hath gilded 'em ? 
How cam'ſt thou in this pickle ? 
Tri. I have been in ſuch a pickle fince I ſaw you laſt, 
That I fear me will nefer out of my bones : 
I ſhall not fear flv-blowing- | 
Seb, VVhy, how nowyStephano? | 
Ste, O touch me not; I am not Stephano, but a Cramp 
Pro. YouQbe King © th? 1ſe, Sirrah ? 
Ste. I ſhould have been a fore one wane. 1 
Toy a {trange thing as even] look'd on. 
Pro. He 1s as diſproportion'd in his manners 
As in his ſhape : Go Sirrah, to my Cell, 
Take with yqp your Companions : as you look 
To have my pardon, trim it handſomly. 
Cal.Agthat I willz and Fle be wiſe hereafter, 
And for graces what a thrice double Aſs 
VVas I to take this drunkard for a god ? 
And worſhip this dull fool ? 
Pro, Go to, away. (it. } 
Alo. Hence, and beſtow your luggage where you found þ 
Seb. Or ſtole it rather. | 
Pro. Sir, I invite your Highneſs and your train, 
To my poor Cell ; where you ſhall take your reſt 
For this one night, whictk part of it JIGwaſte 
V Vith ſuch diſcourſe as I not doubtThall make it 


Capringy to eye her: on a trice, ſopleaſe you, 
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Go quick away : The ftory of my lite, 
And the particular accidents gone by 
Since | came to this ifle ; Andin the morn 
IE bring you to your Ship; and ſo to Naplese 
Where 1 have hope to ſee the Nuptials 
Of theſe our dear-beloved, folemnized; 
And thence retire me tomy Milan, where 
Every third thought ſhall be my grave, 
Alo. long 


To hear the ſtory of your lite which muſt 
Take the Ear ſtrangely | 


Pro. V1 deliver all, 
And promiſe you calm ſeas, auſpicious gales, 
And fail ſo expeditious, that ſhall catch 
Your Royal fleet far off: My. Ariel. (Chick) 
That is thy charge: then t the Elements 
| Befree, and fare thou well, pleaſe you, draw near, 


| | Exeunt Ones. 


EPILOGUE 
ſpoken by Proſper. 


Ne: angry Charms are all ore-thrown, 
And what ſtrength I hav's mine owng, 
Which « moſt faint*Fnow "tis true 

I muſt be bere confin'd by you, 

Or ſent toNapless Let me not 

Since I have my Dukedom pet, 

And pardon'd the deceiver, dwell 

In this bare Iſland by your ſpell ; 

But releaſe me from my bands 

With the help of your good bandsse 

Gentle breath of yours, my Sails 

Mu#t fill, or elſe my proje& fails, 

Which was to pleaſe :twNow I want 

Spirits tg*:nforce : Artgto enchant : 

And my ending is deſpair, 

Unleſs I be reliew'd by prayer ; 

Which pierces ſo, that 1t aſſaults 

Mercy it ſelf, and frees all faults. 

As you from crimes would pardon'd be, 

Let your indulgence ſet me free. 


- 


- Exit. 


The Scene, an uninhabited Iſlands} 
 Namesof the Afors, 


Lonſo, King of Naples. 

Sebaſtian, bs Dake of | p x 
Proſpero, the right Duke of Millan. 44 
Anthonio, his brother, the uſurping Duke of Milighrt, 3c # 
| Ferdinand, Son tothe King of Naples. ! "= 8 2 
Gonzalo, an honoſt old Councellor. arte, (x49 of- -. a 


Adrian and Franciſco, Lords. 
Caliban, Salvage and deformed Saws, 
Trinculo, a Feſter. 

Stephano, @ drunken ButNt: 
Maſter of a Loop. 

| Boat [wain, 

Adarmers. 

Miranda, Daughter to Proſpers, 
Ariel, an airy Spirit. EY 
Iris, 

Ceres. 

Juno. >Spirits, 

Nymphs. 

Reapers. 
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THE 


Two Gentlemen of Verona. 


— 


Aftus Primus. Scena Prima. Very WO5. 


| fl Valentine Prothes, HDOWG> 


Valentine. 


3p To the ſweet glances of 


Than (living dully fluggardiz'd at home) 
Wear out thy youth with ſhapeleſs idlenels. 


Even as I would when I to love begin; 


hink on thy-Prorhezes when thon (taply3aReſt 
[Some rare Note-worthy Obyett in thy travel : 
{Wiſh me partaker in thy happinels 


ICIf ever danger do environ thee) 
"Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers ; 
(For I will be thy Bead's-man, Valentine. 
'- Val. And ona Love-book pray for ay ſucceſs. 
Pro, Upon ſome book 1 love Vle pray for thee, 
: al. That's on ſome ſhaftow ſtory of deep love, 
'Z{e) $How young Leander croſt the Helleſpont. 
Jnr Pro. That's a deep ſtory of a deeper love; 
For he was more than over-ſhooes in love. 
0 | al. *Tis true; for youare over-boots in love, 
[And yet you never ſwom the Hellefponr. 
| Pro.Over the boots? nay, give me not the boots, 
Val. No, I wilt not ; for it boots thee nor. 
Pyro, What ? 
Val. . 


twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights ; 
If haply won, perbaps an hapleſs gain ; 
fif loſt, why then a grievons labour won} 
'However, buta folly bought with wir, 


<——_— . 
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'When thou doſt meet good hap; and in thy danger 


| o be-infove where ſcorgis bought with groans: 
| - A with heart-(FFe ſighs; one fading morment 
With 


_— 


LAEaſe to perſWade, my loving Prothezis ; 
Home-keeping youth have ever 
(homely wits z 

Wer't not-affeftion chains thy ten- 
(der days, 


thy ho- 


(nour'd Love, 
I rather would intreat thay company, 
To ſee the wonders of the world a- 


{broad, 


But fince thou lov'ſt, love ſtill, and thrive therein, 


Pro. Wilt thou be gone ? Sweet Valentine adicu; 


(mirth, 


- JOrelſe a wit by folly vanquiſhed, — 


Pro._'Tis Love you cavil at ; lam not Love. 

|  FalQLoveis your Maſter ; for he Mafiers you » 
And he thar is fo yoked by a fool, 
Methinks ſhould not be Chronicled for, wiſe. 

Pro. Yet Writers ſay ; as 1n the ſweeteſt bud 
The eating Canker dwells; ſo eating Love 
[nhabits in the fineſt wits of all. 

Val. And Writers fayy as the moſt forward bud 
| is eaten by the Canker ere it blow; 

{| Even ſoby Love the young and tender wit 
Is rxca'd to folly, blaſting in the bud, 


| 
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Pro. So, by your circumſtance, you call me fool. 
Val. So, by your circumſtance, | fear you'l prove. | 


Y 


T vem well bo recbter © teen Jakes 
beming - ea hh 10 me Sheeches | 
Wo, as Beang of- ferent v 


aud Mutton © o. Phrefe ancuontly 


Loſing his verdure even in the prime, 

And allthe fair effects of future hopes. 

But wherefore waſte Itime to counſel thee , 

That are a Votaty to fond deſire ? 

Once more adieu: my Father at the Road 

Expets my coming, there to ſee me ſhipp'd. 
Pro. And thither will I bring thee, YValenrme. 
Val. Sweet Protheus, no: Now let us take our leaves 

At Mill @ let me hear from thee by Letters 

Of thy ſucceſs in love ; and what News elſe 

Betideth here inabſence of thy Friend : 

AndI likewiſe will viſit thee with mine. 


Pro. All happinoſs bechance to thee in Millan! 


Sr, your Letter: 


Val. As much to you at home ; and fo farewel, 
Pro. He after Honour hunts, I after Love; 
He leayes his friends to dignifie them more ; 
[ lage my ſelf, my friends, and all for love 8 
ThoujF«lia, thou haſt mgtamorphos'd mez 
Made me neglect my ſtudies, loſe my time, 
War with good counſel, fer the world at nought; 
it with Muſing, weak ; heart fick wit 


Pre. But now he parted hence t# embark for Mi//gn. 

Tp Twenty to one then heis ſhip'd already, 
And have plaid the ſheep in loſing him. 

Pro. Indeed a ſheep doth very often ſtray, 
An2 if the ſhepherd be a while away. 

Sy. You conclude that my Maſter is a ſhepherd then, 
and I a ſheep ? . 

Pro. I do. 

Sp. Why then my horns are his horns, whether I wake 
or ſleep. | - 

Pro. A filly anſwer, and fitting well a ſheep. 

Spe This proves me ſtill a ſheep. 

Pro, True; and thy Maſter a ſhepherd. 

Sp. Nay, that | can deny by a circumſtance, 

Pro. It ſhall go hard but PIE pfoveit by another. 

Sp. The ſhepherd ſeeks the 


not me ; therefore | am no ſheep. 


Pro. The ſheep for Fodder followsthe ſhepherd, the | 


Shepherd for food follows not the ſheep; thou for wages 
followeſt thy Maſter, thy Maſter for wages follows not 
thee therefore thou arra ſheep. 

Sp. Such another proof will make me cry Baa. 

Fre Bur doſt thou hear ? gaveſt thou my Letter to Fu- 
lia * 

Sp. 


Mutton), nothing for my labour. 


Pro. Here's too ſmall a Paſture for ſuch ſtore of Mur- } 


tons, 
Sp, If the ground be over-charg'd, you were beſt ſtick 
her. 
Pro. Nay, in that you are aſtray : *rwere beſt pound 
you, 
Sp. Nay, Sir, leſs than a pound ſhall ſerve me fot w- 
YO0s 
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cep, and not the ſheep | 
the ſhepherd ; bur Lfſeek my Maſter, and my Maſter ſeeks || 


c ir : Ia loſt-Mutton) gave your Letter to her (a || 
Hlac'd- arton), and ſhe (a lac'd-Mntton) gave me (a loſt- 


| 
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——— The Tareffur omar of Deromyel © 


Pro. You miſtake ; I meanthe Pound, a Pin-fold. . 7u. And would'ſt thou have me caſt my love on him ? 
Sp. Froma pound toa pin? fold it over and over, — you thought your love not caſt away. 
?Tis threefold too little for carrying a Letter to your Lover. Fu>Why, he, of all the reſt, hath never mov'd ms. 
Pro. But what {; id the? ”) T Lu. Yet he, of all the reſt, I think) beſt loves ye, 
Sp. She, Va dJE3 ans) _\ TF«. His little ſpeaking ſhews his love bugſmall. 
Pro. Nod-1: why, that's Noddy. /h&/ Li* Firethat's cloſeſt kept butns moſt of all. 
Sp. You miſtook, Sir, 1 ſaid ſhe did nod : '7u. They do not love that do not ſhew their love. 
And you ask me if ſhe did nod; and | faid, Ays Ly. Oh, they love leaſt that ler men know their love. 
* | Pro. And that ſet together, is noddy. 7u. I would I knew his mind. "< 
Sp. Now you have taken the pains to ſet it together, | L#. Peruſe this Paper, Madan. . 
' cake it for your pains. | 7u. To Fulia ; ſay, from whom ? 
Pro. No, no, you ſhall have it for bearing the Letrer, Lx. 'T hat the Contents will ſhew. 
Sp. Well, I perceive | muſt be fain to bear with you? 7s. Say, ſay; who gave it thee ? 
Pro. WhyySir, how do you bear with me ? | Low. Sir Valentine's Page ; and ſent think, from Protheu 
Sp. Marryyir, the Letter very orderly, He would have giwa it you, but being epvlnly, Gy 
| Having nothing but the word noddy for my pains. Did in your name receiveit ; Pardon ric: Gunny: 
Pro. Beſhrew me, but you have a quick wit. 7#. Now, (by my modeſfyJ a goodly Broker { 
Sp. And yet it cannot overtake your {low purſe. Dare you preſume to harbour wanton lines ? 
Pro. Come, come, open the matter in brief; whit ſaid | 'T'o whiſper and conſpire againſtmy Youth ? | 
the ? {Now truſt me, 'tis an Office of grgat worth, 
Sp. Open your purſe, that the money and the matter | And you an Officer fit for the place. _ 
may be both delivergd. There } take the Paper; ſee it be return'd, 
Pro, Well Sir, here is for your pains z what ſaid ſhe? | Orelſe returnno more into my ſight, | 
Sp. Truly Sir, I think you'llþardly win her. Lu. To plead for Love deſerves more Fee thart hate: 
Pro. Why ? could'(t thou perceive ſo much from her? | 7. Will ye be gone ? 0 
Sp. Sir, | could perceive nothing at all from her ; Ls. 'That you may tuminate. [AS e] Exis. | 
No, not ſo much as a Ducket for delvering your Letter, 74. And yet I would I had ore-look'd the Letters 
And being ſo hard to me that brought your mind, It were a ſhameto call her back again, | 
I fear ſhe'i[prove as hard to you in telling her mind. And pray her to a fault, for which I chid her, 
Give her no token bur ſtones ; for ſhe's as hard as ſteel. | Whart fool is ſhe that knows I am a Maid, 
Pro. Whagfaid ſhe, nothing ? And would nor force the Letter to my view? 


Sp. No, notſo much as take this for thy pains: (me: | Since Maids in Modeſty, ſay No to that 


To reſtifie your bounty, | thankyou, you have TeſtexgFd | Which they would have the proffirer conſtrue, . 
In requital whereof, henceforth carry.your Letter” your | Fie, fie; how way-ward is this fooliſh Love, x 


ſelf: And ſo, Sir, VI6commend you to my Maſter. That, (like a teſty babey will ſcratch the Nurſe, 

Pro. Go, go, be gone, to ſave your Ship from wr@k, | And preſently, all bumbled, kiſs the Rod 1 I. - 
Which cannot periſhjhaving thee aboard, How churliſhly 1 chid Lucerra hence, T. 
Being deſtin'd to a drier death on ſhore : When willingly I would have had her here 
I muſt go ſend ſome better Meſſenger : How angerl]y I taughtmy brow to frown, 


| feaymy 7u/i2 would not deign my lines, When inward foy enforc'd my heart to ſmile þ 
Receiving them from ſuch a worthleſs polt. [ Ex y penance is, to call Lucetra back, 
And ask remiſſion for my folly 


it. _— 
_ -— {What ho: Lucettal e= 77M Lu Allan] © | 
| Lu. What would your Ladyſhip ? | 
| Fa. Islt near dinner-time ? «| - 
Scend ___ "Taa'rta. | 7. Iwould it were, HI | 
he mg wlia's Chamb er: | Thatyou might kill your ſtomach on your meat; | | 
| C : 7 "” | C And not upon your Maid. s 
Enter Julia and Lucetta, Fu. What is't that you | 
| a Took np ſo gingerly ? * 
Ful. But ſay Lucetta, (now are we alone | La. Nothing. | 
Would'ſt thou then counſel me to fallin love? _ Fu. Why didſt v5; then ? | 
” Luc, adam, fo you ſtumble-not unheedfully. Ls.To take a paper up that 1 let fall. 
\ Ful.”Of allthe fair Reſort of Gentlemen, Fu. Ang.is chat gagat nothing ? 
'That every day with par'le encounter me, Lu. Nothing concerning me. 
Inthy opinion which 15 worthieſt love ? 78. Then let it _ thoſe that it concerns. 
| Luc. Pleaſe you repeat their names, \Efhew my mind, | Tu. Madam, it Will not ligewhere it Concerns, . 
| According to my ſhallow ſimple kill. co Unleſsit have a falſe Interpreter. 2 
Fu. What think'ſt rhon of the fair Sir Eglamog ? 7«. Some Love of yours hath writ to you-in Rime. 
Luc. As of a Knight well-ſpok&n, near and fine j Ls. That I might fing i, (Madam) to a ryne "RR, 
But were I you, he never ſhould be mine. Giv ”2 Note ; your Ladyſhip can ſer. W232 jy 4 [] | 
Fu. Wharthink'ſt thou of rhe rich Mercatio ? A As little by fuch toys as may be poſſible; 
4 Lu. Well of bis wealth ; bur of himſelf fo, fo. Belt fing it to the tune of Light O Lowe. | 
| Ju. What think'ſt thou of the gentle Prothezrs ? | Lu. Itis too heavy for fo light a tune. 7 
| ' Ls. Lord, Lord! to fee whar folly reigns in us! Fu. Heavy ? belike it hath ſome burtheh then; I 
Ju. How now ? what means this paſſionat his Name * | Ln. Aug and melodions were it, wonld you fing if, Ly 
, Lu. Pardon, dear Madam, 'tis a paſſing ſhame, Judd why not you ? | | 
; Thar I, (anworthy hody as I am} Lu. 1 cannot reach ſo high. PEAS | 
| Should cenſure na lovely Gentlemen. WW... Lets ſee your Song m—— «Ay L 
' Fu. Why not of Prochezes, as of all the reſt ? How now Minion ? T- Y tw ar a Box ow Fu 
' Lu. Then thus; of many good, I think him baſt. Ls. Keep tune there ſtill, fo you will ſing it out j 
7«. Your Reafon ? And yet methinks I do not like this tune. 
Lu. have no other but a womans Reaſon : 7«. You donot? 
F think him of becauſe I think him ſo. -» Lu, No (Madam), *cis too ſharp. 
D 


———_——_———— 


7. You ( ar&too ſawcy. _ 
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1 be twoGentlemenof Verona, 


Lu, Nay, now you aretco ilat, 
And mar the concord with too harſh a deſcant : 
There wanteth but a Mean to fill your Song, 

71. The Mean is drown'd with your unruly Baſe. 

Lt. Indeed I bid the-baſe for Procheus. 

Fir. This babble ſhall not henceforth trouble mY 
Here is a co with proteſtation: {£. Tears oF. 

Go, get you gore ; and letthe Papers le: e 
You whuid be fingring them to anger me. 


To be ſo angted with another Letter. [Cf Exit 
7. Nay, would I were ſo angred with the ſame! 

Oh hateful hands, to tear ſuch loving words { 

[mjurious Waſps, to feed on ſuch ſweet honey, 

And kill the Pees that yield it with your ſtings! 

PIE kiſs each nr Paper for amends: | 

Look, here is Writ, kind fulia; unkind Fuliad 

As in revenge of thy ingratitude, 

I throw thy name againſt the bruiſing ſtones, 

Trampling contemptuouſly on thy diſdain, 

p 14 (cre is Writ, Loyt-wounded Protheus. 

Poor wounded name! my boſomw, as a bed, 

{ Shall lodgythee till thy wound be throughly heaP'd ; 

And thus! ſearchit with a ſover@gn kiſs. 

But twice or thrice was Protheus written down : 

| Be calm {good _— blow not a word away, 

Till I have found each letter in the Letter, 

| Except mine own Name : That ſome whirl-wind bear 

. [Unto a ragged, fearful, hanging Rock, 

And throw itthence into the raging Sea! 

Lo, here in one line is his Name twice writ : 

Poor forlorn Prethens, paſſionate Protheus : 

To the ſrcet Fulia : that IIGtear away ; 

And yetÞ will nor, fith fo prettily 

| He couples it to his complaining Names : 

"Thus will I fold them one upon another ; 


Ly. Madam dinner is ready, and your father" 

Fu. Well, letus go. 6 08 

Ly. \\ hat ſhall theſe Papers ligg-Jike tell-rales here ? 
Fu. If you reſpeCt them, belf'to take them up. 

| Lu, Nay, I was —_ up for ——_ down: 

Yet here they ſhall not ligfor catching cold. FE. 

| Fu. Iſee « bo have a - nh mind to them. Wureor 
| Ln. Ay(Madam), you may fay what ſights you ſee: 

I ſee things too, although you judgd wink, 

" Fu, Come, come, wilttpleate you go ? [ Exeunt. 


mm —_—_—_— —_—_ 


S:rena Wann: 2 and { ww, 
Entcr Antonio,, Panthion, pe I 


Ant. Tell me, Panthion, what fad talk was that 
Wherewith my brother held you in the Clowter ? 
Pan. Twas @t his Nephew Protheus, your Son. 
Ant. VVhy, what of him ? 

Pan. He wondfed that your Lordſhip 

VVould ſuffer him to ſpend his Youth at home, 
VVhile other men of ſlender Reputation 

Put forth their Sons to feek Preferment out : 

Some to the VVars, totry their fortune there ; 
Some to diſcover Iſlands far away ; 

Some to the ſtudious Univerſities. 

For any, or for all theſe Exerciles, 

He ſaid, that Prorher:s, your Son was meet ; 

And did requeſt me to importune you 

To ler him ſpend histime no more at home ; 
YVhich would be greatimpeachment to his Age, 
In having known no'travel in his Youth. 

K.. | Ant. Nor need'{t thou much importune me to that 


*4 
#7 
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Ls. She makesit ſtrange, but ſhe would be beſt pleas'd 


Now kiſs, embrace, contend, do what you will. _, Enter. 
TE 


| What maintenance he.from his friends receives, 


| VVhereon this month I have tc: LAMMCTIING, 


[ have conſider'd well h's Iofs of time ; 
And now he cannot be a periect man, 
Not being trigd, nor tutor'd in the world : 
Experiences by induſtry atchievdd, 
and perfected by the ſwift courie of time; 
Then tell me-whither were I beſt to ſend him ? 
Pan. I think your Lordſhip is not ignorant 
How his Companton, vouthtul /2/cnrine, 
Attends the Emperor in his Royal Court. 
Ant. I know it well. (thither; 
Pan. *Twere good, I think, your Lordſhip ſent him 
There ſhall be practiſe '1 ilts and "Turnamentsy 
Hear ſweet Diſcourſe, conver'e with Noblemen, 
And be ineye of every Excrcify 
VVorthy his Youth and Nobleneſfs of Birth. 
Ant. 1 hke thy counſel ; well haſt thou advis'd; 
And that thou mayſt perceive how well I like it, 
The Execution of it ſhall make known ; 
Even with the ſpeedieſt expedition 
| will diſpatch him to the Emperor's Court. 
Pan. To morrow, may it pleaſe you, Don Alphon's, 
VVith other Gentlemen of good Eſteem, 
Are journeying to ſalute the Emperor, 
And to commend their ſervice to his will. 
Ant. Good Company : with them ſhall Protheus gos | 
And in good time, now will we break with him ? 
70. ove, tweet lines, 1W 4 
Here is her hand, the agent of her heart; 
Hereis her Oath for love, her honours pawns 
O that our Fathers would applaud our Loves , 


To ſeal our happineſs with their conſents ! 
Oh heavenly Fuliz ! 
Ant. How now? VVhat Letter are you reading there ? 
Pro, May't pleaſe your Lordſhip, tis a word or two 
Of Commendation ſent from Valentine ; 
Deliver*d by a friend that came from him. | 
Ant. Lend me the Letter; Let me fee what News. þ 
Pro. There is no NewsTmy LordF but that he writes þ 
How happily helives, how well-belov'd, 
And daily graced by the Emperor ; 
VViſhing me with liim, partner of his Fortune. | 
Ant. And how ſtand you affeCted to his wiſh ? 


Andyeta thouſand times it anſwers no. [Exeunt, Fing, 


Pro. As one relying on your Lordſhip's witl, 

And not depending on his friendly wiſh. | 
Ant. My will is ſomething-forted with his wiſh : | 
Muſe not that I thus ſuddenly proceed ; | 
For what I will, I will; and there's an end » | 
| am reſolv'd that thou ſhalt ſpend ſome time 
VVith Valentino in the Emperor's Court : | 


Like exhibition thou ſhalt have from me: 
To morrow be in readineſs to go: 
Excuſe it not for I am peremptory. 

ro. My Lord, I cannotbe fo ſoon provided ; 
Pleaſe you deliberate a day or two. 

eAnt. Look what thou want'ſt ſhall be ſent after thee : 
= more of ”_ ; to morrow thou muſt gog | 

ome on;Panthion ; you ſhall be imploy'd 
To haſten on his expedition... [ * Abs Fark) 

Pro. Thus have I ſhunn'd the fire for ſear of burning, 
And drench'd me in the Sea, where | am drown'd 
[ fear'd to ſhew my father Fulia*s Letter, 
Leaſt he ſhould take exceptions to my Love; 
And with the vantage of mine own Excuſe 
Hath heexcepted moſt againſt my Love. 4 
Oh, how this ſpring of love reſembleth < 
The uncertain glory of an April-day, 
Which now ſhews all the beauty of the San, 
And by and by acloud takes all away. ner. 

Pan. Sir Protheus, your farther calls for you ; 7 4 
He 151n haſte, therefore I pray you go. 

Pro. Why this it is! my heart accords thereto, 
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OY 
Enter Valentine” Speed , Jy. 


Speed, Sir, your Glove. 

Valen. Not mine ; my Gloves are on. 

Sp. V 'Vhy then this may be yours z for this is but one. 
Val. Ha? Let me ſee Ay rgixe it me, it's mine : 
Sweet Ornament that decKs a thing Divineg 

Ah Silvia, Silvia, 

Speed, Madam Silvia { Madam Silvia/ 

/al, How now)Sircah * 

$p. She is not within hearing, Sir. 

Val. VVhy Sir, who bad you call her? * > 

Sp. Your VVorſhip Sir, or elſe | miſtook. 

Val. VVelly yowl;ſtill be too forward. 

Sp. And yet I was laſt chidden for being too ſlows 

Val. Go toySir, tell mez do you know Madam $S;/wvia ? 

) | 

Sp. She that your V Vorſhip loves? 

Val. VVhy, how know you thatI am in love ? 

Sp. Marry, by theſe ſpecial marks: firſt, you have 
learn'd (like Sir Protheus ) to wreath your arms like a 
Male-content y to reliſh a Love-Song like a Robin-red- 
breaſtz towalk alone like one that had the Peſtilence y to 
ſigh like a School-boy that had laſt his A. B.C, to weep 
like a young V Vench that had loſt her Grandam j* to faſt 
like one that takes diet , to watch like one that fears rob- 
bing j toſpeak puling like a Beggar at Hulowmaſse You 
were wont when you laughed,to crow like a Cock; when 
you walkedyto walk like one of the-Lions; when you fa- 
ſted,it was preſently after dinner; when you look'd ſadly, 
it was for want of money; and now you are ' metamor- 
phos'd with a Miltrels, that when I look on you, 1 can hard. 
ly think you my Maſter. 
Val. Are all theſe things perceiv'd inme ? 
Sp. They are all perceiv'd without ye. 

P 

Val. Wirhout me? they cannot. jo 

Sp. Without you ? nay, that's certain ; for without you 
were ſo ſimple, none elſe would : but you are fo without 
theſe follies, that theſe follies are within you, and-rſhine 
through you like the water in an Urlnal ; char notan Eye 


| that ſees you, but is a Phyſician toComment on your Ma- 


lady. F 

Val But tell me y doſt thou know my Lady Silv;a ? 

Sp. She that you gaze. on ſo as ſhe firs at ſupper ? 

Val. Haſt thou obſerv'd that ? evgn ſhe | mean. 

Sp. Why fir, 1 know her not, ©. 

Val. Dott thou know her by Bring on her, and yet 
know'ſt her not ? \ 

Sp. Is ſhe not hard-favour'd fir ? 

Val. Not ſo fair (boy as well favour'd. 

Sp. Sir, I know that well enough. 

Val. What doſt thou know? . - 

Sp. That ſhe is not fo fairy as (of you) well favour'd. 

Val. I mean that her beauty is exquiſite, 
But Her favour infinite. 

Sp. That's becauſe the on&Þ painted, and the other 
out of all count. 

Va!, How painted ? and how out of count? 

Sp. Marry, fir, fo painted to make her fair, that no man 
counts of her beaury. 

Val. How eſteem'ſt thou me?. Iaccount of her beauty. 

Sp. You never ſaw her fince ſhe was deform'd. 

Kal. How long hath: ſhe been deform'd ? 

Sp. Ever fince you lov'd her. 

Val. Ihave lov'd her ever ſince I ſaw her, 
And ſtill 1 ſee her beauriful. 

Sp, If you love hey you cannot ſee her. 

Val. V Vhy ? 

Sp. Becaule Love is blind« O that you had mine Eyes, 


( your own Eyes had the Lights they were wont to 


OO — 


ter'd.! | 
/al. VVhat ſhon1d I ſee then ? | w 
Sp. Your own preſent folly,” and her nz deformi- 

ty : for he, being in Love, could not fe® ro garter his| 

_ ; and you, being in Love, cannot ſee to put on yout} 

oe. | 

Val. Belike (boy) then you arein Love : for laſt morning' 
You could not fee to wie my ſhoges. 

Sp. True fir, 1 was in love with my bed, I thank yorl, 
youſwing'd me for my Love, which makes me the bolder 
to chide yau for yours. 

Val. In concluſion ſtand affeted to hex. } 

Sp. I would you were fer, ſo your Aﬀettion would | 
ccale. 
Val. T.a{t night ſhe enjoyn'd me 
To write ſome lines to one ſhe loves; | 

Sp. And have you? ! 

Val. 1 have. 

Sy. Are they not Jamely writ ? © > 

Val. No (boy), butas well asI tan do them : 
Peace, here ſhe comes. > LV Ca. 

Sp. Oh excellent Motion ! Oh exceeding Puppet 
Now will he interpret to her. 

Val.: Madam and Miftuis, a thouſand good rrotrows. | 

Sp. Oh ! give ye-good-evn: here's a million of- mays} 
ners. | 

Sil. Sir Valentine, and ſervant, to you twothonſard. : 

Sp. He ſhould give her lntereſt ; and ſhe gives'it him. 

Val. As you injoyn'd me, - I have wrir your Letter 
Unto the ſecret, nameleſs friend of yours ; ! 
Whjch 1 was much unwilling to proceed in, 'f 
But®fy duty to your Eadylhip. ; ; 

$1. ithank youXpentle ſervantY*is very Clerk!ly done. 

Val. Wow truſt meFMadamy, it came hardly offi | 
For being 1gn0 whom.it goes, - 
| writ at random, very doubtfully, 

$41. Perchance you think too muck of 'ſa much pains 
Val. NoXMadamy, ſyit ſteed you, Ewitt writs, \»* 
{Pleaſe you commandFJa thouſand rimegias much | 
Andyet | THY 1-6 if af 

$1]. A pretty period; welly I-gneſs the ſequel 7 
And yet I will not name it am yet 1 earenor! *, 
And yet take this again and yet I thankyou 3 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 

Sp. Ard yet you will; and yer, another yet, 

Val. What means your Ladyſhip ? 

Do you not like it? 

Sil. Yes, yes; the limes atevery quaintly writ z 
Butince unwillingpagke them again; 

Nay, take them. "30 I wen 
Val. Madam, they are for you. | 
Sil /; you writ them, Sir, at-my requeſt z * '/ 

But I will none of fMemn;- they are for you : 

[ would havehad them writ more movingly. z 15) by 
Val. Pleaſe you, PlEwrite your Ladyſhip anotherz* 7, 
Si/. And when it's writ, tor ty ſake read icovery. | 

And if it pleaſe you, ſoz if norvhy (o.- 
Val. It it pleaſe ws pecrmgy > whas then? 26/0 
Si]. Why if it pleaſe you, take it for your Tabonrs _ | 

And fo good morrowy ſervant. , Exit. 
Sp. Oh Jeſt unſeen, inſcrugble, inviſible, i 

As a Noſe on a mar's Face,or a Weathercock ona Steeplel 

My Maiter ſues to hery and the hath raught her Sytor, 

He being her Pupil, to become her T ucor -: 

Oh excellent device! was there ever heard a better ? 

That my Maſter beingScribe, | be 

To himſelf ſho the Letter ? FL... 


have, when you chid at Sir Protheus for going unear- 


7" UII 
. 


As y 
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Val. How now fir ? | 
| What are you reafoping with your felf? wi - 
Sp. Nay, I was rimming 3 'ris you that have the Reaſon, 


Sp. Fo be a ſpokes-man from Madam S;tvia. 
Fat.” To whom? - | 


Val, Todo what? M4 - 
Sp. vo 
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Sp. To your felf; why, ſhe woes you by a figure, 
| Val. What figure? 
Sp. By a Lerrer, | ſhould ſay. 
Val. Why, he hath not writ to me ? 
\ $9. Whar need ſhe, 
When ſhe hath made yon write to vour ſelf? 
Why, do you not perceive the Jelt ? 
Val. No, believe me. 
$p. No believing you indeed vir : 
But did you perceive her Earnelt * 
Val. She gave me none, except an angry word. 
| Sp. Why, ſhe hath given you a Letter. 
Val. That's the Letter I writ to her friend. 
Sp And that Letter hath ſhe deliver'd;and there's an end. 
Val. T would it were no worſe. 
Sp. Ple warrant you *tis as well ; 


i 


] Orelle for want of idle time, Could nor again reply ; | 
| Or fearing elſe ſome meſſenger that might her mind dil- 
cover, : | 
| Her ſelf hath taughther Love himſelf to write unto her 
All this1 ſpeakin Print ; for in Print I found it. (Lover. 
Why mule youyſir ? *tis dinner-time. 
Val. | have din'd. _ ) 

©. Aybut hearken ſir ; though the Cameleon Love can 
| feed orrthe air, I am one that am nouriſh'd dy my victu- 
| als - and would fain have meat : Oh be not like your Mi- 
{ ſtreſs ; be moved, be moved. | Exeunt, 


_—_— 


{ For often have you writto her z and ſhe in modeſty, "17 tuning Mw, the Dog is ar, and | am my ſelf; —- 
ng 


— 


Mother weeping) my Father Wailing z my Siſter ctying 

our Maid howling z our Cat wringing her hands, and F/ 
our houſe in a great perpiexity, yet did not this cruel- 
hearted Cur ſhed one tear; He.is a ſtore, a very phþble- 
ſtone, and has no more pity in him than a Dog: A Jew 
would have wept' to have ſeen our parting ; V hy, my 
Grandam,. having no Eyes. look you, wept her ſelf 
blind at my parting : Nay, Ple ſhow you the manner of 
ir: This ſhoge is my Father ; ro, this left ſhoge is my 
Father j no, no, this left ſhove is my Mother; nay, that 
cannot be {o neither, yes, it is fo, iris ſo; it bath the 
worler ſole : this ſho#e with the hole in it is my Mother ; 
and this my Father; a veng*ance on't, there *tis: Now 
fir, this ſtaff is my Siſter ; tor look you, the is as white 
asa lilly, and as ſmall as a wand; this hat is Nan, our 
Maid ; 1 am the Dog 5 no, .the, Dog 1S himſelf, and | am 


ſo: Now comel to my Father ; Father, your ble 
Now ſhould not the ſhoge ſpeak a word for weeping ; 
Now ſhould I kiſs my Father ; _ he weeps on: Now 
come Itomy Mother; Oh thath ld ſpeak now like a 
gould-woman { well, I kiſs her ; Why there *tis; here's 
my Mothers breath up and down : Now come I to my Si- 
ſter; mark what moan ſhe makes: Now the Dog all this 
while ſheds not a tear, nor ſpeaks a word; but ſee how! | 
lay the duſt with my tears. E ar Fhug nh 

Panth. Launce, away, away j aboard; thy Maſter is 
ſhip'd, and thou art to poſt after with Oars : what's the 
matter ? why weep'ſt thou, man? away aſs, yon'tloſe the 


————sOR 


Scena Secunda. 
Ch e& fo VU Oren ha” 
Enter Protheus, alia, BIN, 


Pro. Have patience gentle Fulia. 
Ful. I muſtwhere is no Remedy. 
Pro, When poſlibly | can, I will return, | 
Jul. If you turn not, you will return the ſgoner : 
Keep this Remembrance for thy 7ulia's ſake Wong PW 
| Pro. Why then we'll mak&#exchange ; Ry 
Here, take you this. Dh: ; 
Ful. And ſeal th@bargain with a holy kits. 
Pro. Here is my hand for my true conſtancy : 
And when that hour ore-ſlips me in the days 
Wherein [ ſigh not XFuliaJ,for thy ſake, 
The nextenſuinghour ſome foul miſchance 
Torment ms for my Loves forgetfulneſs; 
| My father ſtays my coming ; anſwer not : 
The Tide is now ; nay, not wy _ ay ; 
That tide will ſtay me longer than | fhould ; | | 
ulia farewel: rv toy gone without a word ? LET SON 
dy true love ſhould do = _— if _ : ; 
or truth hath better deeds than words to gracg it» , . 
Pan. Sir Protbeus, you are ſtaid for. g Wa art hee). 
Pro. Go I come, SINE : 
Alas ! this parting ſtrikes poor Lovers dumb. — 


| Exeunt. 


A — 


Srena Tertia. : 
nth his Log Grabs 
Enter Launce, Hy_ 


Lawnce, Nayz”twill be this hour ere | have done weep- 
ing; all the kind of the» Lawnces bave this very fault : 1 
have receiv'd my proportion, like the prodigious ſon, and 
am going with Sir Prorheug tO the _— $ Courts [think 
wn my Dog be the ſougreſt Natured Dog that lives: My 


loſing the flood, 


and the Service, and t 
dry, Iam ableto fill it with my tears;: if the Wind were 
down, I could drive the Boat with my ſighs. 


Tideif you tarry any longer. 

Lawn. It is no matcer if the Tide were loſt j for it is the 
unkindeſt Tide that ever any man tyle. 

Panth. What's the unkindeſt Tide ? 

Laun Why, he that's tiehere, Crab, my Dog. 

Pan, Tut man / | mean, thowlr loſe the flood; and in 

oſe thy Voyage, and in loſing thy Voy- 

age, loſe thy Maſter,” and in loſing thy Maſter, loſe thy 
Service; and in loſing thy Service, —W hy doſt thou {top 
my mouth ? | 
Laun. For fear thou ſhould'ſt loſe thy tongue. 
Panth. Where ſhould I loſe my tongue ? 


Laun. In thy Tale. 

Panth. in ly ail. 

Laun. LoſEthe * and the Voyage, and the Maſter, 
E Tide | 


; why man, if the River were 


Pamth. Come } come away man ; I was ſent to call 
thee. 
Lay. Sir, call me what thou dar'ſt. 
Pan. VVilt thou go ? 
Lau, Well, 1 will go. 


[Exeunt 6 


Scena Quarta, 


Char et ts W194 ONS, 
Enter Valentine, Silvia, /Thurio., $ ed, 
z Spc =D, 


Sil. Servant. 

Val. Miſtris, 

Sp. Maſter, Sir 7hurio frowns on you, 
Val.Ayboy, it's for love. 

Sp. Not of you. 

Val. Of my Miſtriſs then. 

Sp. *T were good you knockt him, 
S:/. Servant, you are ſad. 

Val. Indeed, Madam, I ſeem ſo. 
Thu. Seem you that you are not ? 
Val. Hap'ly I do. 

Thu. So do Counterfeits. 

Val. So do you. 
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Val. Wye. 
Thy, What inſtance of the contrary ? 
Val. Your folly. 
| Thu. And how quote you my folly * 
| Val. quote it in your Jerkin. 
| Thu. My Jerkin is a doubler. 
: Val. Well then, PIE double your folly. 
Thu. How ? 
Si]. Whar, angry, Sir Thyris? do you change colour ? 
; Val. Give him leave, Madam ; heis a kind of Camelion. 
: Thu. 'T hat hath more mind to feed on-your blood, than 
| live in your alr. 
Val. pu have ſaid fir. 
Thu Aylir, and done too, for this time. 
/al. Tknow it welkfir ; you always end ere you begin. 


Thu. What feem I that I am not? | 


. $1, A fine Volly of words,” Gentlemen, and quiektyy 
h ſhot oft. 
b Val. *Tis indeed, Madam; we thank the giver. 


| £1. Who is that Servant ? 

, Val. Your ſelf, (Kweer Ladyy; for you gave the fire: 

| Sir Tywrio borrows his wit from your Ladyſhips looks, 
An ſpends what he borrows kindly in your company. 

| Thu. Sir, it you ſpend word for word with me, I ſhall 
make your wit bankrupt, | 

a'.1l know.it well fir, you have an Exchequer of words, 
And I think no other treaſure to give your followers : 

For it appears by their bare Liveries, 


Thartthey live by your bare words, Go with me « Once more, new ſervant, welcome : 
$:. No more, gentlemen, no more: 4 PlMeave you to confer of hone affairs; P. | 
Here comes my tatier. ny. hen you have done, we look to heat ffotn yoy. +, 
; Duke, 71a,you are hard beſets V P in |, xd: Hh > 


Sir Val-ntine, your fathers in good health : 
What ſay you toa Letter from your friends 
Of much good News ? 
Val. My Lord, I will be thankful 
To any mellenger from thence. 
Duke, Know you Don eAntonio, your Countryman ? 
Val.Ay,my good Lord, I know the Gentleman 
To be of worth and worthy eſtimation, 
And not without deſert fo well reputed. 
Duke, Hath he nota Son? * 
VaiAymy good Lord, a Son that well deſerves 
The Iionour and regard of ſuch a Father. 
Duke. You know him well ? 
Val. I know him as my ſelf; fot from our Infancy 
We have converſt, and ſpent our hours together: 
And tho/ my (elf have been an idle Trqwfant, 
Omirring the ſweer beneſt of time, +» | 
To clothe mine Age with Angel-like perfection 3 
Yet hath Sir Procheus{for that's his NameF 
Made uſe and fair advantage of his days; 
His Years but young, bur his Experience old ; 
His head unmellqwgd, bur his judgment ripe; 
And in a word (for far behind his worth 
Come, all the praiſes that I now beſtow}, 
He is compleat in feature and ingnind, 
With all good grace to grace a Gentleman, 
Duk. Beſhrew me, fir, but if he make this good, 
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He is as worthy for an Empreſs Love, 
As meet to be an Emperor's Counſellor : 
Well ſir 4 this gentleman is come to me, 
With Commendation from great Potentates ; 
And here he means to ſpend his time a whileg 
[ think *tis noWelcome News to you. 
Val. Should 1 have wiſt'd a thing, ithad been he. 
Duk. Welcome him then according to his worth | 
Silvia, 1 ſpeak to you} and you Sir Tourio; 
For Valentine, I need not cite him to it : «af 
fawn him hither to you preſently. [ Exit uke 
Val. This is the gentleman told your Ladyſhip 
Had come along with me, but that his Miſtrils 
Did hold his Eyes lockt in her Chrjſtal looks. 
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$1]. Belike that now ſhe hath enfranchis's them 


I ————— 


Val. Toſee ſuch Lovers, Thurio, as your ſelf; 
Upon a h | ove can wink. SCOES- 
Sil, Have done, have done; here comes the gentleman, 
Val. Welcome dear Prothetss : Miſtighs, I beſeech you, 
Confirm this welcome with ſome ſpecial favour. * 
S:1. His worth is warrant for his welcome hither, 


[f this be he you oft have wiſh'd to hear from, 


Val. Miſtrs, it is : ſweet Lady, entertain him 


To be my fellow-ſervant to your Ladyfhip. 


Sil. "Too low a Miſtss for ſo high a ſervant. 
Pro. Not ſo, ſweet Lady ; but tob mean a ſervant 


To have a Look of ſuch a worthy Miſtrgs. 


Val. Leave off diſcourſe of diſability : ' 


Sweet Lady, entertain him for your ſervant. 


Pro. My duty will | boaſt of, nothing elſe; 
Sil. And duty never yet did want his meed: - 


Servant, you fte welcome to a worthleſs Miſtrgs 


Pro, ViEdie on him that ſays ſo but your (elf, 
* . e? Me 
$:/. That you are welcome: 'n 5 WE; 


Pr. That you are worthleſs 


fer; Madam, ry Lord, your father, would ſpeak with 


Sil. I wait upon his pleafure ; Come Sir Thurzo, 


Val. Now tell me how doall from whence youi eamne ? v/ 
Pro. Your friends are well, and have them much com- f 


Pro, 1 left ten health, 
Val.How does your Lady? and hoiv thrives your 
Pro. My tales of Love were wont to weary you 


Val. And how db yours ? (mended. f 1 
| v 


I know you joy not in a Love-diſcourſe 


ValAgrotheus, but that Life is alter'd how ; 


| havEdone penance for contemning Love, | 
Whoſe high imperious thoughts have puniſh'd re 
With bitter faſts, with penitenrial &foans,- 

With nightly tears and daily heart-ſfore fighss 

For in revenge of my contempt of Love, 

Love hath chac'd ſleep from my enthralled Eyes, 

| And made them watchers of mine own heart? ſorrow 7 
O gentle Protheus, Love's a mighty Lord, 


And hath ſo humbled me, as I confefs 
There is no wo to his correCtion ; 
Nor to his ſervice, @//.4Þ: joy onearthg 
Now nodiſcourſe, exceÞt it be of Love; 
Now canlI break my fait, dine, ſip and ſleep 
Upon the very naked Name of Love. 
Pro. Enough : I read your fortune in your Eyee 
Was this the Idol that you worſhip ſo? 


Val. Even ſhe; and is ſhe not a heavenly ſaint ? 


Pro. No : but ſhe is an earthly Paragon. 

Val. Call her divine. 

Pro. 1 will not flatter her. $540 

Val. Offlatter me ; fb vt delights in praiſe 

Pro. Whenl was ſick, you gave me bitter pills, 
And I muſt miniſter the like to you. 


Val. Then ſpeak the truth by her; if not divine, 


Yer let her be a principality, 

Sovergegn to all the Creatures on the Earth. 
Pro. Except my Miſtriſs./ 

Val. Sweetz Exceptnotany, 

Except thou wilt exceptagainſt my Love. | 
P70. Have I not Reafon to prefer mine own ? 
Val. And1will help thee to prefer her too: 

She ſhafl be dignifigd with this high honour, _ 

To bear my Lager fain, leit the baſe Earth 

Sliould from her Veſture chance to fteal a kifs7 
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And of fo great a favour growing proud, 
Diſdain to root the Summer:- ſwelling flower, 
And make rough Winter everlaſtingly. 
Pro. Why Valentine, what Bragadiſin is this ? 
. Val. Pardon me (Protheus); all I canis nothing 
To her, whoſe worth makes other worthies nothing ; 
She is alone. 
Pro. Then let her alone. 
Val. Not for the World : why man, ſhe is mir.e own, 
And fl as rich in having ſuch a Jewel, 
As twenty Seas, if all their ſand were pearl, 
The water NeCtar, and the Rockgpure golde 
Forgive me that I do not dream on thee, 
Becauſe thou ſeeſt me doat upon my Love: 
My fooliſh Rivalthat her Father likes 
(Only for his poſſeſſions are ſo huge), 
Is gone With her along. and I mult after ; 
For Love, (thou know'(t), is full of jealouſie. 
Pro. But ſhe loves you ? 
Val Agand we are betroth@d : nay, more,our marriage- 
VVith x11 the cunning manner of our flight, 
Determin'd off : how I muſt climb her V Vindow 
The Ladder made of Cords, and all the means 
Plotted and *greed on for my happineſs e 
Good Pretheuszgo with me to my Chamber, 
[n theſe affairs to aid me with thy counſel. 
Pro. Go on before ; | ſhall enquire you forth s 
[muſt 1nto the Road jto diſ-embarque 
Some Neceſlaries that I needs muſt uſe, 
And then IIE ——_ CO des 
Val. VVill you make haſte : 
Pro, I'will + a E x of- Hl. 
Evgn as one heat another heat expels, 
Or as one nail by ſtrength drives out another ; 
So the remembrance of my former Love 
ls by a new,ObjeCt quite forgotten » 
Isit mine EYAgor Valentine ?. praiſe ? 
Her true tection, or my falſe tranſgreſſion, 
That makes me reaſonleſs, to reaſon thus ? 
Shek fair ; and ſo is Fulia that I love j 
(ThatI did lovez for now my Love is thaw'd, 
VVhich like a waxen Image *gainſta fire, 
| Bears no impreſſion of the thing it was) e 
Methinks my zeal to Valentine is cold, 
And that | love him not as I was wont x 
O ! but I love his Lady toogtoo much ; 
And that's the Reaſon I love him fo little e 
How ſhall I doat on her with more advice, 
That thus withont advice begin to love her ? 
Tis but her picture] have yet beheld, 
*And that hath dazePd ſo my Reaſon's Light : 
But when I look on her perteCtions, 
There is no Reaſon bur I ſhall be blind 
If I can check my erring Love, I will; 
If not, ' to compals her PlE uſe my kill. 


Extt. 


——— 


Scone pn $ O Haas 


Enter Speed and Launce- 


Speed, Launce, by mine honeſty welcome to nzius. 

Laun. Forſwear not thy ſelf, ſweet Youth ; for I am 
not welcome : Ireckon this always, that a man is never 
undone till he be hang'd, nor never welcome to a place, 
till ſome certain ſhot be paid, and the Hoſteſs ſay wel- 
COmMme. 
Speed, Come on you mad-cap; Plto the Ale-houſe 
with you preſently z where, for one ſhot of five pence, 
| thou ſhalt have five thouſand welcomes + But firrah, how 


did thy Maſter part with Madam 7ul:a? 
Lau. Marry, after they clofs'd in earneſt, they parted 


very fairly,in jeſt. 

Sp. Bur ſhall ſhe marry him? 

Lau. No. 

Sp. How then ? ſhallhe marry her? 

Lan. No, neither. 

Sp. VVhar, are they broken ? 

Lau. No they are both as whole as a fiſh, 

Sp. Why then, how ſtands the matter with them ? 

Lau. Marry,thus ; when it ſtands well with him, it ſtands 
well with her. £—— 

Sp, VVhatan Aſs art thou ? I underſtand thee nor. 

Lau, What a block art thou, that thou cant got ? 
My ſtaff underſtands me. 

Sp. What thou fay'ſt ? 

Las. I, and what] dotoo: Look thee, Ile but lean, and 
my ſtaff underſtands me. 

Sp. It ſtands under thee indeed. 

Lau. Why, ſtand-under, and underſtand isall one. 


p. But tell me true; will t be amaret— 
Lau. Ask my Dog : if he ſaydy, it will; if he ſay no, it 


Will: if he ſhake his tail, and {ay nothing, it will. 
Sp. The concluſion is then, that it will, 


by a parable. | 

Sp. 'Tis well that I getitſo: But Lawnce, how ſay*ſt 
thou, that my Maſter js become a notable Lover ? 

Lau. Inever knew him otherwiſe. 

Sp. Than how ? 

l Lau. A notable Lubber z as thou reporteſt him to 
e, : 
Sp. Why, thou whoreſon Aſs, thou miſtak'ſt me. 

Lau. Why Fool, I meant not thee; 1 meantear thy 

Maſter. 

Sp. I tell thee, my Maſter is become, a hot Lover. 

Lau. V Vhy, I tell thee, I care not tho he burn himſelf in 
Love: If thou wilt go with me to the Alehoule, ſo; if not, 
thou art an Hebrew, a Jew, and not worth the Name of a 
Chriſtian. 

Sp. VVhy? 

Lau. Becauſe 2yeu haſt not ſo much charity in thee as to 
go to the Aleitha Chriſtian : VVilt thou go ? 


Sp. At thyTervice. 
| | Exeunt. 


Scena Mo TX 


Enter Protheus ſolus. 


Pro. To leave my Fulia ſhall 1 be forſworn? 
To love fair Silvia z ſhall 1 be forſworn? 

To wrong my friend, I ſhall be much forſworn ; 
Andev'n that Power which gave me firſt my Oath, 
Provokes me to this threefold Perjury 

Love bad me ſwear, and Love bids me forſwear : 
O ſweet ſuggeſting Love, if thou haſt ſinn'd, 
Teach me, (thy tempted ſubje£t) to excule ite 

At firſt did adore a twinkling Star, 

But now I worſhip a celeſtial Sun « 

Unheedful Vows may heedfully be broken ; 

And he wants wit that wants reſolved will, 

To learn his wit © exchange the bad for better» 
Fie, fie, unreverend tongue, to call her bad, 
V'Vhoſe ſover@gnty fo oft thou haſt pxeſer'd, 
VVith twenty thouſand foul-confirm&sg Oaths 4 

| cannot leave to love, and yet1 do: 

But there I leave to love where | ſhould love: 
Fulia Tloſe, and Valentine Hoſe: 

If Ikeep them, I needs muſt loſe my ſelf: 


Lau. Thou ſhalt never get ſuch a ſecret from me, bury 
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[ be two Gentlemen of Verona. 


If I loſe them, thus find I by<their loſs, 

For Valentine, my ſelf, for Fulia, Silvia : 

[ to my ſelf am dearer than a friend ; 

For Love is ſtill moſt precious init ſelfp 

And Silvia (witneſs heaven that made her fair) 
Shews Fulia but a (warthy Ethiopee 

| will forget that Ful:a is alive, 

Remembring that my love to her is dead: * 
And Valentine VIEhold an Enemy, 

Aiming at Silvia as a ſweeter Friend : 

I cannot now prove conſtant to my (Elf, 
VVithout ſome treachery us'd to Valentine : 
This night he meaneth. with a corded-laddet, 
To climb celeſtial S:i/via's chamber window, 
My ſelf in council his competitor: 

Now preſently PlEgive her Father notice 

Of their diſguiſing and pretended flight ; 
VVho(allenrag'd) will baniſh Valentine : 

For Thurio he intendgſhall wed his daughter g 
But Valentine being gone, IEquickly croſs, 

By ſome ly trick, blunt 7hr:0's dull proceeding: 
Lovelend me wings, to make my purpoſe ſwift, 
As thou haſt lent me wit to plot his drift/ 


Exit. 


| For undertaking fo unſtaid a journey ? 


Scena need 
V EAOHXA. 


Enter Julia and Lucetta, 


Fu. Counſel, Lucetta ; gentle girl, aſſiſt me; 
Andeven in kind Love I do conure thee, 
VVho art the Table whereinall my thoughts 
Are viſibly CharaQer'd and Engrav'd, 
To leſfon me, and tell me ſome good mean, 
How with my honour 1 may undertake 
A journey to my loving Prothens. 

Luc. Alas, the way is weariſome and long, 

Fu. A true devoted Pilgrim is not weary 
To meaſure Kingdoms with his feeble ſteps, 
Much leſs ſhall ſhe,that hath Love's wings to fly ; 
And wife flight is made to one fo dear, 
Of ſuch divine perfection as Sir Prothens. 

Lu. Better forbear'till Protheus make return. 


Pity the Dearth chat I have pined in, 

By longing for that food fo long a time e 

Did'ſt thou but know the inealy tonch of Love; 
Thou would'it as foon go kindle fire with ſnow, 
As ſeek to quench the fire of Love with words. 


Lu. 1 do not ſeek to quench your Love's hot fire, 


[ Pnr qualifie the fire's extreamTage; 


Leſt it ſhould burn above the bounds of Reaſon. 

Fu. The morethou dam? itup, the more it burns 
The Current that with gentle murmur glides, 
(Thou know'ſt), being ſtop*d, impatiently doth rage ; 
But when his fair courſe is not hindered, 
He makes ſweet muſick with th* enamePFd ſtones, 
Giving a gentle kiſs to every ſedge 
He overtaketh in his Pilgrimage : 
And ſo by many winding nooks he ſtrays, 
VVith willing ſport to the wild Ocean « 


1 Then let me go, and hinder not my courſe F 


PlEbe as patient as a gentle ſtream, 
And make a paſtime of each weary ſtep, 
Till the laſt ſtep have brought me to my Love 
And therePle reſt;as atter much turmoil 
A bleſſed foul doth in Elzzium. 
Luc. But in what habit will you go along ? 
74. Notlike a woman ; for I would prevent 
The looſe encounters of laſcivious men 


| 


— 


| Only in lieu thereof diſpatch me hence 
Fu. Oh, know'ſt thou not, his looks are my ſouls food ? } Come, anſwernot ; but to it preſently : 


Gentle Lucetta, fit me with ſuch weeds | 

As may beſeem ſome well-reputed Page. + | 

Lu. Why then your Ladfſhip muſt cut your hair. | 

Fu. No, girl; IE knit iCupin filken ſtrings, 

With twenty ddd-conceited true-love knots : 

To be fantaſtick, may become a Youth 

Of greater time than [ ſhall ſh@w to be, . WE 

Lu, What faſhion, (Madam) ſhall I make your breeches ? 

7u. That fits as well, as tell mq (good my Lord), 

What compaſs will you wear-your Farthingale ? 

Why, even what faſhion thou belt lik&&(Lacerts), |} 
Ls. You muſt needs have them with a cod-piece( Ma- 

74,Out,out(Lucerta),that will be ill-favour*'d., (dam). 

Lu, A round hoſe (Madam }, now's not worth a pin, 

Unleſs you have a cod-piece to ſtick pins on. 

Fe. Lucetta, as thou lov'ſt me, let me have 

What thou think'ſt meet, and is moſt mannerly :, _ 

But tell me, (Wench), how will the World repute me 


| fear me it will make me ſcandaliz'd. 
Ls. If you think fo, then ſtay at home, and go not. 
74. Nay, that I will nor. 
Lu. Then never dream on Infamy, but go: 
[f Protheus like your journey when you come, 
No matter who's diſpleas'd when you are gone: 
| fear me he will ſcarce be pleas'd with alE 
7«. Thatisthe leaſt (Lucetta) of my fear: 
A thouſand Oaths, an Ocean of his tears, a 
And Inſtances as infinite of Love, - 
Warrant me welcome to my Prothens. | 
Lu, All theſe are ſervants to deceitful men. 
Zu. Baſe men that uſe them to fo baſe effect I 
But truer ſtars did govern Prothess birth ; . 
His Words are Bonds, his Oaths are Oracles, 
His love fincere, his thoughts immaculate, 
His tears ppre Meſſengers ſent from his heart, 
His heart as far from fraud as Hegven from Earth, 

Lu. Pray Heaven he prove ſo when you come to bim! | 
7u. Now as thou lov'ſt me, do him not that wrong 
To bear a hard opinion of his truth; "IP © 
Only deſerve my love by loving him, . 
And preſently go with me to my chamber, 
Totake a Note of what Iſtand inneed cf, 
To furniſh me upon my longing journey : 
All that is mine 1 leave at thy diſpoſe, 
My Goods, my Lands, my Reputation, 


'F 


l amimpatient of my tarriance. 


| Exeunt. 


| 


Aus Tergius. Scena Prima: | 
Chamges Fo 5 
Enter abs HR Prothens, R_ 
MN. 
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Du. Sir Thario, give us leave;(l pray) a while ; 
We have ſome fecrets to oe. abouts. Egit- Ti 


Pro. My. gracious Lord, that which 1 wou 
The Law of Friendſhip bids me to conceal ; 
But-whenlI call ro mind your gracious favours 
Done to me{ (undeſerving.as. Lam)» 
My duty pricks me on tq utter that,, FEACSET > 
Which elſe no worldly good ſhould draw from mee 
Know (worthy Prince) Sir Valentine, my friend, 
This night intends to ſteal away your daughter z 
My ſclggarone made privy to the Plot » 
I knowyou bave determin'd to beſtow her 


_— OY EST” 


-Now tell me, Protheus, what's your will with me? 
acious 1d diſcover | 


| 


—— whom your gentle © hates * 


a 


And 
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| 54 The two Gentlemen of Verona. 
And Thonld ſhe thus be ſtol'naway fromyon, | Va. V Vin her with gitts, it ſhe reſets not words 1 
It would be mnch vexation to your ages * |] Dumb Jewelsoften in their ſilent kind 
Thus (for my duties fake) I raﬀher choſe More than quick words, do move a womans mind. 
To croſs my friend in his intenced drift, D:. But ſhe did ſcorn a preſent that I ſent her. 
Than /by concealing it) heap on your head Va. A woman ſometimes {corns what beſt contents her: 
A pack of ſorrows, Which would preſs you down Send her another ; never give her o're; : 
(Being unpreveA your timeleſs grave. For ſcorn at firſt makes after-love the m@s8e 
Dr. Pretheus, | thank thee for thine honeſt care ; If ſhe do frown, *tis not in hate of you, 
| Which to requite, command me while i live : But rather to beget more love in you : 
This love of theirs my ſelf have often ſeen, if ſhe do chide, *tis not to have you gone ;z 
{ Haply when they have judg'd me faſt aſleep, For why, the fools :zre mad if left alone ; 
And oftentimes have purpos'd to forbid Take no repulſe, whatever ſhe doth ſay ; 
' Sir Valentine her Company, and my Court : For, get you gone, ſhe doth not mean away : 
Bat fearing leſt my jealous z1m mighterr, Flatter, and praiſe, commend, extolFtheir graces : 
And ſo(unworthily, diſgrace the man, Tho ne're ſoblack, ſay they have Angels facess 
A raſtneſs that I ever yet have ſhunn'd) That man that hath a tongue, 1 ſay, is no man, 
[ gave him gentle looks, thereby to find If with his tongue he cannot win a woman, 
Tha (pich thy ſelf hafknow dilclos'd to me : Du. But ſhe tmean, 1s promis'd by her Friends 
—__ ou mayſt perceive my fear of this, Unto a youthful gentleman of worth, 
Knowing that tender youth is ſoon ſuggeſted, And kept ſeverely from reſort of men, 
[ nightly lodgeher in an upper "Tower, [That no man hath acceſs by day to her. 
The key whereof my ſelf have ever kept ; Va. VVhy then 1 would refort to her by night. 
And thence ſhe cannot be convey'd away. Du.Ay, but the doors be lockt, and keys kept ſafe, | 
Pri, Know (noble Lord)they have devis'd a mean That t6 man hath recourſe to her by night. 
How he her Chamber-Window will aſcend, a. V'Vhatlets but one may enter at her VVindow ? 
And with a Corded Ladder fetch her down ; Du. Her Chamber is aloft far from the ground, 
» For which the youthful Lover now 1s gone, And built ſo ſhelving, that one cannot climb it | 
And this way comes he with it preſently ; VVithout apparent hazzard of his life. 
Where (if it pleaſe you) you may intercept him « Val. VVhy then lag aintly made of Cords, |} 
But (good my Lord) do it ſo cunningly, Tocaſtup, witha pair of anchoring hocks, 
| That my diſcovery be not aimed at; VVouldferve to ſcale another Hero's Tower, 
For love of you, not hate unto my friend, | So bold Leander would adventure it, 
Hath made me publiſher of this pretence. Du. Nowgs thou art a gentleman of blood, | 
| Dx. Upon mine honour, he ſhall never know Adviſe me where I may have ſach' a Ladder. | 
That I had any light from thee of this. Exit. 20.) Va. VVhen would you uſe it? pray fir, tell me that. | 
|f Fro Adieu,my Lord : Sir Valertize is comin mer Du. This very night ; for Love is like a Child, 
CNL TTenime, Whether away : alenF: | "That longs for every thing that he can come by. 
| Va. Pleaſe it your Grace, there 18a Meſſenger ——— Va. By ſeven a Clock 1 If get you ſuch a Ladder. 
That ſtays tobear my Letters to my Friends, Du. But hark thee: I will go to her alone; 
And I am g01ng to deliver them. How ſhall I beſt convey the Ladder thither ? 
Dz. Be they of much import ? Va. It will be light (my Lord) that you may bear it 
Va. The tenure of them doth but ſignifie Under a Cloak that is of any length, 
My health, and happy being at your Court. Du. A Cloak as long as thine will ſerve the turn ? 
Du. Nay, then no matter ; ſtay withmea while ; Va.Aymy good Lord. 
[ am to break with rhee of fome affairs Du>Then let me ſee thy Cloak; _ 
That touch me near ; wherein thou muſt be ſecret [16 get me one of ſuch another length. 
"Tis not unknown to thee, that I have ſought Va. VVhy any Cloak will ſerve the turn (my Lord), 
To match my friend, Sir Thuric, ro my daughter. Du. How ſhall I faſhion me to wear a Cloak ? | ; 
Va. Tknow it well (my Lord); and ſure the Match |] pray thee let me feel thy Cloak upon me :[ Pulls of 'y 
VVere rich and honourable; Peſides, the gentleman VVhart Letter is this ſame ? what's here ? to S:lvia? 
Is full of Virtue, Bounty, V Vorth, and Qualinies, And here an Engine fit for my proceeding ? 
Beſeeming ſucha VVife as your fair daughter« [16 be ſo bold to break the Seal for once s 
Cannot veur Grace win her to fancy him ? LY uhe Q& Ead Þ 
Du No, truſt me, ſhe is peevifh, ſullen, froward, My thoughts do harbour with my Silvia nightly, 
Proud, diſobedient, ſtubborn, lackgng duty, And ſlaves they are to me that ſend them flying : 
Neither regarding that ſhe is my child, Oh, could their Maiter come, and go as lightly, 
Nor fearing AE, as if I were her father : Himſelf would lodgfwhere ( ſenſeleſs) they are lying : 
And miy!l fay to the -this pyde of hers My Herald Thougi$s tm thy pure boſom reſt them, 
(Upon advice) hath drawn my lovefrom her; While I (their King that thither them importuney 
And where 1 thought the remnant of mine Age Do curſe the grace that with ſuch grace hath bleſt them, 
Should hav@been ckeriſh'd by her Child-like duty, Kecauſe my ſelf do want my ſervants fortune : 
I now am full reſolv'd to take a V Vife, I curſe my ſelf, for they are ſent by me, 
And turn her out to who will take herin : That they ſhould harbour where their Lord would be. 
| | Then let her Beauty be her oh ue, | . 
For me and my pollellions ſhe efteems not. VVhar's here? Silvia? thi night will T infranchiſe theev 
Va, VVhat would your Grace have me to do intkis ? |*Tis ſo; and. here's the Ladder for the purpoſe : 
D:. There isa Lady | iere S ” 1 SReAart | VVhy Phutten (for thou art Merop's fon), | 
VVhemT attect; Bur ſhe is nice and coy, VVilr thou aſpireto guide the heavenly Catr?, 
And nought eſteems my aged Eloquence: And with thy daring folly burn the VVorld ? 
Now therefore would | have thee to my Tutor; VVilt thou reach ſtars becaule they ſhine on thee ? 
(For long agoneT have forgot to court; Go baſe Intrudery! over-weening Slave, 
Beſides, the taſhion of the time is chang'd), * Beſtow thy fawning ſmiles on equal mates, 
How, and which way [ may beſtow my ſelf, And think my patience (more than thy deſert), 
'To be regarded in her Sun-bright Eye. | Is priviledggor thy departure hence : , 
Ri” Thank 
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{ be two Gentlemen of Verona. 


Thank me for this, more than for all rhe favours 
Which, (alroo much)l have beſtowed on thee: 
Bur if thou linger in my Territories 

Longer than ſwifteſt expedition 

Will give thee time to leave our Royal Court, 

By heaven, my wrath ſhall far exceed the love 

[ ever bore my Daughter, or thy ſelf; 

Be gone, I will not hear thy vain Excuſe, 


al. And why not death rather than imng rormen 

To die, is to be baniſh'd from my ſelf, ' _/ea nw 117 

And Silvia is my ſelf; baniſh'd from her 

Ts ſelf fromſelf: A deadly baniſhment? | 

What light is light, if S/via be not ſeen ? 

What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by ? ? 

Unleſs it be to think that ſhe is by, 

And feed upon the ſhadow of. perfeCtion 

Except I be by $:/vi4 in the night, + 

There isno muſick inthe Nightingale : 

Unleſs I look on S:1vis in the day, 

There is no day for me to look upon : 

She is my Eſſence, and I leave to be, 

If I be not by her fair influence bo 

Foſter*d, illumin'd, cheriſh'd, kept alive : 

I fly not Death to fly his deadly doom ; 

Tarry I here, I but atrend on death ; k Wy 

But fly I hence, I fly away from Life Enter Pr2. and 

Pro. Run (boy), run, run, and feek him our. Launce: 

Lau. SOo=>lOws, Sohouh—— 

Pro. What ſeeſt thou ? 

Lau. Him we go to find: 

There's not ari hajr on's head but *cis a Valentine! 

Pro. Valentine 

| Va. No. 

Pro. Who then J his Spirit? 

| Ya. Neither. | 
Pro. What then? 

Va. Nothing. 
Lau. Can nothing ſpeak ? Maſter, thatl | nike 3 
Pro. Whom would'ſt thou ſtrike ? 
- Lau. Nothing. - 
Pro. Villain, forbear. 
Lau. Why, Sir, [16ſtrike nothing; I pray you. _—— 
Pro. 1 fay, forbear : Friend Valentine, a word. 
Va. My EMs are ſtopt, and cannot hear good news, 

Somuch of bad already hath poſſeſt them. 

Pro. Then in dumb ſilence will I bury mine ; 

For they are harſh, untuneable, and bad. 

Va. Is Silvia dead ? 
Pro. No, Valentine. 
Va. No Valentine indeed, for ſacred Silvia : 
Hath ſhe forſwotn me ? 
Pro. No, Valentine. 
Va. No Valentine, if Silvia have forſworn me ; 

What is your news ? Es 
Lau. Sir, there is a Proclamation that you are baniſhed: 
Pro. That thou art baniſh'd; oh that's the news, 

From hence, from Silvia, and' from me thy friend. 

Va. Oh, I have fed upon this woealready : 
And now excels of it will make me ſurfeit » 
Doth $:/v1a know that 1 am baniſh'd ? 

Pro.AyHyand ſhe hath offered to the doom 

(Which unreverſt ſtands in effetual force) 

ASea of melting Pearl, which ſome call tears : 

Thoſe at her Father's churliſh feet ſhe tendred, 

With them,upon her knees, her trumble ſelf, 

Wringing her hands, whoſe whiteneſs ſo became them, 

Asif but now they waxed pale for wo « 

But neither bended knees, pure hands held up, 

Sad ſighs, deep groans, nor filver-ſhedding tears, 

Could penetrate her uncompaſſionate fire ; 

{But Valentine, if he be ta'ne, muſt die : 

Beſides, her interceſſion chafd him ſo, 

When ſhe for thy repeal was ſappliant; 
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._ | And ſtudy helpfor that which thou lament; 


Regard thy danger, and along with me. '- * 


' Bid him make haſte, and meet me at the Nozrh-gate. 


| and ſerves for wages : She hath more qualiries thana V Va- 


That to cloſe Priſon he commanded her, 
With many bitter threats'of biding there. 
V2. No more; unleſs the next word that thou ſreak' f 
Have ſome malignant power upon my life: 

If fo, I pray thee breathe ir in mine Ear, 

As ending Anthemg of niy endleſs dolour. 

Pro. Ceafe tolament for that thou canſt not help, 


3me ts the Nurte and Breeder of all good : 
re if thou ſtay, thou canſt not ſee thy Love; 
Beſides, thy ſtaying will abridge thy lite : J 
Hope is a Lover's {taff, 'walk hence with that, 
And manage it againilt def] pairing thoughts : 
Thy Letters may be here, tho thou arr hence, 
VVhich, being writ to me, ſhall be deliver*d 
Even in the milk-white boſomF- of thy love: 
The time now ſerves not to expoſtulare; ' 
Come, PlEconvey thee through the City-gate, 
And e're | part with thee, confer at large 

Of all thatmay concern thy Love-aftairs : 

As thou lov'ſt Si/via (tho nor fot thy ſelf) 


Va. 1 pray thee Lawnce, andif thou-ſteſt my boy, 


Pro. Go firrah, find him our: Co me Valentine. | 
Va. Oh my dear $i/via, hap ulentine! Exeunt. 

Launce, 1 am but a fool, look you, . and yetT have the} 
wit to think my Maſter is a kind of a ktjaves'bur thar'sall 
one, if he. be but one knave : He lives not now that knows 
me to be in love, yetlam in love ; but a Team. of horſe 
ſhall not pluck that from mey nor who til lovey and yet 
"tis a woman ; bur what woman, I will not tell my ſelfz} / 
and yer *ris a Milkmaid ; ; yer*tis not a maid yz forſhe bath | 

had Goſlips ; yet *tis a maid z for ſhe is her Maſtet's maid, þ 


ter-Spamel, which is rfuch in a bare Chriſtian : Here is the 
Catslog of her Condition Imprimis, {he can fetchand 
carry ; why, a horſe cando no more ; nay. a horſecarfnor. 
fetch, but only carry, ; therefore is ſhe better than a Jade. I" 
Item, ſhe can milk;look you, a \weet virtue in a maid with F 
clean hands. | | Enter Speed... 
Speed, How now Signior 345 2 what news with your} 
Maſterſhip ? b* 
La. VVith my Maſterſhip? why, it is at Se. 4.4 4 
Sp. VVell, your old vice ſtill; miſtake the word : what 
news thenin your paper? - 
La. The blackat news that ever cho heard'ſt. 
Sp. VVhy man, how black ? 


4 La. I will try thee ; ell me thisy who begot thee ? 


La. V Vhy, as black as Ink. 

Sp. Let me read them. 

La. Fig on thee Jolthead, thou canſt not rnd. 
Sp. Thou lieſt : I can. 


Sp. Marry, the ſori of iny Grand-father. 

Sp. Oh illiterate loytErer, it was the ſon of thy 
Grand-mother; this proves that thou canſtnor x read, 

Sp. Come fool, age) try mein thy paper. 

Ys There ang $ Nitholas be thy ſpeed. 

Ip. Imprimas, ſhe can miilk. 

LaA that ſhe can. | 

Sp. Yrem, ſhe brews-good Ale. | 

FA And ther&famscomes the Proverb (Bleſſing of your | 
heart, you brew gcod Ale). 81 

Sp. Item, ſhe can ſowe. 

La. That's as much as to ſay (Cay ſhe ſo)? ry 

Sp. Item, ſhe can knit. _. 

La. VVhat need a mancare I- a ſtock with a weneh, 
VVhen ſhe can kni 

Sp. Item, She can waſh and ſcour. | 
_ La, A ſpecial ygrrue: forthen ſhe need not to bewaſh'd 
and ſcour'd. 

Sp. Item, ſhe can ſpin. 

La. Then may I ſer the world on wheek, when ths 
ſpin for her living. 
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Sp. Iremn, ſhe hari many nameleſs Verturs, Th. Since his Exile ſhe hat!; defÞis'd me moſt, 
La. 'lhat's as much as to ſay, Ba/fard-Vertnesy that Forſworn my company, and rail'd at me, 


indeed know not their Fathers, and therefore have no | That I am deſperate of obtaining her. 
p L- 3 ro - . _ 
Du. This weak impreſs of Love, '5 as a figure 


—m_—— 


Names. S 
Sp. Here foflowp her Vices. Trenched nice, Which with an hours heat 
La. Cloſe at the heels of, hew)Vertues. Diflolves to water, and doth loſe his form : 


Sp. Item, ſhe is not to be falting in reſpect of her breath. | A little time will melt her frozen thoughts, 


Ls, Well: that fault may be mended with a breakfaſt : | And worthleſs Valentivg ſhall be forgote [Erntr Bro } 
| How pow, SIr Protheys, is your Countrev-mar 


Read on. 
Sp. Irem, ſhe hath a ſweet mouth. @xccording to our Proclamation) gone ? 
La. That makes amends for her ſour breath. Pro. Gone, my good Lord. 

Sp. Item, (ſhe doth talk in her ſleep. Du. My Daughter takes his going heavily. 


La. It's no matter for that z ſo ſhe ſleep not in hertalk.| 7 ro. A little time,(my Lord) will kill that grief. 
| Sp. Hem, ſhe is ſlowin words. Ds. Sol believe; but 7Þ4ri0 thinks not ſo# 
La. Oh villain! that ſet down among her Vices ! Protheus 3 The good conceit I hold of thee, 

To be ſlow in words isa womans only Vertue : (For thou haſt ſhown ſome ſign of good defert), 
[ pray thee out with't, and place it for her chief Vertue. | Makes me the better to confer with thee. 

Sp. Item, ſhe is proud Pro. Longer than I prove loyal to your Grace, 
La. Out with that too : Let me not live to look upon your Grace. 


[t was Eves Legacy, and cannot be ta'ne from her. Du. Thou know'ſt how willingly 1 would effect 
Sp rem, ſhe hath no teeth. The match between fir Thyrio and my Daughter 6 


La. Icare not for that neither, becauſe l love crulits. Pro. 1 do my Lord. 
FuAnd alſo | do think thou art not ignorant 


Sp. rem, ſhe is curit. 
La. Well.; the beſtis, ſhe hath no teeth to bite How ſhe oppoſes her againſt my will ? 
Sp. Item, the will often praiſe her liquor. Pr. She did, my Lord, when Valentine was here. 
La. If her liquor be good, ſhe ſhall; if ſhe will not, Co perverſly ſhe perſeverts fo : 
[ will z for good things ſhould be praiſed. What Might we doto make the girl forget 
Sp. Item, ſhe is too liberal. -| The love of 7; alentine, and love fir Thurio? 


| La. Of her tongue ſhe cannot y for that's writ down, ſhe | - Pro. The beſt way is toſlander Valentine 
is ſlow of; of her purſe ſhe ſhall not y for that IIb keep ſhut z | With falſhood, cowardiſe, and poor deſcent : 
| Now of another thing ſhe may, and that cannot 1 help + | Three things that women highly hold in hate. 
Well, proceed. proc ſhe'I think that it is ſpoken in hate. 


Sp. Item, ſhe hath more hairs than wit, and more faults | Pro if his enemy deliver it: 

than bairs. and more wealth than faults. Therefore it muſt wich circumſtance be ſpoken 
La. Stop there ; PlEhave her ; ſhe was mine, and not By one whom ſhe eſteemyas his friend. 

mine,twice or thrice in that Articlee Rehearfe that once | D#. Then you muſt undertake to ſlander him. 


"| more. Pro. And that (my Lord) I ſhall be loath to do 
$p. Item, ſhe hath more hair than wit, "Tis an ill office for a Gentleman, 


La. More hair than wit; it may be PlCprove it: The | Eſpecially againſt his very friend. 
cover. of the ſalt, hides the ſalt y and therefore it is more | Ds. Where your good word cannot advantage him, 
than the ſalt; the hair that covers rhe wit, 1s more Your ſlander never can endamage him ; 


) 


than the wit ; for the greater hides the leſs » Whar's | Therefore the office is indifferent, 
| next ? Being intreated to,it by your friend. 
Sy. And more faults than hairs. Pro. You have prevaiPd (my Lord): if it 
Le Thar's monſtrous : Oh that that were our/ By ought that | can ſpeak in his diſpraiſe, / 
Sp. And more wealth than faults. She ſhall not long continue love to linry 
La. Why,that word makes the faults gracious : Bur ſay, this wegacher love from Valentine, 
Well: Ilg have her ; and if it be a match, as nothing is | It follows not that ſhe will love fir Thurio. 


impoſſible. Th. Therefore as you unwind her love from him, 
Se. What then? » |Leſtitſhould ravel, and be good to none, 
La. Why then will I tell thee, that thy Maſter ſtakgs for You muſt provide to bottom it, on me : 

thee at the North-gate . Which mult be donepby praiſing me as much 
Sp. For me? As you 1n Worth diipraiſe fir Valentine. 


La. For thee ?Aywho artthon ? he hath ſtaid for a bet=F DP#. Andyrotheys, we dare truſt you in this kind, 
ter man than thee? : Lecauſe we know (on Valentine's Report) , 


Sp. And muſt I goto him ? | You are already Love's firm votary, | 
La. Thon muſt run to-him; for thou haſt ſtaid ſo long, | And cannot ſoon revolt and change your mind g 
that going will ſcarce (erve the turn.” Upon'this Warrant ſhall you have acceſs, 


Sp. Why did'ſt not tell me {ooner ? *POX on Your Love- Where you with S:i/via may confer at large: 
Letters/ For the is lumpiſh, heavy, melancholly, 

La. Now will he be ſwing'd for reading my Letter : And (for your friend's: fake) will be glad of you; 
An unmannerly ſlave, that will thruit himſelf into ſecrets # | VV here you may temper her, by your perſwaſion, 
Pit after to rejoice in the boy*s correction. [_ Exeunt- To hate young Valentine, and love my friend. 
| Pre. As much as I can do, I will effets 

| But you, fir TZurjo, are not ſharp enough z 
You mult Jay Lime, to tangle her jcot 


_— 


By wailful Sonnets, whoſe compoſed Rimes 


Scena Sn. V. Should be full fraught with ſerviceable Vows. 
= ® is the force of Heaven-bred Poeſie. 
| Pro, that upon the Altar of her Beauty 
Enter Duke, Thurio, | You ſactifice [your tears, your ſighs, your heart ; 
: : Write till your ink be dry, and with yourtears 
Du Sir Thurio, fear not, but that ſhe will love you, Moilt it again, and frame ſome feeling line 


— Valentine is baniſh'd from her ſight, That may diſcover ſuch integrity : 


—— u—_—— 
_ + - es. 
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1 be two Gentlemen of Verona. 
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For Orpherrs Lute Was ſtrung with Poets finews, 
Whoſe golden touch could ſoften ſteel and ttones y 
Make Tvgers tamey anJ huge Lewiathans 
Forſake unfounded deeps, and dance on fandse 
After your dire-Jlamenting Elegies, 
Viſit by night your Ladigs Chamber window 
With ſome ſweet conſgrt : To their Inſtruments 
Tune a deploring dump; the nights dead filence 
Will well hecome ſuch ſweet complaining grievances 
This, or elſe nothing, will inheric her. 

Du. This Diſcipline ſhews thou haſt been in Love. 

Th. And thy advice this night VIE put in praiſe : 
Therefore ſweet Protheus, my direCtion-giver, 
Let us ifito the City preſently 
To fort ſome Gentlemen well skill'd in Muſick; | 
[ have a Sonnet that will ſerve the turn 
To give the onſet to tFFood advice. 

Du. Aboutit Gentlemen. 

Pro. We'l{wait upon your Grace till after ſupper, 
And afterwards determine our proceedings. | 

[Exeune. 


Du. Even now about it, 1 will pardon you. 


Aus Quartus. Scena Prima. 
A FO red HP, 


Enter[Valentine® Speed{and certain Out-laivs. 


3. Ot. Know then, that ſome of us are Gentleme), 
Snch as the fury of ungovern'd Youth 
Thruſt from the company of awful men: 
My ſelf was from Verona baniſhed, 
For praCtiſing to ſteal away a Lady, 
An Heir, and Neewygllyd unto the Duke. | 
2. Out. And | from Mantua, for a Gentleman, 
Who7in my njood, | ſtabb'd nnto the heart, 
7. Out. And | fot ſuch like petty crimes as theſes 
But to the purpoſe ; for we cite our faults, 
That they may hold excus'd our lawleſs lives ; 
And partly ſeeing you ate beaurifd 
With goodly ſhape z and by your own report, 
A Linguiſt, and a man of ſiich perfeCtion 
As we do in our quality much want. 


| 


2. Indeed becauſe you area baniſh'd man, 
There, above the reſt, we'parley to you; 
Are yau content to be our General ? , 


To make a Vertue of Neceſſity, 
And live as we do in the Wilderneſs ? ens,” 08 
3- Out, What ſafſtthou ? wilt thou be of our conſort ? 
nb, and be thE Captain of us all : 
we do thee homage, and be rul'd by thee, 
Love thee as our Commander and our King. - , 
I. Out. Butif thou ſcorn our courteſie, thou di | 
2.0ut.Thou ſhalt nor live to brag what we have offer'd.. 
Val. I take your offer, and will live with you, 
Provided that you do no out-rages 
On ſilly Women, or poor -pallengets 
2. Out, No, we deteſt ſuch vile ba 


ſepraCtiſes 


1. Out-!. Fellows, ſtand faſt * I ſeea paſſenger. 
2. Out. If there be ten, ſhrink not, but down with em. 
N 2. Out. Stand fir, and throw ugwhat you have about ye: 
If not, we'llmake you fir, and rifle you. 
Sp. Sir, we are undone ; theſe are the Villains 
That all the Travellers @wfear fo much, 
Val. My Friends, 
1. Out. That's not fo, fir : we are your Enemies. 
2. Out, Peace; we'Yhear him. _ TR. 
2. Out. Ayby my beard will we ; for he is a p 
Val. "Fhen know that [ have little, to loſe : 
A manlI am, croſs'd erſity { 
My Riches are theſe poor babiliments z 
Of which, if yo 1d here disfurniſh me, 
You take the ſum ſubſtance that l have. 
2. Out. VVhither travel you ? 
Val. To Verona, 
1. Out. VVhence came you? 
Val. From Millgy. $1) 
3- Out. Have you long ſojourn'd there ® 
Val. Some ſixteen months, and longer might have ſtaid, 
If crooked Fortune had not thwarted me. 
1 Out. V Vhat, were you baniſh'd thence ? 
Val. 1 was. | 
2. Out. For what Offence ? 
Val. For that which now torments me to rehearſe : 
I killd a man, whoſe death I much repent ; 
| But yer | ſlew him manfully in fight, 
VVichout falſe vantage, or baſe treachery. 
1. Out. VVhy nee repent it, if -it were done (o : 
But were you baniſh'd for ſo ſmall a fault ? 
Val. 1 was, and held me glad of ſuch a doom. 
2 Out. Have you the tongues ? 
Val. My 4 wpo trave; therein made me happy, ' 
Or elſ&often had been miſerable. 
2. Our. By the bare ſcalp of Robin hocd's fat Friar, 
This fellow werea King for our wild faCtiori. 
1. Our, VVe*lſhave him. Sirs, a word. 
Sp. Maſter, be one of them : 
['s an honour? ble kind of thievery. 
Val. Peace, Villain. 
2, Ont. Tell us this : have you any things to take to? 
Val. Nothing but my fortune. 


þ 
þ 
b 


raper man. |. 
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Come, go with us, we'l bring thee ro our Crews, 
And ſhew thee all the treaſure we have got ; | 


Whichvith our ſelveg{@l! reſt at tby diſpoſe. TExeune. | 


: - 


A E 
Scena Secunda. 


Enter Protheus, 


Ju& 

Pro. Already hunns [been falſe to Valentine, 
And now I muſt be as unjuſt to 7hvr1o, 
Under the colour of commending him, 

[ have acceſs my own love to prefer : 

But $i/v14 1s too fair, too true, too holy, 

To be corrupted with my worthleſs giftse | 

When I proteſt true loyalty to her, | 

Shetwits me wich my falſhood to my friend: 

When to her beauty I commend my Vows, 

She bids me think howT have been forſworn 

In breaking Faith with Fu/;a, whom Flov'd: 

And notwithſtanding all her ſadden quips, 

The leaſt whereot would quell a Lover's hope, 

Yer (Spaniel-likes the more ſhe ſputns my love, 

The more it grows, fawneth or het ſtill: _ 

But here comes Thdrio © now muſt we to her Wi 

And give ſome Evening Mulick to her Ear. [En4in" 
Thu. How now, Sir Protheus, are you crept before 
Pro. gentle Thurio ; for you know that Love 


JW 6, 


+ I 5 P 
us $6 YU 
F > 


þ 


VVill creep in ſervice where it cannot go. | 
Thu.Ay but 1 hope,” Six, that you love not here. 
Pro.-Sir, but do; or elſe | would be hence. | 


Thu. VVhom, Silvia? . 
Pro.AySilv1a, tor your fake. 


Thu. # thank youtoryeur own: Now Gentle en”. 
Let's tur ind to it loitily a while: Fa” F311 

Ho. Now my young guelf;, mEthinks you” my: 
I pray whatisit?. | F: Tf} 

Fu. Marry) (mine Ho#). becauſe I cannot be mierry. 


Ho. Come, 'we'have you merry: PlEbring you where 
you ſhall hear Muſick, ang ſee the Gentleman chat you 


. 


— 3. 
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1 be twoGentlemen of Verona. 
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Fu. Bucl ſhall hear him (pea cf 
— you ſhall. 
Fu That will be Muſick. 
Ho. Hark, hark. 
Fu. 1s he among theſe ? 
| _—_ peace, let's hear *em. 


Song. Who is Silvia ? what # ſhe 
That all our Swains commend her ? 
Holy, fair, and wiſe #3 ſhe, 

The Heavts ſuch Grace did lend ber, 

That ſhe might admired be. 

Is ſhe kind as ſheis fair? 

For beauty lives with kindneſs : 
Love doth to ber Eyes repair, 

To help bim of his blindneſs: 

And being help'd inhabits there: 

Then to Silvia let us ſing, 

That Silvia is excelling ; 

She excels each mortal thing 

Upon the dull Earth dwelling : 
To her let us Garland: bring. 


2 


p 


| 


Ho. How now ? are you ſadder than you were before ? 
Aow doyon, man ? the Muſick likes you not. 
Fu. You miſtake; the Muſician likes me not. 
H). Why, my pretty Youth £ 
Fu. He plays falſa (father ). 
' Ho. How, out of tune on the ſtrings ? 
Fu. Not,ſo; but yer 
So falſe, that he grieves my very heart-ſtrings, 
Ho. You have a quick Ear, 
Fuflyl would | were deaf: it makes me have a ſlow heart. 
Holperceive you delight not in Muſick. 
4. Not a whit, when it jars ſo- 
Ho. Hark what fine change is in oy Muſick, 
Fu Ay that changes the ſpight. 
Ho. You would have them-play always but one thing. 
u. I would always have one play but one thing. 
But Hoſt, doth this Sir Protheusthat we talk on, 
Ofcen fefore unrothis Gentlewoman * 
Ho. I tell you what Lauifs man told me, 
He lov'd her out of all nick. 
Fu. Where is Lawnce? 


Pro. 1 grant (ſweet Love} that I did love a Lady, 
But ſhe is dead. 


zeunt 


Jo 


ve i 


Fu. *Twerefalſe if I ſhould ſpeak it [4/10e] 
For 1 am ſufe ſhe is not buried. 
$3]. Say that.ſhe, be : yet Valentine, thy fiend, 
Survives z to whom,(thy ſelf art witneſs), 
| am betroth'd ; and art thou not aſham'd 
To wrong him with thy importunacy ? 
Pro. I likewiſe hear that Valentine is dead. 
Sil. And ſo ſuppoſe am |; for in his grave, 
Aſſure thy ſelf, my Love is buried. 
Pro. Sweet Lady, letme rake it from the Earth. 
$41. Goto thy Ladygs grave, and call her thence, 
Or,at the leaſt, in hers ſepulchre _ 
7. He heard not that. (fu 9) } 
Pro. Madamy if your heart be io cbdurate, 04 
Vouchſafe me yet your Picturejum F 
The Picture thatis hanging in your Chamber : 
To that ''I6ſpeak, to that I 1&-figh and weep : 
For ſince the ſubſtance of your perfect ſelf 
1s elſe devoted, lam but a ſhadow; 
And to your ſhadow will I make true Love. 
Ful. If *rwere a ſubſtance you would ſure deceive it 
And make it but a ſhadow, as i am. (AD 10e_ 
Sil. 1fm very logth to be your Idol, Sir ; 
But ſince your falſehood ſhall become you well 
To worſhip ſhadows, and adore falſe ſhapes, 
Send to mein the morning, and VIC ſend it: 
And ſo good reſt, ww 
Pro. As wretches have oe night 
That wait for Execution in the morn. 
Tul. Hoſt, will yau.g6* 
Ho, By my Hallidom, I was faſt aſleep. 
Ful. Pray you where _ Protheus £ 
Ho. Marry, at my houſe : 
Truſt me, 1 think *tis almoſtday. 
Ful. Not fo; but it hath been the longeſt night 
That e*'re I watch'd, and the moſt heavy.ONg., Exeunt- 


> —_ 


Scena Ml 


Ho. Gone to ſeek his Dog, which to morrow, by his 
Maſter's command, he muſt carry for a Preſent to his| 
Lady. 
Fu Peace : ſtand aſide the Company parts. 
Pro. Sir Thurio, fear not; I will ſo plead, 
That yon ſhall ſay, my cunning drift excels. 
Thu. Where meet we ? 

Pro. At Saint Gregorggs-Well. 

el. 


1 


Pro. Madam: Good ___ your Ladyſhlp. 
$11..I thank you for you Muſick (Gentlemen) : 
Who is that that ſpake? 

Pro. One (Lady)if you knew his pure hearts truth, 
You would quickly learn to know him by his voice. 
Sil, Sir Protheus fy 6.4 : 
Pro. Sir Protheus,(gentle Lady) and your ſervant, 
S:/., Whags your will ? 
Pro. That I may compaſs yours. 
Si]. You have your wiſh; my willis ever this, 
That preſently you hig you home to beds 
Thou ſubtile perjur'd, falſe, diſloyal man, 
Think'ſ thou 1 am ſo ſhallow, ſo conceitleſs, 
To be ſeduced by thy flattery, 
That baſt deceiv'd ſo many with thy Vows ? 
Return, return, and make thy Love amendse 
For Me,7by this pale Queen of Night 1 ſwear), 
lam ſo far from granting thy Requelt, 
That I deſpiſe thee for thy wrongful ſuit ; 
And by and by intend to chide my elf, 
Even for thistime I ſpend incalking to thee. 


[Es Thur: v Magi h 


One that attends your L 


Enter Eglamoty (We 


Eg. Thisis the hour that Madam Silvia 
Go" me to call, and wy her mind: 
at's ſome great matter ſhed employ me in: 

Madam, an—_ lh . Oo 
Sil. Who calls? Entn / : 1 wt 
Eg. Your ſervant and your friend ; 

that a__ command. 
Sil. Sir Eg/amoxsp a thofiſand times good morrow. 
Eg. As many(worthy Lady) to your ſelf: | 
According to your Lady ſhips impoſe, 
I am thus early come, to know what ſervice 
It is your pleafure rocommand me. in. 
Sil. Oh Ezlamouagrthou art a Gentleman F) 


[Think not | flatteg (for I ſwear 1 do not) 


Valiant, wiſe, remorſe-full, well accompliſh'd : 
Thou art notignorant whatdear good will 

1 Bfrs unto the baniſh'd Valentine ; 

Nor how my father would enforce me marry 
Vain Thurio (whom my very ſoul abhorr'$): 
Thy ſelf haſt lod; and I have heard thee ſay, 
No grief did come ſonear thy heart, 

As when thy Lady, and th} true-love dyde ; 
Upon whoſe Grave thou vow'dſt pure Chaſtity 
Sir Eg/amonagr] would to Valentine | 

To Mantua, Where | hear he makes abode: 
And, for the ways are dangerous to pals, 


do deſire thy worthy company ; 


Upon 


4 
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| 1 be two Gentlemen of Verona. | 31 
Upon whoſe Faith and Honour I repoſe » | How now you whore-fon pezant, pep : 
Urge not my Father's anger; (Eglamowyy” Whete have Vou been theſe two days loftering ? = 
But think upon my grief,(a Ladigs grief ), La. Marry Sir, I carry MiltrejS:/<ia the Dog you bad 
And on the Juſtice of my flying hence, me. : 
To keep me from a moſt unholy match, | Pro. And what ſays ſhe to my little Tewel ? x 
Which heaven and fortune ſtill reward&with plagues: Ls. Marry, ſhe ſays, your Dog was a Cur, and tells you, 
[I do deſire thee even from a heart curriſh thanks is good enough for ſuch a preſent. 4 
As full of ſorrows as as the Sea of ſands, | Pro. Bur ſhe-receiv'd my Dog? ——- 
To bear me company, and go with me: La. No indeed ſhe did not : © 
If not, to hide what I have faid to thee, Here have I brought him back again. 
That 1 may venture to depart alone. Pro. Whay didIt thou offer her this from me ? _ 
Eg. Madam, Ipity much y@Megrievances; © - La. Agpir, the other Squirre was ſton from me 
Which, ſince 1 know they vertuouſſy are plac'd, By the Hangman's boy inthe Market-place; | 
[ give conſent to goalong with you, ( Andthen] ofter'd her mine own, who is a Dog 
Cking as little what betideth me, Asbigas ten of yours , and therefore the gift the greater. 
As much, I wiſh all good befortune you s Pro. Go get thee hence, and find my Dog again, 
When will you go ? «® | Or ne*re returnagain into my ſight : 
Sil. This Evening coming. Away, I fay: ſtay#ſt thou covex me here ? 
. Eg. Where ſhallI meet you ? ) A ſlave, that ſtill anend turns me to ſhame. [ Bir. 
S$:l. At Frier Patrick's Cell; - Sebaſtian, I have entertained thee, | 
Where I intend holy Confeſſion. Partly that I have need of ſuch a Youth, 
Eg. 1will not fail qnunlatiuie : ' | That can with ſome diſcretiondo my buljneſs, 
Good morrow,(gentle Lady). For 'ris no truſting to yoad fooliſh Lourz) 
Sil. Good morrow kind Sir Eglamote/ [Exeims, But chiefly for thy face and thy behavior, 
, | 


Whicty(if my Avugury deceive menot) 
Witneſs good bringing up, fortunegand truth: 

| Therefore know thou, for this I:@tertain theed / 
Go preſently, and take this Ring with thee; 


| nu 
Scena VT. Deliverit to Madam Silviag + 
Ws #45 p She lov'd me well, deliver'd it to me. | 
| , Wu = ul. It ſeems you lov'd nor her, to leave het Token ; 
. Enter Launce, ; 


Shels dead belike. 

| | Pro. Not ſo: I think ſhe lives. 
Lau. When a man's ſervant ſhall play the Cur with | Ful. Alas! 
him (look you), it. goes hard : one thatl1 brought up of | Pro. Why do'ſt thou cry alas ? 
a Puppy: one that I ſav'd from drowning, when three] Tub. Icannotchooſe bur pity her. 
or four of his blind brothers and fiſters wenttoit { I have| Pro. Wherefore ſhoul&ſt thou pity ber ? A 

ſhe lov'd yottas well 
7 


——_— 


wo 


raught him(even,as one would fay,preciſely thus I would |. ul. Becauſe methi 

teach a Dog)e 1 was ſent to deliver him as a Preſent to] As you do love your Silvia ; 

Mitre Silvia, from my Maſter ; and1 came no ſooner | She dreams on him that has forgot her Love ; © 

into the Dining-Chamber, but he ſteps me to her Tren- | You doat on her that cares nor for your Love: 

cher, and ſteals her Capon's-leg: O, *tis a foul thing, |*Tis pity Love ſhould be fo contrary : "42 

| when a Cur cannot keep | himſelf in all Companies! I| And thinking on it.makes me cry alas! 9 wes 

would ha one ſhould ſay) one that takes upon him} Pro. VVelly give her that Ring, a erewithal 

to be a boa indeed , to be, as it were, q, Dog ab all | This Letter 7 that's her Chamber: Tell my Lady, 

things. If I had” Ndthad more wit than he,Frake a fault} T claim the promiſe for her heavenly Pifture: 

upon me that he did, I think verily he had%een hang'd | Your meſiage done, hye home nnto my Chamber, 

for't ; ſure as I live he had ſuffer*d for*t: you ſhall judge VVh find me fad and folitargQ a. } Exit. 

He thruſts me himſelf into the company of three or four «/, How many women would do Tuch a meſa ? 

gentleman-like-dogs, under the Dukes table he had not | Alagpoor Prothens, thou haſt enterraig'd W1 

been there (bleſs the mark) a piſling while; "bh all the | A Fox to be th/: Shepherd of thy Eambs : 

Chamber ſiyelt hime our with the Dog, ({ays one): what | Alas, poor fool, why dol pity him I 

Cur is that/(fays another) ? whip bim out, (ſays the | That with his very heart deſpiſeth meF 

third): hang bim up, (ſays the Duke): I baving been ac- | Becauſe he loves her, he deſpiſeth me ; 

quainted with the ſmell before, knew it was Crab y and | BecauſeI love him, I muſt pity him; 

goes me to the fellow that whips the dogs ; Friend (quoth | This Ring I gave him when he parted from me, 

I), you mean to whip the Dog ?Agmarry,do I (quoth | To bind him to remember my good will x by OM 

he)» You do him the more wrong, (quoth I); *rwas I did | And now I amy(unhappy W..7=* + i 

the thing you wot of « Ke makes me no more advy; but | To plead for that which I wonld not obtaing 

whipg me out of the Chambere How many Maſters | To carry that which Iwould have refus'd; 

would do this for his ſervant? Nay, Pb be ſworn I have | To praiſe his faith which I would bave diſprais'd# 

ſat in the Stocks for Puddings he hathmſtol'n ; otherwiſe [I am my Maſter's true confirmed Love; 

+| he had been executed ; I have ſtood on the Pillory for | But cannot be true Servant to my Maſter, + 

Geeſe he hath kill'd; otherwiſe he had ſuffer'd for't : {Unleſs I prove falſe traitor to my ſelf e Wer” | 

Thou think'ſt not of this now Nay, I remember the | Yet will I wooefor him, bur yer fo coldly, oe 

trick you ſerv'd me when took my leave of Madam $S3/- | As (heayen it knows) would not have him ſpeed4_Silz4a. | 

via ; did not I bid thee {till mark me, and do as I do? | Cs gan, good day : I pray you be my mean 1] 

when did'ſt thou ſee me heave up my leg, and make warer | To bring me where to ſpeak with Madam Sulwvia. * , 

againſt a Gentlewomans Farthingale ? Did'ſt thou ever ſee | Si/. VVhat would you with her, if that I be ſhe ? 
; Ful.. If you be ſhe, I doentreat your patience 


= 
PI 


* 


wy, £1 Tv FR aus V 
Pro. Sebaſtian is thy name ? I like thee well, 


(hu To hear me ſpeak the Meſſage Iam ſenton. ; 
And will imploy thee in ſome fervice preſently. $i1. From whom ? ' *f 
Vi Fu. In what you pleaſe ; IE do, Sir, what I can. 7«l Frommy Maſter, Sir Protheus, Madam, 
Pro. I hope thou wilt, P— | Sil. Oh: bg ſends you for a Picture ? 
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Tu Madam. If chat be all the difference in his Love, F* 
Si. Urſula, bring my Picture there « PIC get me ſuch a colour'd Periwige 


Go, give your Maſter this ; tell him from me, 
One Fulir, that his changing thoughts forgg, 
VVould better fit his Chamber than this ſhadow. 


Pardon me (Madam), I have unadvis'd 
Deliver'd you a paper thatI ſhould not, 
{his is the Letter to your Ladyſhip: 
S;/, I pray thee let me look on that again. 
7a. It may not be; good Madam, pardon me. 
Sil. There, hold ; 
- |E will not look vpn yout Maſter's lines) 
{ know they Tre ituft with Proteſtations, 
and full of new-tound Oaths, which he will break 
As eatie as | do tearyhis paper. | 
fax. Madamy he ſends your Ladyſhip this Ring. 
S;, The more ſhame for him that he ſends it me; 
For 1 have heard him ſay a thouſand times, 
is 7-1-4 gave it him at his departure : 
Tk8!.is falſe finger hath prophan'dthe Ring, 
Mine ſhall not do his 7#/i@ ſo much wrong; 
Ju, She thanks yorr. . 
$i. VVhat ſapit thou? | 
Fu. I thank you Madam, that you tender her ; 
Poor Gentlewomnan, my Maſter wrongs her much. 
Si. Do'ſt thou Know her. ?. | 
Fu. Almoſt as well as I do know my ſelf+ 
To think upon her woes, I do proteſt, 
That] have wept an hundred ſeveral times. 
$;. Belike the thinks that Protheus hath forſook her. 
Fu. Ititnk ſhe doth; and that's her cauſe of ſorrow. 
$:, Is ſhe not paſſing fair ? 
7a. She hath been fairey(Madam ) than ſhe is, 
VVhen ſhe did think my Miſterdov'd her well J 
She, in my judgment, was as fair as you s 
But ſince ſhe did neglect her Looking-glaſs, 
And threw her Sun-expelling Maſi; away, 
The air hath ſtarv'd the Roſes in her cheeks, 
And pinch'd the lilly-tincture of her face, 
That now ſhe is become as black as 1. 
$S;, How tall was ſhe? 
7s. About my ſtature: for at Pentecoſt, 
VVhen all our Pageantsof delight were plaid; 
Our Youth got me to play the VVomans parr, 
And I was trim'd in Madam Fulia*s gown, 
VVkich ſerved me as fit, by all mens judgments, 
As if the garment had been made for me; 
Therefore I know ſhe is about my height » 
{ And atthat time I made her weep agood'; 
For I did play a lamentable parts 
(Madam);'twas Ariadne paſſioning 
For Theſcus perjury, and unjuſt flight; 
VVhich I fo lively ated with my tears, 
That my poor Miſtrig moved therewithal, 
VVept bitterly ; and would I might þe dead, 
If Jin choughtfelt not her very forrow,/ 
$;. She is beholding to thee}(gentle Youth)+ 
Alas)(poor Lady) ! deſolate and left 
{ weep my ſelf to think upon thy wordsy 
Here Youth there is a Purſe; I give thee this 
For thy ſweet Miſtris ſake, becauſe thou lov'ſther ; 
4 (A: Extt. 
Fu. And ſhe ſhall thank you for't, if &re you know herg 
A vertuous gentlewoman, mild and beaurifuly | 
{ hope my Maſter's ſuit will be but cold, 5 
Since ſhe reſpects ax,Miſtris love ſo much : '£A 
Alas! how Love can trifle with it ſelf? 
Here is her Picture; ler me ſee; I think 
{f Thadſuch a T'xre, this face of mine 
VVere full as lovely as is this of hers e 
| And yet the Painter. flatter'd her a little, 
Unleſs 1 —__— my ſelf too muche 
= hair is A urns, mine is perfect Nellowe 
Y - 


7*. Madant, pleaſe you peruſe this Letter: , May E 


JAnd were there ſenſe inwhis 1 


Her Eyes are grey as etafs, and fo are mine; 


_—_ her Fore-head's low, and ming as high : 


Vhat ſhould ic be chat hereſpetts in her, 
But I can make reſpeCtiveinmy ſelf, 
[f this fond Love were not a blinded god ? 
Come ſhadow, come, and take this ſhadow up; 
For *tis thy Rivals O thou ſenſelefs form, 
Thou ſhaltbe worſhip'd, kifs'd, lov'd and ador'd : 
latry, x " 
My ſubRance ſhould be i thy ſtead : San hes, 
P|Cuſe thee kindly for thy Miſtrsfake, 


| 


| wy 


That us'd me fo; or elfe;by Fove-I vow, 
I ſhould have ſcratch'd out your unſeeing Eyes, 
To make my Maſter ont of Love with thee. 


— —_— 


Agtus Quintus. Scena Prima. 
SEnt- nl eity Bn 
Enter Eglambee;| Silvia 

Ep. The Sun begins to gaild the /eſftern sky, 
And. now it 18 about the very hour 


RWS//vi;, at Frigr Patrick's Cell ſhould meet me : 


She will not fail; for Feak not hours, 


| 


Unleſs it beto come beforetheir times 
ell 


So much th I dition « 
See where G py Evening/ 
Sil. Amen, Amen! goon (good Eglaman) 


,Oucat the Poſtern by the Abby-wall ; 


- 


I fear I am attended by ſome Spies. 
Eg. Fear not ; the Foreſt is not three Leagues off; 
If we recover that, weere ſure enough. [Exeunt. 


— — 


Scena Secunda, 


Exter Thurio, Protheus, Julia, WY 


Thu, Sir Protheus z what ſays Silvia to my ſuit ? 
. Pro, Olyfir, I find her milder than ſhe was, 


And yet ſhe takes exceptions at your perſon. 


Thu. VVhat, thatmy Leg is too long ? 
Pro. No: thatitis too little. . 


- » Thu. PlIEwear a Boot to make it ſomewhat rounder, 


Pro. But Love will not be fpurr'd to what it loaths. 
Thu. VVhat ſays ſhe tomy face ? 
Pro, She ſays it is a fair one. 
Thu. Nay, then the wanton lies; my face is black. 
Pro. But Pearls are fair ; and the old ſaying is, 
Black men are Pearþ in beauteous Ladies Eyes; 
T's true, ſuch Pearls as put out Ladies Eygs : 
For | had rather wink than look on them, ['./}/ 7 e-. 
Thu. How likgs ſhe my diſcourfe ? 
Pro. IN, her talk of VVar, 
But well when I diſcourſe of Love and Peace? 
7ul. But betrerindeed when you hold your peace. 
Thu. V'Vhat ſays ſhe to my Valour ? | 
Pro. Oh fir, ſhe makes no doubt of that. 
Ful. She needs not, when ſhe knows it Cowardife. 
Thu. V Vhat ſays ſhe to my Birth? 
Pro, That you are well deriv'd. 
Ful. True; froma Gentleman toa Fool: 
Thu, Conſiders ſhe my poſleſſions? 
Pro. OhAyand pities them, 
Thu. VVherefore? 
ul. Thar ſuch an Aſs ſhould ouggthem. 


—____ 
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7u. Here comes the Duke. 

D:. How now pir Protheus * how now Thurro ? 
Which of you ſaw Sir Eg/amgv of late * 

Thu. Not I. 

Pro. Nom. 

Du. Saw you my Daughter ? 

Pro. Neither. 

Du. V Vhy then 
She's fled unto the peFant Valentine ; 
And Eglamozens in her company + ® 
'Tis true; for Frigr Lawrence met them both, 
As he, in penance, wandred through the Foreſt: 
Him he knew well; and gueſt that it was ſhe ; 
But being mask'd, he was not ſure of ite 
Beſides, ſhe did intend Confeſſion 


Theſe likelihoods confirm her flight from hence g 
Therefore I pray you ſtand not to diſcourſe, 

But mount you preſently, and meet with me 
Upon the riſing of the Mountain foot 


Thu. V'Vhy this it is to be a peeviſtr Girl, 

That flies her Fortane where it follows her : 
Pl&after, more to be reveng'd on Eglamorar* 
Than for the love of reck-lefs Silvia; 

Pro. And I will follow, more for S:/vis*s love, 
Than hate of Eglamoterthat goes with her. 

Fu. And I will follow, more to croſs that love, 
Than hate for S:/viz, thatis gone for love. 


. 


Scena Tertia. 
hg ForRes TD, 


- Enter Silvia, Out-laws. 
7. Out. Come, comgbe patient; | 
VVe muſt bring you toour Captain. 
Sil. Athouſand more miſchances than this one 
Have learn'd rhe how to brook this patiently. 
'2. Out. Come, bring her away. 


[But Moſes and Yalerin follow hime 


The Thicker is beſer, he cannot ſcape. 


Fear not; he bears an hononrable mind, 
{And will not uſe a woman lawleſly. 
Sil, O Valentine ! this I endure for thee. 


-V 


Pro. That they are our by Leate. Fa &7) 4 | Leſt, growing ruinous, the building fall, 


At Patrick's Cell this Ev#n, and there ſhe was not : 


That leads towfrds Mantua, whither they are fleds , _ 
Diſpateh\(ſweet Gentlemen)and follow me. [Exit ſpe Sil. By thy approach thou mak'ſt me moſt unhappy» 


[Exeunt. 


#1. Out. VVhere is the Gentleman that was with her ? 
3. Out. Being nimble footed, he hath our-run us; 


Go thou —_ tothe Weſt end of the VVood, Gy ut, hey, Pro. N ay, if the gentle ſpirit of moving words 
[There is our Captain : malt follow him that's fledy 


- x. Out. Come, I muſt bring you toour Captain's Cave 


[ Exeunt. 


And leave no memory of what it was; 
Repair me with thy preſence, Silvia; 
=} Thou gentle Nymph, cheriſh thy forlorn Swaine 
VVhat hollowing, and what ſtiristhis to day ? 
Theſe are my mates, that make their V Vills their Law, 
| Have ſome unhappy paſſenger in chaſes 
They love me well, yetT have much todo 
Tokeep them from uncivil outrages. | 
VVithdraw theg/alentine: who's this comes here? 
Pro. Madam, this ſervice have I done for you, TE 
(Tho you reſpect not onght your ſervant doth), // 
To hazard life, and reſcue you from him 
That would have forced your honour and your loves 
Vouchſafe me for my meed but one fair look : 
(A ſmaller boon thaq this | cannot beg, -- 
And leſs than this I am ſure you cannot give): 
Val. How like a dream is this? I fee and heard 
Love, lend me patience to forbear a while, | 
$:1. O miſerable unhappy that I am / 
Pro. Unhappy were you;(Madam) ere I came; 
But by my coming I have made you happy- 


; 


Fu. And me when he approacheth to your preſence- C 
Sil. Had I been ſeized by a hungry Lion, 
I wonld have been a breakfatt to the Beaſt, 
| Rather than have falſe Prothevs reſcue me v 
'} Oh heavgn be jud@how [love Valentine 
Whoſe life's as tender to rhe as my ſoul; 
And full as much,(for.more there cannor be), 
| do deteſt falſe perjur'd Prothers: 
| Therefore be gone, ſolicice-me no more. | 
Pro. What dangerous attion, ſtood it next to death, 
Would I not undergo for one'calm loook? | | 
Oh, 'tis the curſe in Love, miutbittiwp provid, for” Care | 
When women cannot love where they're belov'd.. | 
Si. When Protheus cannot love where he's belov'de. 
Read over 7ulia's hearr,(thy fisſt beſt Love), | 
For whoſe dear ſake thon did*ſtthen rend thy faicki 
Into a-thouſand Oaths ; and all thoſe Oaths 
Deſcended into Perjury to deceive mee * 
Thou haſt no faith Jefr now, unleſs thou*dſt two, 
And that's far worſe than none: better have none 
han plural faich, which is too much by one: 
Thou counterfeit to thy true friend! 
Pro. In Love, | 
Who reſpetts friend ? 
Sil. All men but Protheus. 


Can no way change you to a milder form; 
PIE more you like a Soldier, at arms end, Wn 
And love yon *gainit the Nature of Love; force ye. 
$:/. Oh heavy: n! | 
Pro. PiEforce thee yeild to my defire. 
Val. Ruffian, ler gochart rude uncivil touch, 
Thou friend of an ill faſhion! 


- Pro. Valentine : 


Scena Cuarta. 


Val. How uſe doth breed a habit in a man | 
This ſhadowy Deſart, unfrequented VVoods, 
[ better brook than flouriſhing peopled Townse 
Here can l fit alone, unſeen of any, 

And to the Nightingale's complaining Notes, 
Tune my diſtreſſes, and record my woesm— 
Ochoa thar doit inhabit in my breaſt, 

7 not the Manſion ſolong Tenantleſs, 


—__ 


J Enter Valentine, 


Val. Thou common friend, that's without faith of love 7 
For ſuch is a friend now : Thotreacherous man, __ 
Thou haſt beguiPd my hopes, nought but ming Eye 
Could have perſwaded mee now I dare not lay. ,, 
| have one friend alive ; thou would'ſt diſprove me # 
Who ſhould be truſted now, when eas right hand 
Is perjur#d to the boſome ? Protheus, © 
[ dm forry I muſt never truſt thee more, | 
But count the world a ſtranger for thy ſakes 
The private wound is deepeſte Oh time, moſt accurſt! 
'Monglit all foes, that a friend ſhould be the worlt) 

Pro. My ſhame and guilt confoundame : 
Forgive me, Valentine; if hearty ſorrow 
Be a ſufficient Ranſome for Offence, 
{I render't here: Idoas truly ſuffer, 
Ase're I did commir. | 
Val. Thenam lI'paid: 


RN 
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And once again | do receive thee boy e 
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V'Vho by Repentance is not ſatisfy, 
By Penitence th? Erernal's wrath's appeas'ds 


And that my love may appear plain and free 
All that was mine in $;bvia, 1 give thee. 


Fu. Oh me unhappy ! [SUWwroIHye. 


| Pro. Look to the boy. 
Val. VVhy, boy? 
ne, ow now ? what's the matter ? look up: ſpeak. 
; Fu. O good Sir, my Maſter charg'd me to deliver a Ring 
to Madam Silvia, which, (out of my neglect) was never 
Pro. VVhere is thatRing, boy ? (done, 
Fu. Here *tis : this is it. 
Pro. How ? let me ſee: 


| VVhy this is the Ring I gave to Julza. 


Tu. Oh,cry you mercy, fir, I have miſtook ; 
This is the Ring you ſent to Silvia. 
Pr. Wt how cam'ſt thou by this Ring ? at my depart 
gave this unto Julia. 
Fu. And Fulia her ſelf did give it me. 


pAnd 7ulia her ſelf hath brought it hither. 


Pro. How, Fulia ? 

7us Behold her that gaveaim to all thy Oaths, 

And entertain'd.*em deeply in her heart : * 

How oft haſt thou with Peryury cleft the Root ? 0 E: 

Oh Protheus, let this Habit make thee bluſh : 

Be thou aſham'*d that I have took upon me 

Such an immodeſt Rav#ment, if ſhame live 

Ina diſguiſe of love ; 

Tris the leſſer blot modeſty finds, | 

Women to change their ſhapes,;than men their minds. 
Pro. Thanmen their minds ? *tis true, oh heaven, were 

Man but conſtant, he were perfect ; that one error 

Fills him with faultsz makes bim run through all we' fins : 

Inconſtancy falls off ere it begins» 

What is in Silvia's face, but I may ſpy 

More freſh in Fulia's witi a conſtant eye ? 

, Va/. Come, come: a hand from either : 

Let me be bleſt to make this happy cloſe ; , 

TT were pity two ſuch friends ſhould be long foes. 


| Pro, Bear witneſs (heaven), I bave my wiſh for ever. 
—+ Zel. And1I mine.) LEndir YT har 


Out-TA prize, a prize, a prize! Du lars, 
Val. Forbear, forbear,. I ſay: it ismy Lord the Dukes 
Your Grace is welcome to a man diſgrac'd, 

Baniſhed Valentine. 
1 Duke, Sir Valentine ? 
| Thu, Yonder is Silvia : and Silvia's mine. 


Is nor of Heaven nor Earth ; for theſe are peas : 
1 /Melan 


| Val.” Thurio, give back; or eife embrace thy death: 
Come not within the meaſtre of my wrath : 
Do not name $S:/via thine FF once again, - 
mfr! not hold thee : Ne re the ſtands, 
Take but poſſeſſion of her with a touch ; 
[ dare thee but to breathe upon my Love. 
Thu. Sir Valentire, 1 care not for her, I: 
I hold him bur a fool that will endanger 
His body for a Girl that loves him not : 
I claim her not ; and therefore fhe is thine. 
Duke,"'T he more degenerate and baſe art thov, 
To make ſuch means for. her as thou haſt done, 
And leave her on ſuch flight conditionse 
Now, by the honour of my Anceltry, 
I do applaud thy Spirit, Valentine, 
And think thee worthy of an Empreſs!love - 


Know then; I here forget all former griefs, 

Cancel all grudge, repezrhee home again, 
ead'a new ſtate in thy, wrival'd merit, 

To whieh I thus ſubſcribe : Sir Valentine, 

Thou art a Gentleman, and well deriv'd, 

Take thou thy Silvia, for thou haſt deferv'd her. 

Val. I thank your grace, the gift hath made me happy se 
Inow beſeech you (for your Daughter's ſake), 
Togrant one Boon that I ſhall ask of you, 

Duke, I grant it for thine own, what ere it be. 

Val. Theſe baniſh'd men that I have kept withal, 
Are men endu'd with worthy qualities : | | 
Forgive them what they have committed here, ' 
And let them be recall'd from their Exile : 
They are reform, civil, full of good,, 
And fit for grear 99+ worthy Lord). | 


— 


| 


1 Thatyou will wonder what hath fortuned +—- 


Duke, thou haſt prevail'd, I pardon them and thee; 
Diſpoſe of them as thou knowſt their deſerts a... 


Come, let us go, we will 'mclude all jars 

With triumphs, mirth, afd all ſolemnity. 
Val. And as we walk along, I dare be bold 

With our diſcourſe to make your grace to ſmile: 

What think you of this Pagey(my Lord)? a 
Duke, 1 think the boy hath grace in him, he bluſhes. } 
Val. I warrant you,(my Lord) more gracathan boy, 
Duke, What mean you by that ſaying ? 

Val. Pleaſe you, IL tellyou as we pals along, 


ComepProtheus, *tis your penance but to hear | 

The ſtory of your Loves diſcovered : 

That done, ourday of Marriage ſhall be yours, 

One feaſt, one houſe, one mutual happineſs. 
Exenunt. | 


7 *. 
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keg Father to Silvia. 

Jatentine, C The two Gentlemen, 
Protheus, 

Anthonio, Father to Protheus. 

Thurio, aFooliſh Rival to Valentine, 

EglamogAfAgent fer Silvia in ber eſcape. 

Hoſt, where ]ulia /ogges. 


? Mela. The Names of the Afors. 
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Out-laws with Valentine. 

Speed, A clowniſh Servant to Valentine. 
Launce, the like to Protheus. 

Panthion, Servant to Antonio. 

Julia, beloved of Protheus. 

Silvia, beloved of Valentine. 


% 


Lucetta, Wairing-woman to Julia. 
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Mages 


Enter Tuſtice Shallow, Slender, Sir Hugh Evans, (ny 


Shallow. 


IR Hugh, perſwade me not; I will 
make a Star-Chamber matter of it ; 
if he were twenty Sir Fohn Falſtaff, 
he ſhall nog abuſe Robert Shallow Ef 
quire; 

Slew In the County of _ 


Pas 
-Aggand Rato«lorum too ; and a Gentleman born{Ma- 
ter ParſonF, who writes himſelf Armigero, in any Bill, 
VVarrant, Quittance, or Obligation; Armigero. 
Shal. Azthat F do, and have done any time theſe three 
hundred'years. 4 
Slen. All his Succeſſors,Tgone before himFJhave don't; 
and all his Anceſtors (that*come afrer him), may z they 


| may give the dozen white Luces in their Coat. 


Shal. It is an old Coat. 
_ The dozen white Lowſes do become an old Coat 
it agrees well paſſant; it isa familiar beaſt ro man, 

as Fat Love. 

Shal. The Luce is the freſh-tiſh, the ſalt-1ſh is an old 
Coar. 

Slen. I may quartey(Coz). 

Shal. Yon may, by marrying. 

Evans, Itis marWing indeed, if he quarter it, 

$hal. Not a whit. 

Evans, Yesyper-Jady ; if he has a quarter of your 
Coat, there 1s but three skirts for your 1elf, in my ſfim- 
ple Conjectures ; but that is all one: if Sir Fobn Fal- 
/faffe have committed Diſparagements TR, I am 
of the Church, and will be glad to do my Benevo- 
lence, to make Atonements and Compremiſes berween 
you- 

Sha/, The Council ſhall hear it; itis a Riot. 

Evans, It is not meet the Council hear of a Riot; there | 
is no fear of Got in a Riot: The —_ 

deſire to hear the fear of Got, and not to ear a Riot; take 


Shal. Haf om life if 1 were young again, the ſword 
ſhould end it. *ihe Fe hat 
Evans, It1s petter that friends isthe ſ\word, tend it; 
and there is alſo another device in my prain, which perad- 
venture prings good diſcretions with it : There is Azn Page, 
Which is daughter to MW 
Virginity. 
Slen, Mitte(/ 
like a womart: 
Ewudns, It is that ferry perſon for all the orld, as juſt as 
you will deſire; and ſeven hundred pounds of monies, 


22 Page ? ſhe hasbrown hair, and ſpeaks] _ 


ne, Which is pretty | 


| 


(lock you ſh all | ! here ? 


#. 


= 


CeO 


/ 


and gold, and ſilver, is her Grand-fire upon his deaths-bed 
(Got deliver to a joyful ReſurreCtions) give, when: ſhe is 
able to overtake ſeventeen years old : It were a good mo- 
tion, if we leave our pribbles and prabbles, and deſire a 
marriage between Maſter Abraham, and Miltrayf Ann 
Page. 

'Slen. Did her Grand-ſire leave her ſeven hundred 


pound ? 
— and her Father is make her a petter penny. 
$len. I know the young Gentlewoman ; ſhe has good. 


gifts. 


Evanz, Seven hundred pounds, and poſſibility is goot 
_ | 


: ShogyWell: let-us ſee honeſt Mr. Pages is FalGaff: 
there? 


| 


Evan, ShallI tell you a lie? I dodeſpiſe a liar as I do 
deſpiſe one tharis falſe; or as I deſpiſe one that is not trues } 
the Knight, Sir Job» is theres and 1 beſegch you be ruled 
by your well-willers : I will peat the door.for Malter Pages 
What hoa? Got bleſs yan houſe. h 

Mr. Page, Who's there ? 

Evans, Here is got's pleſſing, and your friend, and Ju- 
ſtice Shallow; and here's young Maſter Slender ; that 
adventures ſhall tell you another tale, if matters _ 
your likings. | 

Mr. Page, I am glad to ſee your Worſhips wells I thank- 
you for my Veniſon, Maſter Shallow. 

Shal. Maſter Page, I am glad-to ſee you; much goot] 
do it your good heart: I wiſt*d your Veniſon better ; it 
was ill kill de how doth good MiſtresſPage? and 1 thank} 
you always with my heatr, la: with my heart. 

Mr. Page, Sir, I thank yoww « 

Sha. Sir, I thank you : by yea and nq1do- 

A. Page, I am gladto ſee you, good Maſter Slender. | 
Slen. How do's your fallow Greyhound, Sir? I heard 
ſay, he was out-run on Cetſale. | 

M.Pa. Itcould not be judg'd, fir. 

Slen. You'l[not corifels, you Unorconſeſs. 

Shal. That he will not; 'ris your faulr, *ris your fault 


'tis a good Dog. 
AM. i ay Fe, A Cur, fir. 
Shal. Sir, be's a good Dog, and a fair Dog ; can there 
be more faid ? He is good and faire Is Sir Foby Fal#aff 
M. Page, Sir, he is within ; and I would I 4 doa 
good office between you. 
Ewan. It is ſpoke as a Chriſtians onght to ſpeak. 
S>al. He hath wrong'd me,(Maſter Page. 
M. Pagc, Sir, he doth in ſome fort confeſs 1t. 
Shal. If itbe confeſſed, it is not redrefſed; isnot that fo 
(VePage)? be hath wrong'd me; indeed he bath; at a word 
he Rath: believe me, Robert Shallcw, Eſquire, .laith, he is 
wrong'd. 
i S ohn Cone. Ht. 
Fal. Now, Maſter Shallow, you'll complain of me to | 
the King? « / 
Shal.Knight, you have beaten my men, kill'd my ery 
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| and broke open my Lodg. | M. Page, Wite, bid theſe Gentlemen welcome : come, 
Fal. But not kiſs'd your Keeper's daughter. we have a,hot Veniſon Paſty to dinner; Come gentlemen | 
$hal, Tut, a pin; this ſhall be anſwer'd. | [hope we mal tink doen all unkindneſe, = Dako Ve 
Fal. 1 will anſwer it ſtrait : 1have done all thise ba . vlen. 1 had rather than Forty ſhillings y 

That is now anſ{wer'd. ſErler/impof Songs and Sonnets heres How now Siwple, where wand Y | 

$bg/. The Council ſhall know this. .g#- you been ? I muſt wait on my ſelf, muſtI ? You have not 
Fal. *T'were better for you if it were, known iricouncel; | the book of Riddles about you, have you? | 

| you'l{be lavgh'd ar. Sim. Bookof Riddles ! why, did you not Iendit to Alice 


Evan. Pauca verba (Sir fihn) good worts. Sbort-cake upon Alhollowmas laſt, a fortnightafore MourF- 
Fal. Good worts? good In | broke your | elz1as ? 

heade what matter have you againſt me? Shal. Come Coz, come Coz ; welſtay for you : a word 
Slen. Marry Sir, I have matterin my head againſt you, | with you Coz: marry this, Cozz ther#is, 48 *twere, a ten- 
and againſt your Cony-catching Raſcals, Bardoiph, Nym| der, a kind of tender, made a far off by Sir Hugh here : } 


_—. 


and Pifoll, Do yon underſtand me ? 
Bar. You Banbury Cheeſe! —_— you ſhall find me reaſonable : if it be ſo, I 
$/en:Ay,it is no matter. ſhall doThat is Reaſon. | 
Pit. How now, Mephoſtophilus ? Shal. Nay, but underſtand me. | 


Slen. Ag it is no matter. | | Slen. So [dogSir. 
Nym. Slice, I ſay, pauca, pauca : Slice, that's my hu- pine. Give ear to his motions (M. Slexder): Twill de- 
mor. cript ; 


: iagarke* — 
#* $len. Where's gimple, my man ? can you tell, Cou-| Sle vwgoremgh I pray | 
fin ? .. you pardon me; he's a Juſtice of Peace in his Countrey ; | 
Ewan. Peacel pray you: Now letus underſtand ; there | ſimple tho I ſtand here. 

is three Umpires in this matter, as I underſtand ; that is, Evan. But that is not the queſtion : the queſtion is con- 
Maſter Page ( fidelicet, Maſter Page), and there is my ſelf | cerning your marriage. 
(fidelicet, my ſelf, ard the th&rOparty is (laſtly, and fi- | Shal.Ay,there's the point Sir. 

nally) mine Hoſt of the Gater. Evan. Marry isit, the very point of it, to M.'aAnn 
 - M. Pa. Wethree to hear it, and end it between them. Page. | 


Evan: Ferry goot; I will make a prief of itin my Note- | Sen. Why, if it be ſo, 1 will mazry her upon any rea- | 
| book, and we will afterwards ork\, upon the Cauſe with as | ſunable demands. 


great diſcreligagas we can, . Eva. But can you affeftion the *%o-man ? let us com- | 
Fal. Piſtd mand to know that of your. mouth, or of yourlips; for | 

Pif. He hears with ears. divers Philoſophers hold, that the lips is parcel of the | 
Evan. The Tevil and his Tam { what phraſe is this, [mdaeB: therefore preciſely, can you marry your good will 

he hears with ear ? why, it is afteCtations. to the maid ? | 
Fal. Piſtol : did you pick MaSSlender's purſe? Shal. Couſin Abraham $lendcr, can you love her ? 


, Slen.Ay, by thele. gloves did he; orl would I might ne-| S/n I hope fir; 1 will doas it ſhall become one that 

ver come in mine own great Chamber again elſe, of ſeven | would do Reaſon. | 
groats in Mill-ſixpences, and two Edward Shovelboards, | Evan: Nay, got's Lords and his Ladies, you muſt ſpeak 
that coſt me two ſhilling and two pence a peice, of Nad |poſlitable , if you can nngher your defires rowards| 


- Miller ; by theſe gloves. her. 
Fal. Is this true, Piſtol? . Shal. That you muſt: 
Fyan. No; it is falſe, if it is a pick-purſe. Wilt you (upon good dowry) marry her ? 


Piſt. Ha, thou Mountain Forreigner, Sir Tohn, and | Sler. I willdo a greater thing than that upon your re- 
"Maſter mine, I Combate challenge of this Largye Bilboe : queſh(Couſin), in any Reaſon. | 
word of denial in thy /abras here ; word of denial; froth | Sha. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, ( {weet Coz ), |. 
and ſcumythou liet. | what I do is to pleaſure you,(Coz): can you love the 
Slen. By theſe gloves, then 'twas he. | Maid? 
: Nym. Fe advis'd, fir, and paſs good humours : I willfay | Slex. I will marry hey (fir) at your requeſt: but if there 
marry trap with you; if you run the nuFhooks humour | be no great love in the beginning, yer heaven may de- | 
on me; that is the very note of it. , | creaſe it upon better acquaintance, when we are marrigd, j 
Slen. By this hat, then he in the red face had it F for tho] and have more occaſion to know one another; 1 hope up* | 
1cannot remember what1 did when you made me drunk, | on familiarity will grow more contempbut if you ſay» 


et lam not altogether an Aſs. marry her, 1 will marry her, that I am freely diſſolved | / 
Fal. What fay you, Scarlet and fohn ? and dilloluyaly. The 
Bar. Whv, ſir (for my part) I fay, the Gentleman had |- Evan, It is'a-fesry diſcretion anſwer y ſave the falt is in | 


drunk himſelf out of his five ſentences, cord diſſolutely : the ort is, (according to our meaning) | 
Evan. It is his five ſenſes: fie, what the ignorance is ; 
Bar. And being fap, fir, was (as they ſay caſheer'd : 


—gp— 


and ſo concluſions paſt the Car-eires,  & :oht be »e1 
$!en.yy ou ſpake in Latin then too; but *tisno matter; | $5.” Here comes fair Miſtres{Arn : Would 1 were / 
TrICne're be drunk whil'it I live again, but in honeſt, civil, Young for your ſake, Miſtris Anne, E Enter c 
godly company for this trick: If I be drunk, ViEbedrunk| An. The Dinner is on the Table ; my Father deſir 
with thoſe that have the tear of God, and not with drunk- [your Worſhip's company. 1 
jen knaves. SE; 1 will wait on him,(fair Miſtris An1Q. 
| Evan: So got udg me, that is a virtyous mind. + Evaya(d's pleſſed will : 1 will not be abſence at. the| . 
Fal. You hear all theſe matters denyd, Gentlemen; you | Grace/ E Xe. Si allow & and | 
hear it. Gfer If hrege A & wihh, Q nes | An. Willt pleaſe your Worſhip to come in, Sir ? 
| M. Page. Nay, daughter, carry thE Wine in ; we'Þdrink | $!, No, Lthank-ygu-farſpoth heartily ; Iam very well. | 


within. . TY 'M _ = 440 An. The Dinner attends you, fir. 
Slen. Oh heavgn ! this is Mi rÞ[4s ave . [Tam nota-hungry, 1 thank you forſoothe Go firrah, 
M. Page. Bow now Miſtrs/Ferd + I Finds 17 IR you are my man, go wait upon my Couſin Shallow: 
| Fal. MiſtregFord, by my troth you are very well met: |a Juſtice of Peace ſometime may be beholding to his | 
by your leave, good Miſtris, PF: hs; ung Won. friend for a man : I keep but three men anda boy yet, till 
k my 
rn | A y a | 
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__-= and the Letter is-to deſire, and require her to {o- 


_ 


Gentleman born: * bo 
An. 1 may not go in Without your Worſhip ; they 
will not fic till you come. 
S!. Pfaith, VIE eat nothing: Ithank you as much as 
though 1 did. ] 
An. I pray you fir, walk in. | 
S]. 1 had rather walk herg (I thank you ) I bruis'd 
my ſhin th'other day, with playing at Sword and Dagger 
with a Maſter of Fence ( three veneys for a diſh of ſtew'd 
Prunes ), and by my .troth, I cannot abide rhe ſmell of 
hot meat ſince. Why do your dogs bark ſo? be there 
Bears i'th* Town ? | 
An. | think there are, Sir; I heard themtalk'd of. _ 
$/, Tlove the ſport well, bur I ſhall as ſoon quarrel at 
it as any manin Eng/ande you ate afraid if you ſee the 
Bear looſe, are you not ? 
An. Ayindeed vir. 
$/, That's meat and drink to me now; | have ſeen 
Sackerſon looſe twenty times, and have taken him by the 
Chain; but (1 warrant you the women have fo crydand 
ſhreekt ar it, that it paſtF Bur women indeed cannot a- 


M.Pa Come gentle MSlender, come ; we ſtay for 

SI]. V1Eeat nothing, I thank you Sir. . 

M. Pa. By Cock and Pye you ſhall not chuſe, Sir; 
come; come, 

Sl. Nay, pray you lead the way. 

M. Pa. Come onpitt” 

S/. Miſtreſs Anne, your ſelf ſhall go firft. 

An. Not | Sir, pray you keep on. 

SI. "Truly I will not go firit z cruly-la : I will not do 
you that wrong. _ 
An. I pray you Sir. _ 
| $1. PlErather be unmannerly than tronbleſome ; you 
do your ſelf wrong indeed-la. Exeuw nt, 


Scena Mn \//. 


Re Enter Evans and Simple, 


Evan, Go your ways, and ask of Door Caizs houſe 
which is the way ; and there dwells one Miltreſs Quickly, 
which is in the manner of his Nurſe z or his dry-Nurſe, or 
his Cook or his Laundry z his Waſher, and his Ringer. 

Sim. Well Sir. 

Evan. Nay, it is petter yet; give her this letter ; for 
itis a *oman that altogethers acquaintance with Miſtreſs 


icit,, your Maſters deſires to Miſtreſs Anze Page : I pray 
you be gone ; 1will make an end of my dinner ; there's 
Pippins and-Cheeſe to come. [_ Exeunt. 


id —_—_— a 


| | Scena Mil V1. 
Chong 
9 


Enter Falſta 


Hoſt, Bardolfeh, Nym. Piftoll, Ret HH 


Fal. Mine Hoſt of the Garter: | 
FH». What fays my Bully Rogk ? ſpeak Schollatf, and 
wiſely. 

Fal. Truly, mine Hoſt, I muſt turn away ſome of my 
followers. | . 
H'), Diſcard, ( Bully Hercules ) caſheer ; let them wag; 
rror, trot. 
Fa/. I fit at ten pounds a week. 


Cu RY CENT: ALT Eet®” eo 
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my Mother be dead j bur what though, yerT live a-poor | z.ar} I will entertain Bardolgb he will draw, be will tap, 


bide em, they are very ill-favoured rough things. Ents, 6 
youy 


abour thrifte ) briefly, | do mean to make love to Fords; | 


H). Thou'rtan Emperor ( Ceſar, Keiſar and Phat-| 


4 


ſaid I well, ( Bully He&er ? ) 
Fa. Do lo ( good mine Hoſe.) 3,400: 48-1 
. Ho. I have ſpoke; let him follow 3 ler peuſee thee | 
froth, and live: I am at a. word j tollow {: Ext! t, FE: | 
 Fal, Bardolfehfollow him; a Tapſter is a gpod trade ; 
arr old Cloak makes a new Jerkin; a wither'd Serving- 
man, a freſh Tapſter, go, adieu. bg) 
Ba. Itis a life that I have defired : I will thrive. LE 
Pifl.O baſe Hungarian wight:wilt thou the Spigot weild. 
NzHe was gotten in drink:is not the humor conceiced. 
£1 am glad lam ſo gzquirt of this Tinderbox ; his 
'tefcs were roo open z his filching was like an unskilful 
Singer, he kept not time. 0 Gi 
Ny The good humor is to ſteal at a minntes reſt. | | 
if, Convey, the wiſe it call: Steal ? fob: a fico for | | 
the pbraſe/ , 


Fa. Well firs, Iam almoſt out at heels, 


P;ft. Why then crea of ſue. 

Fal. There is no remedy : I muſt ING ſhift. J«. _ 
Pi. Young Ravens muſt have food. | 
,Fal." Which of you know Ferd of this Town ? 

| Pit. T ken the wight, he is of ſubſtance good. 

Fal. My honeſt Lads, I will tell you what Lam about. | 
Pit. Two yards and more., T * , 
Fal. No.quips now, Piſtol : ( Indeed 1am jn the. Waſte | 

wo yards about : bat I am now abour no waſte, I am} 


Wife : I ſpy enterraigment in her ; ſhe diſcourſesy 
carves y ſhe gives the leere of invitation; 1 canconſtrue |; 
the ationof her familiar ſtile, and che bardeſt-voice of 
her behaviour, ( to be englifb'd Tight )) :s, 1 am Sir Fobn 
Falfaffy. y /# 

Piſt.. He hath ſtndagd her w#l; and tranſlated her | 
wi: ont of honefty iffto Engliſh. 


” We | 

Ni The Anchor'is deep j: will that humag paſs ? | 
Fal. ute report goes, ſhe has all the rule of her! 
Husbands Purſe : he hath a legeof Angels. | 


Piſt. As many devilsentertain; and tg. hergBoyyfay -I. 
Ny The humorriſegn:is good; humgr me the Angels. |} 
Fal. I have writ me here .a Letter to her; and hergh}-. 
another to Page? wite, who even now gave me goodeyes lia 
roo y examined my parts with moſt yudiciough FIES;. 
ſometimesthe beam of her view, gagged my foot y-lome-J; © = 
times my portly belly. | 4 x 
Pit. Then did the Sun on Dung-hill ſhine. 
Ni I thank thee for that humdt. 1:34 
Fal O ſhe did fo courſe o're'my exteriors with ſack 
a greedy intention, that the appetite of her eye did} 
ſeem to ſcorch me up like a burning-glaG6e Kere's another þ = 
Lerter to her; She bears the purſe roo ; She is a Region}. 4 
in Guiana y all gold and bountyg 1 will beaSchende 
them both, and they ſhall be Exchequers to me ; they} 
ſhall be my Eaſt and Wett-Indies, and E-will trade to them} © 
boths Go, bear thow&/-this Letter ro Miſtreſs Page; and 4 
thou this to Miſtreſs Ford : we will chrive, ( Lads 
will thrive. F. 
Piſt. Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy become, 
And by my fide wear Steel? then,Lacifer rake all/ Bhs 13ND 
Ny | will run'no baſe humor? : here take the humoug+|*.- * 
Lerter, 1 will keep the haviourof reputation. . =p 
Fal. Hold Sirrah, bear you theſe Letters rightly, 
Sail like my Pinnace to theſe golden ſhores. | 
Rogues, hence, avaunt/vaniſh hke hail-ſtones 80 2 
Trudggplod away oth” hoof, ſeek ſhelter, pack £ | : 
Falſtaff=will learn the hpmour of the age, - | IRED 
French thrift, you Rogues, my ſelf. and skirted Page. /. 1X6 
77ſt. Ler Valeures gripe thy guts, for gourd, andl} f&/ 
Fullam holdzand high and low ap ny rich and poor Ribas 
Teſter P|Chave in Ponch when thou ſhaltlack, | 
Baſe Phrygian Turk. _. LS 
Ny I have operations, £4 my heed, 
Which be humours of revenge. | 
Piſt. Wilt thou revenge ? 
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' Ny By Welkin and her Star. Ru. Here, Sir. 
7 With wit, or ſteel Ko | Ca. You are fob» Rugby, and you are Fack Regby ; 
Ny With both the humors, T : Come, take-a your Rapier, and come after my heel to the 
[ will dif e humor. of this Love to Ford, the Court. 
P;ft. And] to Page ſhall eke unfold Ra. Tis ready fir, here in the Porch. 
How _—_ ( Varletvile ) Ca. By my trot I tarry too long : -me : que ay je 
His Dove will prove y his gold will hold, oublie : dere is ſome Simples in my Cloſet, dat I will not 
And his ſoft Couch defile. for the varld I ſhall leave behind. | 


' Ny My humot ſhall not cool; I will incenſe Ford tp | 2: Ay-me,he'll find the young man there, and be mad 
451% with pogſort 3 1 will polleſs him with, Jealous aA Ca. O Diable, Diable ! vatis in my Cloſet ? 
for th&revolt of mine is dangerous : that is my true hue | Villanie, La-roon/ Rugby, my Rapier. | 


Mgr. *| Þ2%. Good Maſter, be content. | 
P;ft. Thou art the Mars of Male-contents : I ſecond | (7. Wherefore ſhould l be content-a ? | 
thee '; troop on. [| Exeunt. 2u. The young man is an honeſt man. 


Ca. What ſhall de honeſt man doin my Cloſet) dere 
is no honeſt man dat ſhall come in my Cloſer. | 


p _ po 2. I beſeech youy be not ſo flegmatick ; hear the 
truth of it, He came of an errand to me from Parſon 


| 
/ Sceng ay. 1.5. OE Vel 
'S amy es bo'D' _—_ s's FTIOUSE. $; Aforſooth, to deſire her to— | | 


Enter Miftreſs Quickly, G_— _ Rugby, ann 7. Peace, 1 pray you. 
4 Ca. Peace-a-your-tongue, ſpeak-a your Tale. ; 


, Si. To deſire this honeſt Gentlewoman,( your Maid ) ] 
wy 3 ts Fobn Rugby, I pray thee go to the caſement, | © ſpeak a good word to Miſtreſs Anne Page for my Ma- | 
and : | 
| 

: 


if you canſee my Maſter, Maſter Doftor Caiz,| {ter in the way of marriage. 
coming; if he do ( Pfaith,) and find any body in the} -2v. This isall indeed-la : but "lCne're put my finger 
houſe, here will be anrold abuſing of Gods patience, and | in the fire —_— not, F. : 
the Kings Engliſh. : Ca. Sir Hufh ſend-a-you ? Rugby, baillexne ſome Pa- 

Re. V1Ego watch. FE xe Ru 9 by, per : tarry you a littell-a-while. 

Du. Go, and we'll have a poſlet for'r ſoon at night, | 24. I am glad he is fo quiet; if he had been through- | 
| (in faith ) atthe latter end of a ſea-coal fire« An honeſt, | ly moved,you ſhould have heard him ſo loud,and fo me- 
willing, kind fellow, as ever ſervant ſhall come in houſe | lancholly : but notwithſtanding man, P|Edo for your ma- 
withalz and I warrant you, no tell-tale, nor no breed- fjer what good I can; and the very yea, and the no is, the 
bate ; his worſt faultis, that he is given to pray@r ; he is| French Doctor my Maſter, (Imay call bim my Maſter, 
ſomething peeviſh that way z but no body, but has his| look you, for I keep his houſez and I waſh, ring, brew, 
Frult ; but let that paſs. Perer Simple you lay your name __ _ _ meat and drink,make the beds, and do 

all my ſelf. 


NL £ 


18. . | 
Si-Ayfor fault of a better. | Sim. *Tis a great charge tocome under one bod 
2x And Maſter Slender*s your Maſter ? band: : 

| - SiAforſooth. "4 ui: Are you a-vigd o'that ? you ſhall findit a great |. 


Do's he not wear a great round Beard, like a | charge : and to-be up early, and down latee but notwith- 

Glovers pafring-knife ? ; | ſtanding, (to tell you in your ear, [ would have no words 

. $5, Noforſooth z. he hath but a little wee-facey with a | of it,) my Maſter himſelf is in love with Miſtreſs Anne 

little yellow Beard } Cain-coloured Beard. | Page ; but notwithſtanding that,l know A-nes mind, that's | 
2s. A oftly- \prgE man, is he not ? neither here nor theres : : 

S;. Ayforſooth ; but he is as tall a man of his hands, as| Cai. You, Jack'Nape : givſe's fl Letter to Sir Hugh, 
any is between his and his headg he hath fought with a| by gar it isa ſhallenge : Iwill cut his troat in de Parke, 
Warrener. and I will teach a ſcurvy Jack-a-nape Prieſt to meddle or 

24. How ſay you? oh, I ſhould remember him 3 doe's, | make : — you may be gone it is not good you tarry 
he not hold up his head (as it were? and ſtrutin his gate ?'| here F by garl will cut all his two ſtones ) by gar, he 
|* $4. Yes indeed doe's he. - , | ſhallnot have a ſtone totrow at his dog: F Ry1'L 2 as 

24, Well, heaven ſend Anne Page no worſe fortune Dui: Alasy he ne for his friend; 


Tell Maſter Parſon Evans, I will do what I can for your| Ca. It is no matter'a dat: do not you tell-a-me 
Maſter : Anne is a good girl, and I wiſh —— YO, dat I ſhall have Arne Pape for my ſelſ? by gar, Ivill kill 
| Ru. Out alas! here comes my Maſter. [ Enter Nugby: Jack-Prieſt : and I have appointed mine Hoſt of de 
T1907; 2». We ſhall all be ſhent : Run in here, good young, meaſure our weapon; by gar 1will my ſelf | | 
ſh man : go __ this Cloſet ; he will not ſtay long« what | have AnnePage: 
Fobn Rugby ? fobn ! what Fobn,l ſay 3 go,Fobn, go en- | 2. Sir, the maid loves you, and all ſhall be well: We 
quire for my Maſter; I doubt he benor well, that he comes | muſt give folks leave to prate; what the gogh&reS !, 
nas home : (and down, down, adowng, Oe ) lng Ca:. Rugby, come, the Court with me: by gar, if 7 

Ca. Vat is yoy, ng? I do not like des toys,pray | have not Arve Page, Tthafl turn your head our of my, } 
you, go and vetchin my Cloſet, anboiltin verd; a Box, | door : followmy heels, Rugby, Are '(euny ol Au b 4 
a greena Box: do intend vat I ipeak? a green-a| £a4.. You ſhall have. A»@fools head of your ofvn, 


Box. No, I know Am»fmind for that : that never a woman in 
2s. Ayforſooth i'1Þ fetch it ous Windſor knows more of Ann} mind than I do, nor can do | 

[ am he went not in himſelf ; if he had fo the | more than I a With her, 1 thank Heavdn. a 

young man, he would have been horn mad. [Avro e-, Fenton. Who's within there, hoa? ( & At ) | 


Ca. Fe, fe, fe, fe; mai fot, i fait for,ahatula, Te men varia. Lui: Who's there, Itrow Come near the houſe Ipray} — 
— WJ, 


Courpua prandeaffaire « Lol JJTer XxX). Frtor Ferten 
C Is ie this) Sir ? | Fen. How now ( good woman ) -how doſt thou? 
Ca. Ouy, mette le au mon pocket, de-peach quickly : Lui. The better that it pleaſes your good Worſhip to 
{Vere is dat knave Rugby ? ask. 
Lu. What, Fobn Rugb / Tobnt Fen. What news ? how does pretty Miſtreſs Anne ? | 
P24 ai. In 


——_— 


ha. AM 


F 
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T be merry Wives of Windfor: 29. 
24. Intruth Sir, and ſhe is pretty, and noneſt, and gen- Mil. Pave. NXtat's the matret, womar: f Fo, 4 'S 
tle, and one that is your friend; I can tell you that by the | A4/. Fer: O woman ! if it were nor for ane trifling re- 
way, I praiſe heavg for it. ſpect, | could come to ſvch honour. | 
Fen.Shall | do any good think'ſt thou? ſhall Inot loſemy | 4£/. Fage. Hang tbe tr.fle (woman), eake_the honour : | 
(air? what is it ? difpenſe with trifles; what is it ? 
2%i. Troth Sir, all is in his hands above; but notwith- | A. Ford. If I would but goto hell for an eternal nio- 


ſtanding (Maſter Fenton), I'l& be ſworn on a book ſhe | ment, of fo ; I could be knighted. . | 
loves you: Have not your Worſhip a Wart above your Mj/. Page.Whar,thou lieit ! Sir A/ice For!! theſe Knights 


Eye ? ww , will hack, and ſo thou ſhould'ſt net alter the article of thy } 
Fen. Yes marry have Iz what of that ? Gentry. ; | 
| 24i. Well, thereby nddgs a rale; good faith, it is ſuch | + 47. Ford. We burn day-light; here, read, read; per- | 


| another Nan; but (1 deteſt) an honeſt maid as ever broke þceive how I might be Knighted : I ſhall think the worſe 
| bread,: we had an hoursmlk of that Wart: I ſhall never | of fat men as long as I have an Eye to make ditfereace of 

laugh but in that maids company : but (indeed) ſhe is gi- | mens liking 3 and yer he would nor ſivear; praifcy Wo- 
ven too much to Allicholly and muſing, but for you mens modeſty ; and gave fuch orderly and well-behaved 
Well——£0 to Reproof to all uncomelineſs, that} would have ſworn 
| Fen. Well 1 ſhall ſee her to day: hold, there's money for | his Diſpoſition would have gone to the truth of tis | 

thee : Let me have thy voice in my behalt, if thou ſeeſt her | Words ; butthey do no more adhere, and keep place to- 
| before me, commend me gether, than the Hundre&Pſalmy to the Tune of Green- 
24. Will 1? Ifaith that wS will: And I will tell your |fleeves + What tempelt(#troay threw this Whale (with (6 
| Worſhip more of the VVart, the next time we have confi-|many Tundof Oyl in his belly) a? ſhore at Windſor ? How 
; dence, and of other VVooers. ſhall Lbe revenged on him ?. I think the beſt way were to 


wa 


Fen. VVell: farewell : Iam in great haſte now. [£ & xi: entertain him with hope, till the wicked fire of Luſt have | 
| Qui. Farewell to your VVorſhip: truly an honeſt Gentle- | melted him in his own greaſe : Did you ever hear the | 
| man: but Amrfloves him not: for | know An»; mind as well | like ? | 
| as another does: out upon't : what have I forgot, Mzi/. Page. Letter for Lettery but that the name of Page |. 
TExir and Ford differs : to thy great comfort in-this myſtery of 

; 


* 
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—— 


—_—_ 


i] Opinions, here's the twin-brother of thy Letter; but 
let thine inherit firit z for I proteſt mine never ſhalle I war- 
rant he hath a thouſand of theſe Letters, writ with blank- 

| ſpace for ditterent names} ( ore); and theſe are of the 

q Atlus Secundus. Scena Prima. Second Edirion : he will prifit chem out of doubty for he 

: 1 cares not What he puts into the Prefs, when he would pur 

I» fore Pages Hows E- as £0001 had rather: be « Giariceld, and lie under hier 

Enter MiſtasſPage, | Pelion : Well : 1 will find you twenty laſcivious Tuxtles e're 

| | | . | one chaſte man. | 

tihh- & L. e222, Mi. Ford. Why. this is the very ſamey the very handy 

Miſ. Page. VVhaty have I ſcap'd Love-Letters in the| the very wordsy What doth he think of us ? y 

holyday-time of my beauty, and am. I now aſubject for} AM4f. Page. Nay, I know not; it makes me almoſt rea» 

le" We? | dy to wrangle with mine own Honeſty« I'\Centertain 

Fees, my ſelf like one that- I am not acquainted withal; for 

Ak me no Reaſon why I love you}, for tho Love uſe Reaſon | ſure unleſs he knew ſome Stgain in me, that*1 know 

for his Preciſian, he admits him not for his Counſellor : you are | not my ſelf, he would never have boarded me in this 
not young, no more am I; goto then, there's ſympathy : you are | fury. 

merry, Jo am I; hal hal then theres more ſympathy: you love | Mil, Ford, Boqrding, call it you? PI1Þ be ſure to keep 

Sack, & ſo do I: would you deſire better ſympathy ? Let it ſuffice | him above deck. 
thee ( MiſtrsſPage) at the lgſt if the Lows of a Souldier can | Miſ.Page. So will I; if he come under my hatches,lEne- 
ſuffice, that T Iowe thee g 1 will not ſay pity me 'tis not a Soul-| ver to Sea agains Let's be reveng'd on him; let's appoint 


ti \ RA 


dier-like phraſes but T ſay, love me: him a meeting z give him a ſhow of comfort in his ſuit y and 

| By me, thine own true Knigh,by day or night: lead him on with a fine baired delay, till he hath pawn'd. 
Or any kind of light, with all his might, + his horſes10 mine Hoſt of the Garter. 

For thee to fight. John Falſtaffs. Miſ. Ford. Nay, I will conſent to atany Villany againſt 


| him that may not ſully the charineſs of our honeſty : Oh 
What a Herod of Fury is this? O wicked, wicked world{| that my husband ſaw this LertterJir wonld give eternal food 
One that is well nigh worn to pieces with age, A to his jealouſie. 
To ſhow himſelf a young Gallant? what unw Mi/. Page. VVhy, look where he comes) and my good 
Behaviour hath this Flemiſh drunkard pickt, man too ; he's as far from jealouſie as I am, from gjs. 
(Vth* devils name) out of my converſation, thatdares in | ving him cauſe; and that (I hope)zis an unmeaſarable oÞ 
this manner aſſay me?VVhy,he hath not been thrice in my | ſtance. | 
Company : what ſhould | ſay to him? 1 wasthen frugal of | - M/- Ford. You are the happier woman. | 
my mirthj(heaven forgive me), VVhy, Pldexhibit a Billin | 24 Page. Let's conſult_rogerher agai ; 55-00 
i the Parliament for the putting down of m ow ſhall | Knight : Come hither. ceMe if. - | v. 
: I hope it be not ſo. tel, Page pilh N 


| be reveng'd on him ? for reyeng'd | will be 
uts are gagde of pudgj Pit. Hope isa cural-dog in fome affairs. — 


— — 


*y age, truſt me, I was going to your | Sir fohz attects thy Wife. | 
houſe. Ford, V'Vhy fir, thy Wife is not young. . | 
Miſ. Page. And truſt me, I was coming toyou; you look | Pit. He wooes both high and low, borh rich and poor, | - ©? 
very ill. both young and old, and one with another, (For4}he loves þ- . 
Miſc. Ford. Nay, Plb ne*re believe that; I have to ſhew | thy Gally-mawfry( Ford) perpend. +4 
to the contrary. Ford. Love my Wife ? TE hd 
Miſ. Page. *Faith kt you do, in my mind, Pit. VVirh liver burning hot : prevent g | 


Mziſ. Ford. VVelly I do then; yet I ſay, Icould ſhew | Or go thou like Sir Aeon, with _ 
you to the contrary: O Miſtus(Page, give me ſome coun- | Ring-wood at thy heels=O, odious is the name, 


(el. | Ford. V Vhat name, Sir ? | | { 
| | | D 2 | = £7; | 
— - - - . poo — wt 
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The merry Wives of W indor. | 


- | 


Piſt. The horn, I fav: Farewell: 

Take heed, have open Eye; for thieves do foot by night. 
Take heed e're ſummer comes, or Cuckoo-birds do fing. 
Away fir Corporal Ninn LL” 7 
Believe it (Poe), he ſpeaks ſence. [E x - # D;; I ; 

Ford, 1 will be patient ; I will find ont this. 
_ Nj. And thisis true: Tlike not the humor of lying ; 
he hath wrong'd me in ſome humours: I ſhould have born 
| the 11mour'd Letter to her; but I have a ſword, and it ſha ll 
| bite upon my neceſſity « he loves your Wife; "There's the 
[ſhort and the longe My name is Corporal Nj; | ſpeak in, 
and I avonch; *tas true: my name is Nymy and Failtaffen 
loves your Wifey adieu ;I love nor he humour of bread 
and checſe : adicu. FE xib. h 1. 

Paze. The humour of it (quoth'a) ? here's a fellow 
frights E-g/iſbout of iG6Wits. 

Ford. T will ſeek out Fa! affe. Ad 

Pape. I never heard ſuch a drawling aſteCtug R ogue. 

Ford. If 1 do find it-Well! P 

Page. I will not believe ſuch a Caraian, tho the Prieſt 
o* tht Town commended him for a true man. , 

Ford. *T'was a good ſenſible fellow : Wel 
T Page. Hownow Meg © F |, eaters New 

Ml. Page. VVhither go bl (George) ?* hark _— 

21. Ford. How now ({weet Frank), Why art thou me- 
lancholly ? 

Ford. Imelancholly ! Iam not melancholly e 


Ger you home, go. 
MC Ford. Faith, thou haſt ſome crotchets in thy head. 


1 a Rats. 


$)al. Will you go with usrobehqd it? My merry Hoſt 
hath had the meaſuring of their Weapons yz and (I think) 
hath appointed them contrary places ; for (believe me) 1 
hear the Parſon is no Teſters Hark, 1 wal cel] you What our 
ſport ſhall be. ; 
Hoſts Haſt thou no ſuit againſt my Knight, my gneſt- 
Cavaleir ? 
$52] None)] proteſt; but Ple give you a pottle of burn'l} 
Sack to give me recourſe to him, and tell him my name is 
Broog; only for a Jeſt. { 
Hoſt. My hand (Bully); thou ſhalt have egreſs and re- 
greſs (laid I well) ? and chy name ſhall be 5 Itis 2 
merry Knights will you g0 emnin_ ? ge eers ? 
Shal. Have with you,, mine Hoſt. % 
Page, I have heard tlie Frezch-man hath good skill in his 
Rapier. 
Shal. Tut, fir : I could have told you more; In theſe | 
times you ſtand on diſtance your Paſſes, Stoccado's, | 
and I know not what: "tis che heart (Maſter Page); tis 
here, *cis here + I have ſeen the time, with my Tong- 
ſword, I would have made you four tall tellows skip like 
ALAS 
Hoſt. Here boys, here: ſhall we wag ? 
Page; Haye with you; Thad rather heax them ſcold than 
fight. [Exe osf, Shallow a 9e + 
Ford, Tho Page be aſecure fool, and ſtand fo firmly on 
his Wives Fealty ; yet 1 cannot putoff my opinion ſo eaſi- 
ly eſhe was in his company at Paze's houtey and what they» 
mdde there, I know not. Well : I will look further into's ; 


Now : will you go, 1ftredPage ? 

Mi{.Page. Have with youe you'l|come to dinner, George? 
Look who comes yonder ; the ſhall be gur Meſſenger to 
this pajtry Knight. [E » SV Yuze : 

Mzil. Ford. Truſt me, I thought on her ſhelEfit is, 

Mi{. Page. You are come to fee my daughter Anne 

2:4. 1 forſooth ; and I pray how do's good Miſtris 
__ in witl d { h 

; thusa 'F a 
Mi. Page _ _ dt My , We haye a 
now, Maſter Ford.” SS COME. V. | 


Ford. You beard what this Knave told me, did you not 7 
Page. Yes; and you heard what the other told me? 
Ford. Do'you think there is truth in them ? 

Page. Hang *em ſlaves; Ido nor think the Knight would 
offer it; but theſe that accuſe himin his intent towards our 
Wives, are a Ybkeof his diſcarded men: very Rogues now 
they be our of ſervice. 

Ford, Were they his men ? 

Page. Marry were they. 

Ford. | like it never the better for that. 

Do's he t the Garter? 

Page. Agnarry do's he « if he ſhonld intend ehis Voyage 
toward my Wife, I would turn her looſe to him; and what 
he gets more of her than ſharp words, let it liggon my 
head. 

Ford: 1 donot miſdoubt my Wife,: but I would be logth 
to turn thqm together; a man may be too confident; 1 
would have rothing ligon my head ; I cannot be-thus-fa-+- 
d. Ig V/. ntliy Hos Eb Shallow, 
age. Look where my ranting-Hoſt of the Garter 
comes; there is either liquor in his pate, or money in 
his purſe, when he looks ſo merrilyg How now mine 
Hoſt ? 

Heſt. How now Buſly-Roeke? thou'rt a GentlemanCa- 
valerio-Juſtice, I fay. 

Shal. 1 follow (mine Hoſt), I follow : Good even, and 
twentyy(good Maſter Page). Maſter Page, will you go with |t 
us ? Wehave ſport in hand. 

Ho#t. Tell him , Cavalerio-Juſtice : tell him Bully- 
Rogk. l 
<hal. Sir, there is a fray to be fought between Sir Hugh, 
the Welch-Prieſt, and Cars, the French-Dottor. 

Ford. Good mine Hoſt o' th Garter, a word with you., 
H:ft. What fai'ſt thou, my Bully-Roek ? 


n,hours talk 
WPTE p 


— 


lay my countenance to pawn; 1 have 
good friends for three Reprieves for you, and vour Couch- 
fellow, Ny»; or elſe you had Iook*d through the grate, 
like a Gemeny of Baboons : I am damn'd in hell for ſwear- 
ing to Gentlemen, my friends, you were good Soldiers, 
and tall fellows. 
dle of her Fan, I rook't upon mine honour thou hadſt it 
nor. 


pence ? 


endanger my ſoul, gratz? At a word z hang no more abour | 
me I am noGibbet for you: go, a ſhort knife, and a 
throng, to your Mannor of Pickt-hatchtrY go, you'l[not 
bear a Letter forme, you Rogue ; you ſtand upon your 
honour? Why (thou unconfinable baſeneſs), it 15 as much 
as I cando to keepthe term of my honour pregiſes 1, 
my ſelf ſometimes, leaving the fear of hea 
hand, and hiding mine honour in my neceflity, am fain 


will enſconſe your Rags, your Cat-3-Mountain-looks,your 
Red Lgtrice Phraſes, and your 


and I have a diſguiſe to ſound Falſaffs: if I find her honeſt, 
I loſe not my labour ; 1f ſhe be otherwiſe, *tis labour well 
"vraofit>- 11 "W0- -- 


beſtowgd. 
| Excunt 


Scena VIT- 
ar tr JH), 


-- he 6 
Enter Falltafi Piſtol, Sn 
— 


Fal, I will not lend thee a penny. 
Piſt. Why then the World's mine Oyſter, which1, with 
ſword will open. 
Fal. Not a penny : I have been content (Sir) you ſhould 
| ad upon my 


if Oe 
rw, 


And when MiſtrisBriget loſt the han- 


Piſt. Did*it thou not. ſhare ? had'ſt thou not fifteen 


Fal. Reaſon, you Rogue, Reaſon: think'ſt thou 116 


nthe left 
o ſhuflle, to hedgg and to lurch; and yet, you Rogue, 


bgating-Oaths, under 
he ſhelter of your honour / you, will not do it, you. | 


P;ſt. 1 do relent;, What wouldsthou more of man 2. , | 6.448 
Rob. Sir, here's a Woman would ſpeak with you, ) Eder hn ""_ 


Fal. Let her approach. 


<ACOENLVHEL © 
Lui, Give your 


orſhip good morrow. 
Fa L. 


— ——_ 
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Fal. Good morrow, good wife. | 

9 «i, Not ſo, anÞt pleaſe your Worſhip: 

Fa! Good maid,then. 

2%. PlEbe ſworn, 
As my mother was the firſt hour I was born. 

Fal. Ido believe the ſwearer: what with me ? 

.24i, Shall | vouchſafe your V Vorſhip a word or two ? 

Fal. 'T'wo thouſand, (fair woman), and PlE vouchſafe 
thee the hearing. 

2ui, There is one Miſtris\ Ford, (Sir): I pray come a 
little nearer this ways: I my (elf dwell with M!'DoQtor 
Carre. X 

Fal. Well, on: Miſtre b frord, you ſay. 

24i.Your Worſhip ſays very true: I pray your Worſhip 
come a little nearer this ways. 

Fal. I warrant thee no body hears: mine own people, 
mine own people. 

2, Are they ſo? Heaven bleſs them, and make them 
his ſervants; 


her husband has a marvellous infeCtion to the little Page; 
and truly Maſter Page is an honeſt man : never a Wife in 
Windſor leads a better life than ſhe do's; do what ſhe will 
ſay what ſhe will, rakeall, pay all, goto bed when ſhe liſt, 
riſe when ſhe liſt; all is as ſhe will; and truly ſhe deſerves 


muſt ſend her your Page; no Remedy. 

Fal. Why, I will. | 

-24u7. Nay, but doo then} and, look you, he may come 
and go between yon bothy andin any caſe, have a nay- 
word, that you may Know one anothers mind; and the 
boy never need to nnderſtand any thing ; for *tis not gagd 
that children ſhould know any wickedneſs : old falls, 


you know, have diſcretion, as they ſay, and oP; » 


World. , Bag 
Fal. Fare thee wellz commend me to them both : there's 
my purſe , I am yet thy debtore_Boy, go along With this 


woman this news diſtradts me. [ See, uekl, & Row. 


Fal. Well: Miſtrts/ F:rd ; what of her? 

Lui, Why, Sir, ſhe's a gocd creatures lord, lord, your 
Worſhip's a wanton j well j heaven forgive you, andall of 
us, J pray -—— © 

Fal. Miſtres\F ordy come, Miſtris Ford. — 

Lui, Marry, this 1s the ſhort and the long of it; you 
have brought her into ſuch a Canaries. as 'tis wonderful : 
the beſt Courtier of them ally( when the Court lay at 
Wind/cr), could never have brought her to ſuch a Cana- 
rys yet there has been Knights, and Lords, and Gentle- 
men, with their Coaches;l warrant vou,Coach after Coach, 
letter after letter, gitt aſter gift, ſmelling fo ſweetly ; all 
musk ; and fo ruffling, 1 warrant you, infilk and gold, 
and in ſuch alligane terms, and in ſuch wine and ſugar of 
the beſt, and the faireſt, that would have won any womans 
heart; and I warrant youwythey could never get an Eye- 
wink of here I had my ſelf twenty Angels giverr me this 
morning ; but Idefie all Angels, (in any ſuch fort as they 
ſay) bur in the way of honeſty; and 1 warrant you, they 
could never get her ſo much as ſip on a Cup,with the 
prandeſt of themall ; and yet there has been Earls z nay 
(which is more), Penſioners, but | warrant youll is one 
with her. 

Fal. But what ſays ſhe to me? be brief my good ſhe- 
Mercury, . 

Qi. Marry, ſhe hath receiv'd your Letter z for the 
which ſhe thanks yop a thouſand times ; and ſhe gives you 
to notifie; that her titsband will be abſence from his houſe 
between ten and elevenf**@® - 

Fal. Tenand eleven. 

ee : and then you may come and ſee.the 
picturT{ ſheſays) that you wot of: Maſter Ford, her hut- 
band, will be from homes Alas ! the (weet woman leads an 
11] life with hims he's a very jealouſie-man ſhe leads a very 
trampold life with him,(good heart). 

Fal. Ten and eleven : 

Woman, commend me to her, 1 will not fail her. 

£4i. Why, you ſay well: But I have another meſſenger 
to your Worſhip: Miſtris Page has her hearty commen- 
co 00: and let me tell you in yourear, ſhe's 
as fartuotts a Rhode ife, and one (I tell you) rhat 
will not miſs you morning wer evening prayer; asany is in 
Windſor, who e're be the other; and ſhe bad me tell your 
Worſhip,-that her husband is ſekdom from home z but ſhe 
hopes therewill come a time.I never knew a woman ſo doat 
upon a man; ſurely I think you have Charms, la; yes in 
truth. 

Fal. Not1, I aſſure thee; ſetting the attraftion of my 
good parts aſide, | have no other Charms. 

24, Bleſſing on your hearr for'r: 

Fal. Butl pray thee tell me this ; has Ford's Wife, and 
Page's Wife acquainted each other how they love me ? 

Lui. That were a jeſt indeed; they, have not ſo jittle 
grace I hope , that were a trick indeed [ Bur Miſtets Page 


| 


P;ft. I his Punk is one of C»p:4's Carriers: * 
Clap on more fails; purſue ; up with rad Gig ef 
Give fire; ſhe is my-prize z or Ocean'Whelm t all- Ex 

Fal. Sayſt thou fo ( old Fack )?' Go thy ways & 
make more of thy old body than I have done ; will hey. 
yet look after thee? Wiit thouzafter the expence of; ſo 
much money, be now a gainer ? good body, I thank theey 
ler them ſay, ris grolly done, fo it be fairly done 


Ca 
ny &ir es t 


fain ſpeak with you, andbe acquainted with you ; and hath 


Fats Brook is his name ? 

Raſt Aybir. 

Fal. 4 him in: fach BreelSte welcome to me, that 
o'reflowsjuch liquor ah/ah{MiſtrſFerdand MiſtrsPage, 
have | encompatled you ? go to, via. 4.7 

Ford?Blels yol, ſir! 8 L Eno ForD. 

Fal. And you, fir ; would you ſpeak with me ? 

Ford. 1 make boldto preſs wirh fo little preparation up- 
on you. | vg! 

Fal. Yowr welcome; what's yout will? Give us leave, 
Drawer. Ext ad : _ 

Ford. Sir, I am a Gentleman that have ſpent much ; my 
name 1s Breeds 

Fal. Good Maſter Brook, I defire more acquaintance 
of you. | | 

Ford. Good Sir John, 'I ſue for yoursz not to Charge | 
you ; for | muſt let you underſtand, I think my ſelf in } 
berter plight for a Lender, than you arez'the Which | 
hath ſomething emboldn&U me to vhis unſeaſon'd intruſi- 
on ; for they ſay, if money go before, all waygdo lggc-y 

n. 
Fal. Money is a good Soldier, (fir), and will on. 


me ; if you will helpro ear it (Sir Fobz), take all, os halt, 
for eaſing me of the carriage. As 1+ hi 
Fal. Sir, I know not howl may delerveso be your Port 
ter. | k 
Ford. 1 will tell you, Sir, if you will give me the hear- 


ng. | | F5ex ;-1 
Fal. Speak (good Maſter Brat) 3 1 ſhall be glad ta be | 
your ſervant. tk bats / 
Ford. Sir, 1 hear yon are a Scholay (1 willbe brie? with |: 
you) and you have been a man long known to me, tho-l || 
had never fo good means as deſire, to make my felf ac»,|' 
quainted with your. I ſhall diſcover a thing to you..where- || 
| 


—y 
p99 \; 


jin | muſt very much lay open mine own impertection&bur | 
(good Sir 7ohn has you have one eye upon my follies, 2 | 
you hear them unfolded, turn another into the Regiſte 


4p. 
= £34 


it; for if there bea kind woman in Ir indſar, ſhe is One: you A 


here's. one Maſter- Bro below would | 
ſent your Worſhipa tnornings draught of Sack. ' 


= 


Ford, Troth jand I have a bagot money here troubles, 


——- -w— 


of your own, that I may paſs with a Reproot the caſt-F 


Oftender. mew - 
Fal. Very well; fir, proceed. | PRET 
Ford. There is a Gentlewoman in this Town, -hee bul- | 


would defire you to ſend her your little Page, of all !oves2 


er, fith you your ſelf know how eaſlie it 15 to be ſuck an, F 


band's name is Ford, ® - 4." þ 
D 3 [1 x 


her 
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The merry Wives of W indlor. 


Fal. Well, fir. & 
Ford. | have long lov'd her, and I proteſt to you, beſtow 
much on hery followed her with a doating ——— 


—__— 


th. 


[yer | wrong him, to call him poor; they ſay, the jealou + 
wittolly-knave harh maſles of money z for the which his 
Wiſe ſeems to me well-favour'd. 1 will nfe ker as the key 
of the Cuckold-Rognes Cofter ; and there's my Harvelt- | 


FP" WITTE 


_—Y p. —” 


ingrofs'd opportunities to meet her y fee'd every flight oc- 
caſion that could but niggardiy give me ſight of her '; not 
only bought many preſents to give her, but have given 
largely ro many, to know what ſhe would have given: 
Briefly, | have purſu'd her as [ove hath purſued me, which 
lrach been on the wing of all occaſions« but whatſoever I 
have meriicd, either in my mind, or in my means, meed [ 


Jat I have purchaſed at an infinite rate, and that hath 
caught ine to lay this ; 


«* Pur/uing that that flies, and flying what purſues. 


Fal Have you receiv'd no promiſe of ſatisfaCtion at her 
hands? 
Ford. Never. 
Fal. Have you importun'd her to ſuch a purpoſe ? 
F:r. Never. 
Fal. Of what quality was your love then ? 
Ford. Like a fair houſe built on another man's ground ; 
ſo that [ bave loſt my Edifice , by miſtaking the place 
where | erected it. 
Fe]. To what purpoſe have yon unfolded this to me ? 
Ford. WhenT have told you that, I have told you all, 
Some ſay, that ths ſhe appear honeſt to me, yet in other 
places ſhe enlargerh ber mirth ſofar, that chere is ſhrewd 


kcart of my purpoſe: You are a Gentleman of excellent 
Breeding, admirable Diſcourſe, of great admittance, Au- 
thencick in your Place and Perſon, generally allow'd for 
your many War-like, Court-like, and Learned Preparati- 
ons. 

Fal O*ir! 
Ford. Believe ity for you know it there 1s money z ſpend 
its ſpend itz ſpend more ſpend all1 have y only givgme ſo 
much of your time in exchange of it, as to lay anamiable 


* 
. 
« 7 


am fire [ havereceived none, unleſs experience be a Jewel; 


'© Lowe like a ſhadow flies, when ſubſtance Love purſues ; | 


home. 


bim, if you ſaw hin). 
Fa!. Hang him, mechanical-falt-butter Rogue; I will 
ſtare himour of his Wits; I will awe him with my Cud- 


gel; it ſhall hang like a Meteor o're the Cuckold's horns : | 


Maſter Brog, thou ſhalt kngw I will predominate over 
che Pegant, and thou ſhalt with his Wifez Come tome 
ſoon at night; Ford's a Knave, and | will aggravate his ſtile: 
thou (Maſter Brook) ſhalt know him for Knave and Cuc- 
kold ; Come to me ſoon at night. 2 Exit. 
d. .picurean-Raſcal is this? my 
heartis ready to crack with impatiencee Who ſays this is 
improvident jealoufie ? my Wife hath ſent to him, the hour 
Is fixt, the match is made;-would any man have thought 
this ? ſee the hell of having a falſe woman; my Bed ſhall be 
abus'd, my Coffers ranſack'd, my Repiitation gnawn at, 
and I ſhall not only receive this villainous wrong, bur ſtand 
under the adoption of abominable terms, and by him that 
does me th@ wrong;Terms/N ames; Amaimon ſounds well : 
Lucifer well:Barbaſon wellyet they are Devils additions,the 
names of fiends:But Cuckold, V Vittol, Cuckold/ the Devil 
himſelf hath not ſuch a Name.Page is an Aſs,a ſecure Aſs 
he will truſt his V Vife;he will not be jealous : I will rather 
truſt a Fleming with my Butter, Parſon Hugh, the Welch- 
man,with my Cheeſe, an Ir;ſh-man with my Aqua-vite bot- 


Conſtruttion made of her. Now (Sir eb») here is the | tle, ora thief ro walk my ambling gelding, than my V Vife 


with her ſelf: Then ſhe plots, then ſhe ruminates, then ſhe 
deviſes; and what they think in their hearts they may ef- 
fect, they will break their hearts but they will effect. Hea- 
ven be prais'd for my jealouſie! Eleven & clock the hour ; 
| will prevent this, derectmy VViſe, be reveng'd on Fal- 
Haffg and langh at Page: I will about ith better three hours 
roo ſoo;than a minute too late: fie, fie, fie , Cuckold, Cuc 


kold, Cuckold/ [_Exit. 


ſiege to the honeſty of this Ford's Wife; nſe your Art of 
wooing y win her to conſent to you ; if any man may, you 
'| may as ſoon as any. 


Aﬀetion , that I ſhould win what you would en- 
joy ? Methinks you preſeribe to your ſelf very prepolte- 
rouſly. | 
Ford. O, underſtand my drift; ſhe dwells fo ſecurely on 
the Excellency of her honour, that the folly of my foul] 
dares not prelent it (elf as ſhe is too bright to be look'd a: 
gainſt. Now could I come to her with any detection in 
my hand y my deſires had inſtance and argument to com- 
mend themſelves ; | could drive her then from the ward of 
her Purity, her Reputation, her Marriage-Vow, and a 
thouſand other har defences, which now are too-wap 
ſtrongly embartald againſt me « what ſay you to't, Sir 
"Fobn ? | 
FF Fal. Maſter Broofg, I will firſt make bold with your mo- 
ney ; next, give me your hand and laſt, asl am a Gentle- 
man, you ſhall, if you will, enjoy Ford's Wile, 

Ford. O good fir ! 

Fal. I ſay, you ſhall. 

Ford. Want no money 
none. 
Fal. Want no Miftris\ Ford (Ma#ter Brooſh) yz you ſhall 
want none : I ſhall be with ber{I may tell you) by her own 
appointmente even asyou came into me, her aſſiſtant, or 
po-berween, parted from'me ; I ſay, I ſhall be wich her be- 
tween ten and eleven; for at that time the jealous-raſcal- 
lv-knave, her husband, will be forth ; come you to meat 
night, you ſhallkoow,l ſpeed. a how 


( Sir Fob )y you ſhall want 


Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemence of your | 


Scena nm IT. 
| £S0TY Prr | 


Enter Caius}, Rugby, (ly 
pane 


Caims. Fack Rugby 


Rug. Sir. 

Cai. Vat is de clock, Fack ? 

Rug. *Tis paſt the hour (Sir) that Sir Hugh promis'd to 
meer. 

Cai. By gar, he has ſave his ſoul, dat he is no come; he. 
has pray his Pible well, dat he is no come : by gar, (Zack 
Rugby ) he is dead already, if he be come. 

Rug. He is wile, fir jheknew your VVorſhip would kill 
him, if he came. gz 45 ME twill ma 

Cai. By gar, de herring is n dead CLE : 
_ your Rapier, ( Zack ), I vill tell you how 1 vill kill 

im 


Rug. _ ſir, I cannot fence. 

Car. Villany, take your Rapier 

Rug. Forbear ;here's com —_ Enter Hos by JS h al 

Hoſt. Bleſs thee, bully-DoCtor. |_./G2<» 4 Pa 7 

Shal. *Save ybu, Mr. DoCtor Caizrs. / 

Page. Now, good Mr. Dottor. 

Slen. *Give you good morrow, fir. 

Cas.. Vat beall you, one, two, trees, four, come for ? 

Heſt;.To.ſte thee fight, ro ſee the foigne, to ſee thee 
traverſe, to ſee thee here, tote thee there, to ſee thee 


\ Ford. lam bleftin your acquaintance: Do you know 


Ford, Sir £ 
Fal. Hang him (poor CuckoldYy knave)l knowhim not : 


— 


paſs thy Pundto, thy Stock, thy Reverſe, thy Diſtance, 
thy Montante Is he dead, my Erhjopian? is he dead, my 


Fr an- 
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hand —— 
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Ford. | would you knew Ford, fir, that you might avoid 
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my heart of Elder? ha? Is hedead- butly-Scale ? Is 


Ca*. By gar, he is de Coward-Fack-Prieſt of de verld : 
he is not ſhow his face 
Hoſt. Thou arta C 
my boy). 
Cai, f pray you bear witneſs, that me have ſtay ſix6s- 
ſeven, twotree hours for him, and he is no-come. 

Shal. Heis the wiſer man,(Mr. Doctor); he is a curer of 
fouls, and you a curer of Codier :if you ſhould fight, you 
go againſt the hair of your profeſſions: is it not true, Ma- 
{ter Page? 

Page. Maſter Shallcw, you have your ſelf been a great 
fighter, thInow a man of peace. 

Shal. Body-kins, Mr. Page, tho I now be old, and of 
peace, if Iſeea ſword out, my finger itches to makeone ; 
tho we are Juſtices, and Doors, and Church-men (Mr. 
Page), we have ſome ſalt of our Youth in us; Ware the 
Sons of Womeny(Mr. Page ). 

Page. 'Tis true, Mr. Shallow. 

Shal. It will be found ſo,(Mr. Page). Mr. Doctor Carre, 
| am come to fetch you home; 1 am ſworn of the Peace ; 
you have ſhew'd your ſelf a wiſe Phyſician, and fir Hugh 
hath ſhown himſelf a wiſe and patientChurch-man : you 
muſt go with me, Mr. DoCtor. | 

Heſt. Pardon, Gueſt-Juſtice a Mounſieur Mock-water. 

Cai. Mock-water ? vat is dat ? ; 

Hoſt. Mock-water, in our Engliſh Tongue, is Valour 
(Bully). 

Cai. By gar, then I have as much Mock4fater as de Ev- 
gliſh-man : (curvy-Jack-dog-Prieſt ; by gar, me vill cut his 
Ears. 

Hoſt. He will clapper-claw thee tightly, (Bully). 

Cai. Clapper-de-claw ? vat is dat ? 

Hoſt. Thar is, he will make thee amends. 

Cai. By gar, me do look he ſhall clapper-de-claw me ; 
for by gar, me vill have ir. 

Heſt. And I will provoke him to't, or let him wag. 

Cai. Me tangk you fbr dat. 

Hoſt. And moreover (Bully); but firſt, Mr. Gueſt, and 
Mr. Page, and eek Cavalerd Slender, go you through the 
Town to Frogmore. 

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he ? | 

Hoſt. Heis there; ſee what humour he isin; and I will 
bring the DoCtor about the Fields : Will it do well? 

Shgl. We will do it. ; 
All. Adieu, good Mr. Poder. | Exs Page Shall Shen: 
* (ai. By gar, me vill kill de Prieſt ; for he ſpeak for aJack- 
an Ape to. AnnePape. : 

Hoſt. Let bim die; ſheath thy impatience; throw cold 
Water on thy Chollers go about the Fields with me 
through Frogmore ; 1 ll bring thee where Miſtris Ann 


Page is, ata Farm-houſe a feaſting ; and thou ſhalt woo hery 
faid I well? Adcock o'/he, Game; 

Cai. By tiagk yo ror datoghy I love you; 

and I ſhall procure *a you de good- Gueſt ; de Earl, de 


Knight, de Lords, de Gentlemen, my parients. 
Hoſt. For the which, I will be thy adverlary toward An 


Page: faid I well ? 
| Ecnr 


Cai. By gar, *tis good z vell ſaid. 
Hoft. Let us wag then. 
Attus Tertius. Scena Pringa. 
Fragmore rear JON. 


New ting-Urinaly HeFor of G reece, 


Come atmy heels, Fack Rugby. 


— 


Evan. I pray you now, good Maſter S/en4er's ſerving- 


neil ha, Bully ? V Vhat ſays my Eſculayins * my Galemman, and friend Simple by yout name z which wav have 


he dead ? 


| 
| 


| 


; 


Enter Evans, Simple, _— — — A 


———— MI ———_— 


you —_ for Maſter Caize, that calls himſeif Detfor of Phy- 
it 

Sim. Marry ſit, the Pitty-wary, the Park-wvard : n= 
ay: old Windſor way, and every way bur the Town 
way. 

Evan. Imoſt fehemently deſire you, you will alſo look 
that way. 

Sim. I will, fir. 

Evan. *Pleſs my foul: how full of Choſlars I im, 5nd 
trempling of mind / 1 ſhall be glad if he have deceived mes 
howmelanchollies Iamf I will knog his Urina!s atour his 
Knaves Coſtard, when I have good opportunities for the 
orke : *Pleſs my foul : allow Rivers to whoſe falls, mele- 
dious Birds ſings Madrigalls z there iwill we make our Peds of 
Roſes, and a thouſand yſragrant poſiess By ſballow--2Mercy on 
me, I havea great diſpoſitionto cry: Melodious birds ſing 
Madrigalls—— When as I ſat in Pabilonand a theuſand ue" 
granPoſies.— allow, &c. | 

Sim. Yonder he is coming, this way, Sir Hugh. 

Ev. He's welcome g low Rivers, to whoſe falls___+- 
Heavegn proſper the right What Weapons is he ? 

Sim. No Weapor's, fir: there comes my Maſter Mr. 
Shallow, and another Gentleman, from Frogmore, over the 
ſtile, this way. 
Ev. Pray yo 


e my Gown, orelſe 


\ CEME. [f. 4 Enter All. 
Shal. How now, Maſter Parſon? Good morrow good | 
Sir Hughe keep a Gameſter from the dice, and a good Stu- 
dent from his book, and it is wonderful. 

Slen. Ah ſweet AnnePage/ 

Page. *Save you, good Sir Hugh. 

Ev. *Pleſs you from his mercy-ſake, all of you. 

Shal. What ? the Sword and the Word ? 
Do you ſtudy them both, Mr. Parſon ? : | 

Page. And youthful flIL iayour doublet and hoſe, this! 
raw-rumatick day a. 1d | F 

Ev. There is Reaſons and Cauſes for it. 


? large rogmuyredo a good Office, Mr.Par- 


Ev. F y well: Whar isit _ | 

Page. Yonder is a moſt Reverend Gentleman, who (be- | 
like) having received Wrong by ſome perſon, is at moſt 
—_ with his own Gravity and Patience, that ever you| 
aw. | 

Shal. I have lived fourſcore years, and upward ; TI never. 
heard a man of his Place, Gravity and Learning, ſo wide: 
of his own ReſpeCt. 

Ev. What is he ? 

Pape. I think you know him ; Mr. DoCtor Cains, the re- 
nowned French Phyſician. 

Ev. Got's Will, and his Paſſionof my heart: I had as 
lief yow'ſhould tell me of a meſs of Porredge. 

Page. Why ? | 

En, He has no more knowledg in Hibocrates and Galen, 
and he is a Knave beſides; a cowardly Knave as you would 
deſire to be acquainted withal. - 

Page. 1 warrant you, he's the 


a 


[on 


him. / 
len. t +4, 4 '< 
Shal.It appears ſo by his Weapons: keep them afunder; | wg 6 


here comes Doctor Caius. | 
Page.. Nay, good Mr. Parſon; keep in yout Weapon. 
Shal. So do you, good Mr. Doctor. | 
Hoſt. Diſarm them, and let them queſtion; ler them keep 
their Limbs whole, and hack our Englsh. 
Cai. I pray you let-a-me ſpeak a word wich your Ear 3 
\Tferefore vill you not meet-a me ? 
Ev. Pray youyuſe your Patience in good time. 
Cai. By gar, you are de Coward z- de Fack Dogy Fobs 


pe. 
Ev.Pray you let us not be laughing-ſtocksto other mens 
humours jp defire you in friendſhip, and will one way or 


other make youamends ; 1 will knog your yur Urinal a- 
naſe thi Ly aur” Wt 


» g UW, MR i 4 [auride look. 
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bour your knaves Cogs-comb. 4 EF, a 
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' Car. Diable Fack Rugby, mine Hoſt de Farteer, have | not | and our revolted Wives ſhare damnation together. Well : 
ſtay for him, to kill him ? have 1not at de place I did ap- | { will take him, then torture my Wife, pluck the borrow: 
POLE 7 ed VEil of modeſty from the ſo ſeeming Miſt. Pave. Gi- 
Ev. AsI am a Chriſtians-ſoul, now look you g. this is the | yulge Page himſelf for a ſecure and wil:nl a4ESacs. and 
p'ace appointed ; Il&be judgment by mine Hoſt of the;| to theſe violent proceedings allgay nejzhbours {hall cry 
Garter. as aim. The Clock gives mey y aſſurance bids 
Hoft. Peace, I fay, Gallia and Gaul, French and Welch, | me ſearch ; there I ſhall find'7 * 1 ſhall be rather 
f TH | von] Curer and Body-Curer, raiſed for this than mocked; for it is as poſitive as the k 
/ | Cai. Agdat is very good, excellant. 'arth is firm, that Fa!taf{ : I'wi VI. 
| H-{7. Peace, I fay ; hear mine Hoſt of the Garter s Shal. Pa; the. Taber TI, ge- | 
Am l politick? am \ſubtle? am 1a MachiSel ? Ford. Truſt me, a good knot : Thave good cheer at home 
Shall I loſe my Doftor ? No; he gives me the Potions and|| and | pray you all go with me. Cod L 
the Motions. Shall I loſe my Parſon? my Prieſt? my Sir | Sha/. I multexcuſe my ſelf, Mr. Ford. þ 
Hugh? Noy he gives me the Proverbs and the No-verbs. | S/ex. And ſomult 1, Sir; ; 
Give me thy hand (Celeſtial) fo : Boys of Art, I havedecei- | We have appointed todine with Miſtris 41 | 
ved you both: I have directed you to wrong places; your | And ] would not break with her for more money ; 
hearts are mighty, your skins are whole, and let burn'$| Than I'1Eſpeak of. ; s 
Sack be the iſſue : come, lay their ſwords to pawn: Follow| Sha/. VVehave linger'd about a match between Ar ; 
me, Lad of peace, follow, follow, follow. Page an Couſin Slexder, and this day we ſhall have | 
Shal. Truſt me, a mad Hoſt e follow, Gentlemen, fol- | our an{WPF. | 
low. ; Slen, Thope I have your good Will, father Pape. | 
Slen. O ſweet Ann Pagel Ex Shot: Sen: AGey Hork- Page. 44k Mr. Slender, I ſtand wholly for you; 
Cai. Bal dol perceive dat? Have you make-a-de-ſot of |but my VVifeyMaſter DoCtor) is for you altogether. 
us, ha, ha ? Cai. Agbggar, and de Maid is love-a-me: my nurſh-a- | 
Evan. This is well, he has made us his vlowting-ſtogk.l QuicklFtellme ſo muſh. ' | 
defire you that we may be friends; and let us knog our | Hof. VVhat ſay you to young M: Fentcn ? Be capers, 
prains together, to be revenge on this ſame ſcafy ſcurvy- he dances, he has Eyes of Youth y he writes Verſes, he | 
cogging-companion, the Hoſt of the Garter. ſpeaks Holyday, he ſmells April and May, he will carry't, 
Cai. By gar, with all my heart; he promiſe to bring me [he will carry*c; 'tis in his buttons, he will carry*r. 
{ where is AnntPage ; by gar, he deceive me too. Page. Not by my conſentI promiſe you : The Gentleman : 
Evan. Well, 1 will ſmite his noddles pray you fol-is of no having, he. kept company with the wild Prince, | 
low. | and Poinz,: heis of roo high a Region, he knows too much: : 
E E A. ernt- ns he ſhall not knit a knot in his Fortunes, with the go 
— of my ſubſtanceeit he take her, let him take her ſimply ; the 
VVealth I have waits on my conſent, and my conſent Loes 
not that way, 
ZJ c _— amy, V Ford I beſeech you heartily, ſome of you go home with 
& ; 7 v4 hree {— | _ to — mo = _ yau 59am ſport; I will 
. | . ewyou a Monſtere Mr. Doctor, you ſhall gos fo 
Miſt. Page, Robin, Mr. Fave, and youpSir Hugh. 4 DE __ 
Shal. VVell, fare you well : 
VVe ſhall have the freer wooing at Mr. Page's. 


Miſt. Page, Nay, keep your wayj(little Gallant); you] Cai. Go home, Fobn Rugby, I come anon. 
were wont to be a Follower, but now you are a Leader «| Ft. Farewelt my heartsg I will to my honeſt Knight, 
whether had you rather lead minc eyes, or eye your Ma- | Fa/faffy, and drink Canary with him. 


ſter's heels ? Ford. I think 1 ſhall drink in Pipe-VVine firſt with hi | 
Rob. Thad rather (forſooth) go before you like a man, |P18 make him dance. VVill — OY bum f 
than follow him like a dwarf. | AR. Have with you to fee this Monſter, Exeunt- 
Ms. Pa. O you are a flattering boy ; now ſee you'llbe a | 
Courtier. nr O p , b- 
Ford. Well met, Miftre\Page j whether go you ? ot 
M.-Pa. Truly Sir, to ſee your Wife; is ſhe at home ? | 
FordfAygand as idle as ſhe may hang together for want of Scena Ma \///. | 
won wg yu mats your husbands were dead, you two Fo Ad's Is USE. L 
M. Pa. Be ſure of that, two other husbands. Enter Miſtris Ford, Miſtris Page, Servants, , 
Ford. Where had you this pretty Weather-cock ? 
A. P34. 1 cannot tell what (the dickens) his name is my OK &- was ; 
| | husband had him of: What do you call your Knight's name, ry _ DER Ton] _ Robert 1 | 
lirrah ? ifs Page, Quickly, quickly Is the Buck-basket ; 
Rob. Sir fobn Falſfaffe- Ford. S7.To bn Fekohaffe | Mi. Ford. 1 warrant. V Vhay Rebinyl ſay. 
24. Pa. He he ; I can never hit on his name; there is ſach | M4/. Page. Come, come, come. L 
a league between my good man and hee Is your Wife at | 44/. Ford. Here, ſet it down 
home indeed ? | Miſ. Page. Give your men the charge 3 we muſt be | 
Ford. Indeed ſhe is. eve NRPIIct. | [ 
, our leave, fir ; Iam fick till I ſee her. *M. Ford. Marry, asI told you before (Fchnand R:bert) f 


7 e any eyes * be ready here hard-by in the Erex-houſe, and when | ſud- 
he any thinking ? Sure they ſleep ; he hath no uſe of theyne denly call you, come forth, and (without any pauſe or 
why, this boy, will carry a Letter twenty mile, as eafje as a | ſtaggering) rake this basket on. your ſhoulders; that done, 
up will ſhoot point-blank twelve (core he pieces out | trudg with it in all haſtegang carry it among the V Vhitſters 
his Wives inclination y he gives her folly motion and advan- It in the muddy ditch, 
tage y and now ſhe's going to my Wite, and Fa!/taffy's boy | clole ames 11 > 
with here A man may hear This ſhower ſing in the wind | M- Hage. You will doit? © (direction. ? 


| jand Falftaffy's boy with ber { good plots; they are laid, | 2M. Ford. Iha” cold them over and over ; they lack » 
| Pe 
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{ be merry Wives of Wind(or. 


Be gone, and come when you are call d. 
Mi. Page. Here comes little Rebin. [_ | 
Miſ'Ford. How now, my Eyas-Musket, what news with 

'on ? 


Ford), and requeſts your company. 

Miſ. Page. You little Jack-a-lenr, have you been true 
to us? 

Rob Agl1E be ſworn; my Maſter knows not of your be- 
ing h&fey and hath threath&d ro pur me into everlaſting 
Liberty, if I tell you of it; for heſivears he*lturn me a- 
way. 

Mif. Page, Thou'rt a good boy z thits ſecreflepof thine 
ſhall be a Ta&/or to thee, and ſhall make thee anew doublet 
and hoſe, VIE go hide me. 
Page, remember you your { . / Exit Ro 
me. OX {t. &-& Ra 
Miſ. Ford. Go to then; we'll uſe this unwholeſorfle hu- 


Turtles from lays.) _/egmr ee V Hh; Enter Fal. 
Fal. 3 ny port, my ALT Jewel ? Why, 
now let me die for [ have liv'd long enough : "This is the 
period of my ambition; O this bleſſed hour,/ 

Mif. Ford. Q ſweet Sir Fobn/ 


Ford): now ſhall I fin in my wiſh g I would thy Husban 
were dead, IIEſpeak it before the beſt Lord, I would make 
thee my Lady. 

Miſ *Ford. 1 your Lady, Sir Fobn ? Alas, I ſhould be a 
pitiful Lady, 

Fal. Let the Court of France ſhew me ſuch another; 1 
ſee how'thine Eve would emulate the Diamond : Thou 
haſt the right arched-b of the brow, that becomes the 


EE — Wo 


444. Ford. A plain Kerchif Sir 7obn: 

My brows become nothing elſe, nor that well neither. 
Fal. Thou art a tyrant to ſay ſo; thou would'ſt make 
an abſolute Courtier, and the firm fixure of thy foor 
would give an excellent motion to thy gate, in a ſemicir- 
cled Farthingale. 1 fee what thou wertz if Fortune thy 
foe were not, Nature thy friend : Come, thou canſt not 
hide it. 

Miſ Fed. Believe me, there's no ſuch thing in me. 

Fal. What made me love thee ? Let that perſtwade thee 
There's ſomething extraordinary in thee » Come, I cannot 
cog, and ſay, thou art this and that, like a many of theſe 
liſping Haw-thorn buds, that come like women in mens 
apparel, and ſmell like Buck/ers-verry in ſimpling-time; | 
cannot; but 1 love thee, none bur thee ; and thou deſer- 
veſt it. 

Mif. Ford. Do not betray me, Sir ; I fear you love Mrs. 
Page. 

Fa]. Thou mighr'ſt as well fay, I love to walk by the 
Counter-Gate, Which is as hateful to me as the reek of a 
Lime<kilft. 

Mil. Ford. Well, heavÞn knows how I love you, and you 
ſhall one day find it. 

Fal. Keepin that mind , VIE deſerve it. 

M:[. Ford. Nay, I mult tell you, ſoyou do ; orelſe 1 
could not be in that mind. VVithin. 
Rob. Miltre Ford, Miſtri8{Ford, here's Miſtrs\P age at the 
door, ſweafing, and blowing, and looking wildly, and 
would needs ſpeak with you preſently. 


F/. She ſhall not ſee me ; 1 will enſconce me behind the 
Arras. 


What's the matter ? how now 7 Feame QUEnter Mif. Page, 
Mi!. Page. O MytreFord. wWhar have you done ? 
You'reſham'd, y'are overthrown, y*are undone tor ever. 
M!/. Frrd, What's the matter, good Miltris Page ? 

A/. Page. O welka-day, MutrefFord, having an ho- 


Enlor Ro 619 | 


* Rob. My M. Sir Fobn, is comEin at your back doon( Miſ” 


ei. Page. I warrant thee; if I do not aCt it, hiſs 


midity, this groſs watry Pumpiongwelkeach him to know | 


Fal. Miſtrs{Ford, 1 cannot cog, I cannot _ ver, 


pes ire, the Tire-Valianor any Tire of Venetian ad= 
hr 0-71 


neſt man to your husband, to give him ſach cauſe of ſu< 
pition, 
Miſ. Ford, What cauſe of ſuſpition f 


How am I miſtook in you 
AL/. Ford. Why (alas)$ what's the matter ? 
Mi/. Page. Your husband's coming hither y (woman), 
with all the Officers in V/V/;nd(cr, to ſearch for a Gentle-! 
man that he ſays is here now inthe houſe y by your cone 


ſent, to take an ill advantage of his abſences you are un- 
done. 


Miſe Ford. Tis not fo, Ihope” 


| am glad of it; burif you have a friend hcre, convey, con- 
vey him out. 


defend your Reputation, or bid farewell to your good life 
for ever. 


dear friend  andI tear not my own ſhame fo much as his 
perils I had ratherthana thouſand pound he were our of 
the houſe. | 

AM;/. Page. For ſhame, never ſtand (you had rather, and 
you had rather )z your husband's here at hand, bethink 
you of ſome conveyancezin the hpuſe you cannot hide him. 
Oh, how have you deceiv'd me# Look, here is a basker, if 
he be of any reaſonable ſtature, he may creep inhere, and 
throw foul linnen upon him, as if it were going to bucking : 
Cir is whiting time, ſend him by your two men to Datch- 
t-Mead. 

Miſ. Ford. He's too big to go in there : What ſhall I 
Jo? * Reeabir Palttalf: 

Fl. Lect me ſee*t, let me ſze*t, O let me ſee't ; 
| PlCin, Pldin; Follow your friends counſel ; PILjn. 

Mil. Page. Whar, Sir Fobz Falſtaff, are theſe your Let- 

ters, Knight ? | 


Fal. I love thee help me awa - letme creep inhere: IR 
never e goes inf Me Doo hed "WE Go 


: 


Mil. Ford. VVhat, fobn, Robert, fobn, 
cloathes here, quickly s V Vhere's the Cowl-ſtaff * Look 
how you drumble : Carry them to the Landreſs in Daz 
et-Mead 5 qui JS CARL | 

Ford. Pray you come near if I ſuſpect without cauſe, 
VVhy then make ſport at me, then let me be your jeſt, ' 
| deſerve it, How now? VVhether bear you this? 

Ser. To the Landrefs, forſooth. 

Miſ: Ford. VVhy, what have you to do whether they 
bearit? You were beſt meddle with Buck-waſhing. 

Ferd. Buck ? 1 would Icould waſh my ſelf of the Buck: 
Buck, Buick, Buck 
ſeaſon too, it ſhall ppear. Exe. Jeoro7 

Gentlemen, 1 have dream'd_to night y FIC tell you 
my dream : here, here, here ®*be my Keys; aſcend my | 
Chambers, ſearch, ſeek, find out » PIE warrant we lhun- 
kennel the Fox. Let me ſtop this way firſt; So, now un- 
CO . C 


. ; þ 
M. Ford. Pray you do fo; ſhe's a very tatling woman, 


Page. Good Maſter F.rd, be contented: 
You wrong your ſelf too much, 

Fird. True (Maſter Puge)e Up Gentlemen you ſhall ſee 
ſport anon rarer me, Gentlemen. 


Evans. This 1s ferry <ancaſtical humours and jealou- 
fies. | 
Cai. By gar, *tis nothe faſhion of France ; it 1s not jear } 


Exeunt, 


A SWUS: & 


45 | 


M,/. Page. What rouf of ſuſpitton ? Out upon you : 


Miſe Page. Pray heaven it be not fo, that you have ſich | 

a man here z bur'tis moſt certain your husband's coming | 

. 4 with half YV/ind/07 at his heels, to ſearch for ſuch a ons, I | 

Miſ. Ford. Do (o; go tell - Maſter 1 am alone; Mitreſfcome before totell you : If you. know your ſelf clear, why, | 
C 


Be not amaz'd, call all your ſenſes to you, | 


Mi. Ford. What ſhall I do? There is a Gentleman, my | 


Mi. Page. Help to cover your Maſter (boy): Call your | 
men (MittrgfFord)s You diflembling Knighw® 
& theſe 


ack : I warrant you Buck, and of the | 


hk Fe. Fo\as 


; 


| 


— 


, 


| 


Wo» 


/. Page. Is there nota double load in this ? 
Mz(. Ford. 1 know not which pleaſes me berrer, that my 
Husband is deceived, or Sir Fob. 
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T he merry Wives of Wind(or. 


| Mil.Page. VVhata taking 
45,* who was in the basker 
Mil Ford. 1 am half afraid he will have need of waſh- 
ing ; ſo throwing him into the Water will do him a be- 


nefit. 
Miſ. Page. Hang him, diſhoneſt Raſcal; 1 would all of 


= he in when your husbanc | 


the ſame {train were in the ſame diſtreſs. 
MiCFeird Ithink my husband hath ſome ſpecial ſuſpition 
of Falſtaff being here{ I never ſaw him ſo groſs in his jea- 
louſe till now. ; 
-M;\ Page. T will lay a plot to try that, and we will yet 
"ve more tricks with Falfaffg? his dilſolure Diſeaſe will 
{carce obey this Medicine. | 
M7 Ford. Shall we fend that fooliſh Carrion, Mil. 
9vickly to him, 'and excuſe his throwing into the Water, 
and give him another hope, to betray him to another pu- 
niſhment ? 
Miſ. Page. We'lſdo it ; let him be ſent for tomorrow by 
Eight a clock, to have amends. Enter All. 
Ford. I cannot find him, may be the Knave bragg'd of 
that he could not compals. 
Miſ. Page. Heard you that ? 
Mif. Ford. You uſe me well, Maſt. Ford do you? 
Ford Ay Ay doſo 
Mif. Page. HeavPn make you better than your thoughts. 
Ford. kraen. 
&111/. Pape. 
Ferd). 
Ford yl muſt bear it. | 
Ew. If there be any pody in the houſe, and in the cham- 
bers, ang in the coffers, and in the preſles : heaven forgive 
my fins. 
ai By gar, nor] to ere is no bodies. 
Page. Fie, fie, Ms Ford, are you not aſham'd ? What 
Spirit, what Devil ſuggeſts this imagination ? I would no\ 
ha your Diſtemper in this kind, for the Wealth of VVindſor- 
Ceftle. 
W "Tis my fault,(M. Page): 1 ſuffer for it. 
Ev. You ſufter for a pad conſcience ; your Wife is as ho- 
neſt a o'mans, as 1 will deſires among five thoufand, and 


You do your ſelf mighty wrong (Mr. 


ef 


! 


five hundred too. by 
Cai. By gar, I ſee *tis an honeſt Woman. 


Ford. VVelly I promis'd you a Dinner ; cpme, come, 
walk in the Park« I pray you pardon me; I will hereafter 
make known to you why I have done this. Come Witez 
come Mi. Page; I pray you pardonrhe: Pray heartily par- 
don me. 

Page. Let's goin, Gentlemen; but (truſt me) we*Umock 
him : Ido invite you to morrow morning to my houſe to 
Breakfaſt ; after, we'lla birding together ; I have a fine 
Hawk for the buſh. Shall it be ſo? 

Ford. Any thing. 

Evan. If there is one, I ſhall make two inthe Compa- 


ny 


Cai. If there be one or two, I ſhall make-{e turd. 
Ford. Pray you go, M Page. | 
Evan. I pray you now remembrance to morrow onthe 
lowſie Knave, mine Hoſt. 
Cai. Dat is good by gar, With all my heart. 
van, Alowſie Knave, tohave his ghes, and his mocke- 


ries. Exeunt. 
C— 
CO CET A 


Scena an 


X bd}. 


- 


| Fen. I ſee | cannot get thy Father's love ; 
Therefore no more turn me to him,(ſweet Non ). 


VVhy how now ? VVhat do's Maſter Fenton here 2 & £ 


Changes to Pages eoF 
Enter Fenton, 17-1 mſgs 


| An. A'as! how then? 


il 


let him woof for him- 


Fen VVhy, thou muſt be thy ſelf. 
He doth objeCt 1 am too great of birth, 
And that my ſtate being gall d with my expence, 

| ſeek to heal it on'y by his Wealth. 

Beſides theſe, other bars he lays befo: e me, 

My Riots paſt, my wild Societies; 

And tells me, *risa thing impoſſible 

[ ſhould love thee, bur as a property. 

An. May be he tells yon true. 

Fen. No, heaven fo ſpeed me in my time tocom 
Albeit1 will confeſs, thy Father's Wealth 
VVas the firſt motive that I woo'd thee ( {nr : 

Yet wooing thee, I found thee of mare value 
Than ſtamps in'Gold, or ſums in ſealed Bags ; 
And 'tis the very Riches of thy ſelf | 
That nowl aim at. 
An, Gentle M/Fenton, 
Yet ſeek my Father's love, till ſeek it, fir : 
If gyportunity and humbleſt ſuit  .: 
Cannot attain it, why then-hark you hither, _-/" IJ 

Shal. Break their talk, Miſtre.Yuickly Comp 
My Kinſman ſhall ſpeak for himſelf. Xl. 

Slen. VIE make a ſhaft or a bolt or't : *d'slid 'tis but ven- 
turing, 

S hal. Be not diſmaid, 

Slen. No, ſhe ſhall not diſmay me: 

I care not for that, but I am affeard. 

2%i. Hark ye; M." Slender would ſpeak a word with 
you. 

An. I come to him. This is my Father's choice. 

O, what a World of vilee i!l-favour'd faults 
Lookg handſomein three hundred pounds a year 
24ui. And how do's good Maſter Fenton ? 
Pray you, a word with you. 
Shal. She's coming ; to her Coz, 
O boy, thou had'ſt a Father/ 

Slen. T had a Father, (M Ann); my Uncle can tell you 
good jeſts of hims Pray you, Uncle, tell MZAnmthe jeſt, 
_ my Father ſtole two Geeſe our of a Pen, good Un- 
cle. 

Shal. Miſtrs/An"», Couſin loves you. 

Slen,Az,chat Ido, as well as I love any Woman in Gloce- 
fterſhire, 

Shal, He will maintain you like a Gentlewoman. 

SlenAzthat I will; come cutand long-tail, under thede 
gree oFa Squire. 

Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty pounds Join- 
ture. 

Ann, Good Maſter Shallow, 
ſelf. | 

Shal, Marry, 1 thank you for it; 1 thank you for that / 
good comfort ; ſhe calls you (Coz): I&leave you, 

An. Now, Maſter Slender, 

Slen. Now,good Miſtris Anne, | 

An. VVhat is your Will? 

Slen. My Will ? Od's-heart-lings, that's a pretty jeſt in- 
deed I ne're made my Will yet(Ithank heaven); Iam not 
ſuch a ſickly creature, I give heavgn praiſe. 

Hon. I mean (M. Slender), what would you with 
me * 

Slen, Truly for mine own part, I would little or nothing 
with you; your Father and my Uncle have made m 1ons; 
ifit be my luck, ſo; if not, happy man be 
can tel] you how things go better t 

our Father ; here he comes./_/2272.2, yl Fa {err //, 
Page, Now Maſter Slender : Love him,daughter Anne, 


You wrong me, Sir, thus ſtill to haunt my houſe : 
I reflyon, Sir, my daughteris diſpos'd of. 

Fen. Nay, Maſter Page, be not impatient. 
Miſ. Page. Good Maſter Fenton, come notto my child. 
Page. She 18 no match for you. 
Fen. Sir, will you hear'me ? 
Page. No, good Maſter Fentcn. 


md 


—— 


__ 


Come | 
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Es ee de i i Pn 


+7 | Anne, or | would MaſteP Slender had her: or (in footh ) 
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Come Maſter Shallow; Come Son Slender, ing 
Lai. Speak to Miſtreſs Page. e, 4<lr Slerde?/ 
Fen. Good Miſtreſs Page, for that I love your daughter 
In ſuch a righteous faſhion as [ do, 

Perforce, againſt all checks, rebukes, and manners, 

I muſt advance the colours of my love, 

And not retire. Let me have your good will. 

eAnne. Good Mother, do not marry me to yon fool. 
Miſ. Page. 1 mean it not, I ſeek you a better huſ- 
band. 

ui. That's my Maſter, Maſter Doctor. 

Anne, Alas Thad rather be fer quick r'th earth, 

And bowl'd to death with Turneps. | 
Ms. Page. Come, trouble not your felf good Maſter 
Fenton, I will not be your friend, nor enemy : 
My daughter will..I queſtion how ſhe loves you, 

And as | find her, fo am | affetted « 

Till then, farewell Sir; ſhe muit needs goin, 
Her Father will be angry. / Ex SW Page v Anne. 
Fen. Farewell gentie Miſtreſs ; farewell Nay. 

Lui. Thisis my doing now g Nay, faidI, will you caſt 
away your child on a Fool, @#- Phyſician ? 

Look on Maſter Feng.this is my doing. 


Knowing my mind, you wrong me, Maſter Fenton. {7 BY l thrown into the Ford ; I have my belly full of Ford. 
[2 


Fal. Miſtreſs Ford ?: ] have had Ford enongh, 1 was 


Q; Alas the day{(good-heart)ythat was not her fanle: 
ſhe do's ſotake on with her men ; they miſtook their e- 
rection. 4 : | - ( promiſe: 

Fal. SodidI mine, to build upon a fooliſh Womans 

£%i. Well,ſhe lamentgfir forir,charit would yern your 
hearrto ſee its her husband goes this morning a birdings 
the defires you once more to come toher, between eight 
and nine « I muſt carry ber word quickly; ſhell make 
you amends, I warrant you. , 


what a man is: Let her conſider his frailty, and then 
judgeof my merit. 
Q:, I will tell her. o 
Fa/. Do ſa, Between nine and tenyſajit thou ? 
94.” Eight and nine Sir. 
Fal. Well, be gone z I will not miſs her. 


Fal. Well, I will viſit her; tell her fo ; and bid her think | 


. - Exit. | 


; 


| 


P 


4 


4. Peace be with you Sir, 
Fil. I marvel | hear not of Maſter Bro z heſenr me } 
word to ſtay within : Ilike hi Baa? 
Seema XV // Enter Ford. | 


Ford./Blets you fir. 


Fen. I thank thee ; and I pray thee once to night, 
224i. Now heaven ſend thee good fortunega kind heart 
ſach a kind heart. But yet, I would my malterhad Miltres 


would Maſter Fenton had her I will do whar I can for 
them all three, for ſo I have promis'd, and I'IE be as good 
as my word, but ſpeciouſly for Maſter 5enron. Well, I 
muſt of another errand to Sir folnrFalpaffy from my two / 
Miſtreſſes ; whata beaſt amI toſlack it./ xit. 


Pp, 


Scena oy rony wo 
Enter Falſtaſfy Bardolh. Sn 


Give my ſweet Nan this Ring : thews for thy pain:. Extt.| 


he hath y a woman would run through fire and water for | I wasat her hoyſe the hour ſhe appointed me. 


paſt betwcei me and. Fords wife. 
Ford. That indeed ( Sir Fohbn 4 is my buſineſs. 
Fa! Maſter.5roqa; I will not lie to you; 


Ford. And ſped you Sir? 
Fal. very l11-favour'dly, Maſter Brooſe Fe 
Ford. How Sirg did ſhe change her determination ? 


Fal. No (M&BroeA) but the peaking Cornuto her hu | 
band ( Ms Brook) dwelling in a continual larum of jea- | 
louſiey comes in the inſtant of our encounteg after we had } 
| embrac'd,kigd proteſted, &(asit were)(poke the prologue | 


of our Comedy ; and at his heels, a rabble of his compa- 
nions, thither provoked and inttigated by his diſtemper, 
and (forſooth ) toſearch his hoafe for his wifes love. 
Fo at} While you were there ? 
Fal. While I was there. 


Fal. You ſhall hear.As good luck would have it,comes 
in one Mitſtri | 
and 6y her invention, and Fords wives difts 
conveyed me into a Buck-basket. 


they 


Fal. Bardolfh ſay. 


Bar. Here _ 
Fal. Go, fetch zart of Sack, put a toſt in't. 
Havel liv'd to bes in a Basket, like a barrow of 


butchers Offal z and to be thrownin"the Thames ? Well, 
if | be ſerved ſuch another trick, I If have my brains 
tahe our and butter'd, and give them to a dog for a 
New-years gift. The rogues E@Wed me into the river 
with as little remorſe, as they would have drown'd a 
blind bitches Puppies, fifteen th litter ; and you may. 
know by my ſize, that I have a kind of alacrity in fink- 
ing : if the bottom were as deep as hell, I ſhould down. 
I had been drown'd, but that the ſhore was ſhelvy aud 
ſhallow; a death that | abhor,: for the water ſwells a 
man yz and what a thing ſhould I have been when Thad 
been ſwell'd? 1 ſhould have been a Mountain of Mum: 
my. FE Erfer 
Bar. Here's Miſtreſs 2uick/y,Sir, to ſpeak with you. 
Fal. Come, let me pour in ſome Sack to the Thames 
water ; for my belly's as cold 


Ar” i; = Naw it He Ach Crew! 


Bar. Come in woman-./Z£me- X V /» Enter Quickly. 
ni. By your leave : | cry your mercy ? 
Give your worſhip good morrow. 
Fat. Take away theſe Challices : 
Go, brew mea porrle of Sack finely. 
Bard. With Eggs; Sir ? 
Fal. Simple of it 1elf? PlC-no Puſlet-Sperm in my 


a= 
as if I had ſwallowdd ſnow- | red the pangs of three ſeFer deaths : firit, an inrollera- 
f- ; for pills to cool the reins, 1] her in; 'ble fright, to be detected jealous rotten Bell-wea.. 


A. (ordaining he ſhould be a Cuckold) held his hande well, 
on went he for a ſearch, and away went I for foul} 


helford A Buck basket? 

al, Yeaz a Buck-basket ; ram? 
and Smocks, Socks, foul Stockin 
( Maſter _ 

villanous ſmellsthar ever offended noſtril. 

Ford. And how long lay you there? 

Fal Nay) you ſhall hear ( Maſter Brook ) whar I 
have ſuffered, to bring this woman to evil,. for your 
good + Being thus crafn'd in the basket, a couple of Fords | 
Knaves, his hinds, were call'd forth by their Miſtrs/ to 
carry me in the name of foul Cloaths to Datcher-lane ; 
they took me on their ſhouldersz mer the jealous Knave 
their Maſter in the door y who ask'd them once or twice 
what they had in their Basker} 1quak'd' for fear, leſt 
the Lunatick Knave would have ſcarch'd iF; but Fate 


Cloaths :, But mark the fequelh ( Maliter *5ruu&,) 


ther ; next tobe compalſs'd like a good Bilboyin the cir- 
cumference of a peck, hilt to point, heel to head; And 
rthen to be ſtopt inglike a itrong diſtillation, with ſtink- 
ing Cloaths,..that fretted in their own greaſe: think of 
char, a man of my Kidney z think of that, that amas ſub- 
jet ro heat as Butter a man of continual diflolution, 
and thaw ; it was a miracle to (cape ſuttocation, And in 
che height of this BathjD when | was more than baif 


brewage. how now ? 
Qi. Marry Sir, 1 come to your worſhip from MijFord | 


ltew'd in greaſe 7 like a Dutch-difhy tobe thrown into 
the. 


Fa!. Now Malter Brooke; you come to know what hath | 


Ford. And did he ſearch for youg& could not find you ? þ 

age, gives intelligence of Ford: approach ql 
| 
f 


in with foul Shirts | 
\ greaſie Napkins, that, | 
) there was the rankeſt compound of þ 


H 
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the Thames, and cool'd. glowing hot, in that ſeyge like a 
Hoffhoe ; think of that z hiſſing hot; think of that(Ma- 
ter Brock, ) 
Ford. In good ſadneſs Sir, I am ſorry. that for my ſake 
you ſuffergd all this. My uit then js deſperate : You'll 
undertake her no more ? 

Fal. Maſter Erookk : | will be thrown into Erna, as I 
have been into "Thames, ere I will leave her thusg her 
husband is this morning gone a birding; | have received 
from her another @nbaſlie of meeting 5 *rwixt eight and 
nineis the houry ( Maſter Brock ) 

Ford. *Tis palt eight alreadyySir. 

Fal Isit ? 1will thenaddreſs me to my appointment, 
Come to me at your convenient leiſure, and you ſhall 
know how | ſpeed ; and the concluſion ſhall be crowngd 
with your enjoying her; adien, you ſhall have her 
( Maſter Broogh)) Maliter Brood, you ſhall cuckold, 
Ford. Exit. 
Ford. Hum haf is this a viſion ? is this a dream ? 
do 1 ſleep ? Maſter Ford awake; awake Maſter Ford; 
there's a hole made in your beſt coat, (Maſter Ford) this 
*is to be married ! this *tis to have Linnen,_and Buck- 
baskers { Well, 1 will proclaim my ſelf what 1 am; 1 
will now take the Leacher; heis.at at my houlezhe cannot 
ſcape me ; *tis impoſlible he ſhould ; he cannot creep into 
a half penny purlie, nor into a Pepfer-boxs Butleſt the 
Devil that guides him, ſhould aid him, 1 will ſearch im- 
poſſible places ; tho'what I amy. cannot avoid ; yet to 
be what | would not, ſhall not make me tame: If I have 
horns, to make one mad, let the proverb go with me, I'l 


be horn-mad. > 
[rake 


Aus 5 Guartus. Sfena Prima. 
CA4-65 FCS C-+ 
Enter Miſtreſs Page, Quickly, William, Mn 


Miſ. Page. Is he at M. "Fords already think'ſt thou ? 
924i, Sure he is by this y or will be preſently ; but tru- | 
ly he is vergcouragious mad, about his throwing into 
the water» Miſtreſs Ford deſires you to come ſuddenly. 
Miſ. Page. T\E be with her by and by; IE but bring 
my young man here to Schoole look where his Maſter 
comes: *tisa playing-day I ſee | or now Sir Hugh,. no 
"|School to day ? Eem EMS . 
Eva. No; Maſter Slender is let the boys leave to play- 

Q-;. *Bleſſing of his hearr./ 

Mil. Page. Sir Hugh, my Husband ſays my Son pro- 
firs nothing in the world at his Book; I pray you, ask 
| bim ſome queſtions in his Accidence. 

Eva, Come x9 chr rg : hold up your head;come. 


your Maſter, be not afraid, 
' Evan. William, how many Numbers is in Nouns ? 
Will. Two. ; 
£4. Truly, 1 thought there had been one Number 
more, becauſe they ſay, od's Nowns. 
Ewan. Peace, your tatlings. What is ( Fair) William * 
Will Pulcher. 
B.. Poulcats ? there are fairer things than Poulcats, 
ſure, 
| Evan. You are a very ſimplicity o'man; I pray you 
peace. What is ( Lapis) William * 
Wikl. A ftone. 
Evan, And whatis a Stoney( William ? ) 
Ill. A Pedble. 
Ewan, No ; itis Lapis; 1 pray you rememberin your 


cuſativo, hive, hang, hog. 


tive caſe ( William? ). 


[your Pronouns. 


 ferance; I ſee you are obſequious in your love, and I pro- 


the ſimple office of love, but in all the accouſtrement, 
Miſ. Taze. Come firrah; hold up your head; anſwer | 


1:11. Articles are*borrcudd of it © Fronoun ard be 
thus declin$d, Sin: vlariter v1 imatic'o, bc, | ac, "7H 
Evan. Neminati- © big, lags. Fig; prey you mark ; 
Genitivo huſus : Well, what is your Acerjatrze caſe. 

Will. Awuſative hmc. 

Evan. 1 pray you have your 1em:en.Lrance (chiid $2 


.2ui. Hang: hog is Latire for Pacen, I warrant you. 
Eva. Leave you pratbles,( o'man ) V\ hatis the Feea- 


Will. O, Vocativgy 0. 

Evan. Remember William, Fecatize, is caret, 

924i. And that's a good tot. ; 

Evan. CO'man, ſorbear. 

Miſ. Page. Peace. 

Evan. What is your Geniiiwe caſe tlural,( William?) 

Will. Genitive cale £ 

Ewan. Au. 

Will. Geni:ive herum, harim, herum. 

.Qxi. "Vengeance of Ginyves caſe ; fie on het } rever 
name her ( child ) if ſhe be a whore. 

Eva. For ſhame,o*man. 

£4. You do ill ro- teach the child fuch words: he 
teaches him to hickand to hack, which they'll do foft e-| 
nough of themſelves; and to call horum ; fie upon yon! 

Evan. O'man, art thon Lunages ? haſt thou no un-' 
derſtandings.for thy Caſes, and the numters of the Gen- 
ders? Thou art as fooliſh Chriſtian creatures as 1 wonld 
defires 

Mi. Page. Prgthee hold thy peace. 

Evan, Shew me now ( #//l;an ) ſome declenfions of 


| 


Will. Forfooth, Ihave forpor. . 

Eva. It iS Qui, que, qued ; if yon forget your Quies, 
your Que, and your Q«0ds, you mult be preeches : Go 
your ways, and play, go. 

M, Pa. He is a better Scholar then I thought he was. 

Eva. He is a good ſprag- memory + F arewel}, Af, Pg. 

Miſ. Page. Adieu ygood Sir Hugh. 1 


Get you home 20) © ſtay too long. / Exennt 


——_— — 
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adn, oo 
Scena Secunda. 


F340; HoudCT. 


Fal- Miſtreſs Ford, your ſorrow hath eaten up my ſuf- 
feſs requiral toa- hairs breadth, not only Miſtreſs Ford, in 


complement, and ceremony of it « bur are you ſure of 
your husband now ? 
Mi/. Ford. He'sa birding 1( ſweet fir fob.) 


Mi/. Ford. Step into th'chamber, Sir Fobn. Enter. 
Miſ. Page. Row now ( ſweet heart, ) who's at home 
beſides your ſelf? 

Miſ. Ford. Why, none but mine own people. 

Mi/. Page. Indeed ? 

Miſ: Ford. No certainly y ſpeak louder. 

Aſ. Page. Truly, lam ſoglad you have no body here. 
Hi}. Page. Why woman, your husband is in his old. 
nes again; he fo takes on yonder with my husband, ſo 
rails again!t all married mankind y ſo curſes all Eves 
danghters, of what complexion ſoevery and ſo buffets 


AO 


prain. 
| Will. Lopes. 
Evan. "Ihatis a good William: what is he( William ) 


himſelf on the fore-head 3 crying peer-out, pcer-out, 
that any madneſs | ever yet beheld,dJeem'd but tameneſs, 
civility,,and patierce to this his diſtemper he is in'now ; 


that does lend arc cles! 


I am glad the fat Knight is not heres 
Miſ: Ford. 


FO ——— 


| 

2.74 

Miſ. Page. What hoa, goſſip Ford { what hoal WYhth | 
as, 

| 
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te Miſ. Ford. Why dow he talk of him ? it down, obey him : quickly, Giparce SET Enter Ser WY, 


Mz[. Page. Of none but him, and ſwears he was car-| 1 Ser. Come, come, take it up. — 
k : [::84 out the laſt time he ſearch'd for him, in a Basket z] = Ser. Pray heaven itbe not full of the Knight agaig. - 
; roteſts to my husband he is now here, and hath drawn| 1 Ser. I hope not, I had as lief bear fo much Lead.} as 
him and the reſt of their company from their ſport, to| "For4Apbut if it prove true, (Maſter Page)jhave you any 
AS make another experiment of his ſuſpicion ; But I amglad | way then to unfool me again ? Set down the Basker villainz | 
the knight is not here; now he ſhall ſee his own foole- | ſomebody call my wife: Youth in a Basket! Oh you Pan- 319. 


derly Raſcals, there's a knot: a gffig, a pack, a conſpira- | Pa 4L;, 
al TT, Ford. How near is ke,MiſtriſP age ? cy againſt me; Now ſhall the Devil be ſhamJ. WV hat, P | 
Mf. Page. Hard by, at ſtreets end,he will be here anon. | Wife I ſay ; Come, come, forth z hehold what honeſt | * | 
Mif. Ford. I am undone, the Knight is here. ; clqthes you ſend for.to bleaching 
My. Page. Why then you are utterly ſham'd, and he's age. Why, this pafſes*Mr. Ford: you are not to go 
bat a dead man. What a woman are you? away with | looſe any longer, you mult be pinnion'd, 
him, away with him; Better ſhame than murther. Evans, Why, this is Lunaticks; this is mad as a mad 
Miſ. Ford. Which way ſhould he go? How ſhquid 1] dog. 4 
*) beſtow him ? Shall I put him into the bask Shal. Indeed M@Ford, this is not well indeed. : 


7 No, IÞ come no more 1'th Basket ;/cemMe—Enter. Ford. So fay I too firſcome hither Miſtrs Ford, Miſtra) | 
May I not go out gr come ? lil. Fall; Ford,the honeſt woman, the modeſt wife, the vertuous 4/7 
Miſ. Page. Alas three of Maſter Fords brothers watch | creature, that hath the jealous fool to her busband: 1 


/ 
4 
: 


er | the door with Piſtolf that none ſhall iſe outy otherwiſe | ſuſpe&t without cauls, (Miltrg),dol ? | 

; you might ſlip away ere he came: But what make you | Ms. Ford. Heaven be my witneſs you do,if you fuſpect 

here? me in any diſhonelty. - : 

1e Fal. What ſhall 1do? TIEcreepup into the chimney. Ferd, Well faid,brazen-face, hold it out: Comg forth þ 
e- Miſ. Ford. There they always uſe to diſcharge their | ſicrah. Lils The. {lou Hs ob of He Dads 
af | Birding-pieces , creep into the Kill-hole, Page. This paſſes. 
n- Fal. Where is it? Miſ. Ford. Are you not aſham'd? let the cloathes alone. 
N- M1. Ford. He willſeek there,on my word: Neither | For4. I ſhall find you anon. 


d| Preſs, Coffer, Cheſt, Trunk, Well, Vaule, but be hath | Ewvans.*Tis unreaſonable; will you take up your wifes 
an abſtraCt for the remembrance of ſuch places, and goes | cloathes ? Come, away 
to them by his Note, There is no hiding you 1n the Ford. Empty the Baker I ſay. 


of houſe. Mif. Ford. Why man, why 
| Fal- PlCgo out then. Ford. Maſter Page, as lam a man, there was orle con- 
Miſ. Ford. If you go outin your own ſemblance, you | vey'd out of my houſe yeſterday in th&Basker; why may 
" die,Sir Fohn, unleſs you go out diſguis'd. How might we | not he be there again ? in my houſe Iam ſure he is; my 
6 diſguiſe him ? intelligence is true, my jealouſie is reaſonable; pluck me 


Mfc. Page. Alaſs-the-day,I know not; there is no wo | out all the linnen. 


' mans Gown big enough for hjm z otherwiſe he might put Miſ. Ford. If you y* a man there, he ſhall die a Fleas 
4 e on a Hat, a Muffler, a Kerchyft, and fo eſcape. death. ,» 
; Fal. Good hearth. deviſe Tomething: any extremity, | Page. Here's no mill FX | 
tf rather than miſchief. . Shat- By my fidelity this is not well Me Ford; This 
Mi. Ford. My Maids Aunt, the fat woman of Brain-| wrongs you. 0 », 1 
ford, has a Gown above. Evan. Ma. Ford; you muſt pray, and not follow the ima- 


Miſ. Page. On my word, it will ſerve him; ſhe's as | gmations of your own heart; this is jealouſics. 

| big as he isz and there's her thrumb Hat, and her Muffler | Ford. Well, he's not herel ſeek for. 

to0# run up Sir Fobn. | Page. No, not no whereelfe but in your bfain. 
Mif. Ford. Go, go, ſweet Sir Fobny Miftrhſ Page and Ford. Help to ſearch my houſe this ope time; if 1 fli 

[ will look ſome linnen for your head, not whatI ſeek, ſhew no colour  cxrtmiry) Ler 

Mz. Page. Quick, quick, we'll come dreſs you ſtraight: | me for ever be your Table-ſport; Let them ſay of me as 

put on the Gown the while. Fall. Exit.| jealous as Ford, that ſearched a hollow Wall-nut for his 
Ms. Ford. 1 would my husband would meet him in this | Wives Lemaian. Satisfie me once more, once more ſearch 

ſhape; he cannot abide the old woman of Brainford; he | with me. ' 

ſwears ſhe's a Witch, forbad her my houſe; and hath | Ai. Ford. What hoa (Miſtrts) Page) come you and | 


— Lad 


y threatned to beat her. the old woman down; my Husband will come into the | 
«Fw Miſ. Page. Heaven guide him to thy husbands cudgell ; | Chamber. | 
f | and the Devil guide his cudgell afterwards! Ford. Old woman whatold woman's that ? 
' Miſ. Ford. Butis my tiusband coming ? . M1. Ford. VVhyjitis my Maids Aunt of Brainford. 
f Mi. Page Ayin good ſadneſs is he, and talks of the Baſ-| Ford. A VVitch. a Quean, an old cozening Quean; 
ket too, hoWloever he hath had intelligence. Have I not forbid her-mwhouſe ? She comes of errand 


Miſ. Ford. We'll try that; for PE appoint my men | do's ſhe ? VVe are ſimple men, we do not know what's 
to carry the basket again, to meet him at the door wich | brought to paſs under the profeſſion of Fortune telling. 


Ai. Ford. Goſirs, take the Basket again on your| AM. Page. Are you not aſham'd ? 
fhoulders; your Maſter is hard at door ; if he bid you or] [ chink you have kill d the poor woman, 
BO E 


j 
| 4 y See Ne No % Dag? 9 7. 


; -Jit, as they did laſt time. She works by Charms, by Spells, by th'Figure, and ſach | 

| Mi. Page. Nay, bur he'll be here preſently ; let's go | dawbry as this is, beyond onr Element; we know no- 

| dreſs him like the Witch of Brainford. thing. Come down you VVitch, you Hag you, comg 

; Mſ. Ford. PIC firſt direct my men, what they ſhall downgiips . 

£ do with the Basket; Go up, VIE bring linnen for him 24/. Ford. Nay, good ſweet husband, 

| ſtraight. men, let him not ſtrike the ol , | 14 - 

Miſ. Page. Hang himydiſhoneſt Varler, - Page. Come pive-me your: 

1 We cannot miſuſe him enough g hand. L 
We'll leave a proof by that which we will do, | Ford. VIE Prat her : Out of my door you Y Vitch, you 
7 4 Wives may be merry, and yet honeſt too : Hag, you Baggage,you Poulcat,you Runnion,ou , quilt 
"I... e do not act, that often jeſt and laugh, conjure you, IE Fortune-tell you. þ boa 4 
/-— Tis old, but true, ſtill Swine eats all che draugh. Exit Fal. 


Miſ. Ford. 
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Mil. Ford. Nay, tie will do ity *tis a goodly credit for; Page. 'Tis well, *tis well; no moree 

"- Be not extream in ſubmiſſion, as in offence, 

Ford. Heng her Witch. | », | Butlet ourplotgo forward : Let our Wives _ 

Evans. By yea, and no, I think the o'man is a Witch YetJonce again (to make mp7 ſport) [ 025) 
indeed : 1 like not when a o'man has a great peard; 1 ſpl Appointa meeting with this old fart fellow, 
| a great peard under hafMutller, ; {> | Where we may take him, and diſgrace him for it. 

Ford. Will you follow Gentlemen, I beſeech you fol-} Ford. There isno better way than that they ſpoke of. 
low z ſee but the iſlue of my jealouſie ; If I'cry out thus | © Page. How ? to ſend him word they'll meer him in the | 
| upon no trad{never truſt me when I open again. | Park at midnight? Fie, fie, he'll never come. 

Page. Let% obey his humour a little further : Evan, You ſay he hath been thrown into the River; 
Come,Gentlemen. ; xeunt.| and has been grievouſly peaten, as an 91d o'mang me 

Mi. Page. Truſt mghe beat him moſt pitifully. thinks there ſhould be terrours in him,that he ſhould not | 

Mi. Ford. Nayyby th*Maſs that he did not; he beat | come ; Me thinks his fleſh is puniſt'd, he ſhall have no | 
him moſt unpitifully, me thought. defires. ; | | 

Miſ. Page. VIE have the cudgel hatlow'd., and hung| Page. 50 think I too. 
ore the Altar? it hath done meritorious ſervice. M. Ford. Deviſe but how you'll uſe him when he comes; | 
| Miſ. Ford, What think you ? May wewith the warrant And let us two deviſe to bring him thither. 4 | 

of Woman-hood, and the witneſs of a good conſcience, M. Page. There is an old tale goes, tfat Herne th ; 
purſue him with any further revenge ? Hunter (ſometime. a Keeper in Wmd/or Forreſt) | 

Miſ. Page. The ſpirit of wantonnefs is ſure ſcar'd ont | Doth all the Winter tune ar ſtill of midnight "i 
of him; if the Devil have him not in fee-ſimple, with fine | Walk round about an Oak, with raggUY horns, | 
and recovery, he will never, I think, in the way of waſte, And there he blaſts the tree? and takes the attel, 
attempt us again. And makes milch-kine yield blood, and ſhakes a chain 

Mi. Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how we have in a moſt hideous and dreadful manner. | 
ſerved him? You have heard of ſuch a ſpirit, and well you know | 

Miſ. Page. Yes, by all means; if it be but to ſcrape the | The ſuperſtitious idle-headed-F/4 
figures out of your husbands braine if they can find in | REcelv d, and did deliver to our age 
their hearts,-.the poor unvertuous fat Knight ſhall be any This tale of Herne the Hunter for a, truth; 
further affited, we two will flill be the miniſters. Page. Whyyet there want not many that do fear 

Mat{ Ford. V1Ewarrant they'lhave him publickly ſham'd, In deep of night to walk by this Hermes Oak F 
and methinks there would be no period to the jeſt, ſhould | But what of this ? , 
he not be publickly ſharf'd. Miſ. Ford. Marry this js our device, , | 

Miſ. Page. Cometo the Forge with it,- thenyſhape it : That Fa/2þþ at that Oak ſhall nfcet with us. XC 
I would not have things cool. [* Exeunt. Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he' com 

And in this ſhape when you have brought him thither 
What ſhall be done with hirp ? What is your plot ? \ 
by M Page. That likewiſe have we thought upon,and thus: 
"'F Nan Page(my danghter) and my little Son. = 


| And three or four more of their growth, we*l{ drefs | 
Srena mg Like Urchins, Ouphes, and Fairies, green and white, | 


V/ vi 7 | 
Chang at lo If 714 With rounds of waxen Tapers on their heads, 
l 


Enter Hoſt and Bardo And Rattles in their hands; upon a ſudden, 


As Falſtafſs, ſhe, and I, are newly met, 


Bar. Sir, the German deſires to have three of your Let them from forth a Saw-pit ruſh at once F-2 
horſes ; the Duke himſelf will be to morrow at Court, and - ape ſome diffuſed ſong? Upon their ſight 
chey are going, to'meet him. : We two, in great amazedneſs will flig : | 

Hf. What Duke ſhould that be comes ſ> ſecretly ? | Then ler them all encircle him about, | 
I hear not of him in the Court: let me ſpeak with the And Fairy-like to pinch the unclean Knight ; | 
Gentlemen; they ſpeak Engliſh? And ask him why that hour of Fairy Revel, J 
Kar. Sir? I'l£call them to you. In their ſo ſacred paths, he dares to tread | 
Ho#. They ſhall have my horſes, but IIEmake them |!" ſhape prophane: 
pay 3 PlEſawce them, they have had my houſesa week at Ford. And till he tell the truth, 


confmand ; | have tutn'd away my other gueſts,they muſt | -<* fe ſuppoſed Fairies pinch him Wund, 
, 4 And burn him with their Tapers. 
come oft, lEfawce them, come [E __ M:Page. The truth om. known, 
We'll all preſent our ſelves ; diftzag the ſpirit, 
And mock him home to Windſor. ? 
Ford. The Children muſt ; 
Srena foo \/ [1 F Be practis'd well to this, or they'll ne'r do't. j 
as * FFF Fo oy pA. Sau _—_ will reach the children their behaviours; and f 
Enter PateFord, Mi ris Page, Miſt r6ſor d, wo _ Jack-a-napes alſo, to burn the Knight with | p 
and Evans. 4 : 
Ford. Thef will be excellent, : 
['1Cgo buy Them vizards. | : 
Evans: *Tis one of the beſt diſcretions of a o'man as | Mi/. Page. My Nan ſhall be the Queen of all the Fairies; : 
ever | digapak upon. finely attired in a rphe of white. C 
Pape. Wd did he ſend you both theſe Letters atan in- | Page. That filk | go buy, and in thaegime 
ſtant ? Shall M7Slender ſte) my Nan away, [” As oC 
Miſ. Page Within a quarter of an hour. And marry her at Eaton e go, ſend to Falſtaffe ſtraight. 
Ford. Pardon me (wife ), henceforth do what thou wilt; Ford. Nay, I'l&to him again inname of ks 
[ rather will ſuſpe&t the Sun with gold 5 He'll tell me all his purpoſe » ſure he'll come. | 
Then thee with wantonnelſs ; mmgate thy honor ſtandy M1[. Page. Fear not you that :' Go get us properties | 
(In him that was of late an Heretick) And tricking for your Fairies, 
[ As firm « faith, Evans. Let us about it, | 


TN BS Ha 
XWEU 16nd him wot bo mule ny Ms ec. | 
A” [{uge hare rat 6,04 WI) Prrega ces Exhaw ag ant L2 


CAO RG HO 
— Hs 


a ets. þ La and ated 


7p ont > DG Dos 4 


» 
+ w 
A— as. All. A—— Eg 


T be merry Wives of Windl(or. 


— 1 


| 51. | 


is admirable pleaſures, and ferry hogeſt knavgries. 
©. Page. Go Miſ#Ford, [Be Page 
Send quickly to Sir Fobn, to know his mind j.-®) 
[Eto the DoCtory he hath,my good will, Weed 
And none but heyto m with Nan Pages 
agk &-landed) is an ldeot; 
of all aftets: *: 


That Slender, (tho 

And he, my 'Husband' cis: 

The Dottor is well mornſy'd, and his friends ' 

Potent at Court; he, nohe but he ſhall have her, * 

Thoag twenty thouſand worthier come tO is _ 
it, 


=. //// 
SWAN 


Scena 


| W AV . 
Enter Hoſt, Si 22D 


Hoſt. What wonld'ſt thon have (Boo what (thick- 
$kinYſpeak, breathe, diſcuſs; brief, ſhorr, quick,” ſnap. 
Sim. Marry, fir, I come to 
faffe from M.'Slender. > 
Hoſt. There's his Chamber, his Hvuſs, his Caſtle, his 
Standing-bed and Truckle-bed ; *tis painted about, with 
the {tory of the Prodigal, freſh and new; go, knock and 
call; he'll ſpeak like an Anthropophaginian . unto thee : 
Knock I ſay. my 
: Sim. There's anold woman, a fat woman gone up in- 
to his Chamber; I d as ſtay, ſir, till ſhe come 


down ; I Hae to ſpeak with her indeed, 


ſpeak with Sir Fobs Fal- 


Hoſt. Haf a fat woman? The Knight may be robb'd : 
PIE call, BullyKnight{ Bully-Sir Fobn/ ſp&ak from thy 
Lungs Military : Art, thou = It is thine Hoſt, thine 
[Ephefiarr walls, [E FUAs 
Fa/. How now, mine Holſt ? My 
Ho. Here's a Bobemian-Tartar ' tarries the coming 
down of thy fat woman : Let her deſcend, (Bully) ler 
her deſcend , 
cy * Fie. TON | 
Fil. There wasz(mine Hoſt), an old fat woman even 
now with me, but ſhe's gone, 
Sim. Pray you fir, was't not the wiſe woman of 
Brainford? SET 
| Fa/ Ay, marry was it, (Muſſel-ſhell), what would you 
with het « [ IX / 
Sim. My Maſter,(Sir ), my Maſter Slender ſent to her, 
ſeeing ker go through che {treetg, to know. (Sir,) whether 
one Np»y(Sir),that beguiled him of a chain, had the 
Chain, Br no. | 

Fl. I ſpake with the old woman about it, 

4:2, And what ſays ſhe, I pray Sir ? 

Fal. Marry; ſhe : t the very -ſame man that 
beguiPd Maſſer SI his Chain, cozen'd him of 
It, 

Sim. I would I. coyld have ſpoken with the woman 
her ſelf,” I had other things to have ſpoken with her too, 
from him. : 

Fal. What are they ? let us know, 

Hoſt Aycome: quick. | 

Fa!. I may not conceal them (fir)? 


a. —_— 


| ' Ho#t. They are gone but to-meet» the Duke/ (villain 7} 


S:m. | thank your worſhip : I ſhal} make my maſter 
lad with theſe tidings, : ES þ "ION 
Hoſt. Thou art clarkly ; thon art clarkl ; (Sir Fobn,) 


learning. Lo 


ſpegk well of them, var- 


Bar. Out alas 
Hoſt. Where be't F 
letto. to , TS: of 

Bar. Run away with thagcozeners; for {6 ſoon as 1 
came beyond Earcn; they threw me trom behind 
one of them in a re: 


imfre; a ors, and 
away z like three G4%nan-Devils J 


do not lay they be fled; German}rare honeſt men. 


Evan. Where is mine Ho##? | $51 a 
He#f. What is the matter fir ?+ :; . 


friend of mine come to town, tells me there is'three Co- 


ſhould be coxened, Fare you well. 
Cai. Vers mine Hoſt de Farteer? 
delemma:. 
make a grand preparation for a Dude de Fan 
tell you for good will : adieu: Exit Eh: 
Hoſt. HuP.and - aſſiſt me Knight; 1 


am undone: fly&, run: hutind cry-(villane) | amundone, } 
my Chambers are honourable + Fe, priva- | de; 


been cozened and beaten toos if it ſhould come to rhe ear 


transformation hath. been waſh'd and cudgel'd 
would metr me out of my fat, drop by drap,; a 

Fiſhermens boots. with mes t warrant they would: whip 
me with their fine wits, till | were as creſt-faln as a dryd 


LNEV« 


rod well, if my-wind: were but long enough I would re- 
ent: Now ? whence come you ? 
: Enter Quickly. SCane X- 
Qs. From the two parties, forſooth. | « 
Fal. The Devil take one party, and his Dam vbe other 
and ſo they ſhall be both beſtow'dg | have ſuffer'd more } 
for their: ſakes, more than' the villanous inconftancy of 
mans diſpofirion is able to bear. ' _T | 
Lui. And have. nor*they* ſuffer'd ? Yes, I warrant, 
ſpeciouſly one of them; Miſtrs#er4/good hearthis beaten 
black and bſ&w,that you cannot ſee a white ſpot abouther. | 
Fa!. What teWit thou me of black and bl&w?- 1 was | 
beaten my ſelf into all che colours of the Rain-bow; and | 
[ was like to be -apprebended for the Witch of Braznford; 
but that my admirable dexterity of wic,umy counterteiting | 


: 


1-/7. Conceal them, axfthou dyit. ee FR. 
Sim. Why fir, they were nothing but about Miſtr 
her or no. 
Fal.” I's, *tis his fortune, 
Sim. What Sir. | 
F2/. To have her, or no: go; ſay the woman told me 
{o, 
Sim, May I be bold to ſay fo, fir ? 
Fal Affic: like who more bold, 


= 


Anne Poge, to know if it were my Maſjers fortune to have | Conſtable had ſet me ith"Stoc 


the ation of an old Woman __ me, the Knave | 
s, ith* common Stocks for þ 


a Witch. ; - | 
| Qui. Sir, let,me ſpeak with you in your Chamber, you | 
ſhall hea ntent« | 


here is a letter will tay ſomewhat « (good hearts ),whar 8- | 
do here is to bring you together } Sure, one of you do's | 
not ſerve. heaven well, that you are ſo croſs'd; _  ... 
Fai. Come upinto my Chamber. Exeunt. | 

| | Wy. 


; = 
E z 


Scena 


LI Exit.| 
Enter Cajus: * p 


| Hoff. Here (Maſter Do@or)in perplexity and doubrful | 
| Cai. Icannot tell vat is dat; butir is rell-a-me; -datyout. 


by my }' 
trot: der is a0 Dake dat the Court is know, to comes [ : 


Au » 


Fal. I would all the world might be cozen'd, for _ | 


of the Courr,howl have been transformedy-and how ry }' 


:quor }' 


AC 


en. Med 


Faw 


nter. Evans. | | | 


Evan. Havea care of your entertainments; there is a | 


zen-Jermans that has cozen'd all the Ho#ts of Reading, of } _ 
Maideubead , of Cole- Brook, of horſes and money : 1 tell | 
you fot good will, (look you.) , you are wiſe, and full of þ- 
gibes, and vlouting-ſtocksy and ris not convenient youF : 


Pear : I never'proſper'd, fince I forſwore my ſelf at Prime- to / 
| L's 


WY 
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Scena wr Xl 


AL 
Enter Feriton, Hoſt. 
' oath 
Hof. Maſter Fenton, tallnot tome, my mind 


vys I will give over all. 


And (aslam a Gentleman) F{g.give thee 
A hundred poundgin gold, more than your loſs» 

Hoſt. 1 will heaf you, (Maſter Fenton) and I will 
leaſt),keep yr counſel. 

Fen. From time to time, I have acquainted you 
Wirh the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page, 
Who, mutually, hath anſwer'd my affettion, 

(So far forth, as her ſelf might be her chuſer) 
Even to my wiſhy I have a letter from her 

Of ſuch contents, as you will wonder at; 

The mirth whereofF#ſo larded with my matter, 
That neither fingly can be manifeſted 

\ Without the ſhew of both s fat Sir Fobn Falſtaffs 
Hath a great Scene; the image of the jeſt 


Muſt my ſweet Naz preſent the Fairz# Queen ; 


| The purpoſe why, is here? in which diſguiſe 


While other jeſts are ſomething rank on foot, 
Her father hath commanded her to ſlip. 

Away with Slender, aad with him at Eaton ——. 
Immediately to marry ; She hath conſented z Now 
Her mother, (even ſtrong againſt thatmatch, 
And firm for Doctor Caizzs )y hath appointed 
That he ſhall likewiſe ſhufll ber away, 


{| While other ſports are tasking of their minds, 


And at the Deanry, where a Prieſt attends , 
Etraight marry her; to this her mothers plot 
Shey(ſeemingly obedient)/likewiſe hath 
[Made promiſe to the DoCtore Now thus, it reſts; 
Her father means ſhe ſhall be all in white 

And in that wakig, when Slender ſees his time 
.To take her by the hand, and bid her go, 


(The better to devote her to the DoCtor » 

For they mnlſt all be mask'd and vizarded ) | 
at quaint in green, ſhe ſhall be looſe enrob'd, 

With Ribands-pendanhr, flaring 'bont her head ; 

And when the DoCtor ſpies his vantage ripe,— 

To pinch her by the hand,uand,oh that token, 

"The maid hath given conſent to go with him. 


ther ? 
Fen. Botly (my good Hoſt), to go along with me 
And here it reſts, that you'lfprocure the Vicar 


And in the lawful name of marrying, 
To give our hearts united ceremony. 


Bring you the-Maid, you fhall not lack a Prieſt: 
Fen. So ſhall I evermore be bound to thee; ' 
Beſide, Plemake a preſent recompence. 


is hea- 


Fen. Yet hear me ſpeak ; aſſiſt me in my purpoſe, 


(at the 


I1Eſhew you here at large. (hark good mine Ho#t;) 
Tonight at Heres Oak, juſt *rwixt twelve and one, 


Sir, | 


She ſhall go with hims her Mother hath intended, 


Ho#t. Which means ſhe to deceive ? Father, or Mo- 


To ſtay for me at Church, *rwixt twelve and one, 


Ho#t. Well, husband your device ; Vi&to the Vicar, 


Exeunt. 


ni 


Enter Falſtaffe, Quickly, and Ford. 


Fal. Prifhee, no more pratling; g0, PIChold, thisis the 


CC 


third time; I hope good luck lies in odd numbers; Aways 
go, they fay there is Divinity in odd numbers, either in 
nativity, chance, or death ; away. 


Fal. Awayyl ſay, time wears, ho[d.up your and 
mince; *How now M. Broogl(? Maſter Brook the matter 
will be known to night, or never. Be you in the Park 
about midnight, at Hernes-Oak, and you ſhall ſee won- 
ders. on 

Ford. Went you not to her yeſterday ( SIT), as you told 
me you had appointed ? + _ 

Fa]. 1 went to her, (Maſter Brook); as you ſee, like a 
poor-old-man'; But I came from hery( Maſter Broogfg) like 
a poor-old-womang that Rnavg(Ford her husband)/ 
hath the fineſt mad jealouſie in himy (Maſter 
BrooulOythat ever govern'd Frenzie, Iwilltell you, he beat 


me griexayu | woman ; (for in the ſhape 
of a ma r00, Ooliah with a Wea- 
vers beamy (becauſel know alſo, lie is a Shuttle); I am 


in haſte; goalong with me,1l{te!l you all(Maſter Broof6s) 
ſince I pluckt Geeſe, played treffant, and whipt top, 1 
knew not what *twas to be beaten, till lately. Follow me 
PIE tefl you ſtrange things of this Knave Ford, on whom 
to night I will be revenged, and I will deliver his wife 
into your hand, Follow; ſtrange things in hand, (Maſter | 
Broof) follow: oh Exeunt. | 


Ay 


| 


"HAV 


Scena om”; ? 4 / 
Wimd ror Sar tk. 
Enter Page, Shallow, Slender. 


Page. Come, come ; we'll conch th Caſtle-ditch 5 
till we ſee the light of our Fairies, Remember ſon Slender, 
my daughters | 
Slen. Aforſooth, Thave ſpoke with her, and we have a 
nay-werd how to know one another. I come to her in 
white, and cry Mum) ſhe cryes Budget, and by that we 
know one another, 

Shal. That's good too: bur what needs either your 
Mum, or her-Budget ? "The white will decipher her well | 
enough. It hath ſtruck ten a'clock. | 
Page, The night is dark, Light apd Spirits will become 
it well{ Heaven proſper our ſport.” No man means evil 
but the Devil, and we ſhall know him by his horns. Let's 
away ; follow me. }_Exeunt. 


—_ OY | 


_ Scena WF. I 


Enter Miſt. Page, Miſt, Ford, Cains: 


Mif. Page. Mr. Doftor, my daughter is in green; when 
you ſee your time, take her by the hand, away with her 
to the Deanry, and diſpatch it quickly ; go before into 
the Park ; we two muſt go together. 

Cas. I know vat I have to doy adieu. - Exit. 

Miſ. Page. Fare you welh(fir); my husband will not re- 
joyce ſo much at the abuſe of Fa/faffs, as he will chafeat 
the DoCtors marrying my daughter : But *tis no matter ; 
better a little chiding, than a great deal of heart-break. 

Miſ. Ford. Where is Nan now? and her troop of Fai- 
ries? and the Welch Devil Herne ? 

Miſ. Page: They are all couch'd in a pithhard by Hernes 
Oak, with obſcur'd Lights; which at the very inſtant of 
Falſtafffsand our meeting, they will at once diſplay to the 


ui. TIg provide you a ain, and Fg what I canto 
get you a pair of horns. Ex þ YN uic b, 


£ 


. A wy A_uV oo wp = ©. 


night. | Mif. | 


—_— 
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The merry Wives of Wiind(or. C:/ 


ee 


; Sleep ſhe as ſound as careleſs infancy, _. 

But thoſe that ſleep and think not on their fins, 
þ Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, ſhou!ders, tides and ſhins. 
244i. About, abour ; 

EX Ly Search Wind{cr Caftle{Elves), within, atid our. | 
Extey Noatnaye Fares Strew good fuck x(Ou phes), j- every ſacred room, 
That itmay ſtand rill the perpetual doom, . 

Evans. Trib, trib, Fairies; Come, and remember yout | In —— Le or 4s Sala "ris fil * / fe. | 
parts: be pold, (1 pray you), follow me intothe pir, and | Worthy the Owner, arſ@the Owner it. hs 
when give the watch-'ords : do as p' you: come,come;| The feveral Chairs of Qrder, look you ſcour, 
crib, trib. xeunt. | With jugce of Balm ;-and every precious flower, | 
Fach fair [nſtalmenr, Coat and fev'ral Creſt, | 
"10+" £5 0 I __— | With loyal Blazon evermore be bleſt! 
And nightly-medow-Fairies, look you ling, | 
| »Like to the Garter-Compatſs,im a Ring; 
4 0 TI Errepreiure that it bears [ Green > it be, | 
| £25 A [More fertile freſh then all the field to ſee ; 
+: ZFOPM | And, H.ny Scit Qui Mal-y-t $nſe, write j . 
_ In Emrold-tuffs, Flowers, purple, blue, and white, 
Like Saphire-pearl, and rich Embroiderie, Y | 
ee; 


Mil. Ford. That cannot chooſe but amaze him. Ev  þ Elves, liſt your names; Silence you airy 2095, of 
Mi. Page. If he be not amaz'd,ie will be mock'd , If | Cricket, to Windſor Chimneys ſhalr cho leap : of ad W/ 
tebe amaZ'd, he will be mock'd. Where fires thou tind'it uncak'd, and Heatths unfwept, of gets 
Mi. Ford. We'll betray him, fine'y. | There pinch the Maids as blueas Bilbery, At 
Mi. Page. Againſt ſuch Lewdliters, and theit Lechery, | Our radiant Queen hates Sluts and Sluttery. _.. FT 
Thoſe that betray them do no treachery. Fal. They ae Fairies, he chat ſpeaks to them ſhall dig. 
Mi. Ford. The hour draws on; to the Oak, to the | PIEwink and couch; Nomantheir works muſt eye. £4 " 6m 
Oak } ſExeunt. Ev. Where's Bede? Go you,and where you find a Maid*] opt fre 
= Thargxe ſhe ſleep has thrice ber prayers ſaid, | 
_ — | Rae Up the Organs of her fantaſfie, | 
| 


Buckled below fair Knight-hoodgbending kn 
Fairies uſe Flowers for theit Chatattery,. 
Fi]. The 11% Bell hath ſtruck twelvey the Minnte | Away, diſperſe ; Bur till *ris one a ClOTk, 
draws on; Now the hot-bloodied-goqaſfſiſt me{Remem- | Our dance of cuſtom round about the Oak 
ber, Fove, thou waſt a Bull for thy Evropa; Love ſet on | Of Herne the Hunter, let us not forget. _ 
thy horns. O powerful Love] that in ſome reſpects Ev. EESSAplock band in hand, your ſelves in order ſet: f 
makes a Beaſt a Man ; in ſome other a Man, a Beaſt. You-| And twenty Glow-worms ſhall out Lant-horns be 
were alſo, ( Jupiter) ja Swan, for the love of Leda: O omni- | To guide our Meaſure round abour the tree. | | 
potent Love/ hon near the God drew to the complexion | But ſtay, 1 ſmell a manof middle earth. 
of a Gooſe / a faulr done firſtin the form of a Beaſt, (O, Fal. Heavens defend me from that Welch Faing, 
fove, a beaftly fault; and then another fault, in the | Left he transformme to a piece of Cheeſe./ $4 
ſemblance of 4 think on't ( Fove y = fourhnny 6, af Vile. worn, thou watt ore-look'd even in thy 
When gods -have hot backs, what ſhall poor men do * | birth. | 
For me, I am here a Windſor Stag, and the fatreſt (I| .2. With tryal-fire tonch me his fingerend; | 
think) ;"ch the Forreſt. Send me a cool rut-time ( fowe),| If he be chaſte, the flame will back deſcend 
or who can blame Fs to piſs my OW BY comes | And turn > co no pain; bur if he ſtarr, 
here ? my Doe ? Aer JV” far ” HPP . | Ir is the fleſh ofa corrupted heart. - = 3 
M. Ford. Sir fohn? Artthou Wa. (my Deer? )/ Ep Hy A tryal, come. : View barn Find 4 Prone , 
My male-Deer ? 'Ewvans, Come, will this wood take fire? 
Fal. My Doe with the black Scut? Let the skie rain Po-| Fal. Oh, oh, oh./ ? 
ratoesy let it thunder, to the tune of Green ſleeves, hail-| 24. Corrupr, corrupt, and tainted indefire; 
kiſſing Comfirs, and ſnow Eringoes; Let there come a | About him (F _ {ing a ſcornful Rite, 


tempeſt of provocation, I will ſh#Fr me here. And as you trip; till pinch him to youll time. 
M. Ford. Mitre) Page is come with mey (ſweet hearr.), 
Fal. Divide me like a Bribg Buck, each a Haunch; 1 The Song. 


will keep my ſides to myſelf, my ſhoulders for the fellow | Fie on /onfjil,ghantaſie : Fir on Luft and Luxurly? 


of this walk and my horns I bequeath your husbands | Lyſt is b43-bloodffire, kindled with uncha efire, 
Am I a Woodman, ha ? Speak I jlike Herne the Hunter ? Fed in heart, whoſe flames aſpire, 


Why, now is C#pid a child of Conſcience, he makes reſtir As thoughts o blow then higher and higher. | 

tution. As Iam a true ſpirit, welcome. //Js e wi#h44» | Pinch him (Fairgf) mutually; pinch him for bis Villany. | 
AM. Page. Alas{ what noiſe ? Pinch him, and burn bim, and turn him about, 
AM. Ford. Heavgn forgive our ſins.l Till Candles, and Star-light, and Moen-ſhine by duts * | 
Fa/. What ſhould this be ? > AL Jeeme- Y £% LU 
M. Ford. M. Page. Away, away. -/ At {8 men Put GM Paze. Nay do not flye, I think T have watcht you }. 
Fal. I think the Dgil will not have me damn'd, now ; Will none bunt. Herne the Hunter ſerve” your: 

Legit the Oyl that's in me ſhould fer hell on fire ; turn? | 


He would never elte croſs me thus 


M. Page. 1 pray you,come, hold up the jeſt no higher. 
l lhy wJ 64%" / yes LV. Now, (good Sir fobn) how like you Windſor Wives? _ 
S"Hug Dy | NS , oa See you theſe ghusbands? Do nor theſe fair Oaks 


Lu Fairies, black, gray, green, and white, Become the Forrelt better then the Town? & io b 
You M50n-ſhine Revellers, and ſhades of night, Ford. Now Sir, who's a Cuckold now? 
You Orphan heirs of fixed deſtiny, Mw Brook, Falſaffs a Knave, a Cuckoldly Knave, 
Attend your oth:e, and your quality. Here are his horns Maſter Brooff5 
Crier Hob-gob!in, make the Fairy O yes. And Maſter Brcork he hath enjoyed nothing of For 
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bur his buck-basket, his Cudgel, and twenty pounds 0' 
money, which mul} be paid ro Mg. Brook, bis hories are 
arreſted for it, MaBroekl 

M:Ford. Sir fobn, we have hadill luck ; we could ne- 
ver mcete I will never take you for my Love again, but 
I will always count yon my Deer. 

'Fa!. I do begin to perceive that Iam made an Afs. 

Ford. Ay and an Ox toc: both the proofs are extant, 

Fal. And thele are not Fairigp : 

[ was three or four times in the thonght they, were ngt 
Fairies, and vet the guiltineſs of my mind, the ſuddain 
ſurprize of my powers, drove the groſsneſs of the fop- 
pery into a receiv'd belief, in deſpight of the teeth of all 
rime and reaſon, that they were Fairies. See-now how 
wit may be made a Jack-a-Lent, when *tis upon ill im- 
ployment. 

Evan. Sir fobn Falſtaff, ſerve Got, and leave your 
deſires, and Fairies will not pinſe you. 

Ford, Well ſaid, Fairy Hugh. 

Evan. And leave you your jealouzies too, I pray you- 

Ford. I will never miſtruſt my wife again, till thou art 
able to wooe her in good Engliſh. 

Fal. Have I laid my brain in the Sun and driyd it, 
that it wants matter to prevent ſo groſs ore-reaching as 
this? Am Iridden with a Welch Goat roo? Shall I have 
a Coxcombe of Frize? *Tis time were choak'd with a 
piece of toaſted Cheeſe. 

Evans. Seeie is not good to give putter ; your pelly is 
all putter. 

Fal. Seeſe and Putter ? Have I liv'd to ſtand at the 
taunt of one that makes Fritters of Engliſh? This is e- 
nough to be the decay of Luſt and late-walking through 
che Realm. 

Mifſ. Page. Why Sir Fohn, do you think, though we 
would have thruſt vertue out of our hearts by the head 
and ſhoulders, and have given our ſelves without ſcruple 
to hell, that everthe Devil could have made you our de- 
light. | 

.—w What, a Hodge-pudding ? A bag of Flax : 

Mz. Page. A puft man ? 

Page. Old, cold, wither'd, and of intolerable entrails ? 

Ford, And one that is as ſlanderous as Satan ? 

Page. And as poor as Fob. 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ? 

Ewan. And given to Fornications, and to Taverns, and 
Sack; and WineSand Metheglins and to drinkings, and 
ſwearings, and ſtaringSY Pribbles and prabbles ? 

Fal. Well, I am your 'Theame : you have the ſtartgof 
me,.I am dejeCcted: 1 am not able to anſwer the Welch 


J 


Flannel; Ignorance it ſelf is a Plummet ore me; uſe me as 


you will. 
Ford. Marry,ſir, wee'lſbring you to W/mdſor to one 
Mr. Bro, that you have cozen'd of money, to whom 
you ſhould have been a Pander: over and above that you 
have ſutter'd, I think, to repay that money will be a bi- 
ting affliction, 
Page. Yet be cheerful Knight, thou ſhalt eat a Poſlet 
to night at my houſe, where Ll will defire thee to laugh at 
my wife, that now laughs at thee« "Tell her Mr. Slender 
bath married her daughter. 

Miſ. Page. DoCtors doubt that ; 
If Anne Page be my daughter, ſhe is, (by this) Door 

I EaRE V/). 


., Enter Slender: 
Slen. WhadHhoe! hoe; Father Page. 


| Page. Son ? How now ? How now fc 


41th* Church, I would have fivine'd him, or he ſhould have 


_ he, tonight ſhall lye with Milſtris Ford; 


oe” J ww wl Aunee ah Plums 24 1, pur AI 


| 7 gi Mn, 
Have you diſpatch'd ? 
/ if] h'd ? PlE make th J'S bY KA 
S/en. Diſpatcl'd f 1!1E make the beſt in Gleferſhire know 
on'r; would I were hang'd la, clle. | 
Pazc. Of what, fon ? | 
Slen, I came yonder at Eaton to marry Miſtwus) Anne | 
Page, and ſhee's a great Iubberly Boy. If it had not been | 


(wing'd me. If I did not think it had been Anne Page, 
would I might never ſtir, and "ts a Poſt-maſters Boy. 
Paze. Upon my liſe then, you took the wrong 


S/en. Wh hat ? T think ſo, when 
I took a marngd to him, 
(for all he was1n 1 Would not have had 


him. 

Page. Why, this 1s your own folly, 

Did not Ii tell you how you ſhould know my daughter 
By her garments? (A 

S/en. | went to her in gaaa,, and cry'd Mum, and ſhe 
cry'd Budget, as Anneand I had appointed, and yet it was | 
not Anne, but a Poſt-maſters Boy. 

Miſt. Page. Good George be not angry; I knew of your 
purpoſe turn'd my daughter into and indeed ſhe 
is now with the Doctor at the Deanry, and there marr. 
Enter Cajus. Jeeme V1! © 
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ſor. _ 
Ford. This is ſtrange : Who hath got the right Anne? 
Page. My heart miſgives me, here comes M. Fenton. 
How now M. Fenton ? Enter Fen or V- Jar ne Va 
An. Pardon good father; good my mother pardon, 
Page. Now Miſtre) 
How chance you went not with M. Slnder ? 
Miſ. Page. Why went you not with Mr. Door, Maid ? | 
Fen. You do amaze hgre hear the truth of it, 
You would have marrigd her moſt ſhamefully, 
Where there was no Proportion held in love : 
The truth is, ſhe and þ(long fince contratted), 
Are now ſo ſure that nothing can Uiſlolve us e 
Th? offence is holy that ſhe hath committed, 
And this deceit loſes the name of crafr, 
Of difobedience, or unduteous ititle; 
Since therein ſhe doth evitate and ſhun 
A thouſand irreligious curſed hours 
Which forced marriage would have brought upon her? 
Ford. Stand not amaz'd, here is no remedy ; 
In Love, the heavens themſelves do guide the ſtate; 
Money buys Lands, and wives are fold by fate. 
Fal. lam glad, though you have tane a ſpecial ſtand 
to ſtrike at me, that your Arrow hath glanc'd. 
Page. Well, what remedy ? Fenton, heaven give thee joys 
What cannot be eſchew'd, muſt be embrac'd, fvarv yd 
Fal. When night-dogs run, all ſorts of Deer are chac'd. 
Mi. Pa. Well, I will muſe no further» M. Fenton, 
Heavdn give you many, many merry days 
Good husband, let us every one go home, 
And laugh this ſport ore by a countrey fire, | 
Sir fobn and all. ___ | 
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Ford. Letit be fo (Sir Fohn y ) 
To Maſter Broogk, You yet ſhaſl hold your word. 
} Exeunt 4 
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TDALAGCE. 


u Be ſtampt upon it. 
Enter Duke, Eſcalus, Lords. /{ @1p4£-Duk. No more evaſion ; 
Duke. Wehaft with a leaven'd and prepared choice 


Scalus. Proceeded to you ; therefore take your hononrs 8 

AS LIZ 7 Eſca, My Lord. (ties to unfold | Our haſte from hence is of ſo quick condition, 

Duke. Of government, the proper- | That it prefers it ſelf, and leaves unqueſtion'd 

% Would ſeem in me taffect ſpeec! and | Matters of needful value + We ſhall write mane 
(diſcourſe;| As time, and our concernings ſhall importune, 

Ance I am an, t0 know, that yonr | How it goes with ns, and do look to know | 

(own Science | What doth befall you here. So fare you welle 
inthat)the liſts of all advice | To thhopeful execution dol leave you, 


WA 


s \ 


\ 


What figure of us think you, he will bear? 


My ftrerFth can give yo; 
But that, to your ſufficien 

And let them, 
Our Cites mſt: 


An. Yet give leave, (my Lord,) | 
| Ont peapley AR co 14 Hs That we may bring you ſomething on the way. 
Terms Zerve d, | Duk. My haſte may not admitir; | 


For Common Juſtice, y*ar&s pregnant in OP Nor need you (on mine honour), [:1ve todo 
As Art, and pra&tiſe hathierfehed any With any ſcruple; your ſcope is a5 inine.owng, 
That we remember» There 1s our Commiſſion, So to inforce, or qualihfie the 1 aw, 


From which, we would not have you warp g call hither, | As co your ſoul ſeems good : Give me your band; 
[ ſay, bid come before us Angelo: Jo the ebank, IC privily away e11ove the people, I 
But do not like to ſtage me to their eyes: 


For you muſt know, we have with ſpecial ſoul Though it do well, I do not reliſh well 
Elected him our abſence to ſupply ; Their loud applauſe, and aves vehement : 
Lent him our terror, dreſt him with our love; Nor do I think the man of ſafe diſcretion 


And given his Depuration all the Organs That do's affeCt it. Once more fare you well. 

Of our own power : what think you of it? Ang. The heavens give ſafety to your purpoſes. | 
Eſc. If any in Vienna be of worth |} E/c. Lead forth and bring you back in happineſs! 

To undergo ſuch ample grace and honour, Duke. I thank you, fare you well. Exite 

Itis Lord Argelo. « Seeme> Hl E/c. I ſhall defire you, Sir, to give me leave | 

To have free ſpeech with you ; and it concerns me 


Enter Angelo. To look into the bottom of my place : | 
A powtr I have, but of what ſtrength and nature, 
Duke. Look where he comes. [ am not yet inſtructed. 


Ang. Always obedient to your Graces will, Ang. *Tis fo with me: Let us with-draw together, 
I come to know your Graces pleaſure. And we may ſoon our ſatisfaction have 

Danke Angelo : Touching that point. — 
There is a kind of Character in thy life, Eſc, TIE wait upon your honour. 4 oth Exeunt; 
That to th'obſerver, doth thy hiſtory 


Of. yeur Commiſſion. | 


} 


The Thorn @ Token from (ortheos ou ens 
"Dec. nr Nov 55. | 


Fully unfold : "Thy felf and thy belongings af—_ e nd 
Are not thine own fo proper, as to walte | 
Thy ſelf upon thy vertuesz theFon thee: + * 
Heavdn Send whoTn as 4 with Torches do, Scena po£{U 4 1 . | 
Not light them for themſelves: For if our vertne The. Stree 
Did not go forth of us, *twere all ally Ac ' 

Pad them not: Spirits are not finely touch'd, Enter Lucio, and wo other Gentlemen. 
But tb/ fine iſſues; aw Nature never lends 
The ſmalleſt ſcraple of her excellence, Luc. If the Duke, with the other Dukes, come not to 
But like a thrifty goddeſs, ſhe determines compoſition with the King of Hungary, why then all the 
Her ſelf the glory of a creditor, Dukes fall upon the King. 
Both thanks ang uſeg but I do, bend my ſpeech 1 Gent, Heaven grant us itspeace, but not the King of 
Toone that can my part manly advertiſe ;, » | Hungarigs: p 
Hold therefore Angelo : /” 4, mm las Carats 2 Gent. Amen! comets 
In our remove, be thou at full, Sur ſelfs Luc. Thou like the Sanftimonious Pyrate that 
Mortality and Mercy in Vienna went to Sea with tHe ten Commandments, but ſcrap'd one 
Live inthy tongue and heart : Old Eſcalus out of the Table. 
Though firſt in queſtion, is thy-fecondary. 2 Gent, Thou ſhalt not ſteal? 
Take thy Commiſſion. Luc. Ay;that he raz'd, 

Ang. Now good my Lord) - * 1. Gent. Why? "twas a Commandment to command 
Let there be ſome more teſt made of my metgls, the Captain and all the reſt from their funftions; they 
ww {o noble and fo 'great a figure put forth to ſteal 3 There'snota Souldier of us all,” that ” | 

tac þ 
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bur his buck-basket, his Cudgel, and twenty pounds 0! 
money, which mul}, be aid to Meg. Brook, his horſes are 
arreſted for it, MaBroell, 

M:Ford. Sir febn, we have hadill luck ; we could ne- 
ver meete I will never take you for my Love again, but 
I will aways count yon my Deer. 

Fa/. I do beginto perceive that Iam made an Afs. 

Ford.Auyy and an Ox toe both the proofs are extant, 

Fal. And thele are not Fairig : 

I was three or four times in the thonght they were ngt 
Fairies, and vet the guiltineſs of my mind, the ſuddain 
ſurprize of my powers, drove the groſsneſs of the fop- 
Pgry into a receiv'd belief, in deſpight of the teeth of all 
rime and reaſon, that they were Fairies. See now how 
wit may be made a Jack-a-Lent, when tis upon ul] im- 
ployment. 

Evan, Sir fobn FalſtaffÞ, ſerve Got, and leave your 
deſires, and Fairies will not pinſe you. 

Ford, Well ſaid, Fairy Hugh. 

Evan. And leave you your jealouzies too, Ipray you- 

Ford. | will never miſtruſt my wife again, till thou art 
able to wooe her in good Engliſh. , 

Fal. Have I laid my brain in the Sun and driyd it, 
that it wants matter to prevent ſo groſs ore-reaching as 
this? Am Iridden with a Welch Goat roo? Shall I have 


| Cairrs's wife. 


ig 


a Coxcombe of Frize? *Tis time were choak'd with a 
piece of toaſted Cheeſe. 

Evans. Seeie is not good to give putter ; your pelly is 
all purter. 

Fal. Seeſe and Patter ? Have TI liv'd to ſtand at the 
taunt of one that makes Fritters of Engliſh? This is e- 
nough to be the decay of Luſt and late-walking through 
the Realm. 

Miſ. Page. Why Sir Fohn, do you think, though we 
would have thruſt vertue out of our hearts by the head 
and ſhoulders, and have given our ſelves without ſcruple 
to hell, that everthe Devil could have made you our de- 
light. | 
Ferd. What, a Hodge-pudding ? A bag of Flax 7 
Miſ. Page. A puft man ? 

Page. Old, cold, wither'd, and of intolerable entrails ? 
Ford, And one that is as flanderous as Satan ? 

Page. And as poor as Fob. 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ? 

Ewan. And given to Fornications, and to 'Taverns, and 
Sackj. and WineSand Metheglins and to drinkings, and 
ſwearings, and ſtaringSYPribbles and prabbles ? 

Fal. Well, I am your 'Theeme : you have the ſtarggof 
me,.I am dejeCted: 1 am not able to anſwer the Welch 


Flannel; Ignorance it ſelf is a Plummet ore me; uſe me as 


you will. 
Ford. Marry,ſir, wee'l|bring you to Windſor to one 
Mr. Broo#, that you have cozen'd of money, to whom 
you ſhould have been a Pander: over and above that you 
have ſutter'd, I think, to repay that money will be a bi- 
ting affliction, 
Page. Yet be cheerful Knight, thou ſhalt eat a Poſlet 
to night at my houſe, where 1 will deſire thee to laugh at 
my wife, that now laughs at thee« 'Tell her Mr. Slender 
bath married her daughter. 

Mi]. Page. Doctors doubt that ; 
If Anne Page be my daughter, ſhe is, (by this) DoCtor 
Ces V/. 
Enter Slender. 


Slen. Whadhoe! hoeg Father Page. 


| 


| 
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Page. Son ? How now ? How now fe 
Have you difpatcli'd ? 

S!en. Diſpatch'd ? PIE make the beſt in Glofterſbire KNOW 
on't; would I were hang'd la, cle. | 


”% 
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Pazc. Of what, fon ? 


Slen. I came yonder at Eaton to marry Miſturs) Arne | 


Page, and ſhce's a great lubberly Boy. Ifit had not been 

ith* Church, I would have {wing*d him, or he ſhould have 

{wing'd me. If 1 did not think it had been Anne Page, 

would I might never ſtir, and 'tis a Poſt-maſters Boy. 
Paze. Upon my liſe then, you took the wrong. 


him. 

Page. Why, this is your own folly, 

Did not I tell you how you ſhould know my daughter 
By her*garments? (GA2- 

S/en. I went to her in yn, and cry'd Mum, and ſhe 
cry'd Budget, as Anneand I had appointed, and yet it was 
not Anne, but a Poſt-maſters Boy. | 

Miſt. Page. Good George be not angry; I knew of your 
purpoſe turn'd my daughter into and indeed ſhe 
is now with the Doctor at the Deanry, and there marr. 
Enter Cajus. Jeeme VI © 
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4 Ford. This is ſtrange : Who hath got the right Anne? 
Page. My heart miſgives me, here comes M. Fenton. 

How now M. Fenton ? A. V- Janne. Va 
An. Pardon good father; good my mother pardon, 
Page. Now Miſtre) » 

How chance you went not with M. Slnder ? 
Mi. Page. Why went you not with Mr. DoC&tor, Maid ? 
Fen, You do amaze hfr» hear the truth of it, 

You would have marrigd her moſt ſhamefully, 

Where there was no Proportion held in love : 

The truth is, ſhe and þ(long fince contracted), 

Are now ſo ſure that nothing can Uiſſolve us e 

Th? oftence is holy that ſhe hath committed, 

And this deceit loſes the name of craft, 

Of difobedience, or unduteous ititle; 

Since therein ſhe doth evitate and ſhun 

A thouſand irreligious curſed hours 

Which forced marriage would have brought upon hers 
Ford. Stand not amaz'd, here is no remedy ; 

In Love, theheav@ns themſelves do guide the ſtates 

Money buys Lands, and wives are fold by fate. | 
Fal. lam glad, tlivags you have tane a ſpecial ſtand 

to ſtrike at me, that your Arrow hath glanc'd. 
Page. Well, what remedy ? Fenton, heaven give thee jo / 

What cannot be eſchew'd, muſt be embrac'd, fvary £7 
Fal. When night-dogs run, all ſorts of Deer are chac'd. 
Mi. Pa. Well, | will muſe no furthere M. Fenton, 

Heav@n give you many, many merry days ! 

Good husband, let us every one go home, 

And laugh this ſport ore by a countrey fire, 

Sir fohn and all. __ 


S/en. Wh jat © I chink fo, when 

I took a marngd to him, 

(for all he Was 1n ; I Would not have had 
| 


! 


1/2) | 


Ford. Letit be 19 (Sir Fohn y ) 
To Maſter Brook, you yet ſhafl hold your word. | 
For he, tonight ſhall lye with Miſtris Ford, / Exeunt 4 
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What figure of us think you, he will bear? 


Mi. 
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& 
Enter Duke, Eſcalus, Lords. 


[& 


Duke. 
, Scalus. 
——xYN FEſca; MyLord. (ties to unfold 
. 0 Duke. Of government, the proper 


,; 
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; Would ſeem in me tCattect pon 3nd 
, d 


W j iſcourſe; 
= 1/1 {JSſnce I am an, t0 know, that your 
W 5 | (own Science 


S . WW \ \ 
My ftrer$th 
But that, to your Jufficien 


Andlet os | 
Our Cities inſft 5,and thy 
For Common Juſtice, y*ar&s pregnant in 


As Art, and pra&tiſe hathierÞehed any 

That we remember+ There 1s our Commiſſion, 
From which, we would not have you warp call hither 

[ ay, bid come before us Angelo: o he Atery an, 


Ni inthat)the liſts of all advice 
ca 


OULPESPIC,/ANP £2 1 
—_— 


For you muſt know, we have with ſpecial ſoul 
Elected him our abſence to ſupply ; 

Lent him our terror, dreſt him with our love; 
And given his Deputation all the Organs 

Of our own power : what think you of it? 
Eſc. If any in Vienna be of worth 

To undergo ſuch ample grace and honour, 


Itis Lord Angelo. ._/CELME> // 


Enter Angelo. 


Duke. Look where he comes. 
Ang. Always obedient to your Graces will, 
I come to know your Graces pleaſure. 
Danke Angelo: 
There is a kind of Character in thy life, 
That to th'obſerver, doth thy hiſtory 
Fully unfold : Thy ſelf and thy belongings 
Are not thine own ſo proper, as to waſte 
Thy ſelf upon thy vertuesy theFon thee : 
Heavgn doth with us, as we with Torches do, 
Not light them for themſelves: For if our vertne 
Did not go forth of us, *twere all alle Af 
had them not: Spirits are nor finely touch'd, 
But tb/ fine iſſues ; aw Nature never lends 
The ſmalleſt ſcraple of her excellence, 
Burt like a thrifty goddeſs, ſhe determines 
Her ſelf the glory of a creditor, 
Both thanks ang uſeg but I do 
Toone that can my part ankle advertiſe;, _ 
Hold therefore Angelo : [4 , ”. Has 6 ue ans 
In our remove, be thou at full, Sur ſelf e 
Mortality and Mercy in Vienna 
Live inthy tongue and heart : Old Fſcalus , 
Though firſt in queſtion, is thy-fecondary. 
Take thy Commiſſion, 
Ang. Now good my Lord _ 
Let there be ſome more teſt made of my metgle, 
Before {o noble and fo 'great a figure 


d my ſpeech 


Be ſtampt upon it. 
ne-Duk., No more evaſion ; l 

We hafL with a leaven'd and prepared choice 
Proceeded to you ; therefore take your honours 9 
Our haſte from hence is of fo quick condition, 
Thar it prefers it ſelf, and leaves unqueſtion'd 
Matters of needful value + We ſhall write may 
As time, andour concernings ſhall importune, 
How it goes with ns, and do look to know 
What doth befall you here. So fare you welle 
To th'hopeful execution dol leave you, 


-/n7, Yet give leave, (my Lord,) 
That we may bring you ſomething on the way. 
Duk. My haſte may not admit it; 
Nor need you (on mine honour), :1ve to do 
With any ſcruple; your ſcope is as inine.own, 
50 to inforce, or qualihe the aw, 
As to your ſoul ſeems good : Give me your hand; 


n no mare able wal Commiſſion. 
Clo 


| PIE privily away e1love the people, 


But do not like to ſtage me to their eyes: 
Though it do well, I do not reliſh well 
Their loud applauſe, and aves vehement : 

Nor do I think the man of ſafe diſcretion 

That do's afteCt it. Once more fare you well. 

Ang. The heavens give ſafety to your purpoſes. 

\ E/c. Lead forth and bring you back in happineſs 
Duke. I thank you, fare you well. Exite 
E/c, Tſhall defire you, Sir, to give meleave 

To have free ſpeech with you ; and it concerns me 

To look into the bottom of my place : 

A powtr 1 have, but of what ſtrength and nature; 

[ am not yet inſtructed. 

Ang. *Tis fo with me: Let us with-draw together, 
And we may ſoon our fatisfaCtion have 
Touching that point. 

Eſc, TIE wait upon your honour. 


— — 


: | Exeunt; 


£ 


—_— 
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S Il. 
5 127 


Enter Lncio, and two other Gentlemen. 


Luc. If the Duke, with the other Dukes, come not to 
compoſition with the King of Hungary, why then all the 
Dukes fall upon the King. 

1 Gent, Heaven grant us itspeace, but not the King of 


Hungaraigs. 
F-4 Go. Amen/ con etatd, 
Luc. Thou like the Sanftimonious Pyrate that 


went to Sea with tHe ten Commandments, but ſcrap'd one 
out of the Table. 

2 Gent. Thou ſhalt not ſteal? 

Luc. Ay;that he raz'd, 

* 1. Gent. Why? *rwas a Commandment to command 
the Captain and all the reſt from their funCftions; they 
| put forth to ſteal j There'snot a Souldier of us all,” that - 

£ 


TY The Slew us takers from (Theo Ts et 
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| 
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the thankſgiving 
that prays for peace. "© Oy 
2 Gent. I never heard any Souldier diſlike it. 


Grace was laid. 
2 Gcmnt. No? adozentimes at leaſt. 


1 Gent. What? ip meeter ? 
Luc*ln any propg&fton, or in any language, 


, I think,” or in any Region. ' 


+ 


troveilie ; Ste example; Thou thy ſelf art a wicked 
vill in, dpight of all Grace. 

2 Gent. Well ; there went but apair ofſheers between 
us, | 
Lyc.:I grant; as there may between the Liſts and the 
Velvet. Thou art the Litt. 

x Gent. And thou the Velvet ; thou art good Velvet ; 


be a Liſt of an Fn:/:b Kerſey, as be pil'd, as thou arc pil'd, 
for 1 French Velvet. Do I ſpeak feelingly now? 

Luc. whe.” chou doſt ; and indeed with moſt painful 
feeling of thy ſpeech: I will, out of thine own confeſſion, 


learn to begin thy health ; but whillt I live, for get co 
drink after thee. 


3s come to 

2 Gt. To what Ipray? 

inp. ]ucge. 

2 Gent. 'To three thouſand Dollours a year, 

1 Gent. frgand more. x 

Luc. A French Crown more. 

1 Gent. Thou art always figuring diſeaſes in me; but 
thou art full of error, 1 am ſound. 
Luc. Nay, not, (as one would ſay), healthy ; but fo 
ſound, 3s things that are hollow ; . thy bones are hollow ; 
Impiety has made a feaſt of thee, 

1 Gent, How now, Which of your iipghas the moſt 
profound Sciatica ? Ja (he 13 24 9. 
Bawd. Well, well; There's one yonder arreſted, and 
carrigd to priſon, was worth five thouſand of y ou all. 


Prncar, dofirelliſh the petition well 


Luc. | believe thee: for I think thou never was't where 


not ? Grace, is Grace, defpight of a!l con- wealgh j what ſhall become of me ? 


thou'rt a three pild-piece, I warrant thee: Iihad as liet| draw, 


. | Bear me to priſon, where I am committed. 


—— 


Clew. All houtfes in che Suburbs of Viewna muſt be 
pluck'd down. a 

Baw. And what ſhall become of thoſe in the Cirmy? 

C/:21. They ſhall ſtand tor ſeed; they had gonez "down 
too, but that a wiſe Burger pur in for them. 
\ Baw. But ſhall @our houſes of retort in the Suburbs 
be pull'd down ? 

Clown. To theground Miſirs/ſ. 

Baw. Why, here's a change indeed in the Common- 


Clow. Come: tear not you ; good Counſellors lack no 
Clients; though you change your place, you need not 
change your Trade: I'lCbe your Tapſter (tillg courage, 
there will be pity taken on you ; you that have worn 
= eyes almoſt our in the ſervice, you will be conſi- 

ered. 


Baw. What's to do here, Tomas Tapſter ? let's with- 


Clow. Here comes Signior Claudio, led by the Provoſt 
to priſon; and there's Madam 7 ulzer. ixtcunt, 


1 


— 


Dee OS 


Scana yp V/. 


»F 
re] Enter Provoſt, Claudie, Falet, Officers, Lucio, 
and two Gentlemea. 


Cla. Fellow, why doſt thou ſhow me thus to th'world ?| 


Pro. I dax4 not in evil diſpoſition, 

But from, Angelo by ſpecial charge. 

Clau. Thus can the dem&-god (Authority) 

Make us pay down, for our offence, by weight; 

he words of heaveh; on whom it will, ic wills 

On whom it will not,(fo) ; yet ſtill *ris juſt. 

Luc.Why,how now Claud;o ? whence comes this reſtraints 
Clay. From too-much liberty, (my Lzcio), liberty; 

As ſurteit 1s the father of much fatit, 

So every ſcope by the immederate uſe 

Turns to reftraint : our Natures do purſue 

Like Rats thar ravin down their proper Bane,) 


| 


ent, Who's that I prethee ? 

Bawd. Marry ſir, that's Claudio, Signior Claudio. 
wth Gen'. Claudio to priſon ? *tis not fo. 
* Bawd. Nay, but 1 know *tis ſo; I ſaw him arreſted, 
ſaw kim carried away: and which is more, within theſe 
three day's his head to be chopt off. 
Luc. But, aftcr all this fooling, 1 wou!d not have it fo : 
Art chon fue of this ? 
Baud. lamtoo ſure of it; ahd itis for getting Madam 
Talietta with child. 
Luc. Believe me this may be ; he promiſed to meet 
me two hours ſince} Fd&Mwas ever preciſe in promilſe- 
keeping. 
2 Gent. Beſides you know, it draws ſomething near to 

the ſpecch we had to ſuch a purpoſe. 
{| 1 Gent. But moſt of all agreeing with the Proclamation. 
Luc. Away, let's go learn the truth of it. [_ Fxeunt. 
Bawd. Thus, what with the wary what with the twear, 
what with the gallows, and what with poverty, Iam cu- 


: th you ? 
Cents V 
Clow. Yonder man is carrigd to priſon. 
Pawd, Well; what has he done?.y- a 
Cl:». A woman: 
Faw. But what's his offence ? kt 
Clow. Groping for Troktts ina peculiar River. 
Faw. What? is there a Maid with child by him ? 
Clow, No ; - but there's a woman With Maid by hime 
you have not heard of the Proclamation, have you ? 
Baw. What Froclamation, man? 


—— 


— A. 


| 


a 


A thirlty evil, and when we drink, we die. 

Luc, If I could ſpeak fo wiſely, under an arreſt, 1 
would ſend for certain of my Creditors; and yet, to ſay 
che trath, I had as lief have the foppery of freedome, 
as the morgality of impriſonment : what's thy offence, 
Claudio? 

Cla. What (but to ſpeak of) would oftend again. 

Luc. What is't murder ? 

Cla. No. 

Luc. Letchery ? 

Cla. Callir fo, 

Pro. Away, fir, you muſt go. 

Cla. One word, good friend : 

Lucio, a word with Yau. 

Luc. A hundred; 

If they'Vdo you any good : ls Letchgry ſo look'd after? 

Cla. Thus ſtands it withme ; upona true contract 
| got polleſſion of Fulterta's bed, ha 
You know-the Lady, ſhe is faſt my wife, 

Save that we do the denunciation lack | 
Of outward Order. 'This YEGame not to, 

Only for propagation of a Dowre 

Remaining in the Cofter of her friends, 

From whom we thought it meet to hide our Love 


Till Time had made them for us. But it chances, 
The ſtealth of our moſt mutual entertainment ) 
With Character too groſs, is writ in Fulter. 

Lic. With Child, perhaps? 

Cla. Unhappily, even ſo, 
And the new Deputy,-now for the Duke, 


2 " Whether 
Tho dl arr Þ 0 AUoturp, _ 


A Alliding Ho He Venteret Seat upe om Ha. Head 9/2 


Core na Vererig. 


There is a prone and ſpeechleſs Dialect, 
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Whether it be the fault and glimpſe of newnels, 

Or whether*that the body publick be 

A horſe whereon the Governor doth ride, 

Who newly in the ſear, that it may know 

He can command ; lets it ſtrait feel the ſpur; 

Whether the tyranny be.in his place, 

Or in his eminence that fills it up ; 

I ſtagger in :/But this new Governour 

Awakes me all the enrolled penalties | 

Which have ( like unſcowr'd Armor ) hung by clad 

So long, that nineteen Zodiacks have gone round, 

And none of them been worn; and for a name 

Now puts the drowfie and neglected Act 

Freſhly on me j Wy ſurely for a name. wr: 
Luc. I warranf,it is: and thy headvſtands f tickle on 

thy ſhoulders, that a Milk-maid, if ſhe bg.n love, may 

ſigh itoff » Send after the Duke, and appeal to him, 

Cla. I have done ſo, but he's not to be found. 

[ prgthee ( Lucio) do me this kind ſervice : 

This day, my ſiſter ſhould the Cloyſter enter, 

And there receive her approbation. 

Acquaint her with the danger of my ſtate, 

Implore her in my voice, that ſhe make friends 

To the ſtrict Deputy ;. bid herſelf affay him, 

I have great hope inthat; for in her youth 


Sach as movesmen 2 beſide ſhe hath proſperous Art 

When ſhe will play with reaſon, and diſcoutſe, 

And well ſhe can perſwwade. 

Luc, I pray ſhe may; as well for the encouragement 

of the like, which elſe wWld ſtand upon ajrier impo- 
_ whe 


ſition; as for a thy life, | be ſor- 
ry ſhduld be thus fooliſhly loſt, at a game of Tick-tacke 


PIEto her. Zed 
- / Exeunt. 


Luc. Within two hours. 
Cla. Come, Officer, away. 


| Dead to infliction, to themſelves are dead; 

And liberty plucks juſtice by the noſe 3 © 
The Baby beats the Nurſe, and 
Goes all decorum.' + - 

Fri, It reſted in, your Grace fe 
To unlooſe this tpd-up Juſtice; when you pleas'd : 
And itin you more dreadful would bave ſeeni'd 
Than in Lord Angelo. 7 

Duke. I as fear, too dreadful : 

Sith *rwas my fault to give the people ſcope,  - 
*Twould be my tyranny to ſtrike and gall then; 
For whatI bid them'do: For we bid this WW 
When evil deeds have their ——_— | 
And not the puniſhmente thereforg 

| have on Angelo impog'd the office; 
Who may in th'ambuſh of my name ſtrike home, 
And yet, my nature never in thefighe 
Todo iflander : 'mwto behold his ſway 
I will, as *rwere a brother of your Order, 
Viſit both Prince and people; Therefore 1 
Supply me with the habit, and inſtruct me 
How I may formally in. 
Like a true Fri : WK eaſons for this aftion 

At your niore leiſure, ſhall I render you; 

Only this one-: Lord Angelo is preciſe, | 

Stands at a guard with envy : ſcarte confeſſes 

| That his blood flows y or that his appetite 

Is more to bread than ſtone : hence ſhall we ſee / :- 
It power change purpoſes what our Seemers be/Excant, 


quite athwark | 


® 


Scena 


A 


Cla. 1 thank you, good friend Lucio. 


/ 


—— 
— 


Scena alan / //. 


ARIA AS FEXTS 
Enter Duke, and Frier Thomas. © 


- 
| Duke. No; holy Father, throw away that thought, 
Believe not that the Cr gOar of love 
Can pierce a compleat : why, Idefire thee 
To give me ſecret harÞour, hath a purpoſe 
More grave and wrinkled than theaims and ends 
Of burning youth. 

Fri. May your Grace ſpeak of it} 

Duke. My holy fir, none better knows than you 
How T have ever loved the life remov'd; 
And held in idle price to haunt aſſemblies, 

Where youth, and coſt, and witleſs bravery, keeps. 
I have delivered to Lord Angelo 
A Aere 


( A man of ſtrifture and firm abſtinence ) 
My abſolute power, and placgin Viewna, 
And he ſuppgſes me traveld to Poland; 
For ſo I kmve ſtsew'd it in the common ear 
nd fo it is receiv'd : Now, ( piolis fir ) 
You will demand of me, why I do this. 
Fri. Gladly, My Lord. 
Duke. We have ſtriCt Statutes,.and moſt biting Laws, 
( The needful birs and curbs for head-ſtrong ds) 
Which for this folfrteen years, we have let Rage-- 
Even like an ore-grown Lyon ina Cavey 
That goes not out to prey : Now, as fond Fathersz 
Having bound up the threatning twigs of Birch, 
ta ſtick it in theit childrens ſight 
ForſError, not to uſe ; in time the r 


/iemt4More mock'd than fear'd : ſo our Decrees, 


Iſa. And have you Nuns no farther priviledges? 
Nux. Are not theſe large enough ? | 
Ia. Yes truly ; I ſpeak not as deſiring more; 
But rather wiſhing a more ſtrict reſtraint 
Upon the Siſterhanakake Votariſts of Sairit Clare 
Lucio within. 
Luc. Hoa ſ peace be 
J/a- Who's that which calls ? | 
Nas. Itis a mans voice; geritle 1/abells,  '_.. 
Turn you the key, and know his buſineſs of hion ; 
You may, I may not; you are-yet unſworn : 


aninn} ( my father ),| 
ron bear | | 


| 


er ///. | 


Sur prac. 1, | 
Enter Iſabell, and Franciſca# Nun. 


in this place.” | 


Whenyou have vow'd, you muſt not ſpeak with men... 
But in the preſence of the Prioreſſe; _ 

Then if you ſpeak, you mult not ſhew your face 

Or if you ſhew your face, you muſt not ſpeake - 4 
He calls again ; I pray you anſwer him. AX < 


Luc. Hail Virgin, (if you be) as thoſe cheek-Reſts 
Proclaim you are no leſs z can you ſoſtead me, 
As bring me to the ſight of 1/abel/a, 
A novice of this place, and the fair Siſter 
To her unhappy brother Claudio ? Fs 
I/a. Why her unhappy brother ? Let me ask,.- 
The rather, for I now muſt make you know 
| am that 7/abella, and his Siſter. PRE | 
Luc. Gentle and fair; your brother kindly greets you ; 
Not to be weary with you y he's in priſon. 
Ia. Wo me, for what ? a £6 
Luc, For that, which if my ſelf might be his Judge, 
He ſhould receive his —— in thanks; 
He hath got hisfriend with Child. 
Ia. Sir, make me not, your ſtory, , - 
Luc. RSS; 1 would not, tho'tis my familiar fin, 
With Maids to-ſeem the Lapwing@and to je 
| Tongue, far from heart : play withall Virgins fo 5 
|| hold you as a thing en-okigh and { Finted, 


" 


I/a. Peace and proſperity : who is't that calls? Si F# 
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| By vour renouncement an immortal fpirit, 
{ And to be talk*'d with in ſincerity, 
1 As with a Saint. | 


Your brother and his lover ha brac'd ; 


By vain, tho a 10n. 
Luc. She It iS. 4xaza- 
Iſa. Let him marry her, 
Luc. This if the point, . 
The Duke is very ſtrangely gone from hence 


—_—_—— 


His givinggout, were of an infinite diſtance 
From his true meant defign *-upon his place, 
( And with full line of his authority) 
Governs Lord Angelo; A man whoſe blood 
Is very ſnow-brothq one, who never feels 


But doth rebate, and blunt his natural edge, 
| With profits of the mind z Study, and falt. 
He ( to give fear to uſe, and liberty, 


As Mice by Lyons) hath pickt out an att, 
Under who'e heavy ſenſe, your brothers life 
Falls into forfeic; he arrg{ts him on it, 

And follows cloſe the rigor of the Statute , 

| To make him an example ; all hopes gone, 


9 you, and your poor brother, 

| 7%. Doth he lo, 

See; his life ? 

4 Luc. Has cenſured him already, 

And as I tear, the Provoſt hath a warrant 

| For's Execution. 

I/a. Alas! what poor 

| Abilirig's in me, to do him good ? 
Luc. Aſſay the power you have. 

I/a. My powerT alas, I doubt. 

Luc. Our doubts are traytors 


| By fearing to attempte Go to Lord Angelo, 


1 Men givelikegods; but when they weep and 
All their petitions, are as truly theirs, 

As they themfelves would owe them. 

If. I|Eice what 1 can do. 

Luc, But ſpeedily: 

1/a. 1 will about it ſtrait; 

No longer ſtaying, but to give the Mother 
Notice of my affaire I humbly thank you, 
'ommend me to my brother : ſoon at night 
{lEſend him certain word of my ſuccels. 
Luc. T take my leave of you. 

I/a.- Good fir, adieu. 


1+. You do blaſpheme the good, in mocking me. 
Luc. Do not believe it « fewgeſs, and truthy *ris thus; 


As thoſe that feed grow full a$blaſſoming Time 
| That from the ſeedneſs, the bare fallow brings 
To teeming foyſon FI even ſo. her plenteous womb 


Bore many Gentlemen, ( my ſelf being one ), 
In hand, and hope of aCtionj but we do learn, 
By thoſe that know the very Nerves of State, 


1 he wanton ſtings and morions of the ſenſe; 


Which have for Jong run-by the hideous Law, 


Unleſs you have the grace, by your fair prayer 
To ſoften Angelo; And that's my pith of buſineſs 


And makes us loſe the good we oft might win, 


And let him learn to know, when Maidens ſue 


kneel, 


Exeunt. 1 Y 


R-CESamn, 


Aus Secundus. Scena Prima, 


Enter Angelo, Eſcalus, and ſervants, Pufice: 


x Ye 
Ang. We muſt not make a ſcar;crow of the Law, 


Expreſleth his full Tilth and Husbandry. WheHer th 
If. Some one with child by him ? my Coſen Juliet ? 
* 4c, Isſhexyour Coen ? A 


I. Adoptedly, as {chool-maids change their names 


G 


——_ 


Some run from brakesWHce. and anſiver non | 
| And ſome condemned for «fault alone.) . SCLMP _ We 


Setting it upto fearthe Birds of prey, 
And let it keep one ſhape, till cuſtome make it 
Their Pearch, and not their terror. 

Eſc. Ay,but yet 
Ler us be keen, and rather cuta little, 
Than fall, and bruiſe to deaths alas this Gentleman 
Whom I would fave, had a moſt noble father, 
Let but your honour know, 
({WhomI1 believeſto be moſt ſtrait in vertue,) 
Ta the working. of your own affettions, 
Had time co-heerd with Place, or place with wiſhing 
Or that the reſolute afting of our blood, : 
Could have arrain'd, th'effeft of your own purpoſe, 
Whether you had,ſometime in yqur lif; > 
Err'd in this point, wink now you cenfurt him, 
And pulPd the Law npon you. 

Ang. *Tis one thing to be tempted ,( Eſcalus ) 
Another thing to fall « I not den ; 
The Jury paſſing on the priſoners life 
May inthe ſworn-twelve, have a thief, or two, 
Guiltier than him they try ; what's open made to Juſtice, | 
_—_ | _=_ , What knowe the Laws 

at tiieves do pals on thieves? *Tis regnant 
The Jewel that we find, we ſtoop ———_— __ 
Becauſe we ſee it ; but what we do not ſee, | 
We tread upon, and never think of it. | 
You may not fo extenuate his offence, 
For I have had ſuch faults ; but rather tell me 
When I, that cenſure him, do fo offend, 
Let mine own Judgment pattern out my death, 
And nothing come in partial. he muſt die, 

_ Enter Proweſhe is wn 

Eſc. Bet as your wiſdom will. 

Ang. Where is the Provoſt? 

Pro. Here if it like your Honour, 

Ang. See that Claudio 
Be executed by nine go morrow morning, - : 


Bring him his Confeſſor, let him be prepar'd, 
or that's the utmoſt of his Pilgrimage. 7 @©x Sg. 
Eſe. Well heaven forgive him / and forgive us all 7 
Some riſe by ſin, and ſome by wertue fall : 


nter Elbow, Froth, Clown, Officers. 


| Conſtable, and my name is E/5c2y ; 1 dolean upon Juſtice, | 


your honour. 


Elhþ. Come, bring them away ; if theſe be good people | 
in a Common-weale, that do nothing uſe their a. 
buſes in common, houſes, I know no law; ring them a_ 
way. 

Ang. How now fir, what's our name? And what's 
the matter? 

Elb. If it pleafe your honour, I am' the poor Dukes 


ſir, and do bring in here before your good honour, two 
notorious BenefaCtors. 

Ang. Benefaftors? Well: What Penefactors are they ? 
Are they not MalefaCtors ? 

Elb. If it pleaſe. your Honour: 1 know not well what 
they are; Bur preciſe yillghs they are, that I am ſure of, 
and void of all proplanaion 11 the world, that good | 
Chriſtians ought to have. 

Eſc. This comes off well ; __—_ 

Ang. Go to: What quality ate 
our name ? 
Why do'ſt thou not ſpeak, E/bow ? 
Clo. He cannot fir ; he's out at Flbow, 
Ang. What are you fir? 
= He ſit,” a Taptiter fir; parcel Bawd z one that 
ſerves a bad woman; whoſe EE was ( as they ſay ), 
pluckt down in the Suburbs; and now ſhe proteſles a 
hot-houſe ; which, I think is a very 11 houſe too. 


iſe Officer. 
ofd Elbew is 


Eſc. How know you that ? 
Elb, My wife, Sit, whom I deteſt before heaven and 


Eſc. How 


mY 
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E(c. How? thy wife. 

Elb. AySir z whom 1 thank heavenis an honeſt woman. 
Eſca;” Do { thou deteſt her therefore ? 

| Elb. Ifayfir, I will dereſt my ſelf alſo, as well as ſhe 
that this houſe, if it be not a Bawds houſe, it is pity of her 
life, for itis a naughty houſe. 

| E/:a. How do'it thou know that, Conſtable ? 

Elb. Marry fir, by my wife; who, if ſhe ha#been a wo- 
man cardinally given, might have been accuſed in fqrni- 
cation, adultery, and all uncleannelſs there. 

Eſc: By thalwomans mea 

Elb.Agir, by Miſtris/Over-dons means ; but as ſhe ſpit 
in his \fo ſhe defyd him. 

Clo. Sir, if it pleaſe your honour, this is not ſo. 

Elb. Prove it before thele Varletshere, thou honoura- 
ble man, prove it. . 

Eſc. Do you hear how he miſplaces ? 

Clo. Sir, ſhe came in great with child ; and longin 
(ſaving your honours reverence ) for ſtew'd Preinns; F 
we had buttwo in the houſe, which ar that very inſtant 
time ſtood, as it were in a fruit diſh, ( a diſh of fome three 
pence ; your honours having ſeert (ch diſhes they are 
not China- diſhes, bur very good diſhes.” | 
Eſc, Go tos, go tos; nomatter for the diſh,ſir. 

Clo. No indeed fignot of a pin; you are thereih inthe 
right : butzto the point ; as [ ſay, this Miſtrs{E/bow,being 
as Ifay) with child and being great belligd, and longing 
( as1 » j) for pres : and having no more inthe: diſh 
(as I ſaid)! Maſter Froth here, this very man, having'eaten 
the reſt ;( as1 ſaid J; and (as I fay ), paying for them very 
honeſtly; for, as you krmow , Maſter Froth, I could not 
give you three pence again. 

Fro. No indeed. 

Clo. Very well; you being then(if (if yoube remembred) 
Fre Aſo ſtones of the foreſai 


ay 


Prewns. 
Fro. A,fo 1 did indeed. 
Clo. Why, very well piclling yow+ then, (if you be 
remembred,) that ſuch a one, and ſuch a one, were paſt 
cure of the thing you wot of, unleſs they kept very good 
dyet, as I told you. | Fro. All this is true. 
Clo. Whyvery well then. 
Eſc.- Come, you are a tedious fool; to the purpoſe : 
what was done to Elbows wite, that he harh cauſe to com- 
plain of? Come agg to, what was done to her. 
Clo. Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet. 
E/c. No fir, mean it nor. 
Clo. Sir, 'but yow ſhall come to it, by your Honours 
leave; AndI beſeech you, look into Maſter Fyoth here; 
fir, a man of four-ſcore- pound a year; whoſe Father 
died atHallowmasWas't not at Hallowmas MaſterFrorh ? 
Fro. All-hglland-Eve. 
Clo. Why very well; I hope here be truths: he fir, ſit- 
ting ( as Iſay )in a lower Chair, Sir, *rwas in the bunch 
of Grapes, where indeed you have agelight to fit, have 
you not ? 
Fro. I have ſo, becauſe it is an open rootn, and good 


or Winters 
Clo. Why very well then; 1 hope here be truths. 
Ang. This will laſt out a night i in Roſſa, | 
When nights are longeſt theres IlEcake my leave, 
And leave you tothe hearing of the cauſe, 
ing you'l find good cauſe to whip them all. 
\ Eſe. I hs no leſs+ good morrow to your 
\Now i, comeon : What was done to Elbows wife, once 
more * 
| Clo. Once fir? there was nothing done toi her once. . 
Elb. I beſeech you fir, ask him what this man did to 
my wite. . 
Clo. Ibeſeech your honour, ask me. 
Eſc. Wellfir, what did this Gentleman to her ? 
Clo. 1 beſeech you fir, look in. this Gentlemans face , 
good Maſter Froth look upon his honour ; *tis for a good 
\Purpole; doth your honour mark his tace ? 


. {fon than any of us all. 


Clo. Nay, I beſeech you mark it well. 

E'c. Well, Ido fo. | 

Clo. Doth your honour fee any harm 1 in his face ? 

Eſc. Why no. '$ 

Clo. Tibbe ſuppos'd upona book, his face is ; the worſt 
thing about him: good then; if his face be the wort 
thing about him, how could Maſter Frcth do the Canſta- 
bles wife any harm? I would know that of you _ 
nour. 

Eſc. 
it ? 

Elb. Firſt, adit like you, the houſe .is a reſpected 
houſe ; next, this is a reſpected fellow; and his Miſtris is | 
a reſpeCted woman. | 

Clo. By this hand fir, his wife is a more reſpected per- | 


He's in the right; Conley what ſay you to | 


E!b. Varlet, thou lieſt ; thou lieſt wicked Varlet; the 
time 1s yet to come, that ſhe was ever reſpected with wan 
woman, or child. 
Clo. Sir, ſhe was reſpected with him before he married 
with her. 
E/c. Which is the wiſer here ; Fuſtice, or Iniquity? ? Is} 
this true ? 1 | ſ 
Elb. O thou "Caitiff! O thou Varlet { © thou wicked ; 
Hannibat?] reſpefted with her, before I was married to her? $ 
If ever | was reſpected with her, or ſhe with me, let.not | 
your Worſhip think me the poor Dukes Officer ; ; prove} 
this, thon wicked Haxn:ba!, orl Where mine action ” 
battery on thee. : asf} 
, Eſc. If be took you a boxlith' ear, you might havel 
your ation of ſlander too. 
 Elb. Marry I thank your good wW orſhip for it : what 
is't your Worſhips pleaſure | ſhall do with this wicked 1 
Caitiff ? 1 
Eſc. Truly Officer, becauſe he hath ſome offences in #' 
him, that thou would'ſt diſcover, if thou couldit, let hiny, |. 
continue inhis courſes, tilt thon knowſt what they are, 
Elb,: Marry 1 thank yous Worſhip for it; Thou ſeeſtþ 
thou wicked Varlet now, what's come upon thee. Thou: [ 


art to continue. : 

Eſc. Where were you been, friend ? "Ea Sas! | 
Froth. Here in Vienna, Sir. 
Efe. a you of ——_ Pounds a year 2 
Froth. Yes, and't pleaſewou fir. . S | 
Eſc. So: what wade a of, ſir? {4h 5 le { | . 
Clo. A Tapſter;a r Widows Tapſter 
E/c. Your Miſtr& name ? 
Clo. Miſtr)Owver-den.: . : : 
. Hath ſhe had any more chanone iuband? ? 
- Nine, fir: -Over-den: by the laſt. 83%; h 
. Nine? Come hither to me, Maſter. Frorh ; Maſter ; 
Froth, | would not haye ygu acquainted with Taphers; 
they will draw you Maſter Erorh,and you will hang chend 
get you gone, and let me hear no more of you. : 

- Fro. Ithank your Worſhip; for mine own part, /1, ne-' : 
ver come into any room in a Tuphouthy but | am! drawn | 
in. 

Eſc: Well; no more of it Maſter Freth: farewell Z 

ame you hither to me,  aplter ; what's your nameÞ: 


” 


MaTapſter ? —_y | ; 
lo. Pompey. .B . 
Eſc. Whar elſe? p* [/ 
Clo. Bum, Sir. 


Eſc. Troth, and your Bum i is the congdle thing FLEA 4 
you, ſo that in the beaſtlieft ſenſe, you are Poxpey the 
great g Powfey, youare partly a Bawd, Pompey ;.howſoe» 
ver you colour it being a Tapſter;are you nor ? comeell : 
me true, it ſhall be the better for you. : - - 6 

Clo. Truly, ſir, lam a poor fellow that would live. / 

Eſc. How would you live Pompey ?. by being, a Bawd? 
whar do you think of the Trade,Pompey i ? isita _—_— 


+ 1-7 


(io. If the Law 


By ir, V Il. 
| fe Ag ery we 


Trade ? 

al ation fir. , | 
Eſc. Bntthe Law will not allow is Pompey it ſhal 

not be allowed in Vienna. bs BY 


p 
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Clo. Do's your Worſhip mean to geld and ſplay all the 
Youth in the City ? 
Eſc. No, Poripey. " SIP 
Clo. Truly Sir, in my poor opinion, they will to't then« 
if your Worſhip will take order for the Drabs and Knaves, 
you need not to fear the Bawds. =» 
Eſc. There are pretty Orders beginning, Icantell you: 
It is but heading and hanging. 
Cle« If you head and hang all that offend that way but 
for ten year together, you'll be glad to give out a Com- 
miſſion for more heads : If this Law hold in Views ten 
years; TIE rent the faireſt houſe in it after three pence a 
Bay : IF you live toſce this come to paſs, ſay, Pompey told 
ou ſo: 
: Eſc. Thank you, good Pompey ;"and in requital of your 
Prophefi, hark you I adviſe you let me not find you be- 
fore me again upon any complaint whatſoever; no, not 
for dwelling where you do : If 1 do, Pompey, I ſhall beat 
you to your Thy nd prove a ſhrewd Czſar to you : In 
plain dealing, 11 have you whipt : So for this time, 
Pompey, fare yOu well. 
Clo. 1 thank your Worſhip for your good counſel; but 
I ſhall follow it as the fleſh and fortune ſhall better deter- 
mine. Whip me? no, no: let Carman whip his Jade; 


o - 
” *4 n oy 
tare yr ne _ 


Maſter Conſtable ; how long have you been in this place of 
Conſtable ? | 

Elb. Seven year and a half, fir. 

Eſc. Ithought by the Madineſs in the Office, you had 
pontinted in it ſome time : you lay, ſeyen years toge- 
ther. 

Elb. And a half, fir. 

Eſe. Alas! it hath been great pains to you; they do you 
wrong to put you ſooft uporrt : Are there not men in your 
Ward ſufficient to ſerve it ? | 

Elb. *Faith fir, few of any Wit in ſuch matters; as they 
are choſen, they are glad to chooſe me for them 1doit for | 
ſome piece of money, and go through with all. 

Eſc, Look you bring me in the Names of ſome fix or ſe-| 
ven, the moſt ſufficient of your Pariſh. 

E!b. Toyour Worſhip's houſe, fir ? 

Eſc. To my houſe; fare you welly what's a clock, think 
you * EN 049 . 

Fuſt. Eleven, fir. \ Ee -- 

Eſc. I pray you,gajhome to dinner with me. 
Fuſt. I humbly thank you. 
Eſc. It grieves me for the death of Claudio: 
But there's no Remedy. 
Fuſt. Lord Angelo is ſevere. 
Efe. It is but needful : 
Mercy is not it ſelf, that oft looks ſo; 
Pardon is ſtill the Nurſe of ſecond woe : 
But yet, poor Claudio there is no Remed Y. 


Come fir.  Exeunt. 
Scena Slain | /. 
& &- | 
Enter Provoſt, Servant. 
| Ser. He's hearing of a Cauſe; he will come ſtraight: 
TI&tell him of you. 


Pro. Pray you do; PIEknow 

His v tha {pate be hell relent: alas! 
He hah bur asoffended in a dream : 

All Sects, all Ages ſmack of this vice, and he 
Todiefor't! 


Enter Angelo. 


|-The valiant heart's not whipt out of his Trade. Exit. X 
Eſc. Come hither tome, Maſter Elbow; come hither, 


—_ 


| Pro. Is it your Will Claudio ſhall die to morrow? 
Ang. Did not I tell thee yea ? hadit thou not order ? 
Why do'ſt thou ask again ? 
Pro. Leſt I might be too raſhe 
Under your good correction, I have ſeen 
When after Execution, Judgment hath 
Repented o're his doom, 
Ang. Gee: let that bemine : 
Do you your Office, or give up your Place, 
And you ſhall well be ſpar'd. ._ 
Pro. I crave your pardon : 
What ſhall be done, fir, with the groaning Faliet ? 
She's very near her hour. 


Ang. Diſpoſe of her 
To ſome more fittexplace, and that with ſpeed. 
Ser. Hereistheffſter of the man condemn'g, 


Deſires acceſs to you. 
Ang. Hath he a ſiſter ? 
pr ay good Lord, a very vertuous maid, 
And to be ſhortly of a Siſter-hood, | > 
If not already. FEY IN 
Ange alt: let her be admitted : EX 1 £0/ 
See you the Fornicatreſs be remov'd ; 
Let her have needful, but not layiſhmeans ; 
There ſhall be order fort. 
+ h————— 


Enter Lucio and Iſabella. 9 FF" 7 


Pro. *Save your Honour. Vile.” 

-og. Stay a little whilee y'are welcome; What's your 
Will? . 

Iſab. 1 am a woful Sytor to your Honour, 
*Pleaſe but your Honour hear me. 

Ang. ad: what's your ſuit? 

I/ab. There isa Vice that moſtI do abhor, 
And moſt deſire ſhould meet the blow af Juſtice, 


For Which 1 would not plead, but that 1 muſt: 4 | 
C Leh 


For which I muſt aww plead, nai 1 am 
At war *twixt will and will not. A 
Ang. Well; the matter ? 
Tab, I have a brother is condemn'd to ew , 
I do beſeech you let it be his fault, F 
And not my brother, 
Pro. Heaven gwe thee moving graces/ 
Ang. Condemnthe fault, and not theaQtor of it? 
Why every fault's condemn'd ere it be done ; 
Mine were the very Cipher of a Function 
To fine the faults, whoſe fine ſtands inRecord, 
And let goby the aCtor. 
I{ab. Oh juſt, but ſeyere Law / 
I had a brother thenheaven keep your honour/ 
Luc. Giv'tnot o're ſo: to him again, intreat him, 
Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown ; 
Youare too cold ; if you ſhould need a pin, 
You could not with gjore tame tongue deſire it : 
To him, 1 ſay. 
1/ab. Muſt he needs die ? 
Ang. Maiden, no Remedy. 
Tak Yes; I do think that you might pardonhhim, 
And neither heaven, nor man grieve at the mercy. 
Ang. I will not do't. 
1b, Bur can you if you would ? 
Ang. Look, what 1 will not, that I cannot do. 
Tak. But might you do't, and dothe World no wrong, 
If ſo your heart were touch'd with that remorſe, _ 
As mine is tohim ? 
Ang. He's ſentenc'd; *tis too late. 
Luc. You are too cold, 
I/ab. Too late ? why fo ? I that doſpeak a word, 
May call it back again : Well, believe this, 
No ceremony that to great ones longs, 
Not the —_ Crown, nor thedeputed Sword; 
The Marſhal's Truncheon, nor the Judges Robe, 
Become them with ore half ſo good a grace 


| Ang. Now, what's the matter, Provoſt ? 


As mercy does: It he had been as you, and you as he, 
| You 


pO EET 


wed 


{ 


> EO 
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em 


You would hare ſlipt lice him,”but he, like you, 


| | Would not have been ſo ſtern. 


Anz. Pray you be gone. | - 
V/ab. 1 woirld to heaven I had your potency, 
And.you were 1/abel; ſhould it then be thus ? 
No; 1 would ref] what twere to be a Judg> 
And what a Priſoner. ns. 
LucAgtouch kim ; there's the vein. 
Ani Your brother is a forfeit of the Law, 
And you but waſte your words. 
Iſab. Alas! alas! ve : 
Why, all the ſouls that were, Were forfeit once; 
And he that might the vantage beſt have took, 
Found out tlie Remedy « How would you be, 
If he, which is the cop of Judgment, ſhould 
But judg you as you are? Oh, thinKon that, 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 
Like man new-made. 
Ang. Be you content) (fair Maid), 
[tis the Law, not I, conderarSyour brother : 
Were he my kinfman; brother, or my ſon, © 
It ſhould be thus with him; he nawſt die to morrow. 
Tab. To morrow ? Oh, that's ſudden + 
Spare him, ſpare him» To. 
He's not prepar'd for death : even fox our kitchins 
We kill the fowl of ſeafori ; MP we ſerve heaven! 
With lefs reſpect than we do miniſter 


VVho is it that hath dyd for this Offence? 
There's many have cotnmitted it. 
LucAy:well ſaid. 
HANS. 
Thoſe many had not dar'd to do that evil, 
if the firſt, that did th* Editt infringe, 
Had anſwer*d for his deed» Now *tis awake, 
Takes note of what is done, and like a Prophet, 
Looks in a glaſs that ſhews what future evils 
Habs Ew, or by remiſsneſs, new conceiv'd, 
And ſoirprogrelſs to be hatch'd,, and borny 
Arenow to have no ſucceſſive degree$, 
But re they live?fOEnd. 

I/ab. Yet ſh&w ſome pity. a 

Anz. 1 ſhewit moſt of all when I ſhew Juſtice; 
For then I pity rboſeI do not know, 
VVhich a diſmiſs'd Offence would after gaull 
And do him rightit, that gpſwering one foul wrongs 
Lives not to act another, Befatistied; 
Your brother dies to thoFfOw 3 be content. 

1/2. So you mutt be the firſt that gives this ſentence, 
And he that ſuffers : Oh, tis excellent 
Tohave aGiant's ſtrength ; but it 1s ryrannous 
To uſe it like a Giant. 

Luc. That's well ſaid. | 

1/a. Could great men thiſhder EF 
As Fove bimfelf dats, Fove would ne're be quiet; 
For every pelting petty Officer 
VVould uſe his heaven for thurider 
Nothing but thunder : Merciful, heaven, , | 
Thou rather with thy ſharp and ſulphurons bole 
Split'ſt the un-wedgable and gnarjed Oke, 
Than the ſoft 1]: O but man! proud man} 

reſt in a littlebrief antharity, 3 
Moſt ignorant of what he's moſt aſſur'd 
(His glaſſg Eſſence), like an angry Ape, 
Plays ſuch grantaſtique tricks before high heaven, 
As makes the Angels weep ; who with our ſpleens 
VVould all themſelves laugh mortal. 

Luc. Oh, to him, to him,Wench; he will relent : 
He's coming : Iperceive'. 

Pre, Pray heaven (tte win him. y 

I/a. V Ve cannot weigh our brother with, our felt: 
Great men may jeſt with Saints; 'tis Wit in them, 
Bur inthe leſs Gal Prophanation. | 
Lc. Thou'rt'right (Girl); more of that, 


pe _ I ho .* LT 


Toour groſs ſelves ? good, good my Lord, bethink you : 


he Law hath not been dead, thoit hath ſlept : 


4s that temptation, that doth goad us on 


T/ab. That in the Captain's but a choKerick word, 
VVhich4nthe Soldier is flat blaſphemy. 
Luc. Art advis'd of that ? more on'e, 4e# POT ES. 
Ang. Why do you put theſe ſayings/upon me ? 
I/a. Becauſe AuchoWBRPMM ic err like —_ 
Hath yet a kind of Medicine in it ſelf, | 
That $kins the Vice of th” top: go to your boſon, 
Knock there, and ask your heart what it doth know 
Thar'shike my brother's fault; if ic confeſs 
A natural guiltineſs, ſuch as is his, 
Let it not found a thought upon your tongue 
Againſt my brother's life. 
Ang. She ſpeaks, and *cis ſuch ſenſe, 
That my ſenſe bfeeds with it : fare you well. 
1/a. Gentle my Lord, titn back. 
Ang. 1 will bethink me : come again to morrow. 
Ia Hark, how PIE bribe you: good my Lordtutn 
ack. 

Ang. How ? bribe me ?. - 

I/a. Ay, wich ſuch gifts that heaveh ſhall ſhare with 
you. 


Luc. You had marr'd all elſe. 
I/a. Not with fond Wy of the teſted-gold, 
Or ſtones, whoſe rate Þ#@ either rich or poor, 
As fancy values them : but with true prayts, 
Thar ſhall be up at heaven, and entet there, 
E're Sun riſe: prayers from preſerved fouls, 
From faſting Maids, whoſe tninds are dedicate 
Tonothing temporal, 

Ang. Well; come 
Luc, 


Eto Morrow. 


Fot I am that way going to temptation, 
Where prayers croſs. 

Iſa. At what hour to morrow 
Shall I attend youghanny ? 


Arg. Atany time *fore-noon. 


I/a. Heaven keep your ho ur fe. | | 
| Ang. Amen: Fay ig FATE] 


Ia. *Saye your honour. —_Extiunt. 
»h Ry From thee; even from thy Vertue./ 
Whar? this * What's this? ls this her fault, or wine? 
The Tempter,. or the Tempted, who ſins moſt ? ur? 
[Not ſhe ; Mor dotFſhe tetmpt; bur itis L_. 
Thar, lying by the Violet in the Sun, 
Do as the Carrion des, not as the flower, - 
Corrupt with vettuous ſeaſone CAn it be" 


9. 


That Modeſty may more betray our ſenſe, 
Shall we deſire to raze the Sanctuary, 

And pitch our evils there ? Oh fie, fie, fie 

What doſt rfion' ? Or what art thou, Angelo? 

Doſt thou defire her fouly, for thoſe things 

That make her good ? Oh lex her brother live; 

Thieves foPAheir Robbery have atithority, 
| | oh | 
VVhen Judges ſteal themſelves What ! do Tlove het, 
That 1 deſire to hear her ſpeak again : 
And feaſt upon her Eyes ? VVharisitI dream 6n? 
Oh cunning Enemy, that to catch a Saint, _ 
VVith Saifits doſt bait thou hook, moſt dangefons 


' Togfn, in loving V. er could the Strumpet, 
 V'Vith all her doub > Art, and Nature, 
Ogce ſtir my temper ; butthis vErtuous Maid 


ues me quite : Ev8n till now, _ 
VVhen men were fond, 1finil'd, and wondred how 


Scena 


\ Than Womans lightnefs ? having waſte ground enough, 


Exit. 
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Scena amis 
Enter Duke, and Provoſt. þ 


'.. Duk. Hail toyon, Provoſt ; fol think you are. 
Pre. I am the Provoſt ; what's your will, good Frig * 
Duk. Board by my Charity, and my bleſt Order, 
I come to viſit the afflicted ſpirits 
Here in the Priſon; do me the common right 
Tolet me ſee themz and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes; that I may miniſter 
To them accordingly. 
Pro. | would do more than that, if more were needful. 
Enter Juliet. 
Look here comes one; a Gentlewomanof mine, 
VVhofalling in the flaws of her own Youth, 
Hath bliſter'd her Report : She is with child, 
And he that got it, ſentenc'd: a yoyng man 
More fit to do another ſuch Oftencgy 
Than «Le for this. 
Duk. VVhen muſt hedie?. 
Pro. AsT dothink, tomorrow. 
I have provided for you: ſtay a while, 
And you ſhall be Conducted. = 
Duk. Repent you (fairone) qfght fin you carry. 
Ful. 1 do; and bear the ſhamggaukrgatiently. , 
Du.I'1& teach you how you ſhall araign your conſcience, 
And try your penitence, if it be ſound, 
Or hollowly put on. 
' Ful. TIEgladly learn. 
Duk. Love you the man that wrong'd you ? . 
Ful. Yes, as llove the 04A Gp 0s him, 
Puk. So then it ſeems your molt oltencetul act 
VVas mutually committed. 
Jul, Mutually. ; 
Duk. Then was your ſin of heavier kind than hisÞ 
Ful,, 1 do corffeſs it,. and repent it (Father). =— 
Duk. 'Tis meet ſo (daughter); but buſt yoſ ew repent , 
As that theſin hath brought yoy to this ſhame, 
V Vhich ſorrogs always Spprerour ſelves, not heaven, 
Showing we jo. et not {pave heaven, as we love it, 
Butas we ſtand in fear, 
Ful. 1 dorepent me, asitis an evil, 
And take the ſhame with joy. 
Duk. There reſt : . 
Your partner, (as I hear) ,mult die to morrow, 
And I am going with inſtruction to him; 
| Grace go with you, tang! þ I” '# Exit. 
Ful. Muſt die to morrow? Oh injurious lewl, a4, 
That reſpits'me a lite, whoſe very comfort 
T Exeunt. 


Is ſtill a dying horror. 
Pro. *Tis pity of him. 


—_— —————— 


An. VVhen I would pray, and think, I think, and pray 
To ſeveral ſubjects: heaven hath my empty words, 
VVhilſt my indencicn, hearing not my tongue, 

Anchors on I/abe] : heav@n in my mouth, 

As if 1 did but only chew his name, 

And in my heart the ſtrong and ſwelling evil 
Of my conception: the ſtate whereon | ſtudied 
Is like a gcod thing, being often read, 


Scena X : L | 
| Enter Angelo. Y 


Grown feard, aud tedious z yea, my Gravity, 
Where:n (let no man hear me) I take pride, 
Could I, with boot, change for an idle plume 
Which the air beats for vain 5 Oh place ! oh form ! 
How often doſt thou with thy caſe, thy habir, 
Wrench awe from facls, and tie the witer ſouls 
To thy falſe (eeming 7 Blood, thou art,>lood, "- 
[ er's,yrrite good Angell on the Devi!s horn; 

* Bis not the devils Creſt { how now? who's there? 

Enter Servant. 
Ser. One 1/abe/, a ſiſter, el acce(s to you, 
Ang. Teach her the way « Oh heavens 

Why do's my blood thus muſter to my hearr, 
Making both ic unable for it ſelf, 
And di{pofſeſſing all my other parts | 
Of neceſlary firnets ? \ 
So play the fooliſh throngs with one that ſwornK$s, 
Come all tohe!lp him, and fo ſtop theair 
By wiichhe ſhould revive: and even fo. 
The general ſibjetts to a well-wiſht King, | 
Out ibeir own part, and in obſequious fondneſs 
Crowd to his preſence, Wfkere their uutaughr love 
Mult needs appear Offence : how now fair Maid ? 


—  —___ Ports 

: Enter Iſabella SJ LARA 
I/a. lam come to knowyayr pleaſure. | 
Ang. Thatyou might know it, would much better pleaſe 


/ /o Telezlh | Than to demand what *tis # your brother cannot live, 


1/a. Even ſo? heaven keep your Honour. 


Arg. Yet may he livea. while z and it may be 
As long as you or 1; yet he muſt die. 


I/a. Under your Sentence ? 

Aur. Yea. 

I/a. Vhen, I beſeech you ? that in his Reprieve, 
(Longer or ſhorter ), he may be lo fitted, 

'That his foul ſicken nor. 

Ang. Ha? hie, theſe filthy Vices {Ur were as good 
To pardon him, that hath from Nature ftoP Ld 
A man already made, as to remit — ne fs ; 
Their ſawcy funnag, that do coin heavens Image 
In ſtamps thatare forbid : *cis all as ani, } i /—- 
Falſely to take away a life true made, 

AsSto put mettle in reſtrained means, 
To make a falſe one. 

I/a.” Tis ſer down ſo in heaven, but notinearth. 

Ang. ay you ſo? then ſhall poze you quickly. 
Which had you rather, that the moſt juit Law 
Now took your brother's liſe / ea to redeem him, 
Give up your body to ſuch ſweet uncleanneſs 
As ſhejthat he hath ſtain'd? 

[/a. Sir, believe this, 

[ had rather give my body than my ſoul. 

Ang. I talk not of your foul ; our compell'd ſins 
Stand more for number than fr accom pt. 

I/a. How ſay you ? 

Ang. Nay, I1Enot warrant that ; for I can ſpeak 
Againlt the thing I ſay » Anſwer to this; 

I (now the Voice of the Recorded Law), 
Pronounce a ſentence on your brother's liſe : 
Might there not be a charity in ſin, 


7 


4To fave this brothers life ? - 


I/a. Pleaſe you to do't, 


TIE take it asa peril to my ſoul; 


It is no finatall, but charity. 
Ang. Pleas'd you to do't at peril gf your ſoyl, 
Wereequal poize of ſinand charity: 
I/a. That I do beg his life, if it be ſin, 
Heaven let me bear it { you granting of my ſuit, 
If that be fin, PlEmakdijrt my owns, * when & 
To have it added to the faults of mine, 
And nothing of your anſiver. 
Ang. Nay, but hear me : 
Your ſenſe purſues not mine : either you are ignorant, 


366 ſeem lo craftjg-and that's not good. 
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Ang. | think it well ; 
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1a. Let me be ignorant, ' and in nothing good, 
Zur gracionſly to know Tamno betrer. : 
Ang. Thus Wiſdom wiſhes to appear moſt bright, 
When it doth tax it ſelf : As theſe black Maſques 
Proclaim an en- ſhield beauty ten times louder P 
Than beanty could diſplayede Bur mark me, &' £-<-, 
To be received plain, yI6 ſpeak more grols : 
Your brother 18 to die. 
I/a. 50. 
Ang. And his Offence is fo, as it appears, 
Accountant to the Law upon that pain. 
I/a. True. ; 
Ang. Admit noother way to fave his life, 
/ As I ſubſcribe not thar, nor any other, 
aur the loſs of queſtion), that you, his fiſter, 
Finding your ſelf deſir'd of ſuch a perſon, 
Whoſe credit with the Judg&,or own great place, 
Could ferch, yauc brother from the Mannacles 
Of the all- Law: and thaFthere were 
No earthly mean to fave him but that either 
You muſt lay down the treaſures of your body... 
Tothis ſuppoſed, or elſe w lethim ſuffer, 
What would you do ? 
[/a. As much for my poor brother as my ſelf; 
That is, were | under the terms of Death, ; 
Th impreſſion of keen Whips,- ['18 wear as Rubies, 
And ſtrip my (&f to death, as to a bed, 
That longing kave been ſick tor, e're 1'ld yeild 
My body up to ſhame. 
Ang. Then muſt your brother die. 
I/a. And *rwere the cheaper way 
Better it were a brother dyd at once, 
Than char a ſiſter by redeeming him, 
Should die for ever. 
Ang. Were nor you then as cruel as the Sentence 


Thar you have flander'd fo ? 
1/a. lenominaanſom, an free Pardon, 
Are of two houſes; lawful Mercy / «YE 

Is nothing kin co foul Redemprion. 

Ang. You ſeem'd of late to make the law a Tyrant, 
And rather prov'd the ſliding of your brother 

A merriment than a vice. 

I/a. Oh pardon me, my"E&ftt? it oft falls ont 

To have, what we would have : 

We ſpeak not what we mean : 

| ſomething do excuſe the thing I bate , 

For his advantage that | dearly love. 

Ang. We ate all frail. 

[/a. Elfe let my brother die, 

If not a feodary but only he 

Owe, ard ſi:cceed weakneſs. 

Ang. Nay, Women are irail too. 

[/a Ag,as the glaſſes where they viewthemſelves 3 
Whici are as eaſie broke as they make formse 
Women Þ help heaven; Men their creation mar 

In profiting by them: -Nay, call us ten times frail ; 
For we are ſoft, as our complexionsare, 

And credulous to falie prints. 


And from this teſtim ny of your own Sex, 

(Since | ſuppoſe we 7 6 made to be no ſtronger 

Than taulrs may ſhake our frames), ler me be bold ; 

| do arreſt your words : Be that you are 

That is, a Woman; if you be more, you'r none- 

if you be ong (as von are well exp | wh 

By all external warrants ), ſhew it now, 

By putting on the deſtin'd Livery. . 
I/a. Ihave no tongue bur one; gentle my Lord, 

Let me intreat you ſpeak the former language. 
Ang Plainly conceive l love you. 
I/a. My brother did love Fuliet ;; 

And yourell me, that he ſhall die fork,- We 
Ang. He ſhall nor, [/abel, if you give me love: 
I/a. l know your Vertue hath a licence in's, 


Which ſeems a little fouler than it is. 
To pluck on others. 
Ang. Believe me on mine Honour, 
My words expre(s my purpoſe - | 
Iſa. Ha ? Little honour to be much believ'd; 
And moſt pernicious purpoſe: Seeming, ſeeming! 
I will proclaim thee, Angel» ; look fore: 
Sign me a preſent pardon for my brother, > je 
Or with an out-ſtretch'd throat PIE tell the World/aloud 
What man thoa arr. | 
Ang. Who will believe thee, [/abe/? 
My unſoiPd name, th* auitereneſs of wy life; 
My vouch againit you, and my place i” th? State; 
W111 to your accufation over-weigh, 
That you ſhall ſtiflein your own Report, «a» 
And (ſmell of caijumny. | have begun, 
And now I give my ſenſual race the reine 
Fit thy conſent to my ſharp appetite y 
Lay by all nicety, and prolixious bluſhes ./gpe- 
T hat baniſh what they ſue for; Bw thy brother 
By yielding up thy- body to my Will gf | 
Orelſe he mult nor only die the death, 
But thy unkindnelſs ſhall his death draw ont - 
1 olingring ſifferance :' Anſwer me to morrow, 
Or by the atfeCtion that now guides me moſt, 
PIEprove a "Tyrant rohim. As tor you, 10 
Say what you can, my talſe o're-weighs your true. [Exit 
I/a Towhom ſhould | complain ? Did | cell this; 
Who would believe me ? O perilo1s mouths, 
That bear in chem ong and tht (el-ſame tongue, 
Either of condemnation or approot, 
Bidding the Law make curthie to the'r Will, - 
Hooking both right and wrong to th* apperitey 
Tofollow as it draws. i'16to my brother q 
Tho he hath fal'n by promprure of the blood, 
Yet hath hein biim ſich a mind of Honour, 
Thar had he twenty heads to render down 
On twenty bloody blqgks, he'ld yeild them up, 
Before his filter ſhonld her body itoop ; : 
To ſuch abhorr'd pollution. 


Then //ootinaboa—esd brother die z-- . - 6 
** More than our brother is our Chaſtity. _ 


PIE reli him yer of Angels's Requeſt," - _ / - 
Ard fic his wind to death tor his ſoul's Reſt. 


- 'S 


DE — 


Aus Tertius, Scena Prima. 
” Free onD 
Enter Duke, Glaudio, and Provoſt. 


Duk. So then you hope of pardon from Lord Angelo? 
Clau. The miferalye have no other Medicine | 
But only hope: I kmve hopeto live, 

die. _— k 
Dk. Be abſolute for death ; allar deach or life 
Shall thereby be the ſweeter. . Reaſon thus with life 3 
If Ido loſe thee, I'doloſea thing 
That none but fools [keepy a 
Servile to all the skyi& influences, 
That doſt this habitation where thou keep'ff 
Hourly afflit : Meerly thou ar: Death's fool ; 
For him thou labour'{t by thy flight co ſhin, = 
And yettunn'ſt toward him ſtills Thou art riotnob 
For all th* accommodations thax, thou beat*ft, 


breath thon arty 


ol 


For thou doſt fear the fr and render fork 
of a poor worm thy beſt of reſtis ſleep, 


And that thou oft provok'ſt;yer grolly fear'ſt ©2596 Oh 

Thy death, which is nomore » Thou art riot thy felf4 © _ 

For thou exiſts'on many a Sexes gtains” * 
pi 
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That iſſue out of duſts Happy thou art not ; I will encounter darkneſs as a bride, 
For what thou haſt not, till thou ſtriv'ſt to get, And hug it in mine arms, 
And what thou haſt; forgett'it : Thou artnot certain ; Iſa. There ſpake my brother ; there my father's gave. | 
For thy complexion ſhifts to ſtrange effects, | Did utter forth a voice. Yes, thou muſt die : 
After the-Moon sMahou art rich. thou'rt poor ; Thou art toonoble to conſerve a life 
For like an Aſs, whoſe back with Ingots bows, [n baſe —_— This outward fainted Deputy, 
Thou bear'ſt thy heaxgy Riches but a journey, _ Whoſe ſerſed viſage, and deliberate word 
and death unload{thee : Friend, haſt thon none, Nips youth i* th' head, and follies doth emmew, 
Forthine own bowels which do call thee fire } As Falcon doth the fowly is yeta devil: 
The meer <iiuſion of thy proper loyns His filth within being caſt, he would appear 
Do curſe the Geut, Sarpego, and the Rheum, A pond as deep as hell. "= my), 
| For ending thee no ſoonere Thou haſt not youth, nor age; Cla. The may Angelo ? h 
| Bar, as it were, an after-dinners ſleep, | Ta. Ohjtis tHe cunning Livery of hell, 
| Dreaming on both ; for all thy bleſſed youth The damned body to inveſt and cover 
>” Becomes apegm, and doth beg the alms In Pmaazly gardese doſt thon think, Claudio,? 
/ A | Of palſied-El4? and when thou art old, and rich, If I Would yeild him my Virginity, 
| Thou haſt neither heat, affeQtion, limb, nor beauty Thou mighr'ſ be freed. 
To make thy Riches pleaſant what's mae in this Cla. Ohheavens,ir cannot be. | 
That bearsthe name of life ? Yerin this life [/a. Yes, he would ode, fam this rank Offence | 
Lie hid map thouſan$Wths; yer death we fear, So to offend him ſtill. This nights the time _— 
That makes theſe odds all even. - {| ThatI ſhouldqdo whatI abhor to name, 
Clau. 1 humbly thank you. Or elſe thou difſt to morrow. 
To ſue to live, | find I ſeck to die, C/a. Thou ſhalt not do'r. 
And ſeeking death, find life : Let-it come on. JJ. Oh, were it but my life, 
1 Fter Iſabella. 19 throw it down for your deliverance 
| Tab, What hoa? Peace here z Grace and good Com- | As frankly as a pi 
; panye Cla. 1 hanks dear, 1/abel. 
Pro. Who's there? Comein: the wiſh deſerves a wel- | 7/4. Beready, Claudio, for your death to gyorrow.; 
come. 2 | | Cla. Yes, Has he affeCtions in him, 
| , Duk. Dear fir, ere long PIE viſit yqn again. | That thus can make him bite the Law by th' noſe, 
Cla. Moſt holy fir, I thank yon. Whenhe would force it ? ſurcit is no fin 
| Ia. My buſineſs is a'word'or two with Claudio: Or of the deadly ſeven it is the leaſt. 
Pro. And very welcome « look Signior, here's your ſi-| 1/9. Which is the leaſt ? 
ſter. S -- Cl/a. If itit were damnable, he being ſo wiſe; 
Duk. Provw#t, a word with you. Why would he for the momentany trick 
| Pro, As many as you pleaſe. Be perdurahly fin'd ? Oh Iſabeh* 
' Duk. Bring thEth'to ſpeak where I may be conceaPd, yet | 1/s. What ſays my brother ? GOT 
SLE «Ae Pro Exeunt. | | Cla. Death is a fearful thing. , 


Food | Cla. Nowgiſter, what's the comfort, eng Ja. And ſhamed life a hateful, 
' Ta. Why, ry / g: // Clo. Agbut to die, and go we know not where; 


AS all comforts are; moſt good ; To lie in cold ObſtruCtion, and to rot ;* 


Lord Angelo having affairs to heaven, This ſenſible warm motion,.to become 
Intends you for his ſwift Ambaſſador; A kneaded clod ; and the eaduyluna ſpirit 0 
Where you ſhall be an everlaſting Leiger » To bathe in fiery floods, or to rlide 6 
Therefore your beſt appointment make with ſpeed, -In thrilling Region of thick-ribbed Ice, 
'To morrow you ſet old: To be itmpriſon'd in the viewleſs winds, 
i Cla. 1s there noRemedy ? And blown with reſtleſs violence round about 
, 1/a. None but ſuch Remedy, as to fave a head The pendant World; or to be worſe than worſt 
Aus F a cleave a heart in twain. Of thoſe that lawleſs and incertain thought — 
Cla. But is there any ? : [magine howling; Tis too horrible! 
Ia. Yes, brother, you may live : The wearieſt, and moſt loathed worldly life , 
There is a devillifh mercy in the Jndg £ That age, ach, penury, and impriſonment 
If you'llimplore it, that will free your life Can lay on Nature, isa Paradiſe 
Bur fetter you till death. To what we fear of death, 
Cla. Perpetual durance ! Iſa. Alas! alas / 
IgAguit, perpetual durance, a reſtraint,  Cla. Sweet fiſter,let me live. 
\Theomg all the Worlds vaſtidity you ad, What fin you do to favea brother's life, 
To a determin'd ſcope, Nature diſpenſes with the deed fo far, 
Cla. But in what na That it becomes a vertue. 
a. In ſuch a one, as you conſenting to'r, Iſa. Oh you beaſt ! 
[Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear, Oh faithleſs coward ! oh diſhoneſt wretch ! 
And leave you naked. . Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice? 
Clay. Let me know the point.” Is*r not a kind of inceſt, to take life 


I/a. Oh, I do fear thee, Claudio, and I quake, From thine own fiſters ſhame ? What ſhould I think ? 
[Leſt thou a feavourous life ſhould'ſt entertain, Graaf Heavtn faradd : my mother plaid my father fair : , 

And fix or ſeven Winters more reſpect For ſuch Awarped ſlip of Wilderneſs 

Than a perpetual honour. Dar*ftthon die ? Ne're ifſu'd from his blood. Take my defiance, 

'The ſenſe of death is moſt in apprehenſion, Die, petiſh { Might bewny,bending down A 


| And the poor Beetle that we tread upon, Reprieve thee from thy fate, it ſhould proceed » 
In corpgral ſufferance, finds a pang as great Ple pay a thouſand prayers for thy death ; 
As when a Giant dies. pap . No word to fave thee. 
| 1 Cla: Why give you me this m__ Cla. WJ, hear me, 7/abel. 
C Think youl emma reſolution fetch % _ | Ia. Oh, fie, fie, fie, 
From flowry tenderneſs? If 1 muſt die, Thy fin's not accidental, but a trade z 
| 
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Mercy to thee wonld 
Tis beſt that thou dielt quickly | 
C!a. Oh hear label. Hens mDuke ſteps 7n. 
TD. Vouchſafe a word *yogg ſiſter, but one word. 
In, What is your will ? 

Du, Might you diſpenſe with your leiſure, 1 would by 
and by have tome ſpeech with you : the ſatisfaction I would 
require, is likewiſe your own benefit. 

1a. I have no ſuperfluousleiſure ; my ſtay muſt be ſtolen 
out of other affairs : bur I will attend you a while. 

Du. Son, I have over-heard what hath paſt between you 
and your fiſter. 4rge/s had never the purpole to corrupt 
her ; only he hath made an8flay of her verrue, to practiſe 
his judgment with the diſpoſition of Natures. She (having 
the truth of honour in her),hath made him that gracious 
denial, which he is moſt glad to receive: Iam confeſlor to 
Angelo, and | know "Ps F2,pe true; therefore prepare your 
ſelf ro death: dono e your reſolution with hopes 
that are fallible; ro morfow you muſt die; go to your 
knees, and make ready. 
Cla. Lermeask my ſiſter pardon; I am ſo out of love 
with life, thar | will ſue to be rid of 1t. (lau Exit. 

Du. Hold you there ; farewell» Provoſt, a word with 
OV, 

Pro. What's your will (father) ? 

Du. That now you are come, you will be gone ; leave 
me a while with the Maid ; my mind promiſes with my 
habir, no loſs ſhall touch her by my company 
Pro. In good time. [Prmn Exit. 
Du. The hand that hath made you fair, hath made you 
good; the ognel that is cheap in beauty, makes beau- 
ty brief in'goodneſs ; but grace being the ſoul cf your 
complexion, thall keep the body of it ever fair » the aſ- 


prove it ſelf a Bawd ; 


vey'd to my Underſtanding ; and but that frailty hath Ex- 
amples fur his falling, I ſhould wonder at Angelo : how will 
you dy to content this Subſtitute, and to ſave your bro- 
ther * . 

I/z. I am now going to reſolve him : I had rather my 


brother die by the Law, than my ſon ſhould be unlaw- 


| fully born. But ( Oh), how much is the good Duke de- 


ceiv'd in Angelo! if ever he return, and I can ſpeak to 


Jhim, I will open my lips in vain, or diſcover his govern-_ 


nent. 
D#. That ſhall not bemuch amiſs; yet as the matter 
now ſtands, he will avoid, your accuſation ; he made trjal 
of yon only. Theretore faſten yourear on my advilings, 
to the love I have in doing good, a Remedy preſents it ſelf. 
| do make my ſelf believe that you may molt uprightemb- 
ly,do a poor wronged Lady a merited benefit; redeem 
your brother trom the angry Law ; dono ſtain to your 
| own gracions perſon, and much pleaſe the abſent Duke, 
{if peradventure he ſhallever return to have hearing of this 
buſineſs. 
1/2. Let me hear you ſpeak, father : I have ſpirit todo 
any thing that appears not foul in the truth of my ſpi- 
rit. : 

Du. Vertue is bold, and goodneſs never fearful : Have 
] you not heard ſpeak of Mariana, the filter of Frederick, the 
great Soldier, who miſcarried at Sea ? 

Iſa. I have heard of theLaly, and good words went 
with her name £ 

Dr. She ſhopld this Azge/o have married ; was afhanced 
to her by Oath} the nuptial appointed: between which time 
of the contract, and limit of the folemnity, her brother 
Frederick was wrec|@at Sea, having in that periſhed Veſlel, 
the dowry of k13 fiitere but mark how heavily this befel to 
the poor Gentlewoman ; there the loſt a Noble and Re- 
nowried brother, in his love toward her, ever moſt kind 


_ 


me. 


her marriage-dowryj With both, her combinare-husband, 
this well ſeeming gels. 

I'a. Can this be {of did Angelo folcave her ? 
| Du. Lett her in her tears, and dried not one of them with 


| his comfort: \wallowed his Vows whole, pretending in her, 


{aulc chat A2grlo hath made ef'you, Fortune hath cor: | 


| From their abominable and beaſtly couches 


and natural]; with him the portion and finew of her fortune, 


diſcoveries of diſhonour : in few words, beſtow?'d her on 
her own lamentation, which ſhe yet wears for his ſake; and 
1e, a marble to her cars, is waſhed with them, but relents 
not. 
Ia. What a merit yere it in death to take this poor 
Maid from the world # what corruption in this life, that 
it = let this man live ? But how out of this can ſhe a- 
vail 
Du. It is a Rupture that you may eaſily heal; and the 
cure of it not only faves your brother, but keeps you from 
diſhonoug in doing ir. 
I/a. Shew me how{good father). 
Du. 'This fore-named Maid hath yet in her the conti- 
nnance of her firſt afteCtion; his unjult unkindneſs/( that 
in all Reaſon ſhould have quenched her Lovg,) hathy 
( ike an impediment in the Current) made it more vio- 
lent and unruly e Go you to Angelo, anfwer his requi- 
ring with a plauſible Obedience; agree with his- demands 
tothe point; . only refer your ſelt to this advantage z 
firſt, that your ſtay with him may not belong ; that the 
time may have all ſhadow and ſilence in it; and the place 
anſwer to convenience e this being granted in courſe: end 
now follows all;, we ſhall adviſe this wronged: Maid to 
ſteW up your appointment, go in your place ; if the en- 
counter acknowled@ it elf hereafter, it may compel 
him to her recompenceg and. here, by this is your bro- 
ther ſaved, your honobr untainted, the' poor Mariana 
advantaged, and the corrupt Deputy ſcaled. The Maid | 
will | frame, and make fic for his atrempt : if you think 
well to carry this, as you may, the. doubleneſs of the be= 
nefit defends the deceit from reproof. What think you of 
it ? | 
I/a. The image of it gives me content alresdy, and 1 
truſt it will growto a molt proſperous perfeCtion. 
Du. It ligs mugh in your holding up; haſte you ſpeedily 
to Angelo; it for this night he intreat you to his bed, give | 
him promuſe of fatisfaCtion. 1 will preſently toSt. Luke's; 
there at the moated Grange reſides this dejeCted Marianaz 
at that place calLupon me, anddiſpatch with Angelo, that 
It may be quickly, 
1/a. 1 thank you for this comfort: fare you 


well, good fa- | 
COPEL IV. Dif Lim. 
mL Bak Elbow, Clown, Officers. « 


El. Nay, if therc be emedy for it, but that you 
will needs buy and fell men and women like beaſts, we 
ſhall have all the world drink brown and white baſtard, 

D#. Oh heavens! what ſtuff is here ? bh 

Clo. *T'was never merry world fince of two uſurRFthe 
merrieſt was put down, and the worſer allow'd, by order 
of Law ya furr'd gown to keep him warmy and furr'd with 
Fox _ Lamb-skins too, to ſignifie, that Craft being richer 
than innocency, ſtands for the facing. 

Elbew. Come your way, Sir : *bleſs you, good fathers 
Frier. 

Ds And you good brother father; what Offence hat 
this man made you, fir ? 

El. Marry, fir, he hath offended the Law ; and, fir, we} 
take him to be a thief too, fir : for we have found uponhim 
fir, a ſtrange Pick-lock, which we have ſent to the Depu- 
ly. 

Dr. Fie, firrah, a bawd, a wicked bawd / 
The evil that thou cauſeſt to be done, 

That is thy means to live. Do thou but think 
What *tis tocram a maw, or cldath a back 
From ſuch a filthy Vice : ſay to thy ſelf, 


[ drink, I eat away my ſelf, and live 

Canſt thou believe thy living is a life, 

So ſtinkingly depending ? Go mend; go mends 
Cle. Indeed ir do's ſtink, in fome fort, ir; 

But yet, fir, I would prove | 
Du. Nay, if the devil have given thee proofs for fin, 

Thou wilt prove his. Take him to priſon, Officer; 

F3 


— 
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CorreCtion and inſtruCtion muſt both work, 
Erethisrude beaſt will profit. : | 
E!b. He muſt before the Deputy, fir ; he has given him 


Du. How ſhould he be made then ? 
Luc. Some report, a Sea-maid ſpawn'd him, Some, that 
he was begot between two Stock-fiſhes. Bur it is certain, 


| warning; the Deputy cannot abide a W hore-maſter; if he, that when he Aakes water, his Urine is congea[Þ'd-ice ; that 


be a Whoremonger, and comes before him, he were as 
good go a mile on his errand. 

D#. That we were all, as ſome would ſeem to te, 

Free from all faults, as faults from ſeenung tree. 


nrer LUCIO. 
Elb. His neck will come toyour waſte, a Cord, fir. V. 
Clo. 1 ſpy comfort; I cry bail: Here's a Gentleman, and 
a friend of mine. | 
Luc. How now, noble Pompey ? What, at the wheels of 
Ce/ar ? Art thou led in triumph ? Whar, is there none of 
Pwmalicn's Images newly made woman to be. had now, 
or puttingthe hand in the pocket,and extraCting clutch'd * 
Why; Reply ? Ha ? What faiſt thou to this T une, Matter 
and'Method ? 1s't not drown'd ” th* laſt Rain? Ha? W hat 
Caiſf\ thou, Trot ? Is the World as it was? Man ? Which 1s 


it ? 
Du. Still thus, and thus; ſtill worle ? 
Luc. How doth my dear MorlelJ thy Miſtrsf Procnres 


The ſtil! ? Ha ? ONES 
tat &7 «i acct, and ihe 1s 
_ < 7 ” 


= Tris theright of it; it mult be ſo. 
Whore, and your powder'd awd, an un- 


ſhunn'd conſequence, it muſt be ſo. Art going to Priſon, 
Portpey ? 

Clo. Yes, faith, fir. 

Luc Why, *tis not amiſs, Powpey : farewel : go ſay, I ſent 
thee 'thither: for debt, Pompey ? Or hows 

E!b. For being a bawd, for being a bawd. 

Luc. Well, then impriſon him ;. If impriſonment be 
the due of a bawd, why, ?tis his right. Bawd is he doubt- 
leſs, and of antiquity too ; Bawd born » Farewell, good 
Pompey : Commend me to the priſon, Pompey: you will 
turn good Husband now, Pompey; you will keep the 
houſe. 

Cle. 1 hope, fir, your good Worſhip will be my bail. 

Luc. Noindeed will I not, Pompey ; it is not the wear ; I 
will pray;(Pompey) to encreaſe your bondagez if you take it 
not patiently 4 Why, your mettle is the more: Adiey, tru- 
ſty Pompey. . 

Bleſs you, Friev. 

Du. And you. 

Luc. Do's Bridget paint ſtill, Pompey? Ha? 

Elb. Come your ways, fir, come. 

Cle, You will not bail me then, fir? 

Luc. Then, Pompey, nor now : What news abroad, Friar? 


What news ? 
Luc. Goto kennel (Pompey). £0: þ[ Exeunt* 


Kd ha 
Eb. Come your ways, fir, come. 
EEbowD 


What news, Fr: of the Duke 2? 

Du. 1 know none : can you tell me of 

Luc. Some ſay, he is with the Emperor of Ryſſza : other 
ſome, heis in Rcxe - but where 1s he think you * 

Du. 1 know not where ; but whereſoever, I wiſhhim 
well. 

Luc. It was a mad fantaſtical trick of him, to ſteal from 
the State, and uſurp the Beggary he was never born to « 
| Lord Angelo Dukes it well in his abſence ; he puts tranl- 
greſſion to't. 

- D«. He do's well it. 
| Luc. Alittle morelenity to Lowery would do no harm 
in him : ſomething too crabbed that way, Fr:er, 

Da. Iris roo general a Vice, and ſeverity muſt cure it. 

Luc. Yes, in good ſooth, the Viceis of e great kindred ; 
it is well alligd ; but it is impoſſible to extirp it quite , 
Frier, till eating and drinking be pur down. They fay, 
this Angelo was not made by Man and Woman , after 
thik-down-right way of Creation : 1s it true , think 
you? 


the way ? Is it ſad, and few words ? Or how ? The trick of 


| malice. 


any ? CCo wn <6 


I know to be true ; and he w@nmotion generative ; that's in- 
fallible. a 

Dr. You are pleaſant, ſir, and ſpeak apace. 

Luc. Why, what a ruthlets thing is this in him, for the 


g 
SCH tion of a Cod-piece, to take away the life of a man? 


Would the Duke that is abſent have done this ? Ere he 
would have hang'd a man for the gerting a hundred Ba- 
ſtards, he would have paid for the nurſing a thouſand. He 
had ſome feeling of the ſport; he knew the ſervice, and that 
inſtructed him to mercy. 

Ds. I never heard the abſent Dvke much detefted for 
Women ; he was not inclin'd that way. 

Luc. Oh, fir, you are deceiv'd. © 

Du. *Tis not poſlible, 

Luc. Who, not the Duke ? Yes;/MWur beggar of fifty;and 
his uſe was, to put a Ducket in her Clack-difh ; the Duke 
had Crotchets in him. He would be drunk too, that let me 
inform you. 

Ds. You do him wrong ſurely. 

Luc Sir, I was an inward of his : a ſhy fellow was the 
Duke, and | believe 1 know the cauſe of his withdraw- 
in 


Du. What (Q prethee) might be the cauſe ? 
Luc. No : pardon: "Tis a. ſecret muſt be lockt with- 
in the teeth and the lips ; but this I can let you under- 
— , the greater file of the Subject held the Duke to be 
wiſe. 

Du. Wiſe ? Why no queſtion but he was. 

Lu:. A very ſuperficial, ignorant, unweighing fellow. 

Du. Either this is envy in you, folly, or miſtaking: The 
very ſtream of his life, and* the buſineſs he hath helmed 
muſt npon a warranted need, give him a better proclama: 
tion. Ler him be but teſtimonied in his own bringings forth 
and he ſhall appear to the envious, a Scholar, a Stateſ. 


man, and a Soldier« therefore you ſpeak unskilfully : or þ 


if yout knowledg be more, it is much darkened in your 
Luc. Sir, I know him, and I love him. 


with dear,love. 

Luc. Come, fir, I know what I know. 

Du. I can hardly believe that, fince you know not what 
you ſpeak. Butit ever the Duke returr(as our prayers are 
be may), let me deſire you to make your anſwer before 
him : it itbe honeſt you have ſpoke, you have courage to 
t(Mintainit; Iam bound to call upon you, and I pray you 
your name? 

Luc. Sir, my name is Lucio, well known to the Duke. 

Du. He ſhall know you better, fir, if I may live to report 

ou. 
is Luc. I fear you nor. 

Du. O, yon hope the Duke will return no more ; 
or you imagine = unhurtful an Oppoſite ; but in- 
deed | can do you little harm: You'l}forſwear this a- 
gain * 

Luc. Vibe hang'd firſt : Thon art deceived in me, Fri. 
But no more of this. Canſt thap tell if C/audio die to mor- 
row, or no ? 

Du. Why ſhonid he die, fir ? 

. Luc. Why ? For filling a Bottle with a Tun-difh : 1 
would the Duke we talk of were return'd again : this 
ungenitur'd Agent will un-people the Province with 
Continency, Sparrows muſt not build in his houſe-eves, 


to light : would he were return'd/ Marry, this Clau- 
diois condemned for untruſſing. Farewel, good Frier, 1 
prethee pray for me: "The Duke 
would ear Mutton on Frg4ays. Re's nov paſt ity yet 


(and I ſay to thee) he would mouth with a beggar, tho 
ſhe 


Ds. Lo talks with better knowledge, and "00 | 


becauſe they are leCherous : The Duke yet would have |} 
dark deeds darkly anſwered ; he would never bring them | 


(l ſay ro thee again) 


4 


d 


os 


þ 


mom r—————_———_ 
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he ſmelt brown-bread aud Garlick : fay, thar I faid fo: 
Farewel. | Xt 
Ds. No might nor greatneſs in mortality 
Can cenſure ſcape : Back-wounding calumny 
The whiteſt vertue ſtrikes. What King ſo ſtrong 
Can tie the gall up in she flanderous tongue ? oy 

But who comes here CALLE. V M- | 
—_— ner Ficalus, Provoſt, and Bawd, ffi cats. 
Eſc, Go, away with her to priſon. l 
Bawd. Good my Lord, be good tome; your Honour is 
accounted a merciful man : good my Lord. 
£/{. Double, and trebble admonition, an 
the fame kind ? This would make mercy ſw 
the I'yrant. 

Pro. A Bawd of Eleven years continuance, may:it pleaſe 
your 111007, 
Bawd. \'y Lord, this is one Luci-'s information againſt 
me : Miitre/ Kate Keep down was with child by him in 
the Duxe's time 3 he promis'd her marriage: his child is 
4 Year hd a Quarter old, come Phz/ip and Facob : | have 
kept it my felf; and fee how he goes about to Maſe 


il] forfeit in 
, and play 


me. " 

Eſc. That fellow is a fellow of much Licenſe ; Lawknim 
be call*d before us. Away with her to priſon : Goto: 
no more words. { Provoſt, my Brother Angelo will not be 
alcer'd ; Claudio muſt die to morrow : Let him be fur- 
n{{h'd with Divines, and have all charitable preparation. If 
[my brother wrought by my pity, it ſhould not be fo with: 
him. 

Pro So, pleaſe you, ths Friar hath been with him, and 

advis'd him for ti" entertainment of death. 

Eſca. 100d even, good father. 

Dv. Blits and goodne(s on you. 

Ele. OF wheiice are you ? 

Du. Not of this Country, tho my chance is now 

To ule it for my time: lama brother 

Of gr.cious Order, late come from the Sea, 

In ſpec-al buſine(s from his Holinefs. 

E/c. \\' hat news abroad Y th* World ? 

Du. None, but that there is ſo great a Fever on good- 

neſs, thar the diflolution of it muſt cure it. Novelty 1s 

{oniy in requeit ; and it is as dangerous to be aged in any 

kind:.of curſe, as it is vertuous to be conſtant in any 

underiaking: There is ſcarce truth enough alive to make 

Societies ſecure ; bur ſecurity enough to make Fellow- 

ſhips accurir. Much upon this Riddle runs the wiſdom of 

the World ; This news is old enough, yer It is every 

| days news. I pray you, fir, of what diſpoſition was the 
Duke ? | 

E/c. One, that above -!1 other ſtrifes, 

4Contended FM(pecially to know himſelf. 

Du. What pleaſure was he given to ? 

| - Eſc. Rather rejoicing to ſeeg another merry, than mer- 

ry at any thing which profeſt to make him rejoice. A 

Gentleman of all Temperance. Bur leave him to his e- 

(vents, with a prayer they may prove proſperous ; and 

jlet me deſire to know how you find Claudio prepar'd ? 

[am made tounderitand, that you have lent him Viſitati- 

on, 

D«.He profeſtesto have received no finiſter meaſure from 
his Judggþut molt willingly humbles himſelf vp the deter- 
mination of Juſtice: yet had he framed to hinifelf (by the_ 
inſtruction of his frailty ), many deceiving promiſes of lite, 

which I (by my good leifurehave diſcredited to him, and 
| now 1s he refolv'd to die. 


E/c. You have paid the Heavens your FunCtion, and 


tt. 


F 


et 


| hath ſentenc'd himſelf- wm | 
E/c. lam going to viſit the priſoner Fare you well/Exir. | 
s | Peace be with vou. F, 

e who the ſword of Heaven will bear | 
Should be as holy as ſevere : : CLAM V1 
Pattern in himſelf ro know, 

Grace to ſtand, and Vertue go : 
More nor lels toothers paying, 
Than by ſelE-Offences weighing. 
Shame to him, whoſe cruel ſtrikin 
Kills for faults of his own liking/ 
Twice trebble ſhame on Angels, 
To weed my Vice, and let his grpw./ 
Oh, what may Man within him hide, 


Tho Angelgn the Outward ſide? : 
How may, IiKeneſs im crimes, , SID A | 
Making praCtife on the times, | 


To draw with idle Spiders ſtrings 
Moſt pondFrous and ſubſtantial things ? 
Craft againſt ViceI muſt apply. 

With 4»gelo tonight ſhall pe 

His Old betroathed, (bur d piſed); 
So d:i\gujſe ſhall by th* diſguiſed | 
Pay with falſhood falſe exafting, 
And perform anold contraCting. 


Aus Quartus. ,Scena Prima. 
 Gramye-. 


Jang) and Boy, ſinging, 


( 


k v » 


Take, 0h take thoſe lips away, | 


that ſo ſweetly were forſworng 
And thoſe eyes z the break of day, 

lights that do miſlead the Mern ; 
But my kiſſes bring again, lnazqaiuans; 


| Seahs of love, but ſeal'd im aim. | 


Song. 


Enter Duke. 


Ma. Break off thy Song, and haſte thee quick away : 
Here comes a man of comfort, whoſe advice 
Hath often ſtilPd my brawling diſcontent, 
[ cry you mercy, fir, and well could wiſh 
You had not found me here ſo muſical : 
Let me excuſe me, and believe me ſo; 
My mirth it much diſpleas'd, but pleas'd my wog.... | 
Du. *Tis good; tho Muſick oft hath ſuch a charm 
To make bad, g provoke to harm. 
l pray you, tel*m& body enquir'd for me here 
ro day ? much upon this time have I promis'd here to 
meet. | 
Mar. You h 
all day. 


. 


ave not beenenquir'd after: Thave fat here | 
Enter Iſabel. 

Du. I do conſtantly believe you : the time is come , 

evennow. Ifſhallcrave your forbearance a little; may be 


| will call upon you anory fo adyantage to your f_ 
elf. eee = 
[Ei 


Mar, ] am always bound to you. 
Xx Du. Very well mer, and well come : 
\What is the news from this good Deputy ? 
I/a. He hath a Garden circummur'd with Brick; 


-—— 


the Priſoner the very debt of your Calling. 1 have la- 
bour'd for the poor Gentleman, to the extremeſt ſhore of 
my modelty, but my Brother-Juſtice have I found fo. ſe- 
vere, that he hath forc'd me to tell him, heis indeed Ju- 
ſtice, 

Du. If his own life 
| Anſwer the ſtraitneſs of his proceeding, 


Whoſe He/terniide is with a Vineyard backt; f 
And to that Vineyardis a planched gate, 2 
That makes his opening with this bigger Key : 
This other doth command a little door, 


ich fromgheYineyard to arden leads ; 
Ther habe m lenfy pro iſs Bpon te. 
Heavy middle of tme ment; to call npon him, 


is ſhall become bim well ; wherein if he chance to fail, he 


D#. But ſhall you on your knowled gtind this way 7 


- 
mm 


—— 
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F 
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1a. I ve fant a due and wary note. upon't, | 
With, whiſpering, and moſt guilry diligence, 
In action all of precept, he did ſhow me , 
Che way twice 0're- 
Ds. Are there no other tokens 
Petween you *greed, concerning her obſervance ? 
1/a. No none but only a repair r the dark, 
And that I have poſſeſt him, my molt ſtay 
Can be but brief; for 1 have made him know, 
1] have a Servant comes with me along, 
Thar ſtavs npon me, whoſe perſWalion 18, 
I come about my brother. 
Ds. *Tis well born up. » 
I have nat yet made known to Mariana. 


Ia. 1 do deſire the like. 
Ds. Bo you perſ{adeyour ſelf that I geſpett you ? 
Mar. Good Friar, I know you do, andhave found it. 
Du. Take then this your companion by the hand, 

Who hath a ſtory ready for your ear : 

I ſhall attend your leiſure ; but make haſte; 

The vaporous night approaches. | 
Mar. Wilt pleaſe you walk _ ? /Nlary gf. Exkt- 
D«. Oh place, and greatneſs ! milſions of falle Eyes 

Are ſtuck upon thee: Volumes of Report. 

Run with theſe falſe and moſt,contrarious Quelts 

Upon thy doings : thouſand eſcapes of wit 

Make thee the father of their idle drgamg, 

And rack thee in their fancies \=Wel 


q 


"Enter Mariana and label. / Cemk | i. 
Ta. She'lltake the enterprize upon her, father, 
If you adviſe it. | 
Du. It is not my conſent, 
| But my intreaty too. , 
Ta, Little haygygu io ſay ts 
wie yon de hn 4 but ſoft and low; 
Remember now my brother. » 
e Mar. Fear me not. 
Du. Nor gentle daughter, fear you not at all: 
He is your husband ona pre-contract ; 
Tobring you thus together, *cis no fin, 
Sith that the Juſtice of your title to him 
Doth flouriſh the deceit. Come, let 
Our Corn's to reap, for yet our T: 


[ 


O, 


tf ſow. Exeunt. 


Scena 


Enter Provoſt, and Clown. 


Pro. Come hither, firrah: can yon cut off a man's 
head ? 

Clo. If the man be a Batchellor, ſir, can : 

But if he be a married man, he's his wives head, 

And I can never cut off a womans head. 

Pro. Come, fir, leave me your ſnatches, and yeild me a 
dire&t anſwer. To morrow morning are to die Claudio and 
FBarrardine : here is in our priſona common Executioner, 
who in lis Office lacks a helper ; if you will take it on you 
toaſliſt bir, it ſhall redeem you from your Gyves: if not, 
you ſhall have your full time of impriſonment, and your 
deliverance with anunpitied whipping ; for you have been 
a notorious bawd, 

Clo. Sir, 1 have been an unlawful bawd, time ont of 
mind, but yet I will bgontent to be a lawful hangman : 1 
would be glad toreceive ſome inſtruction from mysfellow 
rener. 


[Go G3 


Ii LG ext here 0 


| Pro. What hoa, Abler{cn {where's 4bhor{cn there? 


Enter Mariana. r AbbAydr, a Myſtery. 
A word of this « what hoa, wit Ef ne forth / j | Clo. Painting, fir, | have heard ſay, is a Myſtery : and 
TTpray you be acquainted WI aid ; S Lyour \ hores, fir, being members of my Occupation, uſing 
She comes to do you good. Hf. | painting, do prove my Occupation a Mylitery : but what 


agreed ? 


| He WMll not awake. 


| W-"1, go, prepare your ſelf. 


CC: WP. Sir, it is a Myſtery. 
AG Gin. Proof. 


Th'one has my pity; not a jot the other, 
Leng 2Muctbbrer, tho he wet: wy heater.) ered] 
/. 


Thou fnuſt be made immortal. Where's Barnardine ? 


For the moſt gentle C/audie. Welcome, father. 


To qualihe in others: were he meal'd with that * 


| 


Enter Abhorfon. | 
Abh. Do you call fir ? | 
Pro. Sirrah, here's a fellow will help you to morrow in 

your execution : if you think it meet, compound with him 

by the year, and let him abide here with you ; if not, uſe 
him for the preſent, and diſmiſs hime he cannot plead his 
eſtimation with you; he hath been a Bawd. | 

Abb. A Bawd, Sir? fie upon him, he will diſcredit our 
myſtery. 

Pro. Go to, fir ; you weigh equally; a feather will turn 
the Scale, Exit. 

C/o. Pray fir, by your good favour for ſurely, fir, a good | 
favour you Ave, but that you have a hanging look ; Do 
you call, fir, your Occupation a Myſtery ? 


Myitery there ſhould be in hanging, if 1ſould be hang'd, 
| cannot imagine. rr — 


mab.ſEvery true man's apparel fits your Thief+ 
Clo. if it be too little for your Thief, your true man 


thinks it big enough. If it be too big for your 'Thiet, your} :. 


Thief thinksit lictle enough : So every true man's apparel 
firs your Thief, 
Enter Proveſe. 

Pro. Are you agreed? 

Clo. Sir, 1 will ſerve him: +for Ido find your Hangman is | 
a more penitent Trade than your Bawd; he doth oftner 
ask forgiveneſs. 4 

Pro. You, firrah, provide 
morrow, four a clock. | 

Abh. Come on(Bawd), I will inſtruct thee inmy Trade: 
follow. 

Clo. Idodefireto learn, fir: and I hope; if you have oc- 
caſion to uſe. me for your own turn, you ſhall find me 
Yare. For fruly, ſir, for your kindneſs, I owe you a good 
turn. Ext. 

Pro. Call hither Barnardine and Claudio : 


your Block and your Axe to 


Enter Claudio. 
Look, here's the Warrant, Claudio, for thy death; 
"Tis now dead midnight, and by Eight to morrow 


— 


Cla. As faſt Iock'd up in ſleepyas guiltleſs labour, 


When itlies ſtarkly in the Traveller's bones. 


Pro. Who can do good on = Lo FEv EC: 
| But hark, what noiſe 2 7 
Heaven give your ſpirits comfort by and by J— © 


[ hope it 1s ſome Pardon, or Reprieve 


Enter Duke; 


Du. The beſt, and wholſom'ſt fpirits of the night, 
Invellop you, good Proveſt : Who call'd here of late? 

Pro. NoWglince the Curphew rung. : 

Du. Not Iſabel/ 

Pro. No. 

Du. They will then er't be long. 

Pro. What comfort is for Claudis ? 

Du. There's ſome in hope. 

Pro. It is a bitter Deputy. 

Du. Not ſo, not ſo; his life is parallel'd 
Even with the ſtroke and line of his great Juſtice, 
He doth with holy abſtinence ſubdue 
That in himſelf which he ſpurs on his power 


- 


Which he corrects, then were he tyrannous; 
But this being ſo, he's juſt. Now are they come. 


This 
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This is a gentle Provoſt, ſeldom whenj ay ' | Provoſt, honeſty and conſtancy 3 if I read it not truly, 
The ſteeled Gaoler is the friend of me my ancient skill beguiles me; but in the boldneſs of my 
How.now? what noiſe ? That ſpirit's poſſeſt with haſte f cunning, TI will lay my ſelf in hazard : Claudio, whom here 


hat wonnds th* aefifbin Poſtern with theſe ſtrokes, ou have warrans to execute, is no greater forfeit to the 
- Pro. There he midſt ſtay until the Officerl2?* aw than Angelo, who hath bers To make you 
Ariſe tolet him in ; he is call'd up, underſtand thisin a manifeſted effect, I crave but four days 
Du. Have you no countermand for Claudio yet J reſpitey for the which, you are to do me both a preſent 
| But he muſt die to morrow ? and a dangerous courtelie. 
Pro. None, ſir, none. Pro. Pray fir, in what ? 
Du, As near the dawning, S##v0/f, as it is, Da. In the delaying death. | 
You ſhall hear more e're morning. Pro. Alack ! how may I do it } Having the hour limited, 
Pro. Happily.— "Wy and an expreſs command, under penalty, to deliver his 
You ſomething know; yet] believe there comes head inthe view of Angelo,l may make my caſe as {laudis's, 
No countermand; no ſuch example have we : to croſs this in the ſmalleſt, 
Beſides, upon the very ſiege of Juſtice Du. By the Vow of mine Order, I warrant you, 
Lord Angelo hath + nay — | If my inſtructions may be'your guide : | 
Profelt the contrary. CeME Vie Let this Barnardine be this morning executed, 


Enter g Meſſenger. 


And his head born to Angelo. 
D#. This is his Lords fah: 


Pro, Angelo hath ſeen them both, 


Pro. And here comes Claudio's pardon? And will diſcover the favour. 

Meſſ. My Lord hath ſent you this note, Du. Oh, death's a greatdiſguiſer, and you may add to 
And by me this further charge, 7 ; ſhave the head, and tie the beard, and fay, it was the de- j 
That you ſwerve not from the ſmalleſt Article of it, fire of the penitent to be @barb'd before his death; you 
Neither in time. matter, or other circumſtance. know the courſe is common. If any thing fall to you 
Good morrow ; for as | take'-it, it isalmolt gay. upon this, more than thanks and good fortunes by (the 

Pro. I ſhall obey him. EX. Saint whom | profeſs, I will plead againſt it with my 

Du. This is his Pardongpurchas'd by ſuch fin, life. | 
For which the Pardoner himſelf is in: Pro. Pardon me, good father ; it isagainſt my Oath. 
Hence hath Offence his quick celerity, Duke. Were you ſworn to the Duke, or to the Depu- 
When it is born in high Authority ; ? ty ? | 
When Vice makes Mercy, Mercy's ſo extended, Pro, To him, and to his Subſtitutes. 

That for the faults love, is th* Offender friended + Du. You will think you have made no Offence, if the 
Now Sir, what news > Duke ayouch the juſtice of your dealing ? 

Pro. I told you: » Pro. But what likelihood is in that ? 
Lord Angelo ,(be-like) thinking me remiis - Du. Not areſemblance, but a certainty» yet ſince I | 
In mine Office, awakens me | ſee_you fearful, that neither my coat, integrity, nor 
Vith this unwonted putting on, methinks ſtrangely l, perſon, can with eaſe attempt you, 1 will go fur- 
For he hath nor us'd'it before. ther than Il meant, to pluck all fears out of youe Look 

Du. Pray let's hear. _s you fir, hereis the hand and ſeal of the Duke; you know | 


Tod; Reacs The Letter. . the character, I doubtnor, and the Signet is not {trange to] 
What ſoever you may kear to the contrary, let Claudio be ex- you, ; 


ecured by four of the clock, and in the aſternoon Barnar-| Pro, Iknow them both. 


dine : For my better [atisfattion, let me have Claudio's| Du. The Contents of this is the return of the Duke; 
head ſent me by five. Let this be duly performed with | you ſhall anon over-read it at your pleafure ; Where you 
* hought that more depends on it than we muſt yet deliver. | ſhall find within theſe two days, he will be here. Thisis 
Thus fail not t6 do your Office, as you will anſwer #t at your | a thing which Angelo knows not; for he this very day re-þ 
peril. ceives Letters of 7 e tenor, perchance of. the Duke's 
What ſay you to this, fir ? death, perchance Fing, into ſome Monaſtery, but by | - 
Du. What is that Barnardine, whoisto be executed in| chance nothing of what is writ Look, th* unfolding ſtar | 
th* afternoon ? calls up tie ſhepherd; pur not your ſelf into amazement, þ 
Pro. A Bubemian borny but here nurſt up and bred, how theſe things ſhould be ; all difficulties are but eaſie | 
One that 1s a priſoner, nine years old. 'when they are known:/Call your Execntioner, and off with | 
Ds. How came it, that the abſent Duke had not either Baynardine's head : I will give him a preſent ſhriſt, and ad- | 
deliver'd him to his libecty,or executed him ? I have heard} viſe him for a better place. Yet you are amaz'd, bat this | 
it was ever his manner to do fo, ſhall abſolutely reſolve you e Come away, it is_almoſt | 
Pro. His friends ſtill wrought Reprieves ſor him ; \ Cleat dawn. | | Exit. 
And indeed his, till now in the government of Lord 
Angelo, came not to anundoubtful proof. 


Du. It is now apparent * ed RR 
Pro. Moſt maniteſt, and not denied by himſelf. EN | | 
Ds. Hath he born himſelf penitently in priſon? bf << Bo $cena Wain V HHH 

How ſeems he to be touch'd ? REPS : 


Pro. A man that apprehends dgarh,no more dreadfully, dh 
but as a drunken ſleep; careleſs, leſs, and fearleſs of Enter Clown, | 
what's palt, prefent, or to come; inſenfible of mortality, | | Wn 
and deſperateF mortaly Clo: I am as well acquainted here, as I was in our 

Du. He wants advice. houſe of profeſſion z one would think it were Miſtrs 

Pro. He will tear none; he hath evermore had the liber-{ ver-dovs own houſe ; for here be many of her "Old 
ty of the priſon : give himleave to eſcape hence, he would | Cuſtomers: Firſt, here's Young Mr. Raſb; he's in for a 
not : drunk many timega day; if not many eays entirely | Commodity of Brown Pger, and Old Ginger, -nineſcore 
drank. We have very oft awak'd him, as if to carry him| and ſeventeen Pounds of which he made tive Marks 
to Execution, and ſhew'd him a ſeeming Warrant for it ;| ready money : marry then, Ginger was not much 1n rev”. 
it hath not moved him at all. queſt ; for the Old Women were all dead. Then.is there 
| Du. More of himanon: There is written in your brow, | here one Mr. Caper, at the ſuit of Maſter ToreePile, th 
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+ f Diſpatch it preſently z the hour draws on 


4 


| Mercer, tor ſome 


; man, and young ny that killd lufty Pudding, and 
il 


\rusſle. 


- - Abb. 6 the Axeupon the block, firrah ? 


four ſaits of Feach-colour'd Satten, 
which now peackes him 4 beggar. Then have we here 
young DiZy, and young Mr. Deep-vew, and Mr. Copper- 
pure, aud Maſter Starve Lackey, the Rapier and Dagger 


Mr. Forth-light, the Tilter, and brave Mr. $hcety, the great 
Traveller, and wild Half-Carne, that fiabb'd Pots, and, 1 
think, forty more; all greatdoers in our trade, and arenow 
for che Lord's ſake. 

*nter Abhorſon. 
Abh. Sirrah, bring Barnardme hither. * 
Clo. Maſter Parnardine, you muſt riſe and be hang'd, - 


Maſter Barnardine. ; 

Abh. What hoa, Barnaraine, 
" Barnardine withio. [Buch 

Bar. A poxo? your throats; who makesthatnoiſe there? 

Whar are you ? | 

Clo. Your friend, fir, the Hangman : 

You muſt be ſo good, fir, to riſe, and be put to death. 

Boar. Away you Rogue, away, I am lleepy. 

Abb. Tell him, -he muſt awake, 

And that quickly too. 

Clo. Pray Maſter Barnardine, awake till you are execu- 

ted, and ſleep afterwards. 

Abh. Go in to him, and fetch him our. 

Clo. He is coming, fir, he is coming : I hear his ſtraw 


} 


| 


Enter Barnardine. 


Clo. Very ready, fir. | 


\ To fave me from the danger that migtft come, 


Prefixt by Angelo: See this be done, 
And ſent according to command; whiles t 
Perſmade this fude wretch willingly to die. 


Ere twice the Sun hnth made his journal greeting 


hal edt dit. A Lit. ed. tn = 


Pro. This ſha!l be dong(good faches) preſently : 
But Barnardine maſt die this afternoon : 
And how ſhall we continue Cland:2, 


If he were known alive ? 
Du. Let this be done 3 -” 
Put them in ſecret holds, lah Barmardine and Claudio: 
Togully generacion, you ſhall find 7A” amid er 
Your ſatety manifeſted. 
Pro. lam your free dependant. Exit, 
Ds. Quick, WIR, and ſend the head to Ange/a.. Prrre 
Now will | write Letters to Angelo, 
(The Pr:woft he ſhall bear them) whoſe contents | 
Shall witneſs to him ] am near at home ; 
And that by great injunctions I am bound 
To enter publickly : him Ii defire 
To meet me at the conſecrated Fount, 
A League below the City ; and from thence, 
By cald gradation, and weal-ballanc'd form, 
We ſhall proceed with Angelo. 

Enter Provoſt. 
Pro. Here is the head, Plp carry it my ſelf. 
Du. Convenient is it : Make a ſwift return; 
For I would commune with you of ſuch things 


'That want no ear but you _ 
, SUN X. ( Bxi | 


Bar, How now £4bhorſow ? 

What's the news with you ? 

Abh, Truly fir, I would deſire you to clap into your 
prayers : for look you, the 'Warrant's come. 

Bar. You Rogue, [ have been drinking all night, 

I am not fitted torr. EN 
Clo. Oh, the better, {ir ; for he that drinks all nigg, and 
is hanged betimes in the morning, may ſleep the founder 


all the next day. 


Enter Dukes 
Abb. Look you, fir, here comes your ghoſtly father; do 
we jeſt now,think you ? | | 
Ds. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing how baſti- 
ly you are to depart, Iam come to adviſe you, comfort 
you, and pray with you. 
Bar. Friar, not |: I have been drinking hard all night, 
and will have more time to prepare me, or they ſhall beat 
out my brains with billets: I will not conſent to die this day, 
that's certain. 
Du. Qh fir, you muſt ; and therefore I beſeech you look 
forward on the journey you ſhall go. 
Bar. | iwear 1 will not die to day for any man's perſwa- 


D4. But hear you. 
Bar. Nota word : if you have any thing to ſay to me, 
come to my Ward x for thence will not I today. 
TE.T 
Enter Provoſt. 
Du. Unfit to live, ordie : Oh gravel heart / 
After him (fellows) : bring him to the block. 
Pro. Now fir, deFyou find the Priſoner ? 
Du, A crfature unprepar'd, unmeet tor death ; 
And to tranſport him in the mind he is, 
Were damnable. | 
| Pro, Here in the priſon, father, 
There dieg this morning of a cruel Fever, 
One Rage ine, a moſt notorious Pirate, 
A mangf.. Claudio's years; his beard and head 
Juſt of,colour. What if we do omit] | 
This Reprobare, till he were well enclin'd, 
And fatisfie the Deputy with the vilage 
Of Regozine, more like to Clardio? 
Du. Oh, *tis an accident that heaven provides :, 


Exit. 


b 


| And general Honour. 


Pro. Þ. 
Iſabel within. | 
Ta. Peace hoa, be here. 
Ds. 'l he tongue of Tabel. She's come to know, 
[f yet her brother's pardon be come hither : 
But | will keep her 1gndrant of her good, 
To make her heavenly comforte of deſpair, 
When it is leaſt expected. 
Enter Iſabella. 
Ia. WM, by your leave. | 
Du. Good morning to you, fair and gracious daugh- 
ter. 
I/a- The better, givtn me by fo holy a man: 
Hath yet the Deputy ſent my brother's pardon ? 
Du. He hath releas'd him, 7abel, from the World ; |} 
His head is oft, and ſent to Angelo. | 
I/a. Nav, but it is not ſo. 
Ds. It isno other, 
Shew your wiſdom, daughter, in your cloſe patience. 
T/a. Oh, 1 will to him, and pluck our his eyes. 
Du. You ſhall not be admitted to his ſight. 
Ta. Unhappy Claudio, wretched Iſabel / 
injurious World, moſt damned Angelo. 
Du. This not hurts him, nor profits you a ot : 
Forbear it therefore, give your cauſe to heavgn : / 
Mark what Iſay, which you ſhall. find antes | 
By cary ſylablea faithful verity. 
Ihe Duke comes home to morrow ; dry your Eyes: 
One of our Cgveng, and his Conkir TY : 
Gives me this Slane - Already he hath carried 
Notjce to Eſcalus and Angeloy/ 
Wo'do prepare tomeet him at the gates, - (dom 
There to give up their powers» if you can pace your wil: 
In that good vath that would with it go, 
And you ſhail have your boſom on this wretch, 
Grace of the Duke, Revenges to your heart, 


I/a. 1 Fm direCted by you. 

Du. This Letter then to Frier Peter give ; 
"Tis that he ſent me of the Duke's return :; 
Say, by this token, I deſire his company 
At Mariana's houſ . Her cauſe, and yours, 
PIT perfeCthim withal, and he ſhall bring you 
Before the Duke; and to the head of Angelo 


jou him home and home. For my poor (elf, 


—— CC. 
_————} Vc<www yy 
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T am combined by a ſacred Vow, [Wick ranſome of ſach ſhames Would yet he had liv'd. 
And ſhall be abſent. Wend you withthis Letter : Alack, when once our grace we have forgor, Bs, 
Command theſe fretting waters from your eyes Nothing goes right; we would, and we wouid nor, | Exit. 
With a light heart ; truſt not my holy Order 

[f I pervert your courſe : Who's here ? — 


— -Enter Lucio. 
Luc. Good'even ; \ Jerext. 
Friar, where's the Prove ? 
Dyk. Not within, fir. - Ph | 
Lnc. Oh pretty 1/abellay I am pale at mine heart to ies Dake* "1 _ A 66 4 
ſee thine Eyesfo red ; chou muſt be patient; I am fain & nd Frier Peter. 
o dine and ſup with water and bran ; I dare not for my 
Cad fill my belly. One fruitful Meal would ſet me to'r:| Duk. Theſe Letters at fit time deliverme. 
but they ſay. the Duke will be here ro morrow. By | The Provoſt Knows our purpole and our plot : 
my Troth, 1/avel, 11ov'd thy brother: if the Old fanta-{ The matter being afoot, ke-p vonr inftruttion, 
ſtical Duke of dark corners had been at home, he had li-j And hold you ever to our ſpecial drift, 


ved. Tho ſometimes you do blench trom this to that, 
Du. Sir, the Duke is marvellous little beholdtng to your | As cauſe doth miniſter : Co call ar WK; honſe, 
Reports; bur the beſt is, he lives not in them. And tell him where ſtay : give the hke notice 
Luc. Friar, thou knowelt not the Duke fo well as I do;} Io Valenffus, Rowiand, and to Craſſus, 
he's a better voy thon rtak*ſt him for. I. bring the Trumpets to the gare : 
Duk. Well; you'Janſwer this one day. Fare ye well. | But ſend me Fſ/awizes firit. ' 
Ltc. Nay, farry, IE goalong with thee: Peter. It ſhall be ſpeeded well. ans EX F4 f- 
[ cantell thee. pretty tales of the Duke. 
Duk, You have told me too many of him already, fir, if Exter Varrins: 


they be trne ; if not as, none were enough. 
Luc. I was once before him for getting a Wench with} Dvuk. I thank thee, Var»izs ; thon haſt made good haſte: | 
child. Come, we will walk « There's other of ourfricnds 
Dk. Did you ſuch a thing ? Will greer us here anon z ny gentle Varrius, {Excurt 
Luc. Yes marry did I; but I was fain to forſwearit; 
They would elſe have married me to the rotten Medlar. 
Duk. Sir, your company is fairer than honeſt : Reſt you 
well. 
Luc. By my troth Pl6go with thee to the lane*s end : if 
baudy talk offend you, we'lſhave very little of it ; nay, 
Friar, I ama kind of a Bur y I ſhall ſtick. [Exeunt. 


V - 
. x 


—— 


\ 


Enter Iſabella and Mariana. 
: fe "np | — 
; Ia. + ſpeak ſo indire&tly 1 am loath : 


lay the truth; byr to accoſe kim ſo, 


Scena XI ? Thar is your part ; yet Iam advis'd to do ir: 
The # 4-4 He ſays, to vail full purpoſe. 
Mar. Berul'd by him. 
Enter Angelo, and Eſcalus. 1/a. Beſides, he tells me, that if peradverfe 


He ſpeak againſt me on the adverſe wy. 
yſick 


—_—__KK Y 


as 


Eſc. Every Letter he hath writ, hath difvouch'd other. |I ſhonld nor thinkir ſtrange ; for'tis a 
Ang. In moſt uneven and diſtratted manner ghigattions | That's bitter to fweer end. | 
ſhew much like to madneſs : pray Maven his wiſdom be Enter Peter. ' 
not tainted { And why meet tar the gates, and delWe&r| Ma-.1 would Frier Perey — 


our authorities there ? I/a. Oh peace; the Frier is come. 


Eſc. 1 gueſs nor. | Peter. Comet have found you out a ſtand moſt fit, 
Ang. And why ſhould we proclaim itin an hour before} Where you may have ſich vantage on the Duke, 

his entring, that if any crave redreſs of injuſtice, they | He ſhall not paſs you. 

ſhould exhibit their petitions in the ſtreet ? 'T wice have the 


rumpets ſounded : | 
Eſc. He ſhews his Reaſon for that; to have a diſpatch of| The generous and graveſlt Citizens ; 
Complants,and to deliver us from devices hereafter, which | Have hent the gates, and very near upon 
ſhall then have no power to ſtand againſt us. The Duke is entring : | 
Ang. Well; I beleech you let it be proclaim'd betimes| Therefore hence away. [ Excanes 
”th* morn; Il& call you at your houſe : give notice to ſuch 
men of ſort and ſuir as are to meet him. <2 
E/c. I ſhall, fir : fare you well. [ Exit. 
eAng. Good night. 
This deed unſhapes me quite, makes meunpregnant, Atlus Ouintus: Stena Prima; 
And dull to all proceedings. A defloured Maid, ARS \ Wy een. 
'And by an'eminent bodyythat enforc'd -if "ITS 
The Law againſt it 7 Bur that her tender ſhame Enter Duke, V, arrms, Lords, Angelo, Eſcalusy Lucio, 
Will not proclaim againft her Maiden los, Citizen: at ſcueral doors, 
How might ſhe tongue me ! yet Reaſon dares her:no ; FREY ; ; 
For my authority bears off aleredenFmtier | Duk. My very worthy Cozen, faxly met; 
Thatno particular ſcandal once can touch, Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to ſee you. / 
But it confounds the breather. He ſhould have liv'd, Ang. Eſc. Happy return be toyour Royal Gace, 
'Save that his riotous youth, with danggrous ſenſe, Duk, Many and hearty einminangpbe to you both ; 


Might in the times to come, have ta'ne revenge We have made enquiry of you, and weawear. 
al {0 receiving a diſhonour'd life, | Such goodneſs of your Juſtice, that our ſoul _ 
. | : an- 


——— 
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Cannot but yeild you forth to publick thanks, | 
Forerunning more requital, 

Ang. You makemy bonds ſtill greater. 


To lock it in the wards of covert boſom, 

When it deſerves with CharaQters of Braſs, 
Aforted reſidence *gainſt the tooth of time, 
And razure of Oblijy ve me your hand, 
And let the fubje&fee, tomake them know,_ 
That outward eourteſies would fain proclaim 
Favours that keep withine Come E/calrre, 

You muſt walk by us on our other hand : 

And good ſupporters axe you. 


i 


What would you ſay ? 


I/a. 1 am the fiſter of one Clardin, 


Enter Peter and lſabella. 
Pet. Now is your time: 
Speak loud, and kneel before him. 
F 1a. Juſtice, O RoyalDuke, vail your regard 
| Upona wrong'd, (1 pad) fain have ſaid, a Maid): 
Oh worthy Prince, diſhonour not your Eye 
By throwing it on any other Objett, 


| And give me Juſtice, Juſtice, Juſtice, Juſtice. 
* Ds. Relate your wrongs ; 
In what, by whom ?. be brief: 
*.. Here is Lord Angelo ſhall give you Juſtice ;, 
Reveal your ſelf to him. 

I'a. Oh worthy Duke, 
| You bid mie ſeek Redemption of the Devil : 
Rear me your ſelf; for that which 1 muſt ſpeak 
Muſteither puniſh me, not being believ'd, 


' Till you have heard me in my true complaint, | 


Be perfect. 


| Luc. Right. 


Ia. 1 went 


Da. 
Iſa. Pardon it. 


Or wring redreſs from you : 
Hear me; Oh hear me here/ 

Ang. My Lord, her wits, Ifear me, are not firm : 
She hath been a ſuitor "_ hee brother, 
{ Cut off by courſe of Juſtice. 
* Ja. W conrſe of Juſtice ! 
[ ringer ſhe will ſpeak moſt bitterly. oy J wes | 
| 1/4. Moſt ſtrange; but yet moſt truly will I ſpeak; 
/That Angelo's forſworn : is it-not ſtrange ? 
That Argelc's a murtherÞs: is't not ſtrange ? 
'That Angelo is an adultgrous thief, 
'An hypocrite, a virgin violator : 
Is it not ſtrangevand ſtrange ? 

Du. Nay, as ten times ſtrange. 

I/a.Itis not truer he is Angelo, 
Than this is afl as tfue as it rs ſtrange : 
Nay, it is ten times true ; for truth istruth 
To th” end of reckoning. 
| Du. Away With her : poor ſoul, 
'She ſpeaks thig in. th" infirmiy of ſenſe. 

17a. Oh Prinee, & conjure thee, as thou beliey'ſt. 

There isanother comfort than this World, 
| That thou neglect me not, with that Opinion, | 
'That Iam touch'd with madnefs : makenot impoſlible 
That which but ſeems unlike ;*cis not impoſlible 
But one, the wicked'ſt Caitiffe on the ground, 
| May ſeem as ſhy, as grave, as juſt, as abſolute 
As Angelo; even ſo may Angelo, 
In all his dreſlings, caracts, titles, forms, 
Bean Arch-villain : WT? Royal Prince, 
If hebe leſs, he's ndthin ; but he's more, 
Had I more name for badnelſs. 

Du. By mine honeſty, 
If ſhe be mad, as 1 believe no other, 
Her madneſs hath the oddeſt frame of ſenſe; 
Such a dependency of thing on thing, 
As &'re 1 heard in madneſs. 

I/a. O gracious Lute, 
Harp not on that ;,a@# donot baniſh Reaſon 
Forinequality ; but let your Reaſorſſerve - 
To make truth appear] where it ſeems hich, 
. wad hide the falſe ſeemsaifc.ss 
Du. Many alman,rot mad 


Þuy. 


{mc4/- MLS 


How he r 


Lug. I warrant your honour. 4, 
Du. The Warrant's for your ſelf; 
1/a. This Gentleman told fomethin 


| To CN Caitiff Deputy. 
hat's ſomewhat madly ſpoken. 


The phraſe is to the matter. 
Du. Mended again: the mattergyproceed. 

: 1a. Inbrief; toſet the needleſs by z 

How 1 perſ&#aded, howlI pray'd, and kneel'd, 

'd me, and how | replyd 

(For this Was of much length)4the vile concluſion 


Condemi'd upon the aCt of Fornication, 
Du. Oh, your deſert ſpeaks loud, and 1 ſhould wfong HF To loſe his head, condemn'd by Angels : 
[,(in probation of a Siſterhood) .. 
Wag ſent to by my brother; one Licio, 
As then the Meſlenger. 
Luc. That's I, ang't like your Grace: 
I came to her from Claudio, and defir'd her 
To try her gracious fortune with'Lord Angelo, 
For her poor brother's pardon. 
I/a. "That's he indeed. 
Du. You were not bid to ſpeak. 
Luc. No, my good Lord, 
Nor wiſh'd to hold my peace. 
Du, 1 wiſh, you now then; 
Pray you take note of it : and when you have 
A buſineſs for your ſelf, pray heavgn you then: 


PX? 


«ag, 


han 


| now begin with grief and ſhame to utter. 
He would not, bur by gift of my chaſte body 


To his concvp1 


Have ſure more lack of Reaſon » 


intemperate luſt, 
Releafe my brother ; and after much debatement; 
My ſiſterly remorſe confutes mine honour, 
-AndI did yeild ro h 
His purpoſe forfeiti 
For my- poor brother's head, 
D«. This is moſt likely: 
I/a. Oh that it were as like as it is true/ 
| Du;By heaven(fond wench),thou know'ſt not what thou 
Orelfe thou art ſuborn'd againſt his honour 
In hateful practiſed, his Integrity 
Stands Without blemiſh : wa, it imports no Reaſon, 
'That with ſuch vehemencg he ſhould purſue 
Faults proper to himſelf : if he had fo offended, 
He would have weigh'd thy brother by himſelf, 
And not have cut him off: ſome one hath ſet you on : 
| Confeſs the truth, and ſay by whoſe advice 
Thou cam'ſt here to complain. | 
I/a. And is this all ? 
Then Oh you bleſſed Miniſters above, 
Keep me in patience; and with ripened time, 
Unfold theevil which is here wrapt up 
In countenance: Heaven ſhield your Grace from woe, 
As I thus wrong'd, hence unbelieved go./ 
Du. I know youll fain be goneg An Officer F 
To priſon with here Shall we Ca permit 
A blaſting and a ſcandalous breath to fall 
On him ſonear us? This needs muſt be praCtifge 
Who knewof your intent, and coming hither ? 
Iſa. One that I would were here, Frier Lodowick. 5 
Du. A ghoſtly Father belike : 
Who knows thakdydowick ? 
Luc. My Lord, | know him ; *tis a medling Frier : 
I donot like the mani; had he been Lay, my Lord, 
For certain: words he ſpake againſt your Grace 
In yourretirement, 1 had ſwing'd him ſoundly. 
Du. Words againſt me? this a good Friar belike, . 
_ An 


ds a Warrant 


ho 
"= 
| Luar. 


bas wr © 
take heed to't, » 
H of my tale. 


Du. It may be right, but you are i*thtwrong 
To fpeak before your timee proceet. 


he next morn betimes, 


( ſpeak*ſt ; 


— 


— 


| 


1 


q 
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And to ſet on this wretched woman nere Mar. Why, juſt, my Lord, and that is Angelo, 
Again our S1hiticntel Let this Fri-r be found. Who thinks he knows, that he ne're knew my body ; 
Ln, Bat veternight, my Lord, ſh? and that Frier, But knows, he thinks, that he knows Iſabels. , 
[ ſaw them atthe priſon : a ſawcy Frip, Ang. This isa ſtrange abuſe : Let's ſee thy face. 
A very ſcurvy fellow. Mar. My husband bids me ; now | will unmask, [Uma 
Pet. Bleſſed be your WM Grace : | This is that face, thou cruel Angelo, 
[ have ſtood by, my Lord, andI have heard Which once thou ſwor'ſt was worth the looking on: 
Your Royal Ear abus'd s firſt hath this woman | This is the hand, which with a vow'd contract, 
Moſt wrongfully accus'd your Subſtitute, Was faſt belockt in thine: This is-the body 
Whois as free from touch, or ſoil with her, Thar took away the match from [/abel, 
As ſhe from one ungotr. And did ſupply theeat thy Garden-houſe 
Du. We did believe no leſs. In her imagin'd perſon: | 
Know you that Fricr L,40wick lM Du. Know you this woman ? 
Pet.I know him for a man divine and holy ; Luc, Carnally, ſhe ſays. 
Not ſcurvy, nor a temporary medler, Du. Sirrah, no more. 
As he's reported by this Gentleman Luc. Enough, GN. 
And on my truſt, a man that never yet "A Y.) Ang. My Lord, I muſt confeſs] know this woman ; 
Did (as he vouches) miſreport your Grace. & te | And hveyears ſince there was ſome ſpeechof marriage 
Luc. My Lord, maſt villanouſly ; believe it. * Betwixt my ſelf and her; which was broke off, 
Pet. Well; he in time may cone to clear himſelf ; Partly for that her promig{d proportions 
But at this inſtant he is ſick, my Lord, Came ſhort of compoſition; but in chief, 
Of a ſtrange Fevers wpon his meer Requeſt, For that her Reputation was diſ'valudd' 
Being come to knowledg, that there was complaint [n levity ; ſince which time of five years, 4 
[nteaded againſt Lord Angelo} came I hither [ never ſpake with her, ſaw her, nor heard from her, + , Wi A 


ls trae [Ll falſe : and what he mile his Qath, 7 // Mar. Noble Prince, 


To ſpeak, as from his mouth, what he doth Nos Upon my faith and honour. 
And all Srobation, will enalpaiai( clear «As there comes light from heaven,and wards from breath, 


Whenſpever he is convented : Fidſt, for this womang | As there is ſenſe in truth, and truth in vertne, 

To juſtifie this worthy Nobleman, {Iam affianced this man's Wifeas ſtrongly 

So vulgarly and perſonally accus'd, 1] As words could makeup Vows : And my good Lord, 

Her ſhall you hear diſproved to her eyes, | But Tueſday night laſt gone, in's Ga | yh 

Till ſhe her (elf confeſs ir. He knew me as a Wifej As this is true, +4 
Du. Good Fries, let's hear it : ' Let me in ſafety raiſe me from my knees; 

Do you not ſinile at this, Lord Angelo ? Or elſe for ever be confixed here 

Ah heaven ! the vanity of wretched fools " ee _ | A Marble Monument. 


Ang. 1did but ſmile till now. 
Now, good my Lord, give me the ſcope of Juſtice; 
My patience hereygtbuch'd ; I do perceive 


Give us ſome ſeats; come Couſin Angelo, 
In this I'16 be impartial: be you Judge 


Of your own Cauſe ls this the Witneſs, Frier ? Ins 
+ 4,9  644- 


F C—_ info women are no mare : , 

ſ Enter Mariana. U But inſtruments of ſome more mightig@member 1 
Sane It. . x | That ſets them on. Lermehave w , my Lord,, +» 1 
Firſt, let her ſhew her face, arfd after ſpeak. To find this praQtice out. 

Mar. Pardon, my Lordy I will not ſhew my face Du Agwith my heart ; 
Until my husband bid me. | And p niſh themto your height of pleaſure. 
Du. Whar, are you married ? { Thou Fooliſh Frier, and thou pernicious woman, » | 
Mar. No, my Lord. Compact with her that's gone ; think'ſtthou thy Oaths, - 
Du. Are you a maid ? { Tho they would ſwear down each particular Saint, 
Mar. No, my Lord. + a9. { Were teſtimonies 'gainſt his worth and credit, 
Du. A Widow then ? That's ſeal'd in approbation? You, Lord Eſcalus, 
Mar. Neither my Lord. Sit with my Couſin; lend him your kind pains 
Du. Why, are you nothing then? neither Maid, Wi- | To find out this abuſe, whence?tis deriv'd. 
dow, nor Wife ? There is another Frigs. that ſet them on ; 
Luc. My Lord, ſhe may be a Punk; for many of them | Let him be ſenefor, 
are neither Maid, Widow, nor Wife. Pet. Would he were here, my Lord; for he indeed 
Du. Silence that fellow : 1 would he had ſome cauſe to | Hath ſet the women on to this complaint : 
prattle for himſelf. Your Prowoſsknows the place where he abides ; 
Luc. Well,my Lord. l And he may fetch him. $3 | 
' Mar. My Lord, Ido confeſs I ne*re was marrigd, Du. SF, do it inſtantly : + 


And l confeſs beſides, I am no maid; And you my noble arid well-warranted Couſin 
[have known my husband, yet my husband Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth, I 
Knows not; that ever he knew me. Do with your injuries as ſeems you beſt 4 
Luc, He was drunk then, my Lord ; it canbe no better, | In any chaſtiſement : 1 for a while 
Ds. For the benefit of ſilence, would thou wert ſo too. | Will leave you; bur ſtir not yourcill you have | Tre 


Luc. Well, my Lord. Well determin'd upon theſe ers... e 
Du. This is no Witneſs for Lord Angelo. ML Lord, wel doit throughly ? Signior Luczo, did 
Mar. Now l come to't, my Lord. you ſay, you knew that Friar ck co be a diſhoneſt}, 

| She that accuſes him of Fornication, perſon? . 

Inſelf-lame manner doth accuſe my husband, Luc. Cucullus non facit Monachwpr, honeſt in nothi ng bift 
And charges him, my Lord, with ſuch a time, in his cloathes, and one that hath ſpoke moſt villanous 
When IE depoſe I had bim in mine arms, ſpeeches of the Duke. | 
With all th* etteCt of Love | Eſc. We ſhall intreat you to abide here till he come, and | 
Ang. Charges ſhe moerthan me? inforce them againſt him j we ſhall and this Frier a nota- 


f 


Mar. Not that I know. W// - | ble fellow. . 
| Du. No? you fay, your hnsband. by - ar Land. Luc. AS any in Viewna on My _ El 
j6, 
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d, give me leave toqueſtion3 
her. 
y her own Report. 


with her : pray yon, my 
you ſhall ſez how PIE ha 
Luc. Not better than 
Eſc. Say you ? 
Luc. Marryfir, 1 chifik if you handled her privately, 
She ſhould ſooner confeſs ; perchance publickly ſhe'lWbe 


alham'd. ; 
: | 19 Hhe Fry ers Hub th 
Enter Duke, Provoſt, Iſabella. 


Eſc, 1 will go darkly to work with her. 
Luc. That's the way z for women are light at mid- 
night. 

Eſc. Come on, Miſtrs ſhere's a Gentlewoman denies all 
'that you have ſaid. ba 

Luc. My Lord, here comes the Raſcal I ſpoke of, 
Here with the Prevoſt. 

Eſc. In very good time : ſpeak not you to him tiſl we 
call upan you. 

Luc. Mum. 

E/e, Come fir, 'did you ſet theſe women on to ſlander 
Lord Angelo ? they have confeſs'd you did. 

. Du, *T is falſe. 
Eſc. How ? know you where you are ? 
Ds. Reſpect to your great place! and let the Devil 


{ Be ſometime honour'd for his burning throne. 


VVhere is the Duke ? 'ris he ſhould hear me ſpeak. 
Eſc. The Duke's in us; and we will hear you ſpeak: 
Look you ſpeak juſtly. 
Du. Boldly at leaſt., But Oh poorfſouls, 
Come you to ſeek the Lamb here of the Fox ? 
Good night to your Redreſs: is the Duke gone ? 
Then is your cauſe gone tooe The Duke's unjuſt, 
Thus toretort your manifeſt appeal, 
And put your tryal in the Villain's mouth 
VVhich here you come to accuſe. 
Luc. This is the Raſcal this is he 1 ſpoke of. . 
Eſc. VVhy, thou unreverend and Fnhallowdd Frigg-: 
Ist not enough thou baſt ſuborn'd theſe women, 
Tg accuſe this worthy man; butin foul mouth, 


JAnd in the witneſs. of his proper ear, 
| Tocall him Villain; and then to glance from nm 


To th* Duke himſelf, to tax him with injuſtice ? 
Take him hence; to th* Rack with him : we'l towze you 
Joynt by joynt, but we will know his purpoſe : 
VVhat 7 unjuſt ? 
Du. Benor ſo hot : the Duke dare 
No more ſtretch this finger of mine, than he 
Dare rack his own : his SubyeCt am Inot, 
Nor here Provincial, My bulinelſs in this State 


1Made me a looker on here in Vienna ; 


VVhere I have ſeen corruption boyl and bubble, 
I Till it o're-run the Stew : Laws for all faults, 
{But faults ſocountenanc'd, that the ſtrong ſtatutes 
Stand like the Forfeits in a Barber's-ſhop, 
As much in mock as mark. 

Eſc. Slander to th' State Þ 
Away with him to priſon. 

Arg. VVhat can you vouch againſt him, ſignior Lucio * 
Is this the man that you did tell ns of ? 

Luc. *Tis he, my Lord ' come hitheyGoodman Bald- 

pate: do you know me ? 

i 2.1 rememberyou, fir, by the ſound of your voice : 
[ met you at the priſon in the abſence of the Duke. 

Luc. Oh, did you ſo? and do you remember what you. 
{aid of the Duke ? 
Du. Moſt notedly, fir. 
Luc. De you fo, fir? And was the Duke a fleſh-mon- 
ger, a fool, and a coward, as you then reported him to 
be? 
| Du. You muſt (fir). change perſons with me, e're you 
} make that my Report : you indeed ſpoke fo of him, and 


| much more, much worſe. 


| Say : was't thou eyes contracted to this woman ? 


4  Eſc:Call that ſame 7/abeqþere once againgl would ſpeak| Lc. Oh thou damnable fellow ! did notI pluck thee by 


; the Noſe for thy ſpeeches ? 

Du. I proteſt, I love the Duke asT love my ſelf. 

Ang. Hark how the Villain would cloſe now after his 
treaſonable abuſes. + 

Eſc. Such a fellow is not to WMIk'd withal : Away with 
him to priſon : Where is the Provoſt? away with him to 


away with thoſe Giglets too, and with the other confede- 
rate companion. 

Du. Stay, fir, ſtay a while. 

Ang. What, reſiſts he ? help him, Lucto. 
| Luc. Came firz come fir, come fir : foly fir: why you 
bald-pated lying Raſcal ; you mutt be hooded, mult you? 
ſhow your knave's viſage, with a pox to you ; ſhow your 
—— face, and be hang'd;an hour 7 wilPt not- 
off ? 4 [Au $114/51 hood Þ 0c vers fax © 

Du, Thou art the firſt knave that e're may'ſt a Duke, 
Firſt, Provoſt, let me bail theſe gentle three : | h 
Sneak not away, fir ; for the Fray and you 0 WPY - 
Muſt have a word anon : lay hold on him. 

Luc. This may prove worſe thanwhanging. 

Du. What you have ſpoke, I pardon ; fit you down: /o 
We'l/borrow place of him Sir, by your leave: / Bal 
Haſt thou or word, or wit, or impudence,/ > i a e 4 
That yet can dothee Qffice ? If thon haſf} / 
Relympon it till my ralewe heard, 

And hold no longer our. 
Ang. Oh my dread Lord, 
I ſhould be guiltier than my guiltineſs, 
To think I can be undiſcernable, 
When perceive your Grace, like power Divine, 
Hath look*'d upon my paſſes : Then, good Prince, 
No longer Seſjjon hold upon my ſhame ; 
But let my trial be mine own confeſſion : 
Immediate ſentence then, and ſequent death, 
Is all the grace l beg. 
s Du. Come hither, Mariana : 


| Ang. 1 was, my Lord. 
Du. Go take her hence, and marry her inſtantly. 
Do you the Office (Frier) which conſummate : 


priſon : lay bolts enough upon him; let him ſpeak no more: | 


Than at the ſtrangeneſs of ir. Nh 
Du. Come hither, Iſabel ; 
Your Friar ignow your Prince : As I was then 
Advertiſing and holy, to your buſineſs 
(Not changing heart with habit), 1 am ſtil}, 
Attornied at your ſervice. 
I/a. Oh give me pardon, 
That I, your Vaſlal, havetmploy'd and pain'd 
Your unknown Sover$@gnty. 
Du. You are pardon'd, 1/abel : 
And now, dear Maid, be you'as free to us. 
Your brother's death, I know, fits at your heart: 
And you may marvel, why I obſcur'd my ſelf, 
Labouring tofave his life ; and would not rather 
Make raſh remonſtrance of my hidden power: 
Then let him beſo loſt : Oh moſt kind Maid, 
t was the ſwift celerity of his death, 
Which I did think with flower foot came on, } / 
hat brain'd'my purpoſe : but peace be with him : 
Thar life is better life, paſt fearing death, 
> that which lives to fear 
Q 


cane. ]. 


Enter Angelo, Maria, Peter, Provoſt. 


Ta. Ido, my Lord. | | 

Du. For this new-married man, approaching here, 
Whoſeſalt imagination yet hath wrong'd E 
Your well-defended honour ; you muſt pardon hrs, 


Return him here again : go with him, Provoſt. { Ex | 
Eſc. My Lord, I am more amaz9 at his diſhonour, ,” 


_ your comfort, | _ 


For Mariana's ſake: But as he adjudg'd your brother, 


yl Being } 


lo we 


AN 
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Being criminal, in double violation 
Of facred chaſtity, and of promiſe-breach, 
Thereon dependant for your brothers life, 
The very mercy of the Law crys out 
Moſt audible, even from his proper tongue, 
An Angelo for Claudio z, death for death : | 
Haſte ſtill pays haſte, and leiſure anſwers leiſure; 
Like doth quit like, and Meaſure ſtill for Meaſures 
Then Angelo, thy fault's bw manifeſtu}: AA . 
Which tho thou would'ſt deny, denſey thee vantage- 
We do condemn thee to the very Block, 
Where Claudio ſtoopd to death ; and with like haſte, 
Away with him. 

eMar. Oh my moſt gracious Lord, | 
[ hope you will not mock me with a husband d. + . 
Ds. It is your husband mock'd you with a husbandy 
Conſenting to the ſafe-guard of your honour, 
[ thought your marriage fit; elſe imputation, 
For that he knew you, might reproach your life, 
And choak your good to come : for his poſſeſſions, 
Altho by confiſcation they are ours, 
We do enſtate, and widow you withal, 
To buy you a better husband. 
Mar. Oh my dear Lord, 
[ crave no other, nor no better man, 
De. Never crave him; we are definitive. 
Mar. Gentle my Leige.- 
Du, You do but loſe your labour: 
Away with him to death + Now fir, to you. 


Lend me your knees, and all my life to come, 
I'I6 lend you all my life to do you ſervice. 

Ds. Againſt all ſenſe you do importune her z 
Should ſhe kneel down, in mercy of this fact, 
Her brother's ghoſt his paved bed would break, 
And take her hence in horror. 

Mar. Iſabel 

Sweet [/abel, do yet but kneel by me, | 
Hold up your hands, fay nothing ; HE ſpeak all. 
They ſay, beſt menare moulded out of faults; 
And for the moſt, become much more the better 
For being a little bad : So may my husbang. 
Oh 1/abel 7 will you not lend a knee? 

Du. He dies for Claudio's deat . 

1/a. Moſt bounteous fir, py naalor; 
Look, if it pleaſe you, on this man condemgV, 
Asif tny brother liv'd : I partly think, 

A due fincerity governed his deeds, 

Till he did look on me : Since it is (0, 

Let him not die : my brother had but Juſtice, 
In that he did the thing for which he dyd. 

For Angelo, his aft did not o're-take his bad intent, 
And muit be buried but as an intent 
That periſh'd by the way : thoughts are no ſubjects; 
Intents; but meerly thoughts. 

Mar. Meerly, my Lord. 

Ds. Your ſuits unprofitable ; ſtand up, lifay : 
1 have bethought me of another fault. 

Provoſt, how came it Claudio was beheaded 

At an unuſual hour?.2 UK 

Pro, It was comManded (0. 

Du. Had you a Tpecial Warrant for the deed ? 


Pro. No, my good Lord; it was by private meſlage. 


Ds. For which I do diſcharge you of your Office : 
| Give up your keys. 
Pro. Pardon me, Noble Lord. 
I thought it was a faulr, but knewit not ; 
Yet did repent me after more advice; 
For teſtimony whereof, one in the priſon, 
That ſhould by private Order elſe have dy, 
I have reſerv'd alive. 
, Du. Whar's he ? 
Pro. His name is Barnardine. 
| Du. I would'ſt thou haſt done ſo by Claudio : 


Eſc. lem ſorry one {© learned, and fo wile 
As you. Lord Angelo, have ſtill appear'd, 
Should flip fo groſly, both i heat of blood, 
And lack of temper'd judgment afterward. 

Ang. Iam ſorry, that ſich ſorrow | procure ; 
And ſo deep ticks it in my penitent heart, 
That I crave death mopge wilkngly than mercy : - 
"Tis my deſerving, and) do intreat jr. 


: Cone V 
Enter Barnardine, und Provoſt, Claudio, Julieta, 


Du. Which is that Barnardine ? 
Pro, This, my Lords t 


Du. There was a Friar told me of this man: 
Sirrah, thou art ſaid to have a ſtubborn ſoul, 


{ That apprehends no further than this World, . | 
And ſquar'ſt thy life accordingly : Thow'rt condemn'd : 


But for thoſe earthly faults, I quit them all : 

[ pray thee take this mercy to provide 

For better times tocome: Friar, adviſe him; 
Pro, T his is another priſoner that 1 ſav'd, 


As like almoſt to Claudio as himſelf. + 


Mar. Oh my good Lord;/fweer Iſabel, rake my part ; | Methinks1 ſee a quigkning4 00" 
| Welh, Argele, your er qui you well z 
7: 


Who ſhould have dj/d when Claudio 'f his head, 


Du. If he belike your brother, for 
he*pardon'd, and for your lovely fake 

Give me your hand, and ſay you will be mine ; 
He is my brother too : Bur fitter time for thats 
By this Lord Angelo perceives he's ſale z 


Look that you love your Wife her worth w 
I find an apt remiſſion in my ſelf : 
And yet here's ane in place I cannot pardon, 


One all of Luxury, an als, a mad man; 
Wherein' have | ſo'deſervl of you, 
That you extol me thus? » . 

Luc. *Faith, my Lord,” T'fpoke it but according to- 
trick ; if you will hang me for it, you may burLhad rat 
it would pleaſe you, 4 knight be whipt. 

Proclaim it, Prpwef,.xound about. the City : 

If any womatwrong'd by this lewd fellow 

(As I have heard him ſwear himſelf, there's one 
Whom he begot with child ), let her appear, 

And he ſhall marry ber ; the nuprtial finiſh'dy 

Let him be whip'd and hang'd: 


: ad , 


Whore: your Highneſs ſaid evennow, I made you a D 


Cuckold. | pe.” 

Du. Upon mine honour thou ſhalt marry her: 
Thy flanders | forgive, and therewithal -. 
Remit thy.other forfeits ; take him to priſon. 
And ſee our pleafure herein executed 


Whipping and hanging.  ,_ 

D; Slanddring a Prince deſerves it. _ 
SheXClaudio, that you wrong'd, look you reſtore. 
Joy to you, Marianaf, love her, Angely : 
| have confe(s'd her, and | know her vertue. ne 
Thanks, good friend Eſca/us, for thy much goodneſs? 
There's more behind that is more gratulate : 
Thanks Provoſt for thy care and ſecreſie ; 

We ſhall imploy thee in a worthier place: 
Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 
The head of Ragozine for Claudivs; / 
Th? Offence pardons i ſelf. Dear 1/abel, 

| have a motion mnch imports your good, 
Wheretoif you'la wilhng ear incline, 
What's mine is yours, and what is yours 1s Mine : 
So bring us to our Palace, where we'Vfkww 


| What's yet behind that's meet Mig all ſhonld know. 
oe 


Go fetth him hither; let rfie Took upon him. Er: J 


Wn COVENT . 


is ſake } 7s 3 


F 


yours. | 


You, ſirrah, that knewme for a fool, a cowatd, 0. 


D«. Whipt rſt, fir, and;hang'd after.” > gia 


- 
—_— - wy — 


Luc. 1 beſeech your Highneſs, do not marry me to A 
good my Lord do not recompence mie in making me : 


* N 


Luc. Marrying a punk, my Lord, is preſſinto deaths 
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| leave him to you What muffled fellows that ?1 
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The Scene Vienna. 


The Names of all the AGors. 


Vincentio, the Duke. 
Angelo, the Deputy. 

Eſcalus, an —_ Lord. 
Claudio, a young Gentleman. 
Lucio, a fantsſtique. 

2. Other like Gentlemen» 


PI 


P_— 


| Provoſt. 
Thomas, F 2. Friers. 
Peter, 
Elbow, 4 _ Conſtable. 
Froth, @ fooliſh Gentleman. 
Clown. - | | 
Abhorſon, an Exeomtioner. - 
Barnardine, 4 d:ſſolute priſoner. 


Iſabella, ſiſter ro Claudio. 
Mariana, betrothed to Angelo. 
Juliet, beloved of Claudio. 
Franciſco, 4 Nun. 

Miſtris Over-don, a Bawd. 
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Comedy 
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of Errors. X | 


Atﬀtns Primus. 


Scena Prima, Exhed FB þ 
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| Enter the Duke of Epheſus, with thegHerchant of Syracuſa, 
Faylor, and other attendants. 


1 Merchant. 
4.4 Roceed Salins to procure my fall, 

| \ © And by thy doom of death end woes 
| «£->\ E 5 (and all. 
Wz £ > Duke. Merchant of Syracuſa plead 

— wv ST (no more ; 
AUS LE? 1 am not partial to infringe our 
12/7" (Laws: 

WWW A The enmity and diſcord which of 
| (late 


Sprung fra the rahcÞrons Ontrage of your Duke, 

o Merchants, our well-dealing Countrymen, 
Who wanting gilders to redeem their lives, 

Have ſeal'd bis rigorous ſtatutes with their bloods} 

Fxclades all pity from our threatning looks 1 

For ſince the mortal and inteftie jars 

"Twixt thy ſeditions Countrymen and us, 

hath in ſolemn Synods been decreed, 

Eoth by the Syracufgens and our ſelves, 

T*admit no traffick to our adverſe 'Towns : 

Nav, more; if any born at Epheſus 

Be ſeen at any Syracuſjan Maris and Fairs : 

Again, if any Syracuſfan born, 

| Come tothe Bay of Epheſzs, he dies F 

His goods confiſcate to the Duke's diſpoſe, 

Unleſs athouſand Marks be levied | 

Toquit the penalty, and ranſom him: 

Thy ſubſtance, valued at the higheſt rate, 

Cannot amount untoa hundred Marks; 


| I'16 utter what my ſorro 


| Ajoyful mother of rwo goodly ſons; 


Therefore by, Law thou art condemn'd to die, 
Mer. Yet@is my comfort, when your words are done, | 
My woes end likewiſe with the Evening Sun, | 
Du. Well, Syracuſgan, ſay in brief the cauſe, | 
Why thou departed'ſt from thy native home ? 
And for what canſe thou cam'ſt to Epheſas ? 
Mer. A heavier task could not have neen impog', | 
Thanlrto ſpeak my grief unſpeakable: | 
Yet that the World way {-- thatmy end 


| 


Was wrought by Naturg@ not by vile Offence, 
ives me leave : 

In Syracuſawas I born, and wed 
Unto a woman, happy but for me 

And by me too, had not our hap been bad : 

With her 1 liv*din joy, our Wealth Encreaſt 

By proſperous Voyages I often made 

To Epidamfhm, till my FaCtor's death ; 

And he great ſtore of goods at random leaving, 
Drew me from kind embracements of my ipouſe ; 
From whom my abſence was not fix monrhs old, 
Before her {ef (almoit at fainting under 

The pleaſing puniſhment that womenbear) 

Had made proviſion for her following me, 

| And ſoon, and ſafe arrived where i wasy 

'There had ſhe not been long, but ſhe became 


And, which was ſtrange, the one ſo like the other, 

As could not be diftinguiſh'd but by names. * 

| That very hour, and in the ſelf-ſame Inn, 

A poor mean woman was delivered 

Of ſuch a burthen, Male-twwins both alike : 

Thok for their parents were exceeding poor, | 

I bought, and brought up to attend my ſons, | 
My Wife not meanly proud of two ſuch boys, | 


The The Fahen 


| 
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7 he Comedy of Errors. 


Viade daily motions for our home return : 
1nwilling Iagreed ; alas! too ſoon{we came aboard. 
4 league from Epidenſſs had we fail'd 

Before the always wind-obeying deep, 

Gave any tragick inſtance of our harm; 

But longer did we not retain much hope 3 

For what obſcured light the heavens did grant, 

Did but convey unto our fearful minds 

A doubtful warrant of immediate death ; 

Which tho my ſelf would gladly have embrac'd, 
Yetthe inceſſant weeping of my Wife, 

weeping before for what ſhe ſaw mult come, 

And piteous plainings of the pretty babes, 

That mourn'd for faſhion, ignorant what to fear, 
Forc'r me to ſeek delays for them and, me : 
And this it va other means wp none) : 
The Sailors ſought for ſafety by our boar, 
And left the Ship then finking-ripe to us; 
My Wife,more careful for the kr, born, 
Had faſtened him unto a ſmall ſparC Maſt, 
Such as Sea-faring men provide for ſtorms ; 
To him one of the other twins was bound, 
Whilſt I had been like heedful of the other. 
The children thus diſpos'd, my Wife, and I, 
Fixing our eyes on gpham our cate was fixt, 
Faſtned our ſelves a er efid the Maſt, 
Ang floating ſtraigh® obedient to the ſtream, 
Way carried towards Corinth, as we thought. 

At length the Sungazing upanthe earth, 

Diſperit thoſe vapours that offended us; 

And by the bgnetic of his wiſt'd light, 

The Seas watcalm, and we diſcovered 

Two Ships from far}, making amain to us 

Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this ; 

But e*re they came>Oh letme ſay no more'; 
Gather the ſequel by that went before. 

Du. Nay, forward Old man, do not break off o ; 
For we may pity, tho not pardon thee. 

Mer. Oh,had the gods done fo,I had not now 
Worthily term'd them mercileſs to us ; 

For e're the Ships could meet by twice five leagues, 
We were encountred by a mighty Rock; 


Which wy: violently born wp upon, 
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Our help@{&Ship was ſplitted in the midft : 

So that infthis unjuſt divorce of us, 

Fortune had left to both of us alike, 

What to delight in, what to ſorrow for, 

Her part, poor ſoul, ſeeming as burdened, 

With leſſer. weight, but not with leſſer wo, 

Was carried with more ſpeed before the wind, 

And in our fight they three were taken up 

By Fiſhermen of Corinth, as we thought. 

Atlength another Ship had ſeiz'd on us 

And knowing whom it was their hapto ſave, 

Gave helpful welcome to their ShipwngclÞgueſts, 
And would have reft the Fiſhers of their prey, 
Had not their Bark been very (low of fail; 

And therefore homeward did they bend their courle, 
Thus have you heard me ſever'd from my blis, 
That by misfortunes was my life prolong'd,.: 

To tell ſad ſtories of my own miſhaps. 

| Du. And for the ſakes of them thou ſorroweſt for, 
' Do me the favour togdilate art full, 

Whart hath befalPnthemand thee till now. 
ter. My new wy" boy, and yet my eldeſt care, 
At Eighteen years became inquiſitive 


| After his brother y and importun'd me, 


Thar his attendanty(for his caſe was like, 

Reft of his brother, but retain'd his name )z 
Might bear him company in @agqueſt of him: 
Whom whil'{ | laboured of a love to fee, 

[ hazarded the loſs of whom I lov'd. 

Five Summers have l ſpent in farcheſt Greeag/ 


_” ciean through the bounds of A4fia, .. 


| But to procraſtinate his liveleſs end. 


- Ant. A truſtyvillain, fir, that very oft, 


And —_— homeward, came to Epheſirs - 
Hopeleſs to find, yet Joath to leave ynſought, 
Or that, or any place that harbours mene 
But here muſt end the ſtory of my lifes 
And happy were in my timely death, 
Could all my travels warrant me they live. 

D«. Haple ſ8&geon, whom the fates have markt 
To bear th* extremity of dire miſhap ; 
Now truſt me, were it not againſt our Laws, 
Againſt my Crown, my Oath,, my Dignity, 
Which Princes would, they, may not diſfanull, 
My ſoul ſhouKd ſue as advocate for thee: 
But tho thou artadjudged to the death, 
And paſſed ſentence may not be recall'd, 
But to our honours great diſparagement z 
Yet will I favour thee in what I can 
Therefore, Merchant, Wlimic thee this day 
To ſeek thy kubp by beneficial help: A 
Try all the friends thou haſt in Epheſus z 
Beg thou, or borrow, to makeup theſum, 
And live; if nofthen thou artdoom'd to die : 
Faylor, take him to thy cuſtody. 
Fay. I will, my Lord. 
Mer. Hopeleſs and helpleſs doth &ygeon wend, 


= 
Enter Antipholig,! 


Leſt that your goods be to ſodh confiſcate : 
This very day a Syracuſan Merchanc 

[s apprehended for arrival here; 

And not being able to buy out his life, 
According to the Statute of the Town, 

Dies e're the weary Sun ſets.in the Hf : 

There is your money that Thad to keep, ? 
Ant. Go bear it tothe Centaurs, where we hoſt, 
And ſtay there, Dromio, till I come to thee: 

Till that VIE view the manners of the Ton : 
Within this hour it will be dinner-time f 

Peruſe the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 

And then return and ſleep within mine Inn; 

For with long travel Lam ſtiff and weary. 

Get thee away. + ; WOE 
Dro. Many a man would take you atyourt wotd, 
And go indeed, having ſo good a means. 


When Iam dull with care and melancholly, 
Lightens my humour with his merry jeſts. 
What, will you walk with me about the Town, 
And then go to the Inn and dine with me? 

E. Mer. lam invited, fir, to certain Merchants, 


Of whom 1 hope to make much benefit : 


I crave your pardony ſoon at five a clock, 
Pleaſe you, PlCmeet with you upon the Mart, 
And afterward 4p till bed-time : | 
My preſent buſineſs calls me from you now. 
Ant. Farewel till. then -1 will go loſe my WM; 
And wander up and down to view the City. . 


E., Mer. Sir, I commend 


Ant. He that ane [i to my own content, 
Commends meto the thing I cannot get x 
[tothe world am like a drop of water, 
That inthe Ocean ſeeks another drop, | 
Who fajling there to find bis fellow forth, 
(Unſeenzinquiſitive) confounds himſelf: 
Sol, to find a Mother and a Brother, 
Inqueſt of an (unhappy) loſe my ſelf. A 


Enter Dromio of Epheſus, 


Here comes the Almanack of my true dates 


G 3 


S— 


Aer. Therefore give,out, you are of Epidamglin 
 foch : 


of 


a Merchant, a»d Dromio. 


| Whatnow ? Hol chance thou arrrecurn'd fo ſoon... . 


_—_ ; 
® 


— —_ 


| 
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[ Exit Dioini. 
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The Comedy of Errors. 


E. Dro. Return'd fo ſoon, rather approacht too late ? 
The Capon burns, the Pig falls from the ſpit : 
The clock þath ftrucken twelve upon the bell ; 
My vinade it one upon my cheek ; | 
She is ſo H&t becauſe the meat 1s cold 
The meat is cold becauſe you come not home; 
You come not home becauſe you have no ſtomach j 
You have no ſtomach having broke your faſt: 
Bur we that know what 'tisto faſt and pray, 
Are penitent for your default ro day. _ 
Ant. Stop in your wind, fir ; tell me this I pray, 
Where have you left the money that I gave you ? 
E. Dro. Oh, fix pence that had a Wedneſday laſt, 
To pay the Sadler for my Miſtrs/Crupper ? 
The Sadler had it, fir ; I kept it not. 
| Ant. I am notin a ſportive humour now ; 
Tell me, and dally not, where is tie money”? 
We being ſtrangers here, how dar'ſt thou truſt 
| So great a charge from thine own cuſtody ? . 
E. Dro. | pray ygu jeſt, fir, as you fit at dinner : 
I from my Miſtresjcome to you inpoſt j 
If 1 return, I ſha be poſt indeed : 
For ſhe will ſcogr Your fault upon my pate: * , 
Methinks your maw, like mine, ſhould be your Ceok, 
And ſtrike you home withouta meſſenger, 
' Ant. Come Dromio, come, theſgags are out of ſeaſon ; 
Reſerve ther till a merrier hour than this : 
Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee ? 
E. Dro. 'To me, fir ? why, you gave no gold to me. 
Ant. Come on, fir knave, have done your fooliſhneſs, 
And tell me how thou haſt diſpos'd thy charge ? 
E. Dro. My charge was but to fetch you from the Mart 
Home to yourzhouſe(the Phenzx, fir), to dinner : 
My Miſtrsfand her filter ſta(Js for you. 
Ant. Now as I ama Chriltfan anſwer me, 
In what ſafe place you have beltow'd my money; 
Or I ſhall break that merry ſconce of your 
That ſtands on tricks when I am undiſpos'd : 
Where is the thouſand marks thou hadſt of me ? 
E Dre. I have ſome marks of yours upon my pate ; 
Some of my Miſtrt{marks upon my ſhoulders, 
But not a thouſand Marks between you both. 
If I ſhould pay your Worſhip thoſe again, 
Perchance you will not bear them patieqtly. 
Ant. Thy Miſtrs ſnarks? what Miſtrif ſlave, haſt thou ? 
E.Dro.Your Worſhip's Wife, my Miſtrafat the Phenix $ 
She that doth faſt till you come home to dinner ; 
And prays that you will hie you home to dinner, 
Ant. What, wilt thou flour me thugunto my face, 
Being forbid ? There, take you that, fir knave. 
E. Dro. What mean you, fir? for God fake hold your 
Nay, and you will not, fir, PIE take my heels. (hands: 


Exit Dromio E p 


Ant. Upon my life, by ſome device or other, 
The Villain is o're-wfought of all my money. 
Thefyſay, this'Town is full of cozgnage : 
AsFfimble Juglers that deceive the eye; 
Dark-working Sorcerers,that change the mind: 
Soul-killing Witcheg that deform the body , 
Diſguiſed Cheaters, prating Mountebanks yg 
And many {ſuch like berth of ſin : 

If it prove ſo, I will þe gone the ſooner : 
Pldto the Centaur to jſeek this ſlave : 
l greatly fear my money is not ſafe. 


[_&xir. 


Aus Secundus. 
Tieg Houswo 


Enter Adriana, Wife to Antipholis Sereptus, with 
Luciana, her Siſter. 


Aldr. Neither my husband, nor the ſlave return'd; 
Thatin ſuch haſte I ſent to ſeek his Maſter] 
Sure, Luciana, it is two a clock. 
Luc. Perhaps ſome Merchant hath invited him, 
And fromthe Mart he's ſomewhere gone to dinner: 
Good ſiſter, let us dine, and never fret : 
Aman is Maſter of his liberty : 
Timeis their Maſtery and when they ſee time, 
They'lt go or come ; if #67 be patient, ſiſter. 
Adr. Why ſhould their liberty than ours be more ? 
Luc. Becauſe their buſineſs ſtill ligs out adoor, 
Adr. Look, when I ſerve him ſo; he takes it ill, 
Luc. Oh, know he is the bridle of your will. 
Adr. There's none but aſſes will be bridled fo. 
Luc. Why, head-ſtrong liberty is laſht with woe : 
There's nothing ſituate under heavens eye, 
But hath his bound in earth, in ſea, in = 
The beaſts, the fiſhes, and the wingeMowls, Y 
Are their males ſubjefts, and at their controuls : 
| Man more divine, the Maſter of all theſe, 
Lord of the wide world, and wide watry ſeas, 
Indued with inteſleftual ſenſe and ſoul, 
Of more preheminence than fiſh and fowl, 
Are Maſters to their females, and their Lords : 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 
Adr. This ſervitude makes you to keep unwed. 
Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marrjage-bed. 
Adr. But were you wedded,you would bear iome ſway. 
Luc. Ere I learn love, Vl practiſe to obey. 
Adr. How if your husband ſtart ſome other where? 
Luc. Till hecome home again I would forbear. 


Adr. Patience unmov'd, no marvel tho ſhe pauſe ; 
They can be meek that have no other cauſe : 
A wretched foul bruis'd with adverſity, 
We bid be quiet when we hear it cry; 
But were we burd'ned with like weight of pain, 


7 72 Tema your husbaad nigh. 
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Ireſhrew 


As much, or more we ſhould our ſelves complain ; 
So thou that haſt no unkind mate to grieve thee, 
With urging helpleſs patience wouldFelieve me: 
But if thou liveto ſee like right bereft, 
This fool-beg'd fpatience in thee will be left. 

Luc, Well, I will marry one day but to try : 


Enter Dromio Eph. 


Adr. Say, is your tardy Maſter now at hand? 

E. Dro. Nay, he's at two-hands with me, and that my 
two ears can witneſs. 

= Say, didſt thou ſpeak with him? know'ſt thou his 
mind 

E. wes told his mind upon mine ear, 

$ fhand, 1 ſcarce could underſtand it: 

Luc, Spake he ſo doubtfully, thou could'ſt not feel his 
meaning ? 

E. Dro, Nay, he ſtruck fo plainly, 1 could too well feel 
his blows; and withal ſo doubrfully, that I could ſcarce un- 
derſtand them. A 

Adr. But ſay, I prgthee, is he coming home ? 

It ſeems he hath grefft cansto pleaſe his wife. 

E. Dro. Why, Miſtrief ſure my Maſter is horn-mad. 

Adr. Horn-mad, thou villain ? 

E. Dro. | mean not Cuckold-mad ; 

But ſure kay ſtark mad :; 
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When I defir'd him to come home to dinner, 
He ask'd me for a thouſand marks in gold : 
"Tis dinner-time, quoth |: my gold, quoth he: 
Your meat doth burn, quoth I; my gold, quoth ne: 
Will you comegquoth 1? my gold, quoth he: 

Where is the thouſand marks I gave thee, Villain ? 

The Pig, quoth 1, is burn'd |; my gold, quoth he : 

My ſtr) , quogh I; hang up thy Miſtrls Ih . 

| knot not thy Miſtrsk, out on thy Miſtrs , 

Luc. Quoth who « 

E.Dro. Quoth my Maſter : I know, quoth he, no houle, 
no wife, no Miſtreh; ſo that my errand, due unto my 
tongue, I thank hin; I bare home upon my ſhoulders: for 
in concluſion, he did beat me there. 

Adr. Go back again, thou flave, and fetch him home. 

Dro. Go back again, and be new beaten home ? 

For God's ſake ſend ſome other Meſlenger. 

Adr. Back, flave, or I will break thy pate acroſs. 

Dro. And he will bleſs that croſs with other beating: 
Between you I ſhall have a holy head. 

Adr. Hence prating peaſant, fetch thy Maſter home» 

Dro. Am I ſo round with you as you with me, 
That like a foot-ball you do ſpurn me thus? 

You ſpurn me hence, and he will ſpurn me hither : 
IfTlaſt in this ſervice, you muſt caſe me in leat 


Adr. His company muſt do his minions grace, 
WhiP{tI at home ſtarve for a merry look : 
Hath homely age tl alluring beauty took 
From my poor cheek? then he hath waſted it. 
Are my diſcourſes dull ? barren my wit ? 
If voluble and ſharp diſcourſe be marr'd, 
Unkindneſs blots it inore than Marble hard. 
Do their gay Veltments his affeCtions bait ? | 
That's not my fanlt ; he's maſter of my ſtate; 
What Ruines are in me that can be found, 
By him not ruin'd ? Then is he the ground 
Of my defeatures. My decayed fair, 
A ſunny look of his would ſoon repair. 
But (too unruly Deer 4 he breaks the pale, 
And feeds from home ; poor I am but his ſtale; 
Luc. Self-harming jealouſie ; fie, beat it hence. 
Ad. Unfeeling fools can with ſuch wrongs diſpenſe : 
I know his eye doth homage other-where ; 
Orelſe what lets it but he would be here ? 
iſed me a chain, 


So he would keep faiffquarter with his bed, 
[ ſee the Jewel beſt enamigled 

Willloſe his beauty ; yet the gold bides ſtill 

That others touch, often tonching will': X Wet 
Since that my beauty cannot pleaſe his eye, 

F1& weep (whar's left) away, and weeping die. 

| Luc, How many fon ; 


CELANMA / I [Exemnt, 
Enter Antipholis WP 


Ant. The gold I gave to Drew is laid up 
Safe at the Centaur, and the heedful ſlave 
Is wandred forth in care to ſeek me out, 
By computation, and mine hoſts report, 


Ul 


| ſent him fromthe Mart « ſee here he comes. 
Enter Dromio Syracuſan. 


How now, ſtr ? is your merry humour alter'd ? 
As you love ſtroaks, ſo jeſt with me again : 
You know no Centaur ? you receiv'd no gold ? 
Your Miſtrsſent to have me home ro dinner ? 
My houſe was at the Phz»ix ? Walt thou mad, 
That thus ſo madly thou didſt anſwer me ? 


1 And told'ſt me of a Miſt 


{ tor elſe I ſhall ſeek my wit in my ſhoulders: bur I pray, fir, 
. Fie, how impatience Jowreth in your face ! Coy am 1 beaten? 
[Ml. 


| ſomething. Bu 


Siſter, you know he pr 
Would that alone, al he would detain, 


pate of Father 7;me himſelf. 
/ meu : 


E. Ant. Even now, even here, nat half an hour ſince. 
- 8. Dro, I didnot ſee you ſince you ſent me hence 
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me. 
Ant. Villain, thou did*ſt deny. the golds Recei 
and a dinner. - , 
For whichT, hope thou felt'ſt 1 was diſpleas'd. 
S. Dro. | am glad to ſee you in this merry vein : 
What means this jeſt, I pray you; Maſter, tell me ?. . 
Ant. Yea, do'ſt thou jeer and flout me in the teerh ? 
Think'ſt thou I jeſt?hold,take thou that,and that. BeatsDro. 
S. Dro. Hold, fir, for God's ſake, now your jeſt is earneſt: 
Upon what bargain do you give it me ? 
Ant. Becauſe that I familiarly ſometimes 
Do uſe you for my fool, and chat with you, 
Your ſawcineſs will jeſt upon my loves. 
And make a Common of my ſerious hours. _ 
When the Sun ſhines let fooliſh gnats make ſport , 
But creepin crannies when he hides his beams : 
If you will jeſt with me, know my aſpeCt; 
And faſhion your demeanor to my: looks ; 
Or 1 will beat this method in your fconce. 
S. Dro. Sconce, call you it? ſoyon would leave batter- 
ing, I had rather have ita head: and you uſe theſe blows 
long, I muſt get a ſconce for my head, and inſconce it too, 


Ant. Doſt thou not know? ; 

S. Dro, Nothing, fir, but that I am beaten. 

Ant. Shall I tell you why? oo] 

S. Dro. I, fir, and wheretore ; for they ſay, every why 
hath a wherefore.” <P 

Ant. Why, firſt for flouting me, and then wherefore, for 
urging it the ſecond time 30 me. 

S:*ÞBr#. Was there ever any man thus beaten out of ſea- 
ſon, wheti in the Why and the Wherefore is neithet Rime 
nor Reaſon. Well, fir, I thank you. 

Ant. Thank me, fir, for what? 
S. Dro. Marry, fir, for this ſomething that you gaveme 
for nothing, ++ ©} 5. > 
Ant. Ile make you'amends next, to give you nothing for 
lay, fir, is it dinner-time ? _. 
S. Dro. No, fir: I think the Meat wants thatI have: 
Ant. In gaed time, fir ; what's that 2 

S., Dro. Baſting; 

Ant. Well, fir, then *twill be dry: 

S, Dro-1t it be, fir, I pray"you eat not of it# 

Ant. Your Reaſon ? | 

S. Dro. Leſt it make you chollerick, arid purchaſe me | 
another dry baſting. "+4 

Ant. Well, fir, learn to jeſt in good time : there's a time 
for all things. 
| S. ”"y I durft have denied that before you were ſo chol- 
TICK: 
Ant. By what Rule, fir? 64k 
S. Dro. Marry. fir, by a Rule as plain as the plain bald 


Ant. Lee's hear it. 
S. Dro. There's no time for a man to recover his hair that 
grows bald by Nature. ; 

Ant. May he not doit by fine and recovery ? _ 

S. Dro; Yes, to pay a fine for aPeriwig, and recover the 
loſt bait of another man. | 


ct. At. A. a 4 —__ 


is) ſo plentiful an excrement ? | 
S. Dro. Becauſe it is a bleſſing that he beſtows on beaſts ;| 
and what he hath ſcanted them in hair, he hath given them | 
in Wit, 1 
Ant, Why, but there's many a man hath more hair than | 
Wits 
S. Dro. Not a man of thoſe but he hath the wit to loſe} 
his hair, 
Ant. Why, thou didſt conclude hairy men plain dealers 
withour wit. : 


S. Dro. What anſwer, fir ? when ſpakeI ſuch a word? 
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Ant. Why, is Time ſuch a niggard of hair, being (as it | 


= ' Dro. þ, 
FD 20 1a Fran FER Fane 
Pal hor Y- Cori From oth ae 


F 


| 


4 . 
" 


EC 
«B 


The Comedy of Errors. 


itin a kind of. jollity. 
| Ant. For what Reaſon ? 

S. Dro. For two, and ſound ones too. 
Ant..Nay, not ſound ones I pray you- 
S. Drs. Sure ones then. 

An. Nay, not ſure in a thing falfing, 
S. Dre. Certain ones then. 
An. Name them. 


porrage. 


time for all things. 
| hair oſt by nature. 
time to recover. 


fore to the World's end, will have bald follqwers. 


uttamr; Br 


Enter Adriana and Luciana. 


4 blis, look ſtrange and frown ; 
Some other Miſt hath ſome ſweet aſpe&ts J 

Iam not Adriana, nor thy wife. - 

| The time was once, when thou unurg'd would'ſt vow, 
That never words were muſick to thine ear, 

That never Object pleaſing in thine eye, 

That never tonch well welcomg to thy hand, 

Thar never m— {weet-ſayour'd - thy taſte, 

UnlefsI ſpake, or look'd, or touch'd, or e906 ens og 


That thon art then eſtranged from thy ſelf? 
Thy ſelf, Icall it, being ſtrange to me : 
That undividable Incorporate ». 1 
Am better than thy dear ſelf's better part. 
Ah do not tear away thy ſelf from-me z -- 
For know my love: as eaſie maiſt thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulf, 
And take unmingled thence that drop again 
Without addition or diminiſhing, | 
As take fromme thy ſelf,and not me too. 
How dearly wqu}dit touch thee to the quick; 
Should'ſt thou, hear I were licentious ? 
And that this Body conſecrate to thee, 
By Ruffian Luſt ſhould be contaminate ? 
Would*ft thou not ſpit at me, and ſpurn at me, 
And hurl the name of husband in my face, 
And tear the ſtain'd skin of my Harlot-brow, 
And from my falſe hand cut the Wedding-Ring, 
And break it with a deep-divorcing-vow ? © 
Iknow thou canſt ; and therefore ſee thou do it. 
I am poſleſt with an adulterate blot z 
My blood is mingled with the crime of luſt: 
For if we two be one, and thou play falſe, 
| dodigeſt the poyſon of my fleſh, 
Being ſtrampeted by thy catagion. 
Keep then fair league, and truce withthy true bed : 
I live diſtairfd, thou undiſhonoured. 
Ant. Plead you to me, fair dame ? I know you not: 
In Epheſus | am but two hours old, 
As ſtrange untoyour town as to your talk, 
Ko every word by all my wit being ſcann'd, 
Wan s wit in all one word to underſtand. 
Luc. Fie, brother, how the World is chang'd with you 
When were you wont to uſe my filter thus ? 
She ſent for you by Dremio home to dinner. 
Ant. By Dromiu ? 
Dro. By me. 
Adr. By thee ; and thus thou didſt return from him, 
That he did bufter thee, and in his blows, 


$. Dro. The one to ſave the money that he ſpends in try- Adr. How ill agrees it with your gravity, \ 
ing ; the other, that atdinner they ſhould not drop in his | To counterfeit thus groſly with your ſlave, \ 


How comes it now, (my husband), Oh-how comes it, oy 


| 


-_ 


| S. Dro. The plainer dealer, the ſooner loſt ; yet he loſeth | Denigd my houſe for his, me for his Wiſe. 


ut. Did you converſe, fir, with this Gentlewomamy2 
What is the courſe and drift of your compatt? -—— 
S. Dro. 1, fir ? I never ſaw her till this time. Sg 
Ant. Villain, thou lieſt ; for even her verF words 
| Didſt thou deliver to meon the Mart. * 
S. Dro. I never ſpake with her inall my life, 
Ant. How can ſhe thus then call us by our names, 
Unleſs it be by inſpiration? | 


Abetting him tothwart mein my mood ? 


An. You wonld all this time have prov'd, there is no | BF it my wrong, youare,from me exempt, \ 


But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt. 


S. Dro. Marry, and did, fir; namely, no time to recover | Come, I will faſten on this ſleeve of thine ; 


Thou art an Elm, my husband, I a Vine: 


An. But your Reaſon was not ſubſtantial, why thereisno| Whoſe weakneſs married to thy ſtronger ſtate, 


Makes me with thy ſtrength to communicate : 


S. Dro. Thus I mend it : Time himſelf is bald, and there- | If ought poſſefs thee from me, it is droſs, 


Uſurping lvy, Brier, or idle Moſs, 


An. 1knew*twould be a bald concluſion { but ſoft, who | Who all for want of pruning, with intruſion, / 
4 
| 


Ant. To me ſhe ſpeaks; ſhe moves me vat 


InfeCt thy Sap, and live on thy confuſian. 


theam : 


| '1f entertain the free'd fallacy. 
| Luc. Dromio, Go bid the ſervants ſpread for dinner. 
This is the Fatry land : Oh ſpight of ſpights : 
We talk with Goblins, Owls, and Elves Sprights : 
If we obey them not, this will enſue, 
They'1ſuck our breath, or pinch us black and blew; 
Luc, Why prait*ſt thou to thy ſelf, | 
Dromio, thou Dromio, ſnail, thou ſlug, thou ſot ? 
S. Dro. I am transformed, Maſter, am I not ? 
Ant. I think thou art in mind, and ſo am I. 
| S. Dre. Nay, Maſter, both in mind and in my ſha 
Ant. Thou haſt thine own form. 
| S. Dro. No: Taman Ape. 
} Lc. If thou art chang'd to ought, 'tis toan Af. 
S. Dro. *Tis true, ſhe rides me, and I long for oraſss 
"Tis fo: Iam an Als: elle it could never be : | 
But I ſhould know her as well as ſhe knows me. 
Adr. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool, 

[TIP tie Tiger in ire and ep 

Whitſt Man and Maſter laughs my woes to{ſcorn + 
Come, fir,fro dinner; Dromio, keep the gate ; 
Husband, Pl&dine above with you to day, 
And ſbrive you of a thouſand idle pranks ; 
Sirrah, if any ask you for your Maſter, 
Say, he dines forth, and let no creature enter : 
Come ſiſter ; Dro, play the Porter well. 
Ant. Am fin earth, in heaven, or in hetl ? 
Sleeping, or wakiggy- mad, or well advis'd/ 
Known unto theſe, and to my ſelf diſguis'd ? 
IIC fay as they ſay, and perſevere o : 
Andin this miſt at all adventures go. 

S. Dro. Maſter, ſhall | be Porter at the gate ? 

uu and letnoneenter, leſt I break your pate. 
Luc, 


ome, come, Antiphol:s, we dine too late- 
X Bxv. 


Actus Tertius. Scena Prima. 
The Street- Puforv Arti Howe 


Enter Antipholis of Epheſus, his man Dromio, Angelo, the 
Goldſmith, and Balthazar ihe Merchant. 


E. Ant.'Good ſignior Angelo, you muſt excuſe us;ail :” 
My 


— 


_— 


D) 


[3 


What, was I married to her in my dream ? % 3 
Orſleep I now, and think I hear allthis ? ww 
Whaterror drives our eyes and-ears amuls ? 

Until I know this ſure uncertainty, 


fr 


— __l 


/ © Bal. Good mear, fir, is common, that every churl affords. you wentin pain, Maſter, this knave would 

Ant. and welcome more common; for that's nothing go ſore. | | 
” but words. - | Ang. Heres neither cheer, ſir, nor welcome; wewould | 
Bal. Small cheer, and great welcome, makes a merry fain haveeither. | | 

feaſt. Baltz.. In debating which was beſt, we fhaſl part with 

Ant. 1, to a niggardly Hoſt, and more ſparing Gueſt : | nenher. | 

But tho my cates be mean, take them in good part; E. Dro. They ſtand at the door, Maſter ; bxd them wel } | 

—p Sutter. cheer MAY You have, Put with better heart. come hither. t 

Bur ſoft ; my door 1s lockt; go bid them fer us in. Ant. There is ſomething: in the wind, that we cannot | 

E. Dro. Maud, Briget, Marian, Ciſly, Gillian, Ol. © get in. # 

M S. Dro. Mome, Malt-horſe, Capon, Coxcombe, Idiot | E-Dr».You would fay fo, Maſter, if your garments were 


ou drunkard thou, what did” by this * E. Dro. Maſter, knock the door hard. - 
E1 E. Dro. Say what you will, fir, but I know what 1 know, | Luc. Let him knock till it ake. 
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My Wife 1s ſhrewiſh whenT keep not hours ; Ant. Do you hear, you Minion, you'l let us in, 1 

cay, that | linger'd with you at your Shop hope ? ; 

To ſee the making of her Carkanef; Luc. 1 thought to have askt you. 

And that to morrow you will bring it home. S. Dro. And you faid, no. | 

But here's a villain that would face me down,- E. Dro.So, come, help, well ſtruck ; there was blow for 

He met me on the Mart, and that I bear him, blow. - | 
And charg'd him with a thouſand Marks in'gold ; Ant. 'Thon baggage, let me in. | 
And that 1 did deny my Wife and Houſe: Luc. Can yourell for whoſe ſake ? 


That you beat me at the Mart,] have your hand to ſhow: } Ar. You'l cry for this, Minion, if I beat the door 
If che skin were parchment, & the blows you gave were ink, down. | | | 
Y -writing would tell you what I think.) Lac. What needs all that, and a pair of ſtocks in the | | 


'E. Ant. | think thou artan alt” _— . — CO COOnn——_ 
E. Dro. Marry, ſo it doth appear | 
By the wrongs | ſuffer, and the blows I beat : agar Adriana. Lori Abu 
| ſhould kick being kickr ; and being at that pals, 
Yo would keep from my heels, and beware of an aſs. Adr. Who is that atthe door that keeps all this noiſe ? 
E. An. are ſad, Signior Balthazar : pray God our cheer | 5S. Dro. By my troth, your 'Town is troubled with unru- 
May anſwer my good will,and your good welcome here. ly boys. PF. 4 


Bal.l hold your dainties cheap, welcompeenr. 
E. Ant. Ah ſigmor Balthazar, either at fleſh or ith, 
A table-full of welcome makes icarce one dainty diſh. 


fore 


E Ant. Are youthere, Wife ? you might have come be- 


Patch. | thin. en 
Either get thee from the door, or fit down art the hatch : | Your Cake here is warm within : you ftand here in the 
Doſtthouconjureforwenches,thatthou call*ft forſuch ſtore, cold. 

When one is one too many_? go pet thee from the door,| It wonld make a man as mad asa Buck to be ſo bought and 
|—E. Dro. What patch is made our porter ? my | fold. 

ſtays inthe ftreer. Ant. Gofetch me ſomething, Ple break ope the gate.-! | 


| 
S. Dro. Let him walk from whence he came, left hef S. Dro. Break, apy breaking here, and Ile break your | 
catch cold on's feet. knaves pate. 23 3-Þ W | 
E. Ant. Who talks within there ? hoa, open the door. E. Dro. Aman may break a word with you, fir, and } 
S. Dro. Right, fir, Vle tell you when, and'you'l tell me words are but wind , 1 
wherefore. | [, and break it in your face, ſo he break it notbehinde;, | 
Ant. Wherefore? for my dinner ? I have not din'd to | S. Dro. It ſeems thou want'ft breaking 5 Ont upon thee, | 
day. hinde. CET T4 
S. Dro. Nor to day here you muſt not : come again whenſ] E. Dro. Here's too much : Out upon thee ;1I pray thee Jet 
you may. me in. 4s 7 | 
Ant. What artthou that keep'ſt me out from the houſq] S. Dro. 1, when fowls have no feathers, and fiſh have no ; | 
I owe ? fin. 
S. Dro. The Porter for this time, fir, and my name ig} Ant. Well, Fle break in: go borrow me a-Crow. | 3 
Dromio: E. Dro. A crow without feather, Maliter, mean you fo ? =_ 
E., Dro. O Villain, thou haſt ſtoPn both mine Office and | For a fiſh without a fin, there's a fowl withour a feather : | : 
my Name. ., If a cro 10. 11 l | : 
The one ne're got me credit, the other mickle blame : mt. Go, get thee gone, fetch me an lron «row, ©, | 
If thon had'ſt bid Dromio to day in my place, Balch. Have patience, fir : Oh let itnotbe fo; V 
Thou woul'ſt havechang'd thy face for a name,, of thy | Herein you war againſt your Reputation, 'P 
name for an aſs. And draw within the compals of ſuſpect, | 
Tt” unviolated honour of your W ite. ham f 
Enter Luce. Once thisyopr long experience of ywar. wiſdom, | 


| Her ſober vertue, years, and.modeity, 
Lyxc. What acoileis there, Dromio? who are thoſe at the | Plead on your part ſome cauſe tro you unknown ; 


gate ? | And doubt not, fir, but ſhe will well excuſe 
E. Dro. Let my Maſter in, Luce. Why at this time the doors are made againſt you. 
Luc. Faith, no; he comes too late ; and ſo tell your Ma-\| Be rul'd by me, depart in patience, 
ſter. | And let us to the Tyger all todinner, | 
E. Dro. O Lord, I muſtlaugh: have at you with a Pro-ſ| And about evening come your ſelf alone, io P28 
verb. | To know the Reaton of this ſtrange reitraint e If | 0 
Shall I ſet in my ſtaff. If by ſtrong hand you offer to break in +14 
Luc. Have at you with another ; that's when? can you}] Now in the itirring pallage of the day, 
tell ? | A vulgar comment will be made ot. it ; = | 
S. Dro. If thy name be called Luce, Luce, thou haſt ar] And that ſuppoſed by the common Rour, 24 & 
{wer d him well. Againſt your yet ungalled eltimariong | 
That 


| 
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That may with foul intruſion enter in, 


For ſlander lives upon ſucceſſion ; 
or ever hous'd where it once gets poſſeſſion. 


And in deſpight of eagiuk mean to be merry 
| know a wench of excellent dſcourſe, 


There will we dime + this woman that 1 mean, 
My Wife (but I protelt withour deſert) 
Hath oftentimes upbraided me withat : 

To her will weto dinner + get you home, 
And fetch the chain; by this 1k 
Bring it, 1 pray you, to the Por ggawene ; 


(Be it for nothing but to ſpight my Wife). 
Upon my hoſteſs there : good fir, make haſte 


I CEA [{- 


A husband's Office ? Shall Antipholis 


Shall love in buildingg grow ſo ruinate? 
If you did wed my liſter for her wealth, 


Or if. you like elſewhere, do it by ſtealth , 


Let not my ſiſter read it in your eye; 
Be not thy tongue thy own ſhames Orator ; 
Look ſweet, ſpeak fair ; become difloyaly : 
Apparel Vice like VErtues harbinger: 


Teach lin the carriage of a holy Saint ; 


What ſimp'e thief brags of his own attain? 
"Tis double wrong totruant With yolſr bed, 
And let her readitin thy looks at board : 
Shame hath a baſtard-frame, well managed ; 
Ill deeds are doubled with an evil word : 

Alas poor women, make us not believe 
(Being compayY of credit), that you love us ; 


We in your motion" aw; and you may move 


' FThen gentle brother, get you inagain ; 


Comfort my ſiſter, chear her, cal] her Wiſe : 
'Tis holy ſport to be a little vain, 


nor 


{| Nor by what wender you do hit of mine : 
Leſs in your knowledg, and your grace you ſhow nor, 
Than our earths wonder, more than earth, divine. 
Teach me, dear creature, how to think and ſpeak ; 


Lay open to my earthy grofs conceity 
Smother'd in errors, feeble, ſhaſow, weak, 
The foulded meaning of your words deceit, 


To makcit wander in an unknown held ? 
Are you a god ? would you create me new ? 


Your weeping ſiſter is no Wite of mine, 
Nor to her bed a homage do I owe : 
Far more, far more to you do l decline : 


Todrown mein thy ſiſters flood of tears : 
Sing Siren for thy felf, and I will dote : 
Spread © re the ſilver waves thy golden hairs, 


| Tho others have = arm, ſhew us the ſleeve: 


And dwell upon your grave when you are dead ; 


Ant. You have prevail'd ; I will depart in quiet, 


Pretty and witty, wild, and yet tooygentle ; 


tis made; 


For there's the houſe : That chain I will beſtow 


Since mine own doors refuſe to entertain me, 
Pl&knock elwſehere, toſee if they'l diſdain me. 
Ang. I'|Emeer you at that place, ſome hour, fir, bence. 
Ant. Do ſo; this jeſt ſhall coſt me ſome ex x 
Exeunt. 


Enter Luciana, with Antipholis of Syracuſa. 


| j7 4 Jie. And may it be, that you havequite forgot 


Even in the ſpring of Love, thy Love-ſprings rot ? 


Then for her wealths-ſake uſe her with more kindneſs : 


Muffle your falſe love with ſome ſhew of blindneſs 


Bear a fair preſence, tho your heart be tainted ; 


Be ſecret falſe : what need ſhe be acquainted ? 


us. 


When the 1{weet breath of flattery conquers ſtrife, 
S. At. Sweet Miſtraf what your name is elſe, I know 


Againſt my ſouls pure truth, why labour you, 


Transform methen, and to your power Vf yeild. 
| Bur if that Iam 1; then wellI know, 


Oh trainme not, ſweet Mermaid with thy note, 


? 


Lac. Oh ſoft fir, hold you ſtill : by p 
Efetch my ſiſter, to get her good will._.- lan. 


| + - (elf? 


And as a bed ldxake thee, and there lig & 
Andin that glorious ſuppoſition think 
He gains by deathfghat hath ſuch means to die : 
Let Love, being light, be drowned if ſhe fink. 
Luc. What, are you mad, that you do reaſon fo ? 
J Ant. Not mad, but mated*-how, 1do not know. 
wc. Itis a fault that ſpringeth ſrom youreye. 
Ant. For gazing on your beams, fair Sun being by. 
Luc. Gaze when you ſhould, and that will clear your 
ſighr. 
-4 Ant. As good to wink, ſweet love, as look on night. 
Luc. Why call you me, love ? call my ſiſter fo. 
#\ Ant. Thy ſiſters ſiſter. 
Luc. That's —_— 
Ant. No : it is My ſelf, mine own (e!f's better part : 
Mine eyes clear eye, my dear hearts dearer heart, 
My tood, my fortune, and my ſweet hopes aim, 
My ſole earths heaven, and my heavens claim, 
Luc. All this my filter is; or elſe ſhould be. gave 4m 
F Ant, Call thy (elf, ſiſter ſweet ; ,for 1 aan thee : 
Thee will I love, and with thee lead my life : 
Thou haſt no husband yet, nor no wiſe; 
Give me thy hand, 


Enter Dromio, da < 4 IB 


x; Ant. Why how now, Dremie, where runn'ſt thou ſo 

faſt ? 

$. Dro. Do you know me, fir? Am 1 Dromigf Am 1 
your man? Am I my ſelt? ; 

egy. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou art 
thy ſelf. 

Dro.laman aſs, I ama womans man, and beſides my 
ſelf. | 

Ant. What womans man ? and how- beſides thy 


Drs. Marry fir; beſides my felf, I am due to a woman. 
One that claims me, one that haunts me, one that will have 
me. 

Ant. What claim lays ſhe to thee ? 

Dro. Marry fir, ſuch claim as you would lay to your 
horſe ; and ſhe would have me as a bealt ; nat that I being 
a beaſt, ſhe would have me, bnt that ſhe beinga very beaſt- 
ly creature, lays claim to me, '| 

Ant. Whatis ſhe? » 11 

Dro. A very reverent body : A, ſuch a one as a man may 
not ſpeak of, without he ſay,-fir reverence : I have but 
lean Iluckinthe match ; and yet is ſhe a wondrous fat mar- 
riage. 

Ant. How doſt thou mean, a fat marriage ? 

Dro. Marry fir, ſhe's the Kitchin-wench, 2nd all greaſe, 
and I know not what uſe to put her to, but to make a Lamp 
of her, and run from her by her own light. 1 warrant, her 
Rags, and the Tallow in them, will burn a Po/and Winter: | 
if ſhe lives till doomſday, ſhe'Y burn a week longer than 
che whole World, 

Ant, What complexion is ſhe of ? 

Dro. Swart, like my ſhooe, but her face nothing like ſo 
clean kept: for why? ſhe ſweats, a man may go over-| 
ſhoees in the grime of ir. 

Ant. That's a fault that water will mend. 

Dro. No, fir, *tis in grain ; Neah's flood could not do 


1 


it. 
Art. What's her name ? \f9 
Dro. Nell, fir: but her name gg three quarters ; that's an 

ws and three quarters will not meaſure her from hip to 
Ip. 

Ant. Then ſhe bears ſome breadth? 

Dro. Nolonger from head to foot, than from hip to hip: 

_— is ſpherical, like a globe: I could find out Countries in 
er. 


Ant. In what part of her body ſtands Ireland ? | 
Dro 
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| bies, Carbuncles, Saphires, declining their rich aſpeCt to 


| She that doth c:1l me husband, even my ſoul 
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Dro. Marry fir, in her buttocks; 1 found it out by the 


bogs. 
eAnt. Where Scotland * 

Do. Lfound it by the barrenneſs, hard in the palm of 
the hand. 

Ant, Where France ? ; 

Dro. In her forehead, arm'd, and reverted, making war 
againſt her _ ——_ 

nt. Where Enpland t 

oo [look'd hes chalky Cliffs, but I could find no 
whiteneſs in them ; But I gueſs, it ſtood in her chin, by the 
faltRheume that fan between France and it. 

Ant. Where Spain * ; 

Dro. Faith, I ſaw it not ; butI felt it hot in her breath: 

Ant. Where America, the Indies * « 

Bro. Oh fir, upon hernoſe, all o're embelliſhed with Ru- 


the hot breath of Spain, who ſent whole Armadoes of Car- 
rafts to be ballaſt at hergoſe. 

Ant. Where ftood Belgia, the Netherlands ? 

Dro. Oh/fir, I did not look falow. To conclude, this 
drude, or Diviner, laid claim#to me, call'd me Dromio, 
ſworel was aſſur'd to her, told me what privy marks I had 
about me, as the marks on my ſhoulder, the Mole in my 
neck, the great Wart on my left arm, that I, amaz'd, 
ran from her, as a Witch, And 1 think, if my breaſt had 
not been made of Nth my heart of ſteel, ſhe had 
transform'd me to a Curtal dog, and made me turn Y th" 
wheel. 

Ant, Go hie thee preſently ; poſt to the Road ; 
And if the wind blow any way from ſhore, 


I will not harbour in this Town to night. 


If any Bark put forth, come tothe Mart; 
Where 1 will walk ci!l thou return tome: 


Ant. There's hone but abit here ;// 


Doth for a wife abhor : But her fair ſiſter, 
Poſſeſt with ſuch a gentle ſoveraign grace, 

Of ſuch inchanting preſence and diſcourſe, 
Hath almoit made me Traitor to my felt : 
Bur leaſt my felt be guilty to ſelt-wrong, 

!1d ſtop mine ears againlt the Mermaids ſong. 


Enter Angelo with the Chain. 


Ang. M. Antipholisl 
Ant Ay that's my name. . "ON 
Ang." 1 know it well fir, lo, here's the Chain z 
I thought to have tane you at the Por e: 
The Chain unfiniſhr made me ſtay thus long. 
Ant. Whatis your will that I ſhall do with this ? | 
Ant. What pleaſe your ſelf, fir ; 1 have made it for 
ou. 
fp Ant. Made it for me, ſir > I beſpoke, it not... _ 
, Ang. Not once, not twice , but twenty times you 
ave: _ 
Go home with it, and pleaſe your Wife withal ; 
And ſoon at ſupper-time PIE viſit you, o_ | 
And then receive my money for the Chain. 
Ant. 1 pray you, fir, receive the money now, 
For fear you nc're ſee Chain, nor money more. 
Ang. You are a merry man, fir : fare you well. [ Exit. 
Ant. What I ſhould think of this, I cannot tell: 
But this I think, there's no man is ſo vain, 
Thax won'd refuſe fo fair an offer'd Chain. 
lee a man here needs not live by ſhifts, 
When in the {treets he meets ſuch golden gifts : 


p 


Aus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter a Merchant, Goldſmith, and an Officer. 


Her. You know ſince Pentecoſt the ſur is due z 
And ſince I have not much importurrd you ; 
Nor now I had not, but that | am bound 
To Perſia, and want Gilders for my Voyage : 
Therefore make preſent ſatisfaCtion ; 

Or PlEattach you by this Officer. 

Gold. Even juſt the ſum that Ido owe to you, 
Is growing to me by Antipholis ; 

And inthe inſtant that I met with yon, 

He had of mea Chain : at five a clock 

I ſhall receive the money for the ſame : 
Pleaſeth you walk with me down to his houſe, 
[ will diſcharge my bond, and thank you too. 


And buy a Ropes end ;. that will I beſtow 
Among my Wife, and their Confederates, 
For locking me out of my doors by day : - 
But ſoft : I ſee the Gold/mnith : get thee gone x 
Buy thou a Rope, and bring it home to me. 


y 


I promiſed your preſence, and the Chain; 
But neither Chain nor Goldſmith came to me : 
Belike you thought our love would laſt too long 


If it were chain'd together : and therefore cime not. 


And therefore 'tis high time that] were hence : / ” oagotarym + mpkdry apr _ s the _ "a 
v o.the moſt H_ _y 


The hneneſs of the Gold, and chargefut faſhion 1 

Which doth amount to three odd Duckets more 

Than I ſtand debted to this Gentleman,; 

[ pray you ſee him preſently diſcharg's ® 

For he1s bound to Sea, and ſtays bur for it. | 
Anz. 1am not furniſh'd wich the preſent money 

Beſides, I have ſome buſineſsin the Town; 

Good Signior take the ſtranger tomy hauſe, * , 

And with you take the Chain, and bid my Wife 

Disburſe the ſum on the receipt thereof; | 

Perchance I will be there as ſoon as you, ;.* + 
Gold. Then you will bring the Chain to- her 

ſelf. 


_— | 

At. And if 1have not, fir, lhope you have: 

Or elſe you may return without your money. | 

Gold. Nay, come, I pray you, fir, give me the Cha 

Both Wind and Tide ſtays for the Gentleman; 

And I top blame have held him here: too long. . 
Ant. Good Lord, you uſe this dalhapce to excuſe 

Your breach of promiſe to the Porgami;ne © 

I ſhould have chid you for not. bringing it; 

But like a ſhrew, you firſt begin to brawl.  *. 


Gold, You hear how he ay na" Chain : 
Ant. Why, 'give it tomy Wife, and fe 


Either ſend the Chain, or ſend me by ſome token. | 
Ant. Fie, now you run this hamourourt of breath 


F1&ro the Mart,'and there for Dromio ſtay ; 
[f any Ship put our, then ſtrait away. (Exie. 


Come, where's the Chain ? I pray you let me ee ir. 


Enter Antipholis Ephel. Dromio from the Courtezans. 


Offi. That labour you may ſave : See where he comes» 
Ant. While goto the Gold/mith's houſe, go thou 


Dro. 1 buy a thouſand pound a year 4 I buy a Rope. 
_, Exit Dromio. 
Eph. Ant. A man is well hope bp that truſts to you: 


Mer. The hour ſteals on; I pray you,,ſir, diſpatch. 


& fetch your Money, 
Gold. Come, come, you- know I gave it you even now, 
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Ant, No - bear it with you, leſt 1 corhe not time F- 
nongh | af 0; yan. & 
oghy Well fir, 1 will: Have you the Chain about | 


ing 


Mer, t 
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84 The Comedy of Errors. 


; Mer. My bufineſs cannot brook this dalliance : | 
Good fir. ſay; whe'r you] anſwer me, or no: 
If not, 'IEleave him to the Ofheer. 
Ant,1 anſwer you ? Why ſbould Lanſiwer you ? 
Geld. The money that you owe me for the'Chain. 
| Ant. [owe you-nonextill F receive the Chain, 
Gold. You know 1 gave it you half an hour ſince. | 
Ant. You gave me none;-you wrong me much to ſay 


ſo. 
Gold. You wrong me, fir, indenyingit : 
Conſider how it ſtands bon my credit. 

Mer. Well; Officer, arreſt him at my ſuit. 

Off. 1do; and charge you inthe Duke's Name to obey 
me. 

Gold. This tonches me in Reputation. 
Either conſent to pay the ſum for me ; 
'Or [attach you by this Officer. 

Ant. Conſent to pay,that I never had: 

| | Arreſt me, fooliſh felloty, if thou dar'ſt. 
Gold. Here is thy fee ; arreſt him, Officer. 


[ would not ſpare my brother in this caſe, 

If he ſhould ſcorn me fo apparently. 

Off. 1do arreſt you, fir ; you hear the ſuit, 
Ant. 1 do obey theetillI give thee bail. 

But firrah, you ſhall buy this ſport as dear 
As all the metal in your ſhop will anſwer. 
Gold. Sir, fir, 1 ſhall have Lawin Epheſus, 


Enter Dromiio Sira. from the Bay. 


Dre. Maſter, there's a Bark of Epidamyum, 

That ſtays buttill her Owner comes aboard ; 
Then, fir, ſhe bears away. Our fraughecage, fir, 

I have convey'd aboard ; and I have brought 

The Oyl, the Balſamum, and Aqua-vite- 

The Shipis in her trim ; the merry wind 

Blows fair from land ; they ſtay for nought at all, 
But for their Owner, Maſter, and your elf. 

- * Ant. Hownow! nj tay ! Why, thou peeviſh ſheep , 


Whar Ship of Epidampumn ſtays for me ? 

o 8; DIO Ship youſent me to, to hire wafcage. 

E / Ant. Fhou drunken ſlave, | ſent thee for a Rope ; 
And told thee to what purpoſe and what end. 

1 S. Dro. You ſent me for a Ropes end as ſoon : 
You ſent me tothe Bay, fir, for a Bark. 

Ant. 1 will debate this matter at more leiſure, 
And teach your ears to lift me with more heed e 
To Adriana, Villain, hie thee ſtrait : 

Give her this key, and tell her in the Desk 
Thar's cover'd o're with Turkiſh Tapiſtry, 
There isa purſe of Dnckets y let her ſendit: 
Tell her, I am arreſted in the ſtreet 5 


| To your notorious ſhame. I doubt it nat. 
| Jeent /{ 


Luc. Then pleaded | for you. 
Axr. And what faid he ? 

Luc. That lovel begg'd for you, he begg'd of me. 
Adr. With what perſ@aſion did he tempr thy love ? 
Luc. With words that in an honeſt ſuit might move ' 
Firſt, he did praiſe my beauty, then my ſpeech. 

Adr. Did*it ſpeak him fair ? 

Luc. Have patience beſeech. : 

Adr. 1 cannot, norT will not hold me ſtill ; Az 
My tongue, tho not my heart, ſhall have bio will. 

He is deformed, crooked, old and fere, 

If1-fac*d, worſe bodied, ſhapeleſs every where : 
Vicious, ungentle, fooliſh, blunt, unkind, . 
Stigmatical in making, worſe wap ,mind. . 

Luc. VVho would þe jealous then of ſuch a one ? 
Noevilloſt is wail'd when it is gone. 

Aadr. Ah ! but I think him better than I fay : 

And yet would herein others eyes were worſe { 
Far from herneſt the Lapwing cries away : | 


My heart prays for him, tho my t8Bngue'do cules. -—— 


n— '. -;"Þ 
ANC Enter. Dromio. 
ah" 
. oe Here: go the'desk, the purſe: ſweet now make 
afte. 

Luc. How haſt thou loſt thy breath ? 

S. Dro. By running faſt. 

Adr. VVhere is thy Maſter, Dro ? Is he well ? 

S. Dro. No: he's in Tartar limbo ; worſe than hell ; 

A devil in aneverlaſting garment hath him ; 

One whoſe hard heart is button'd up with ſteel : 

A Fiend, a Fairy, pitileſs and rand: 

A Wolf; nay, worſe, a fellow all in Buft;. | 

A back-friend, a ſhoulder-clapper, one that countermands 
The paſlages of allies, creeks, and narrow lands : 

A hound that runs counter, and yet draws dyffoot well ; 
One that before the Judgment carries poor ſouls to hell. 

Adr. VVhy man, what is the matter ? 

S. Dro. | do not know the matter; hegs reſted on the 
caſe. 4 

Adr. V'Vhat, is he arreſted ? tell me at whoſe ſuit? 

S. Dro. I know not at whoſe ſuit he is arreſted : wall: 
but he'sin a ſuit of buff which reſted him; that I can tell: 
VVill you ſend him MiſtrsRedemption, the money in his 
desk ? 

Adr. Go fetclit, ſiſter : this I wonder ar. 

Exit Luciana, 
That he unknown tome ſhould bein debt: 
Tell me, was he arreſted on a bond ? 
S. Dro. Not on a bend, but on a ſtronger thing ; 
A Chain, a chain : doyou not hear it ring ? 
Adr. VVhat, the chain? 


And thar ſhall bail me z hie thee flave ; be gone: | 

On Officer to priſon till it come. [Exeunt. 
S. Dro. To Adriana , thatis where we din'dy 

Where Dowſabel did claim me for her husband 

She is too big, I-hope, for me to compals 

Thither I muſt, alcho againſt my will 

For Servants muſt their Maſters minds falfil. | [Exit 


Toit Oerke bell: tiatimue thatT were gone : 

It was T'wo ere ITeft him, and now the clock ſtrikes One. j 
eAdr. The hour's come back! that did I never hear. 
S. Dro. Oh yes ; if any hour meet a Sergeant, a turns| 

back for very fear. "} 

: Har. As if Time were in debt: how fondly do'ſt thou rea- 

on? 

S. Dre. Fime isa very bankrout, and owes more than he's] ,. 


whe —_— 
_ CONE. Iitana and Luciana, 


| Adr. Ah Luciana, did he tempt thee ſo ? 

- | Mighr'ſt thou perceive aufterely in his eye, 

-T hat he did plead irfearneſt, yea or no ? 

{Look'd heor red or pale, or fad or merrily ? 

What Obſervation mad'ſt thou in this caſe, 

Of his heart's Meteors tilting in his face ? 
Luc. Firſt he denied you had in him wayright. 
Adr. He meant he did me none; the more my ſpight. 
Luc. Then ſwore he, that he was a ſtranger here. 


were. 


Adr. And true he ſwore , though yet forſworn he 


worth to ſeaſon. 

Nay, he's a thief too.: have you. not heard men ſay, 
| That time comes ſtealing on by night and day ? 

If I be in debt and theft, and a Sergeantin the way, 


LYath he not Reaſon to turn back an hourina day? ___ 


Enter Luciana, 


Luc. Go, Dromio ; there's the money ; bear it ſtrait 

And bring thy Maſter home immediately, 

Comefſiſter, Iam preſt down with conceit : 

Conceit, my comfort and my injury. : / 
Ext 


—_— 
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Ent.r Antipholss Siracnſran. 
An. S. There's not a man | meet but doth falute me, 
As if | were their well acquainted friendy 
And every one doth call me by my name + 
Some tender money to me , fome invite me; 
Some other give me thanks for k indnefes ; 
Some offer me Commodities to buy. 
Evta now a tailor call'd me in his ſhop, 
And ſhow*d me Silks that he had bought for me; 
And therewithal took meaſure of my body. 
Sure thele are but imaginary wiles, 
And Lapland Sorcerers inhabit here. 
| Enter Dromnuo, Sara. 
S. Dro. Maſter, here's the gold you ſent me for ; what 
have you got the piture of old Adam new apparel ? 
Ant. What gold is this ? What Adam do'ft thou 
m2an *? 
S. Dro. Not that Adaw that kept the Paradiſe ; but 
that Adam that keeps the priſon ; he that goes in the 
calves-skin, that was kiPd for the Prodigal : he that 
came behinde you fir, like an evil Angel, and bid you for- 
lake your liberty. 
An. 1 unde:ſtand thee not. 
S. Dro. No? why tisa plain caſe: he that went like | 
a Baſe Viol ina caſg of leather ; the man fir, that when 
Gentlemen are tired gives them a ſob, and reſts them - 
he fir that t:kes pity on decayed men, and gives them 


+. 


ſuits of Curance ; he that ſets up his reſt to do more cx- 
ploits with his Mace, than a EPike. 


Ant. What ! thou mean' an officer ? 

S. Dro. Ay fir, the Serjeant of the Band : he that brings 
any man ts anſwer it that breaks his Bgnd ; one that 
thinks a man alwayes going to bed, and faith, God give 
you good reſt, 

Ant. Well fir, there reſt in your foolery. 

[s there any Ship puts forth to night ? may we be gone? 

S. Dro. Why fir, I brought you word an hour fince 
that the Bark Expedition put$Sforth to night , and then, 


ter be wile, and if you give it herzthe devil will ſhake het 
Chain, and fright us with it. 
Car, 1 pray you fir, my Ring, or elſe the Chain, 
I hope you do not mean to cheat me to ? 
_ Avant thou witch : Come Dromio let usgo: 
Des: Sa hn. 


LOU C42 : 
Car. Now ll oubt AAA is mad, 


Elſe would henever ſo demean himlcl/, 
A Ring he hath of mine worth forty Duc 
And for the ſame he promis'd me a Chain): 
Both one and other he denies me now : 
The reaſon that I gather he is mad, 
C Beſides this preſent- inſtance of his rage, ) 
Is a mad talc he told to day at dinner, 
Of his own doors being ſhut againſt his entrarcey 
Belike his wife acquainted with his fits, 
On purpole ſhut the doors againft his way, 
My way is now to hie home to his houſe 
And tell his wife that being Lunatick, 
He ruſt'd into my hcuſe, and took perſorce 
My Ring away. This courſe I fitteſt chooſe, _ + 
For torty Buckets is too much to loſe, ' E ih 
ntipnoiss Epneſ, Wi : 
An. Fear menot man, l will not break away, 
Il give thee ere [ leave thee ſo much money, 
To warrant thee as | am'reſted for, 
My wife is in a wayward mood to day, 
And will not lightly truft the meſſenger g 
That 1 ſhould be attach'd in Epheſus, 
I tell you *will ſound: harſhly in her ears. 
Enter Dromio Eph. with a ropes end. 
Here comes my Man, 1 think he brings the money. 
How now fir? Have you that I ſent you for ? 
E. Dro. Here's that I warrant you will pay them all, 
Anti. But where's the Money ? 
E. Dre; Why fir, I gave the Money for the Rope. 
Ant. Five hundred Duckets villain for a rope? ' 
E; -Dro. lþſerve you fir, five hundred at the rate. 


Exurt. 
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were you hinCred by the Serjeant to tarry for the Hoy 
Delay; Here are the Angels|that you ſent for,to deliver 


ou tt. 
, Ant, The fcllow is diftrat, and fo arm I, 
And here we wander in Illuſtons : 
ene«. Seene 
Enter a Curtizen, 
Cur. Well met , well mer, Maſter Antipholis. 
I ſee (ir, you have found the Goldſmith now : 
Is that the Chain you promis'd me to day 7 


Ant. To what end did | bid thee hie thee home ? 


| E. Dro. To a Topes end fir, and to that end am 1 ge- -% 
turn'd, — o- 


# 
4 


Ant. Sathan avoid, | 
"Mafter”, is this Viſtris Sathan ? 

Ant, It is the devil. 

S. Dro, Nay, ſhe is worſe, ſhe is the devils dam; 
And here ſhe comes in the habit of a light wench, an 
thereof comes that the wenches ſay God d.m me, That” 
as much to ſay, God make mae a light wench, It is writ 
ten they appear to men like angels of light, light is a 
effe& of fire, and fire will burn : ergo, light wenches wil 
burn, come not near her. | 

Cur. Your man and you are marvellous merry fir. 

Will you go with me, wee'll mend our dinner here ? 

S. Dro. Maſter, if you do, expe {poon-meat, or be 
{peak a long ſpoon, 

Ant, Why Dromio? 

S. Dromio, Marry he muſt have a long ſpoon that my 
e:t with the devil. 

Ant. Avoid thou fiend, what tel't thou me of ſu 
Thou art, ( as youareall ) a forcereſſc ? ( piog | 
I conjure thc me, and be gone. 
. Give me the ring ine you had a 
Or for my Diamond the chain you promis'd, 
And IlLbe gone fir , and not trouble you. 


F 


inner, 


tone ; 


} 


S. Dro. Some devils asx but the perings of ones nail, 
a ruſh, a hair, a drop of; blood, a pin, a nut, a cherry- 
but ſh: more covetous, would have a chain, Ma- 
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| Ant, And to that end fir, I will welcome you. 4 F 
E. Dre. Nay 'tis for me to be patient, I am in adver- (: 
ſity. x = 0-0 
Offi. Good nowyhold thy tongue. 
E. Dro, Nay, rather perſmade him to hold his 
7 E Dre-1 would I wer ſenſlefs fir, that I might no! 
feel your blows. k =. 
Anti. Thou art fenfible in nothing but blows, and | 
ſo is an Aſs. hy 
5 may prove it by © 
my long ears. | have ſerved him frym the hour of my}- _ 
for my ſervice but blows. When 1 am cold , he heats | © 
me with beating ; when 1 am warm, he cools me with} 
beating 1 am wak'd with it when 1 ſleep, rais'd+ with +”? 
it when I fit, driven out of doors with it when I go 
| dear it on my ſhoulders, as a begger wognt her brat, 
and I think when he hath lam' I ſhall 
| it from door to door. A 
nter Aariana, Luciana, Corr SEEM. X 


Offi. Good fir be*patienr. 
Anti. Thou whorſon ſenſlesVillain. 
E, «Dro. | am an Aſſe indeed , 
Nativity to this inſtant, and have nothiog at his hands | © 
from home , welcom'd home with it when I return; nay 
maſter , called Pinch, 


Ant. Come go along, my wife is coming yon- 
der. 
| EE. Db. Miſtrig/reſpice finem, relpegt your _— 


ther ale propheſie like the Parrot, beware the rop:s, en 
Anti, Wilt thou till ralk ? Beats Dio. 
Cur. How ſay you now ? Is not your husband mad ? 
Aars. His incivility confirms no lefſty 
Good Door Pinch, you are a Congurer, 
H 
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4nd ro thy Rate of darknels hie thee Rraight, 
F &conjur? thee by all the Saints in Heavln. 


a b Ant. Y cu minion you, are theſe your Cuſtomers? 


: | Ponch. Miſtris) both man and Maſter z,poſlcſt, 


Q——_—_ 


Revel and tcaft it 2t my houſe to day, 
Whit upop m: the guiltig doors were ſhut, 


Burt ſurely Maftcrynot a rag of Money. | 


| They muſt be bound and laid in ſome dark room. 
#4 ©» Ant. Say qwherefore didft thou lock me forth to day: 


— 


1beC omedy of Errors. 


E! a blith him in his 1rue {ence again, | 
And | will pleaſe you'What you will demand, 
Luc. Alagt ow fiery and how ſharp helooks, 
(ur. Mark. how he trembles in his extalie! 
Finch. Give me your hand, and let me feel your 
ule. 
[ Ant. There is my hand, and let jt feel your ear. 
Pinch. I charge thee Satan, hous'd within this man 
> yþcld poſſcſion to my holy prayers, 


Ant. Peace doting wizard, peace; I am not mad. 
Har. Oh that thou wer*t not, poor diſtreſſed ſoul. 


id this companion with the ſaffron face 


And I degepd toenter in By houſe) 
Adr. O husband, God doth know you din'd at hom?, 
Where would ycu had remaind until this time, 
Free from theſe ſ1:ngers, and this open ſhame. 
F At, Diwd at;home? Thou Villain, what fſayeſt 
thou ? 
E Dro, Sir ſyoth to ſay, you did not dine at home. 
A+. Were not my doors lockt up, and I ſhut out ? 
E Dro, Perdie, your doors were leckt, and and you ſhut 
out. 
Ati, And did not ſhe her ſelf revile me there? 
Dro. Sans Fzble, ſhe her {clf revild you there. 
Ant. D.d not ker Kitchen-maid rail, taunt, and ſcorn 
me ? 
Dro. {ertes ſhe Cid, t'ie Kitchen veſtal ſcorn'd you : 
Ant. And did not 1 in rage depart from thence ? 
Dro. In veritif you Gic, my bones begr witnels, 
That ſince have felt the Viggt of kiy/ra ge. 
Aar. It's $00d to {mooth him in thele contraries ? 
Pinch. It is no ſhame, the fellow tinds his van, 
And yeelding to him, humors well his fren 
eA:r. Thou haſt ſuborn'd theGoldimith To arreſt me, 
Air. Alas, 1 {cnt you Money to redeem you, 
By Drom? here, who came in haftefor it. 
Dro. Money by mc ? Heart and good will you might, 


Ant. W-ntit not thou to her for a purſe of Ducks? | 
Adri. He came to me, and I deliver'd it. 

: And 1 am witnefs with her that ſhedid. 

| #. God and the Rope-mak&r hear me witnels, 

*t.1 was fent for nothing but a rope. 


[know it- by their pale and deadly looks, 


And why Coft thou deny the bag of gold? 

Adr. \ did not gentle hus band lock thee forth. 

Dro. And gentle M, | receiv'd no god : 
But 1 confels fir, that we were lock'd out, 
Aadr. Diſſembling Villain, thou ſpeak*®ſt falſe in both. 
Ant. Dificmbling harlot, thou art falſe in all, 
And art confederate with.a Camacd pack, 
To make a loathfome abje& ſcorn of me : 
Bur with cheſe nails Vi&pluck out theie falſe eyes, 
That would behold in me this ſhameful ſport. 

Enter three or four, and offer to bind him: 
He ſtrives, 

At. Oh bind him, bind him, let him not come 
near me, 

Pinch, More company, the fiend is ſtrong within him. 

Lc. Ayq me poor man, how pale and wan ke looks. 

eAnt. What, will you murther me, thon Jaylor thoy? 
L am thy priſoner, wilt thou ſuffer them to make a re{. 
cue ? 

Of M:Rers let him go 5 he is my prifoncr, and you 
ſhali nor hzve him. 


(The Ring I ſaw upon his finger now) 


| Thovgh moſt diſhoneſtly he did deny it. 


Adr. What wilt thou do, thou pecviſh Cfhcer ? 
Haſt thou delight to fee a wretched man 
Do outrage and Ciſpicaſure to himfclf? 
Offi. He is my pritoner; if | let him go, 
Tae debt he owes will be requir'd of me, 
Aar. 1 will diſcharge thee cre I go from, thee, - 
Fear me forthwith unto his CreCior, I bind And 
And knowing how the debt grows 1 will pay it.Y _ ”o 
Good Mafter Door {ce kim fate conve y*d 
Home to my houſe, ch moſt unhappy Cay. 
Ant. Oh moſt unhappy ftrumper. 
Dro. Maſter, | 4m here entred in bond for you, 
Ant. Out on theeVillain, wheretore Vogt mad me? 
Dro. Will you be bound for nothing © be mad, good 
maſter, cry the devil. y 
Luc, God help poor ſouls, how idlgly do they talk ? 
Aadr. Go bear him hence, fiter gy You with me : 
Say now , Whoſe {uit is he arreſted at? ach Ant L 
Exeunt. Manet Offic. Adri. Luci Conntizan. Scams 
Off. One Angelo a Goldſmith; do you know him ? 
Adr. Tknow the man; what is the ſum he owes ? 
Off. Two hundred Duckets, 
Adr Say, how grows it due? 
Off. Duc for a Chain your husband had of him. 
Adr. He did beſpeak a Chain Gum, but had it not, 
Cour. When as your husband all in rage to day. 
Came to my houſe, and took away my Ring, 


Straight after did | meet him with a Chain, 
Aar. It may be ſo, but I did never lee it. 
Come Jaylor, bring me where the Goldlmith is, 
| long to know the truth hereof at large, 
Enter Antipholis Siracuſian with his Rapier drawn, 
and Dromio Sirac. 

Luc. God for thy mercy, they are looſe 221i, 

Adr. And come with naked ſwords; 

Let's call more help to have them bound apain. 

Run | 

Off. Away, they'll kilt vs. my 
Exeunt omnes, as faſt as may be, friehied. 

S. Ant. | fee theſe Witches als os x Faber, - 

S. Dro She that would be your wile, now ran from YOUs 

Art. Come to the Centaur, fetch our ftuft from thence : 
| long that we were ſafe and ſound aboard, 

Dro. Faith ſlay here this night, they will ſurely do 
us no harm : you ſaw they ſpake us fair , give us gold, 
me thinks they are ſuch a gentle Nation, that but for 
the Mountain of mad fleſh that claims marriage of me, 
I could find in my heart to ſtay here Rill and turn Witch 

Ant, 1 will not ſtay to night for a'l the Town, | 


Therefore away, to get our ſtuff aboard. JExeunt, 


Atlus Quintus. Scana Prima 
A Street GCefore He hs 


Enter the Mcrchant and the Goldſmir 


Geld. 1 am ſorry Sir, that I have hindred you, 
But I proteſt he had the Chain of me, 


Mer. How is the man eſteem'd here in the Citie ? 
Gold Of very reverent reputation fir, 
Ot credit infinite, highly belov'd 
Second to none that lives here in the Citi - 
His word might bear my wealth at any time, 
Mer. Speak ſoftly; yender as I think he walks. 
Enter Antipholis and Drcmio again, 
Gold. "Tis fo ; and that felf-chain about his n:ck, 
Which he forfſwore (moſt monftrouſly ) to have. 
Good lir Craw near to me, It ſpeak to kim «4 
Signior Antiph olis , [wonder much 


Pinch. Go bins this man, for he is ſrantick too, 


| 


——_ 


That you would put me to this ſhame and trouble, 
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|il&prove mine honour, and my honeſty 


—_— 
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\nd n5; withou: {ome tcandal to your felf, 
I With circnmtince and oaihs, {o to devy 
This chain, which now you wear fo openly,” 
B:(j4e the charge, the ſhame, impriſonment, 
You have done wrong to this my honeſt friend, 
who but {&r- Raving on our Controverſie, 
11,4 hoiſted fail, and pat to fea to day : 
This chain you had of me, can you deny its 
Ant. | think | h:d, 1 never did deny it. , > R: 
Mer. Y:s tnat you did fir, and forfwore it too; 
Ant. Wao heard me to deny it or for{wear it? 
Mer. Theſe ears of mine thou knowſt did hear thee : 
Cie on thee wretch, *tis pity that thou livſt , 
To wals where any honeft men reſort, 
* Ant, Thou art a Villain to impeach me thus, 


a 


x 


Againſt thee preſently , if thou dar'ſt ſtande— -- a , 
Mer. | dare and do defie thee for a villain} F:) 
ty draw. Enter Adriana, Lucianay Courtezaity ana others. 
Adr. Hold, hurt him not for Gods fake, he is mad, 

Some get within him, take his ſword away : 

Binde DYomio too, and bear them to my houſe. 

S. Dro. Run maſter run, for Gods ſake take a houle, 
| This is {ome Priory in, or weare ſpoil'd, = 

/ceAMRE | / t Exeunt t0 the Proory- 
Enter Lady Abbeſſe. | 

Abb. Be quiet people y whereforc zhrong you hither ? 

7 Adr, Fetch my poor diftrafted husband hence 3 

Let us come in, that we may bind him faſt, 

And b:ar him home for his recovery. 

G-ld. 1 knew he was not in his perfe& wits. 

« Mey. 1 4m ſorry now that I did draw on him: 

Abb How long hath this poſſeſſion held the man ? 

4ar. This yreek he hath been heavy, ſorer, ſad, 

And muchjdi -rent - from the man he was : 

But till this afternoon his paſſion 

Ne're brake into extremity of rage. | & 

/b. Hath he not loft much wealth by wreck at Sea , 
Buried ſome dear friend, hath not elſe his eye 
Stray*c his affeftion in unlawful love} 

A fin prevailing much in youthful men , 

Who give their eyes. the liberty -of gazing. 


—_— 


And will have no Attorney but my ſelf, 


To be difturb'd, would mad or man or beaft 
The conſequence is then, thy jealous fits 
Have ſcar'd thy Husband from the uſe of wits: 
Wn never A bim but mildly, 
en_he demean'd himlſelf rough, rude and wi 
Why &ar you thpſe cebukes, mad anſwer __— 
Ad. She did betray me to my own reproof 
Good peeople, enter and lay hold on him. . 
Ab. No, not a creature enters in my. houſe, 
Ad. Then let your ſervants bring my husband forth) 
Ab. Neither ; he took this place for fa . 
And it ſhall priviledge him from your hands, 
Till T have brought him to his wits again, 
Or loſe my labour in aſſaying ir. 
Ad. 1 will attend my Husband, be his Nurſe 
Diet his ſickneſs, for it is my Offee, : 


L therefore let me have him home with 
Ab. Be patient, for I will not let him fiir 
Till I have us'd the approved means [ have, 
with wholſome Sirrups, Drugs, and holy Prayers 
To make of him a formal man again; 

It is a branch and paggd of mine oath; 

A charitable duty of my order, 

Therefore depart and him here with me! 
Ad. I will not hence, and leaye my Husband 
Andill it doth befeem your holineſs 

To ſeparate the Husband and the Wife. , 
eb. Be quiet and depart, thou ſhalt not haye him! {®.x of 
Luc. Complain unto the Duke of this indignity. ; 
«1d. Come go, I will fall proftrate at his feet, 

And never riſe until my tears and prayers 

Have won his Grace to come in perſon hither, 

And take perforce my:;husband from the Abbeſſe. Exennt. 

Emer Merchant and Goldſmith. © 

Aer, By this 1 think the Dial points at five £ 

Anon {Mſedure the Duke himſelf in perſon © 

Comes this way to the Melancholly. vale 

The place of death and ſorry execution, - 

Behind the ditches of the Abbey here, 

Gald. Upon what cauſe ? - 


mes 


3 
here 3 


Which of theſe ſorrows is he ſubjeR to ? 
Adr To none of theſe.except it be the laft , 
Namely, {ome love that drew him oft from home. 
- Ab, You. ſhould for that havereprehended him. 
Ad. Why fo I did. 
I je not rough enough. 
Ad. As roughly as my . modeſty would let me. 
Ab. Haply in private, 

Ad, And in aſſemblies too. > 
Ab Ay but not enough, ,- 
| Ad It was the copy, ot our conference. 
In bed he ſlept not for my urging it; 

At board he fed nut for my urging it : 
Alone, it was the ſubje& of my Theam ; 
| In company I often glancydit : 
Still did 1 tell him, it was vil@and bad. . 
lb. gr it that the man was mad! 
The ven clamours of a jealous woman , 
Poytony more deadly than a mad dogs tooth, 
It ſeems his ſleeps were hindred by thy rggJing, 
' And thereof comes it that his head is light. I 
Thou fai'ft his meat -was ſawe'd with thy upbraidings; 
Unquiet meals makes ill digeſtions, 


—_— -- 


And what's a Fegver but a fit of Madneſs? * 
Thou fay*R his ſports were hindred by thy brawls; * 
Sweet recreation barr*d what doth enſue, 3M 
But maably, and dull melancholly, _ -A "ns 
Kind@s to grim and comfortlel(s deſpair, 
and at her heels a huge infeRious troop 
Of pale diftemperatures, and . foes to life ; 
[n food, in ſport, and life-preſerving reft 


k- 


> 


Thereof the raging fire. of feyer bred, | 


1 Againſt the Laws and Statutes of thi 


i... 


| That here and there his fu 
| Anon;Z-wot got; by what 


' Mer. To ſkegreverend Syras Merchant ; 

Who put unluckily into chis = __ 

| $ Towny 

Beheaded publickly for his offence, © * * © ' 

Gola. See where they come, we wili behold his death? 
Enter eAdrians and Luci. Hob 

Luc. Kneel to the Duke before he paſſe the Abbey-" 7 


Enter the Duke of Epheſus, 'e of Syra-F 
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and: the Merchant 
cuſe bareheaded, with the Headſman, and other 
Dwks. Yet once again proclaim it publickly, 
If any friend will pay the ſumaws for him, 
He ſhall not die, {o much we tender him, 
; '— Emer Adriana: _—y 
Aar. Juſtice moſt facred Duke,apainſt- the Abbeſf} 
Duke: She is a virtuous and a reverend Lady, 
It cnm—_ _ Hs hath 'done thee wrong. *- bo 
- May it pleaſe your Grace, «Fntipholis husband, | 
Whom 7 made of me, and all L had, 0 | 
(At your im tters) this ill day, Fs 
A moſt outragious fit of madneſsrook him,  ' : 
That deſp'rately he hurried through'the ſtreet} 
With him his bondman, all as mad as he, 
Doing diſpleaſure to the Citizens; - | 
By ruſhingin their houfes ; bearing thence 
Rings, Jewels, any -thing his 'tage did like: "i 
Once did 1 get him bound,/gnd fent him' home} -— © Þ 
Whi'lſt to take. order for the wrongs 7 went, Þ 


ha& committed; = 


| mg eſcape, 
He broke from thoſe that. had the-guard of him, 


— —————— 


SPECI y=——_— 


And with his mad attendapt hinfel t, ;1 z 
Each one with ireful p aoth drawn Ewords 
Met us again, and madly bent'on us, <..\c - Jabs 7 
; H-2 _ "Chac'd x 


i 


te tC TO" E_ 


| and here the Abb-iſe ſhurs the gates on us, 


| Beaten the Maids a row, and bound the DoQor, 


And ever, as it blaz'd, they threw on him 


{ To ſcorch your face, and ro disfigure you. Cry within: 
{ Hark, hark, I hear him MiſtrsF:flie, be gone. 


1 That hath abuſed and diſhonoured me. 


That She this day hath ſhamelets thrown on me. 
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hed us away j Cill railing of more aid, 
We came again to bind them j then they fled 
Into this Abby, whicher we purfu'd them, 


—_——— 


And will no: ſuftzr us to fetch him our, 

Nor fend him forth that we may bear him{hence. 

Therefore moſt gracious Duke with thy command, 

Let him be brought forth , and born hence for help. 

Duke Long fince thy husband ferv'd me in my Wars, 

And I to thee ingag'd a Princes word, 

When thou did'ſt make him mafter of thy bed , 

To do him all the grace and good I could. _ 

Go ſome of you knock at the Abbey gate, 

And bid the Lady Abbeſs come to me ? 

I will derermine this before [I fiir. SICONe. IV 
Enter a Meſſenger: 

Meſſ. O Miſtraſ Miſtrsſ ſhift , and fave your felf, 

My maſter and his man are both broke looſe, 


Whole beard they have ſing'd off with brands of fire, 


Great pails of pudldd myre to quench the hair z 
My Mr. preaches patience to him, ea} the while 
His man with Sciſſars nicks him like a fool - 

And ſure (unlefs you ſend ſome andaſp preſent help) 
Between them they will kill the Conjurer. 

Ad. Peace fool, thy Maſter and his man are here, 
And that 1s falfſ- thou doſt report to us. 

Meſſ. Miftrs{ upon my life I tell you true, 

{ have not brearh'd almoſt fince I did fee ite 

He crycs tor you , and vows if he can take you, 


Dake. Come, ſtand 
Halberds. | 
Ad. Ay raey it is my husband : witneſs you, 

That he is born about inviſible, 

Even now we hous'd himin the Abbey here, 

{| And now hePs there, paſt thought of humane reaſon. 


by me, fear nothing : guard with 


Our dinner done, and he not coming thither, 

| went to leck him. In the ſtreet | met him, 
And in his company that Gentleman. 

There did this perjur'd Goldſmith ſwear me down, 
That I this day from him receiv'd the Chain, 
Which Ged he knows, 1 ſaw not; For the which 
He did arreſt me with an Officer. 

I did obey, and fent my Peſant home 

For certain DucKats : he with none return'd. 
Then fairly I beſpoke the Officer 

To goin perlon with me to my houſe, 


Of vil&Confederates : Along with them 


A meer Anatomy, a Mountebank, 
A thr-bare Jugler, and Fortune-teller, 

A needy-hollow-ey*d-ſharp-looking-wretch » 

A living dead man. This pernicious ſlave, 
Forſooth too kpn him as a Conjurer ; 

And gazing in my eyes, feeling my pull: 

And with no-face (as 2were ) out-facing me, 
Cryes out, I was poſſeſte Then altogether 

They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence, 
And ina dark and dankiſh vault at home _ 

There left me and my man, both bound togetherf 
Till gnawing with my ceeth my bonds afunder, 

| gain'd my freedome , and immediately 

Ran hither to y our Grace, whom I beſeech 

To give me ample tatisfation 

For theſe deep ſhames, and great indignities. 


That he din'd not at home, but was lock'd out. 
Duke- But had he fuch a Chain of thee, or no ? 


Theſe people faw the Chain about his neck. 

Mer. Beſides, I will be ſworn theſe ears of mine, 
Heard you confeis you had the Chain of him, 
After you firft forſwore it on the Mart, 

And thereupon 1 drew my {word on you ; 


Enter E. Antipholis, and E. Dromio of Epheſus. 
E. «Ant. Juſtice moſt gracious Duke, oh g: ant me Juſtice, 
Even for the ſervice that long ſince I did thee, 
When I beftrid thee in the wars, and took 
Deep $Kars to ſave thy life , even for the blood 
That then I loſt for thee, now grant me Juſtice. 
Mer. Fat. Unleſs the fear of death doth make -me 
dore, I ſee my ſon eAntipbolis and Dromio. 
. » E. eAm, Juſticey ( ſweet prince ) againſt that woman 
She whom thou gav'tto me to be my wite ; (there ; 


—_ 


vt in the ſtrength and height of injury : 
Beyond imagination is theawrong 


Duke. Diſcover how, and thou ſhalt find me juſt, 

E :Ant, This day, (great Duke) ſhe ſhut the doors upon me. 
Whilt ſhe with Harlots feafted in my houſe. 

Duke. A grievous fault; ſay woman didft thou fo ? 

Ad, No,my good Lord: My (elf, he, and wy Siſter, 

To day did dine together : fo befall WE 


nn" 


AS this is falſe he burthens me withall, 

Luc. Ne*re may 1 look on Cay, nor ſleep on night, 
But ſhe tells co your Highneſs ſimple-truth/ 

Gold. O perjur d woman ! They are both forſworn, 
In this the Mad man juſtly chargeth them. 

E, Ant. My Liege, | am adviſed what I ſay, 
Neither diſturb d with the cfte& of Wine, 
Nor heady-raſh provokd with raging ire, 
Albeit my wrongs might make one wiſer mad. 
This woman-lock'd me out this day from dinner 
That Goldſmith there, were he not pack'd with her, 
Could witnels it ; for he was with me then, 
Whoparted with me to go fetch a Chain, 
Promiſing ro bringit to the Porgg®#1ne 


{1 think you are all-mated, 8 ark 
F - | ed p the 


An@then you fled into this Abbey here, 

From whence | think you are come by miracle. 

E. Ant. | never came within theſe Abbey walls, 
Nor ever didft thou draw thy ſword on me ; 

[ never {ſaw the Chain, ſo help me heaven / 

And this is falſe you burthen me withalk 

Duke. Why what an intricate impeach is this 2 
I think you all have drunk of Circes Cup: 

If here you hous'd him, here he would have been, 
If he were mad, he would not plead fo coldly: 
You ſay he din'd at home, the Goldſmith here 
Denies that ſaying. Sirrah; what ſay you ? 


Cur, He did, and from my fingerdnatch't tha: Ri 
E. Ant. *Tis true ( my 7 ; pg 
Duke. Saw'it thou him enter at the Abbey here ? 
Cr. As fure( my Liege Yas1dq , 
Duke, Why this is range : Go 


er one to the Abheſſe, 
Fa. Moſt mighty Duke, vouchſafe 
Haplyl ſee a friend will fave my life, 
And pay the ſumant that may deliver me, 
Duke. Speak freely Syracuſan what thou wilt. 
Fath. Is not your name fir>call'd Antipholi ? | 
And is not that your bund-man Droxio > | 
E. Dro. Within this hour 1 was his hondman fir 
But hel thank him gnaw'd in two my cords, * 
Now am | Drowno, and his man unbound. 
| Fath. | amp (ure, both of you remember me, 
| Dro, Our tielves we do remcmber lir, by you 2 
For lately we were bound as you are now, 
| You are not Piuches Patient, are you Sir ? 


Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 


| well. 


me jak a 


By th*way, we met my wife, her ſiſter and a rabble more 


They byQught one Pinch, a hungry lean-fac'd Villain ; 


Gold. My Lord, in cruth, thus far [ witneſs with him ; 


Gold. He k4'my Lord, and when he ran in here, 


E. Dro. Sir, he din'd with hes there » at the Perentne 
ng. 
) this Ring I had of A 


ee your Grace, 
call the Abbeſſe hither; 


A ek 


word F 


| 


Father, Vihy look you firange on me? you know me' 


— YA 


E. Ant, 


Ae. 


A 
(plainly 
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nt, 1 never ſaw you in my life tillnow- 
Fa "Oh! grief hath chang'd me fince you ſaw me laft, 
And careful hours with times deformed hand, 
Have written ſtrange defeatures 10 My face : 
3ut tell gie yct, doſt thou not kriow my voice : 
Ant, Neither. 7 
Fat. Dromio, nor thou: 
Dro. No truſt me fir, nor l. 
Fat. 1 am ſure thou doſt; - 
E. Dromio. 1 ſir, but 1 am ſure I donot; and whatſoever 
a man denies, you are now bound to believe him: 
Fat. Not know my voice ! oh times extremity, 
Haft thou ſo crack'd and ſplitted my poor tongue 
[n ſeven ſhort years, that here my only Son 
Knows not my feeble Key of untur'd cares ? 
Tho' now this $rained face of mine be hid 
[n ſap-conſuming Winters drizled ſnow, 
And all the Conduits of my blood froze up ; 
Yet hath my night gf ye ſome memory j 
My waſting lampeffom fading glimmer left ; 
My dull deaf ears alittle uſe to hear : 
All theſe old witneſſes, 1 cannot err. 
Tell me, thou art my Son Antipholis, 
Ant, I never ſaw my Father in my life. | 
Fa. But ſeven years ſince, in Syracuſ4 Boy. 
Thou know'ſt we parted, but perhaps my S0nz 
Thou ſham'ſt to acknowledgeme in miſery. ; 
Ant. The Duke, and all that know mein the City. 
Can witneſs with me that it is not lo; 
Ine're ſaw Syracuſ4 in my lite. 
Duk, | tell thee Syracuſan, twenty years 
Have | been Patron to Antipholis, | 
During which time he ne*re ſaw Syracuſa.” 
[ ſee thy age, and dangers make thee dote. 
Sar 
Enter the Abbe fſe with Antipholis Siracuſan, 
and Dromio Sirac. 


F Abbeſs. Moſt mighty Duke, behold a mah much wrong- 
d. 


All gather to ſee thewr, 
Ady. 1 {ce two husbands, or mine eyes deceive me. 
D#ke. One of theſe men is genizs to the other ; 
And fo of theſe which is the natural man, 
And which the ſpirit ? who deciphers them ? 
S. Drowmio. 1Sir am Dromio, command him away. 
E. Dre. 1 Sir am Dromio, pray let me ſtay. 
S. Ant, Ageon art thou not ? or-elſe his ghoſt/ 
S. Drom, Oh my old Maſter, who hath bound him 
here ? 
Abb. Who ever bound him,l will looſe his bonds; 
And gain a husband by his liberty : 
Speak old&geon, if thou beſt the man 
That had'ſt a Wife once call'd <Amlia, 
That bore thee at a burthen two fair Sons? 
Oh if thou beſt the ſame/Egeonr, peak: 
And ſpeak unto the ſame e/£milie. 
Duke. Why here beginsghis morning ſtory right : 
Theſe two Antipholisptheſe two fo like, 
And theſe two Dromuo's, one in ſemblance : 


TS at Sea Pot / ” as 
Theſgare the Parents to theſe children, | 


Y 
Which accidentally are met together. [Dt 


Fat, If 1 dream not, thou art eAfml:ig, 
if thou art ſhe, tell me where is that Son 
That floated with thee on the fatal raft. 

Abb. By men of Epidampam, he, and I, 
And the twin Dromio, all were taken up; 
But by and by, rude Fiſhermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my Son from them, 
And me they left with thoſe of Epidamfaim. 
What then became of them I cannot tell; 
[z to this fortune that you fee me in, 


| 


—— — 


Duke. Antipholis thou camſt from Corinth firſt, 
S. Ant. Noir, not I, | came from Syracuſe. ' 
Dake. Stay, ſtand apart, | know not which is which- 
E. Ant. | came from Corinth iny moſt gracious Lord. 
E. Dro. Ani I with him. | —Y 
E. Ant. Brought to this Town by that moſt' famous 
Warriour, 

Duke Menapbon, your muſt renowned Uncle, 
Aadr. Which of you twodid ditie with me to day ? 
S. Ant. I, gentle Miſtrs.)- 

Ady. And arenot you my husband ? 

E. Art. No, - lay nay to _ | . 

S.eAnt. And fo do l, yetdid ſhe call meſo; - 
Ang this faig, Gentlewoman,here _ A her Jiater 
Did call me Brother. What 1 told you then, 
[ hope I ſhall have leiſure to make good, 

If this be not adream 1 ſee and hear. | 
Goldſmith. That is the Chain, Sir, which you had of me. 

_._ S. Ant. Ithink it be Sir, Ideny it not. 

E. Ant. Andyou fir for this Chain arreſted me. 

Gold. I think I did Sir, I deny it not. 

eAdr. Ilent you money Sir to be your bail 
By Dromo, but I think he brought it not. 

E. Dro. No, none by me. . 

S. Ant. This purſe of Du&Fts I receiy'd from you; 
And Dromio my man did bring them me: 
| ſee we till did meet each others man, 
And I was tane for him, and he for me, 
And thereupon theſe errors are aroſe. ASS. 

E. Ant. Theſe Ducktts pawnl for my Father here. 

Dk. It ſhall not need, thy Father hath his life. 

Ciir. Sir, I muſt have that Diamond from you. 


cheer. 
Abb. Renowned Duke, vouchſafe to take the pains 

To go with uvintothe Abbey here, 

And hear at large diſcourſcd all our fortunes, 
And all that are afſembled in this place 4 
That by this ſympathized one dayserror, 
Have ſuffered wrong, Go) keep us company, 
And we ſhall aa full ſatisf:Rion. Rage 
Thirtytthree yeags have I ann gone in travel 
Of you my Sons, nad till this preſent hour 

My heavy burthens are delivered : F 
The Duke my Husband, and my children both, 
And you theKalenders of their Nativity, 


E. Ant, There takeig, and mnch thanks for tmy good 


25 SY. 


A 


Extunt emnes. yon, * the two Dromio's « 


S. Dro. Maſter, ſhallI fetch your ftuffefrom ſhipboard} 
E. An. Dromio, what ftuffe of mine haſt thou imbark'd? 
S, Dre. Your goods that lay at hoſt, fir, in the Centaur, 
S. Ant. He ſpeaks to me, Iam your Maſter Dromis. 
Coine go with us, we'look to that anon | 
Embrace thy Brother there, rejoice with him- 
| S. Dro. Thercis a fat friend at your maſters 
That kitchin'd me for you to day at dinner : 
She now ſhall be my ſiſter, not my wife: 
E. D. Methinks you are my glaſs, and not my brother - 
| ſee by you, I am a ſweet fac'd youth, 
Will you walk in to ſee their Goſliping ? 
S, Dro, Not I Sir; you are my Elder. | 
E. Dre. That's a queſtion, how ſfial}] tjy it? 
S. D. Wel|draw Cuts for the Rn then, lead- 
thou firft, h 


: 


Go to a Goſips feaſt, and go with * | 4 
After fo long grief ſuch wins, } eo + 4 #52 
Duke. With all my heart IE Gotlip at this fealt. {ax itiind 


E. Dro, Nay then thus, — | 
VVe catne into the world like Brother and Brother : 


h m bra Lord 


J--** 
two Brothers. ' 


And now lets go hand in hand, not one before another; of} 


H 3 


—— 


_” 9 


. | lenge, fubſcrib*d for 


, 


| Much ado about Nothing. 


QUm_—_—_ 


Attus Primus. Scena Prima. ug W024). 


GT frodonales Jones. 
Enter Leonato Governour of Meſlina, NNN 
wes. Hiro his Daughter, and Beatrice, his 
N eece, with a Heſſenger; 


of eArragon comes this night to 
« Meſſina. 

Meſſ. He is very near by this; he 
& was not three Leagues off when [ left 
him. 

5 Leon. How many Gentlemen have 
A you loſtin this ation ? 

Meſ. But few of any fort, and none 


of name. 

Leon. A viRtory is twiceit ſelf, when the atchiever brings 
home full numbers 1 find here that Dorn Pe th beſtow- 
ed much honour on a young # lorentire, calldd Clandio. 
Meſ. Much deſerv'd on his part, and equally remembred 
by Don Pedro, he hath born himſelf beyond the promile 
ot his age, doing in the figure of a Lamb, the feats of a 
Lion; he hath indeed better betrered expectation, than 
you muſt expe& of me to tell you how. 


much glad of it. 
Mef. 1 have already delivered him Letters, and there 


appears much joy in him, even ſo much, that joy could not 


| hew it ſelf modeſt enough, without a badg of bitternes. 


Leo. Did he break out into tears ? 

Hef. In great meaſere. | 

Leo. A kind overflow of kindneſs; there are no faces 
truer, than thoſe that are ſo waſh'd ; how much better is 
it to weep at joy, than to joy at weeping ? 

Beat. 1 pray you, is Signior. own:tanto return'd from 
the Wars, or no ? 

Meſ. 1 know none of that name, Lady; there was none 
ſuchin the Army of any ſort. 

Leo, What is he that you ask for, Neece ? 

Hcro, My Couſin means Signior Benedick of Padua. 

Meſ. O he is return'd, and as pleaſant as ever he was. 

Beat. He ſet up his Bills here in Meſſina, and challeng'd 
Cupid at the flight ; and my Uncles fool reading the Cha 
Cupid, and challeng'd himat the B 
bolt. I pray you, how many hath he killd and eaten in 
theſe wars? But how many hath he kill'd ? for indeed, 1 
promile.to cat all of his killing. 

Leon, *Faith Neece, you tax Signior Bexedick too much; 
but he*thneet with you, 1 doubt it not. 

Meſ. He hath done good fervice Lady, in thEſe wars. 

Bea. You had muftyviQuals,and he hath holp to eat itzhe's 
a very valiant TrEncher-man, he hath an cxcellent ſtomach, 

Meſ. And a good Soldier too, Lady. 3 

Beat. And a good Soldier to a Lady, 
|toa Lord? 
Meſ. A Lerd'to a Lord, a Man to a Man, ſtuft with 
-all hanourable virtues. 
Beat. It is70 indeed, he is no lefs than a Ruft man: but 
for the ſtuffing well,” we are all mortal. 

Leon.Y ou muſt not (fir) miſtake my Neecetthere is a kind 
of merry War betwixt Signior Benedick, and her; they 


, 


| neyer meet, but there is a Skirmiſh of Wit between them. 


— 


Leo. He hath an Uncle here in Meſſina will be very | 


| 


But what is he 


_—_——— 


Beat, Alas, he gets nothing by that, In our laſt conflit, 
four of his five wits went halting off, and new is the whole 
man govern'd with one: ſo that if he have wit enough to 


keep himſelf warm, let him bear it for a difference between 
himſelf and his horſe; For it is all the Weak that he hath | 


left, to be known a reaſonable creature. Who is his Comp 
nion now? He hath every month a new ſworn Brother. 

Me. Is it poſſible? 

Beat. Very eaſily poſſible ; he wears his faith but as the 
faſhion of his hat, it ever changes with the next block. 

Meſ. 1 ſee. {Lady) the Gentleman is not in your books. 

Beat. Noam he were, I would burn my tudy.Butl pray 
you who is his Companion? Is there no young ſquarer now, 
that will make a voyage with him to the Devil ? 

Meſ. He is moſt in the company of the right noble 
Claudio. 

beat. O Lord,he will hang upon him like a diſeaſe; he 
is ſooner caught than the Peftilence, and the taker runs pre- 
ſently mad. God help the noble Cla#4:o, if he have caught 
the Benedick,, it will coſt him a thouſand pound ere it be 
cur'd, 

Meſ. 1 will hold friends with you, Lady. 

Beat. Do good friend, 

Leo. You'line*re run mad Neece, 

Beat. No, not till a hot Zanzary. 

e/. Don Pearo is a ; 


A NI. 

Enter Don Pers GHG Benedick , Balthzzar, 

and John the Baſtard. 

Pedro. Good Signior Leonato, you are come ta meet 
your troubles the fa{tion of the world is to avoid coft , 
and you encounter it. 

Leon. Never came trouble to my houſe in the likeneſs 
of your Grace; for, trouble being gone, comfort ſhould 
remain ; but when you depart from me, ſorrow abides, 
and happineſs takes his leave, 


Pedro, You embrace your charge mof{ willingly : 1| 


think this is your daughter, 
Leo. Her Mother hath many times to!d me fo. 
Ben, V/ere you in doubt, that you askt her ? 


Leo. Signior Benedick, no; for then were you a Child. | 


Pearo, You have it ful}Benedick; we may gueſs by this, 
what you are, being a man, truly the Lady fathers her ſelf; 
be happy, Lady, for you are like an honourable ſather. 


Ben.. If Signior Leonato be her Father, ſhe would not | 


have his head on her ſhoulders for all Meſſiza, as like him 
as ſhe is. , 


, Lis So i, 2d 
Beat, 1 wonder that you will fill be talking , Signior 


Benedick, no Body marks you. | 

Ben, What my dear Lady Di(dain! are you yet living ? 

Beat. Is it poſſible diſdain ſhould die,while ſhe hath fuch 
meet food to feedit, as Signior Benedick,? Courteſic it ſelf 
muſt convert to difdain, if you come in her preſence. 

Ben. Then is Courteſie a turn-coat; but it is certain Iam 
loved of all Ladies,only you excepted ; and I would I could 
find in wy heart thatl hadnot an hard heart, for truly 1 
love none. 


Beat. A dear happineſs to women! they would elſe have 


been troubled with a pernicious Sutor, I thank God and my | 


cold blood, I am of your humour for that; I had rather hear 


my Dog bark at a Crow, than a man {wear he loves me_| 


Ben. 


From Aries bo 
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Much ado about N othing. 


Ben. God keep your Ladiſhip ſtill in that mind to ſome 
Gentleman or other ſhall ſcape a predeftinate ſcratcht 
Feat. Scratching could not make it worſe, 
ſuch a face as yours were, 
Beat. A Bird of my tongue,is better than a Beaſt of yours. 
Ben, 1 would my horſe had the ſpeed of your rongue, and 
have done. 
Beat. You always end with a Jade's trick; I know you 
Pedro. This is the ſum of all : WAR, Signior Clandid, 
and Signior Benggick z my dear friend Leonato hath invited 
wW 
and he heartily prays ſome occaſion may detain us lon- 
ger : I dare {wear he is no hypocrite, Dut prays from his 
Leon. If you ſwezr, my Lord, you ſhall not be forſworn 8 
fot me bid you welcome, my Lord, being 
Fohn, 1 thank you, 1 am not of many words, but I chank 
ou. 
Pedro. Your hand Leonato, we will go together, 
SLEALL- 


face- {-, 
ewere 
Ben. Well you are a rare Parrat teacher. 
ſo good a continuer; but keep your way a God's name, 1 
of old, Don 
you all; 1 tell c ſhall ſtay here, at the leaft a month, 
heart. 
FEW to the 
Prince your Brother y 1 owe you all duty. FO: 
: Leon. Pleaſe it your Grace lead on ? 
Manet Benedick and (laudio, 


Exenunt. 


Clan. Benedick, didit thou note the daughter of Signior 
Leonato. 
Ber. Inoted hernot, but Llook'd on her. 
Clu. Is ſhe not a modeſt young Lady ? 
Ben, Do you queſtion meas an honeſt man ſhp 
for my {imple true judgment? or would you have me ſpeak 
after my cuſtom, as being a profeſſ7d tyrant to theirſex ? 
Clax. No, 1 prathee ſpeak in ſober judgment, 
Ben. Why faith methinks ſhe's too low for an high ptaile, 
too brown for a fair praiſe, and too little for a gteat Praile; 
only this commendation I can afford her, that were =_e- 
ther than ſhe is, ſhe were unhandſomg 3g25d being no other 
but as ſhe is, I do not like her. : 

Clau, Thou think I am in ſport, 1 pray thee tell me 
truly how thou lik'{t her. : 

Ben, Would you buy her, that you enquire after her ? 
Claw. Can the world buy ſuch a Jewel? | 
Ben. Yea, and a caſe to put it intog, but ſpeak you this 
with a {ad brow? Or do you play the flouting Jack; to tell 


| us Cupid is a good Hare-finder, and Vulcan a rare Carpen- 


ter : Come, in what Key ſhall a man take youjto go'ifi the 


Song. 
Claw In mine eye, ſhe is the ſweeteſt Lady that ever 1 
lookt on. 


Ben. I can ſee yet without SpeQacles, andI fee no ſuch 
matter 3 there's her Couſin, and ſhe were not poſſeſt with 
a fury, exceeds her as much in beauty, as the firft of May 
doth the la of December : but | hope you have no intent 
to turn husband, have you ? 

Clax. 1 would ſcarce truſt my ſelf, tho I had ſworn: the 
contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Ben. 1>tcome to this>in faithhath not the world one 
man, but he will wear his cap with ſuſpition ? ſhall I never 
ſee a batchelor of threeſcore again ? gotg,i' faith, and thou 
wilt needs thruſt thy 0 a yoke, wear the prinr of it, 
and figh away Sundays 1W0ky Don Pedro is Teturned to 


leck you, cen 10. 
S Ne, Enter Don Pedro, (Rn. 


Pedr, What ſecret hath held you here, that you followed 
not to Leonato'} Hougse, 

Bened, I would your Grace would conſtrain me to 
tell. 
Pedro. 1 charge thee on thy allegiance. 
Ben, You hear, Count Claudio; I cannot be fecret as a 


44) 
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with whom > now that is; your Grace 
how ſhort his anſwer n- 
ter. 

Clas. If this were {o, ſo were it uttered. | 

Ben. Like the old Tale, my Lord, itis not fo, nor *twas 
ay” Þ : = —_ God forbid it ſhould be fo. 

ax. It my paſhtion change not ſhort! | id 1 

ſhould be therwiſe, , » CR 

Pedro. Amen, if 
worthy. 

Claus, You ſpeak this to fetch me in, my Lord, 

Pedro. By my troth I ſperk my thought. 

Claus. And in faith, my Lord, 1 ſpoke mine, | 

Ben. And by my two faiths and troths, my Lord, 1 ſpeak 
mine. 

Clax. That I love her, I feel, 

Ped, That ſh ce is worthy/l know. 


Leonato's ſhort Daugh- 


youlove her, for the Lady is very well 


know how ſhe ſhould be worthy, is the opinion that fire 
cannot melt out of me, I will dye in it at the ſtake. 


Fed. Thou waſt ever an-obftinate Heretick in the deſpight 
of beauty. | | 


of his will. 

Bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank her 5 that ſhe 
drought me up, likewife give her moſt humble thanks : but 
Nat Iwill have a rechgte winded in my forchead,or hang my 


me; becauſe I will not'do them the wrong to miſtruſt any, 


or. 
Ped. 1 ſhall ſee theeere 1 die, look pile withlove, 
Ben. With anger,” with ficknefs, or with hunger , -my 
Lord, not with love :- prove that ever | looſe more blood 


with love, than I will get again with drinking, pick out | 
makers pen, and hang me}. 


mine eyes with a- Ball 
up at t 


P hedoor of a brothel-houle for the fign of blind Cx. 
pid. | 


umb man, I would have you think to jl but on my alle- | 


T 
reed o MS ts ano vous tun 
outer [Fa lafts q we 


Ped. Well, if evet thou do'R fall from this faith, 
wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bene, If I do, hang me ina bottle like a Cat; and ſhoot 
at me, and he that hits me; let hirh be clapt on the ſhoulder, 
and call'd ,£daw. 

Ped. Well, as-wi time ſhall try : in time the ſavage Bu] 
doth bear the yoke. 


nedick, bear it, pluck off the bulls horns, and fet ther in 


Letetrs as they write, Here is good horſe to hire z let chem 


9h 
. . : 

glance;-mark you this, on my allegianceÞhe is in love; 

part - mark 


| | 
Ben. That I neither feel how ſhe ſhould be loved, nor 
Clau, And never could maintain his part, but in the force | 


bugle in an inviſible baldrick, all women ſhall pardon þ: 


I will do my ſelf the right ro truſt none / and the fine |. 


5 is, ( for the which T may go the finer ),I will live a Batches | 
uld do, | | | 


1 * 
þ 


thay 


Bene, The ſavage bull may, but if ever the ſenſible Be-} | 
my torchead, and let me be vilely painted, and in ſuch great | 
x. 7 under my ſign, Here you may ſee Benedick the mar-} 
rigd man. 


L] 


\ 


, 
. 


| 


| 


| mad, | 74 
Fe, Nay,if Cupid have not ſpent all his Quiver in Yenice, 
thou wilt quake for this ſhortly. 
Bene, look for anearthquake too then. . 


=_ time, good pa. pa Benedich, repair to Leonato's,com- 
end me to him, and tell him 1 will not fail him at fupperz 
for indeed he hath made great preparation. 
Bene, 1 have almoſt matter enough in me'for ſuch an Eaz- 
baſſage, and fo I commit you. — 
Clax. To the tuition of. God, 


it, 
f Pedro. The lixth of 7 uly, Your loving friend, Benedick, 


courſe is ſometime guarded with fragments, and the guar 
are but ſlightly baſted on neither : ere you flout old- ends 


any Cy nn —_— and fo I leave 2m 


of 


Clau. My Liege, your: Highnefs now may. 
ood. | ; 
Ped, My love is thine to teach, teachrit but how# + 
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\ —Clas. If this ſhould ever happen, thou wouldft be horn 
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Ped. Well,” you will temporize with the hours;in the} 


From my houſeif I had, | 


Bene. Nay mock not, mock not 3 the body of your dif . 
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And thou ſhalt ſee ho# apt it is to learn drow lſie,and tend on no mans buſineſs;laugh when/ am merry 
Any hard Leſſon, that may do thee good. and claw no man in his humour. 
Clan. Hath Leonato any fon my Lord? | Con, Yea, but you muſt not make the full ſhow cf this 
Pedro. No child but Hero., ſhes his onely heir: till you may do it without controlkment ; you have Fe 
Doſt thou affe&t her, Claudio? late ftood our againſt your brother ,-and he bath tar 
Cles, © ay Lord, you newly into his grace , where ir it is impoflible you 
When you went onward on this ended aftion,. ſhould take root , bur by the fair weathef that you make 
| look'd upon her with a ſonld:ers eye, your ſelf, it isneedful that you frame the ſeaſon for your 
That lik*d, but had a rougher ;task in hand, own harveſts 
Than to drive liking to the name of love; John. I had rather be a canker in a hedge, than a roſe 


But now 1 am return'd, and that war-thoughts in hisgrace; and it better fits my blood to be dildain'd of 
Have left their places vacant - in their rooms all, then to faſhion a carriage to rob love from any : in this 


Come throngsl ſoft and delicate deſires, ( though I cann 1d to be a flattering honeſt man) 
Ali prompting me how fair young Hero is, it muſt not be denyd but I am a plain dealing villain; | 
Sayingy/ lik*d her ere | went to wars. am truſted with a muzzel , and infranchjſed with a clog 
Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover preſently, therefore I have decreed , not to ſing in my cage : ifl had 
And tire the hearer with a book of words: | my mouth , I would bite j if Thad my liberty, I would do 
Ifthou doſt love fair Hero, cheriſh it, my liking: in the mean time, let me be that 1am, and 
And 1 will break with her : waſt not to this end, ſeek not to alter me. p 
That thou began'ſt to twiſt ſo fine a Rory ? Conr, Can you make no uſe of your diſcontent ? 
Clau, Bow ſweetly do you miniſter to Ipve, John, I will make all uſe of it, for 1 uſe it onely. 
That know loves grief by his complexion, Who comes here ? what news Borachio. | 
But leſt my liking might too ſuddgn ſeem, 
| would have faly'd it with a longer treatiſe, Enter Borachio, 
Pedro. le! need the bridge much broader then the 
The faire(V/ gums i the neceſſity : (floud? | Bora. I came yonder from.a great ſupper ; the Prince 
Look,whaf will ſerve, is fit; *tis once, thou loveſt, __ your brotheryis royally entertained by Leonato, and 1 can 
And ' will fit thee with the remedy , give you intelligence of an intended marriage, 
{ know we ſhall have revelling to night; John Will it ſerve for any Model to build miſchief 
[ will aſume thy part in ſome diſguiſe, on ? What is he for a fool that betroth's himfelf co un- 
And tell fair Hero I am Claudio, quietneſs ? 
And in her bolome 1'lL unclaſp my fart, G Bor. Marry it is your brothers right hand, 
And take her hearing priſoner with A force | Febn, Who, the moſt exquiſite (landio? 


And ſtrong incounter of my amorous tale : ow Even he. 
Then after , to her father will / break 7okn, A proper ſquire ; and who ,and WE 

And the cotiduſion iz, ſhe ſhall be thine: Os looks he ? ; , | Who, which Way 
[a praRiſe let us put it preſently. [Ex = - Marry,on Hero, the daughter and Heir of Leonats. 

Enter Leonato and an old "ran, brother to — . J Ka ae A very forward March-chicky how come you 
| Jhath w : wor For Re Ar _ 'Y ki Bor. Being entertain'd for a perfumer , as I was ſmoa- 
6 Ve very dull ava i bt ror Ta ll [nh 5,007 prom: comp me the. Price nd Canto, 
dan ane? ras, and there heard it agreed upon hee ett, 

Old. As the event ſtamps them, but they have a good he = - a 0 = _—_— , and having obtain'd her, give 
es corp a act] ob, Come con, tw thier, this my prov oo 

o walking ina tm a ar 4 SEN , ay prove food 
wore thes over-ard by an of i Fr] en eh althe glee 
covered to that ne 1ove our davgh. 7 any Way, 1 bl 
{ter, -and meant to acknowledge it this night in a dance; | ”Y ſelf every way ; youare both ſure , and will aſſt me Is 
_— found wry —_— R _ = _ the preſent time —_ ages IR : ; 
by the top, and inſtantly break With you 01 it, p | upper”, their cheer is th 

Jo Hath the fellow any wit, that told you this ? o qa that 1 9-60 409 ay the cook were of my mind; 

Old. A good ſharp fellow , I will ſend for him, and p* we 4 your what's to be done? 
queſtion him your ſelf. or, We'll wait upon your Lord(hip, 

Leo. No, no; we will hold it as a dream, till it appear [ Exeut. 
it ſelf : but I will acquaint my daughter with all , that ſhe 
may be the bctter prepared for anſwer , if peradventure| ___ 
this be true : goyou and tell her of it: couſins, you know 
what you have to _— cry you mercy friend, go you 

c 


with me and I will uſe your skillz good couſin have a care Aus Secundus. 
this buſie times | 72 4e +} 7. Tie-FFee\Exemn, LConaho's ug 
Enter (Bev abn the Baſtard, and Conrade his companion. Enter Leonato, his brother, GRIN Hero bis daughter, 


Con. What the good Jeremy Lord, why are you thus | 44 Beatrice his necce, emniniganfans. /|/] þ,, ne Jb 
 wnawules | 


out of meaſure ſad ? R L . | u 
Fobn, There is no meaſure in the occaſion that breeds i; Lemma. Was not Count 7 

therefore the ſadneſs is without limit. Bro:. 1 fa =__ okn here at ſupper ? 

Con. You ſhall hear reaſon. Beat. How tartly that Gentl:man looks/ I never can 


% 


Fobn. And when I have heard it, what bleſſing bringethit? | ſee him, but I am heart-burn'd an hour after 

Con. If not a preſent remedy, yet a patient ſufferance. | Hero. He is of a melanchelly diſpoſition 

Fohn, 1 wonder that thou(being,as thon faiſt thou art,boin | Beat. He were an excellent man that werem de iuft i 
under Stur») ;goeſt about to apply a mortalNnedecine to a | the mid-way betweep him and Benedick, the ade jult in 
mortifying miſchief : /cannot hide what I am : I mult be ſad | like an irgage, and ſaigs nothing , and the oth = like 
when I have cauſe,and ſmile at no mans jefts; eat whenI have | my Ladigs eldeſt (off, evermore tatling IT AY 

omach , and wait for no mans leiſure; fleep when lam | Leon,” Then half Signior Benedict's tongue in Count 
] i Fobns 


go rc — CC ee ee Cs 
—- — 


 — 
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Much ado about Nothing. 
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Fokns mouth , and hait Count Jobs melancholly in Sig- 
ior B:nelick's face 
ny fu with a good leg, and a good foot, unckle, and 
money enough in his purſe, ſuc a man would win any 
woman in the world, if he could get her good will, 
Leon. By my troth Neece, thou wilt never get thee a 
husband, if thou be ſo ſhrewd of thy tongue. 
Brot.Infaith (he's too curſt, : 
Beat. Too curſt is more than curkt, I ſhall [eſſen*God? 
ſending that way ; for it is {aid , God ſends a curft Cow 
ſhort horns, but to a Cow too curſt he ſends none; 
Leon. So, by being too curſt, God will ſend to orns. 
Beat. Juſt, if he ſend me no husband, for the which 
bleſſing , I am at him upon my Knees every morning and 
evening : Lord{1 could not Fndure a husband with a beard 
on his tace, I had rather lig,in M@ woollen, 
Leon. You may light upon a husband that hath no beard. 
Beat. What ſhould 1 do with him? drefſt him in 
my apparel, and make him my waiting-gentlewoman ? he 
chat hath a beard is more than a youth y and he that hath 
no beard is leſſe then a man; and he that is more than a 
youth, is not for me ; and he that is leſs than a man, I am 
not for him : therefore | will even take ſtx pence in ear- 
neſt of the Bearherd and lead his Apesmto hell. 
Zeon, Well then, go you into hell? 
Beat. No, bur to the gate , and there will the Devil 
meet me likean old Cuckold, with his horns on his head, 
and {ay get youro heaven Beatrice , get you to heaven, 
here's no place for you maids; 1o deliver I up my Apes, 
and away to Saint Petery for the heavgns; he ſhews me 
where the Batchellors fit, and there live we as merry as 
the day is long. i 
Brot. Well Neece , I truſt you will be rald by your fa 
ther. — —_— Jo CTYO. 
Beat. Yes, faith , it is my couſins duty to make curtfie, 
and fay , as it pleaſe you ; but yer for all that couſin , let 
him be a handſom fellow , or elſe make another curtiſie , 
and ſay, father, as it pleaſes me. 
Leon. Well Neece, | hope to ſee you one day fitted with 
a husband. | 
Beat. Not till God make men of ſome other mettal 
than earth; would it not grieve a woman to be overma- 
ſtred with 2 piece of valiant duſt ? to make account of 
her life to a clod of cold wayward marle ? no Uncle , PIL 
none; Adams ſons axe brethren , and truly I hold ita fin 
to match in my kite) 
* Leon, Daughter , remember whatI told you if the 
Prince do lollicite you in that kind, you know your anſwer. 
Beat, The fault will be in_the mulick, couſin, if you 
be nox woo'd in good time ; it the Prince be too impor- 
xell him there is meaſure in every thingy and ſo dance 
out the anſwer; for hear me Hero, wooing, wedding, and 
repenting , is as a Scorchjigge, a meaſure, and a cinque- 
pace ; the firſt ſuit is fot. and hafty, like a Scotch jigg, 
(and full as fantaſtical )j the wedding mannerly modeſt, 
( as a meaſure )/full of ſtate and anchentry; and then comes 
repentance , and with his bad legs falls into the cinque- 
pace faſter and faſter, till he ſinks into his grave, 
Leon. Coufin you apprehend paſſing ſhrewdly. 
Beatrice, 1 have a good eye Uncle, I can fee a Church 
by day light. 
Leon, The rprogant are entring, brother, make good 
room. | Cee H. : 
Enter Princez-Pedro, Claudio, Benedicke, and Bal- 
thatzar, Makers with a drum. 
Pedro, Lady, will you walk about with your friend ? 
Hero, So you walk loftly ;and look ſweetly , and fay 
nothing, I am yours for the walk, and eſpecially when [ 
walk away. 9 
Pedro, With me in your companys 
Hero. 1 may ſay fo when I pleaſe, 
Pedro, And when pleaſe you to ſay fo? 
Hero, When I like your favour; for God defend the 
Lute ſhould be like the caſe. 


Pedro. My viſor is Philemons roof, within the houſe 
isJove. 

Hero, Why then your viſor ſhould be thatcht, . 
r_ Speak low 1f you ſpeak Love, 
Beets. Well, I would you did like me. 

May: So would not1 for your own lake, for 1 haye 
mays qualities. 

B Which is one ? 
Manx I fay my prayers aloud, *- 


Crs 


—_ _—. 


Bol. I love the better, the hearers may cry Amen. 
Mar: God m e with a good dancer. ; 
Balth, Amen. | 


Mar: And God keep him out of my fight when the 
dance is done ? anſwer Clerk. 

Balth. No more words, the Clerk is anſwered. 

Urſula. 1 know you well enough, you are Signior Ax- 
thoms, og 

eAnth, At a word , 1 am not. | 

Urſule. 1 know you by the wagling of your head; 

eAnth. To tell you true, I counterfeit him, 

Urſs. You could never do him fo ill, well,unleſs you 
were the very man: here's his dry hand up and down 
you are he, you are he. 

Anth. At a word, I am not. 


0, you are he , graces will appear , and there's 
an end. 

Beat, Will you not tell me who told 

Bene. No, you ſhall pardon me. | 

Beat, Nor will you tell me who you are ? 

Bene, Not now. | 

Feat, That 1 was diſdainful, and that I had my good 
wit out of the hundred merry tales ; well,this was Signior 
Benedicke that ſaid ſo. 

Bene. What's he? 

Bear. I am (ure you know him well enough. 

Bene. Not I, beljeve me. 

Beat. Did he never make you laugh ? 

Bene. I pray you what is he? 

Beat. Why he is the Princes jeſter, a very dull. fool , 
ancly his gift is, in deviſing impoſſible flanders 3 none 
hut Libertines delight in him, and the commendation is 
not in his wit, bur in his villany; for he both pleaſerb 
meo, and angers them, and then they laugh at him, and 
beat him ;Iam fure he is in the fleet, 1 would he had 
boarded me. | 

Bene. When I know the. Gentleman, PIG tell him what 
you ſay. 

Beat. Do, do, heEl but break a compariſon or two 
on me, which peradventure ( not markt, or not laugh'd 
at ) ſtrikes him into melancholly, and then there's a Par- 
tridge wing faved , for the fool will eat no ſupper that 
night. We muſt tollow the Leaders. 

Bene. In every good thing. | 
Bea. Nay , if they lead to any ill, 1 will leave them 
at the next turni Exeunt. 
MME, ttt. Muſick, for the dance. 


Fobx. Sure my brother is amorous on Hero, and- hath 


you ſo? 


Ladigs follow her, and but one viſor remains. 


ora, And that is Claudio , 1 know him by his bearing. | 


Fobn Are not you Signior Benedicke ? 

Claus. You know me well, I am he. | 

Fobn. Signior, you are very near my brother in his 
love, he is cnamgy'd on Hero , I pray you difſ#ade him 


from her , ſhe is no equal for his birth ; you may do the | 


part of an honeft man in it. 


Clau. How know you he loves her ? 
Fobs, | heard him {wear his affeRion. 


EY 


hdd 


Mt 


to night. 34+ 
Fob» Come , let us to the banquet, Ex 


withdrawn her father to break with him aboutit: the 


” a 4 . 


Bora. So did I too, and he {wore he would marry her [ 


| 
| 


[ 


| 


Urſu!a. Come, come, do you think I do nob know | 
you by your excellent wit? can vertue hide it ſelf ? go 


-— . 
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(tan. Thus anſwer I in name of Benedick, 
Bur hear this ill news with the ears of Claudive 
"Tis certain ſo, the Princewoo's for himſelf s 
Friendſhip is conſtant in all other things, 

Save in the Office and affairs of love ; [ 
Thcrefore all hearts in loye nſe their oyn tongues, 
Let every eye negotiate for it ſelf, 


Ad truſt no Agent z for beauty is a witch , F 
Againſt whoſe charms, Faith melteth into blood : 
This is an accident of hourly proof, / 


| Which 1 miftruſted not. Farewell thenahums Zero, 


Enter Benedickg. 

Bene. Count Claudio,” 

(lan. Yeathe lame. 

Bene. Come, will you go with me * 

Clan. Whither ? 

Bene. Even to the next Willow , about your own bu- 
ſinefs, Count. What faſhion will you wear the Garland 
of ? About your neck, like a Uſurers chain ? Or under 
your arm, like a Lieutenants ſcarf? You muſt wear it 
one way,for the Prince hath got your Hero. 

Clax. I wiſh him joy of her. _ 

Bene, Why that's ſpoken like an honeſt Drovier , 10 
they {ell Bullocks : but did you think the Prince would 
{ have ſerved you thus ? 

Clas. 1 pray you leave me. ; w 
{ Bene. No no / you ſtrike like the blind-man; "twas the 
boy that ſtole your meaty and you'll beat the poſt. 

Cla, If it will not be, PIE leave you. - Exit, 

Bene, Alas poor hurt foul now will he creep into 
ſedges : but that my Lady Beatrice ſhould know me, and 
not know me! the Princes fool! Ha-? it may bel go 
under that title, becauſe I am merry ; yewWbut ſo I am 
apt to do my ſelf wrong: I am not ſo feputed , it is the 
baſe ( though bitter ) diſpoſition of Beatrice , that puts 
the. word into her perſon, 2 


DL revenged as | may) 7co0_ 11 
Entey the Prince. 


Pedro. Now Signior, where's the Count? did you ſe 
him ? 
Bene: Troth, my Lotd, I have played the part of Lady 
Fame , I found him here as melancholly as a Lodge in a 
Warren ; | told himgand I think, told him reuehcht our 
grace had got the will of this young Lady , and [ offered 
him my company to a willow tree,either to make him a 
garland, as being forſaken, or to bind him a rod, as be- 
ing worthy to be whipt. 

Pedro. To be whipt,/ what's his fault ? | 

Bene. The flat tranſgreſſion of a School-boy, who 
being over-joyed with finding a birds neſt, ſhews it his 
companion, and he ſteals it. 

Pedro- Wilt thou make a truſt, a tranſgreſſion ? the 
tranſgreſſion is in the ſtealer. 

Bene. Yet it had- not been amiſs the rod had been 


worn himſelf, and the rod he might have beſtowed on 
you,/who ( as 1 take it ) have ſtoln his birds neſt. 

Pedro, 1 will but teach them to ſing, and reftore them 
to the owner. _ 

Bene, If their ſinging anſwer your ſaying, by my faith 
you {ay honeſtly. 

Pedro. The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you, the 
Gentleman that danc'd with her, told her ſhe is much 
w:ong'd by you. 

Bene, O ſhe miſus'd me paſt the indurance of a block ; 
an oak but with one green leaf on it, would have an- 
{wered her; my very viſor began to aſſume life, and ſcold 
with her; ſhe told me, not thinking I had been my 
ſelf, fa yas the Princes Jeſter, and that I was duller 
than a great thaw} hudling jeft upon jeft, with ſuch im- 
706 | eliis renrejance upon me, that Iſtood like a man at a 


©: 
—— —_— 


A. 


i out--well, 11t- 


made, and the garland roo; for the garland he might have/ 


mark, with a whole army ſhooting » at me; ſhe ſpeaks 
poyniards , ang, cyery word ſtabs ae : if her breath were 
as terrible as ferminations, there were no living near 
her, ſhe would infet to the north ftar; 1 would not 
marry her , though ſhe were tdowed with all that Adan 
had left him before he tranſgreffq ſhe would have made 
Hercules have turnd ſpit, yea, and have cleft his club to 
make the fire tooe come talk not of her , you ſhall find 
her is the infernal Ate in. good apparel. I would to God 
tome ſcholar would conjure he@7,* for certainly while ſhe 
is here, a man may live as quiet in hell, as in a ſanQuuary, 
and people ſin upon purpoſe, becauſe they would go thither; 
{o indeed all difquiet, horror, and perturbation followsher, 
IUANL- V. 
Enter Claudio, and Beatrice, Leonato, Hero. 

Pearo, Look here ſhecgypes. | 

Bene, Will your Grace command me any ſervice to 
the worlds end ? I will go on the ſlighteſt errand now 
to the Antipodes that you can deviſe to ſend me on ; 
will fetch you a tooth-Picker now from the furtheſt inch 
of Aſa, bring you the length of Preſter Zobns foot ;ferch 
you a hair oft the great Chas beard; do you any em 
baſſage to the Pigmies, rather then hold three words 
conference with thisHarpy; you have no employment for me? 

Pedro, None, but todelize your good company. , 

Bene. Q God , fir, heresa diſh I love not, I cannot in- 
dure this Ladies tongue. EREA Exit, 

Pedro, Come Lady , corhe, you haye loft the heart of 
Signior Benedicke. | 14a xi {> ag 

Beat. Indeed my Lord , he lent it me a while, and | 
gave him utc for it , a double heirt for a fingle onezmarry} 
once before he wonit of of me, with falſe dice, therefore 
your Grace may well ſay I have loſt its | 

Pedro. You have put. him down Lady, you have put 
him down. 

Beat. So I would not he ſhould do me, my Lord, left 1 
ſhould prove the mother of fools : I have brought Count 
Claudio, whom you ſent me to ſeek. 

Pedro. Why how now Count, wherefore are you fad? 

Clay; Not fad my Lord. 

Pedro. How then ? ſick ? 

Clasu. Neither, my Lord.” 

Beat. The Count is neither ſad nor ſick, nor merry, 
nor well ; but civil Count, civil as an Orange, and ſome- 
thing of a jealous complexion. 

Pedre. Ifaith Lady, 


is won; I have broke with her father, and his good will 
obtained , rame the day of marriage, and God give thee joy./ 

Leona. Count, take of me my daughter , and with 
my fortunes y his grace hath made the match ,aud all grace 
lay Amen to it. 6 

Beat. Speak Count, *tis your Ge 

Clas. Silence is the perfe&teſt Herald of joy; I were 
but little happy if I could ſay , how much Lady, as you 
are mine , I am yours.; | give away my ſelf for you, and 
Coat upon+ the exchange. 

Beat. Speak couſin, or( if you cannot 1) ſtop his mouth 
with a kiſs, and let not him ſpeak neither. 

Pedro. Infaith Lady you have a merry heart- 


on the windy ſide of cargg my couſin'tells him in his car 
that he is in IF; heart. v her) 

Clau. And {0 the doth cofi | 
Beat. Good Lord,for alliance : thus Yoes every one to 
the world but I, and I am ſun-burn'd, 1 may fit in a cot- 

ner and cry, heigh ho for a husband, 

Pedro. Lady Beatrice, | will get you one, 

Beat. I would rather have one of your fathers petting : 
hath your Grace ne're a brother like you ? your father 


q 


got excellent husbands , if a maid could come by them. |: 


Prince; Will you have me? Lady. | 
Beat, No my Lord, unleſs I might Have another for 


I think your blazon to be true , | 
though Iltbe ſworn , if he be ſo, his conceit is falſe »| 
here Claxdio, Tjhave wooed in thy name , and fair Here 


Beat. Yea any Lord I thank it, poor fool, it keeps | 


| 


4 


working- 
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's, Your Grace is to coſtly to wear —_— 
day: Bur | b.izecn your Grace pardon me, | was born 
to fpeck al mirin,and no matter, 


Prince, Your lilence moſt effends me , and to be mer. 
ry beſt becomes youz tor out of cueſtion , you were born 
io a m-:riy hour, 

Beat. No ſure my Lord , my mother cryed}, but then 
theze was a ſtar danc'd, and under that I was born e couſins 
God give you joy! 

Leon. Neece, will you look to thoſe things I told you 
of ? 

Beat. 1 cry you mercy Uuncle , by your Graces pardon. 

LE LV/ :x#t Beatrice, 

Prince By my troth, a pl: aſant ſpirited Lady. 

Leon. There”: little of the melancholly element in her, 


— 


[my Lo«d, (he is never fad, but: when ſheſlceps, and not 


ever {ad then; for 1 have heard my daughter fay, ſhe hath 
often dreamt” of unhappineſs, and wak't her felt with 
laughing, 

Fedro, She cannot &ndure to hear tell of a husband, 

Leon. O, by no means , ſhe mocks all her wooers out 
of ſuit. 

Prisce. She were an excellent wife for Benedicks. 

Leoxa. O lord, my Lord, if they were but a week mar- 
ried, they would talk themſclves mad. | 
Prince. Count Clanuaio, when mean you to go to 
Church ? 
Clau., To morrow my Lord, Time goes on crutches, 
cill love have all his rites. 
Leona, Not till Monday , my dear ſon, which is hence 
a juſt {even night, and a time too brief to, to have all 
things anſwer mind. 
Prince. Come , you ſhake the head at fo long a brea- 
thing , but | warrant thee Claudzo , the time ſhall nor go 
dully by us; 1 will in the znterim, undertake one of Her- 


Lady Beatrise into a Mountain of affeRion, th* one with 
thother ; 1 wovld fain have it a match , and I Coubt. not 
but to faſhion it, if you three will but miniſter ſuch aſſ- 
ance as I {hall give you CireQt0n, 

Leona, My Lord, 1 am for you, though it ccſt me ten 
nights watchings, 

lan. And lymy Lord. 

Prin. And you tooggentle Here, 

Hero. } will do any modeſt oftice, my Lord,to help 
my couſin to a good husband, 

Prin. And Benedicka is not the unhopefulleſt husband 
that | know : thus far can I praiſe him, he is of a noble 
ſtrain, of approved valour, end confirmd honefty. I will 
teach you kow to humour your coulin, that ſhe ſhall fall 
in love with Benedicksy and | , with your two helps will 
| ſo priſe on Benediels, that in Ceſpite of his quick wit, 
and his queaſie tomack, he ſhall fall in love with Beatrice : 
if wecan do this, Cupid is no longer an Archer, hisglory 
\ ſhall be ours, for we are the only love-gods; go,with me, 


and I will tcll you wy crit. Exeunt. 
Mpetrerd Vent Vil. 
+; Howse. Enter Fohn and Borachio. 

John 1t is ſo, the Count Claudio (hall marry the Caugh- 
ter of Leonato. 

Bora, Yca my Lord, but 1 can crols it, 

Fehn. Any bar , any croſs, any impediment, will be 
medicinable tro me; | am fick in diſpleaſure to him, and 
whatſoever comes athwart his aſt<@ion, ranges efenly 
with mincg ow canſt thou crets this marrizge ? ' 

Bor. No: honeflly my Lord , but fo covertly , that no 
Ciſhoneſty (hall appear in me. 

Fon. ſhew me brictly how. 

Lor. I think 1 told your Lorcſhip a year ſince, how 
much I am in the favour of Afargare?, the waiting gen- 
tlewoman to Hero. 

Fobn, ) rcmember. 

Bor, I can at any unſe:ſorcable inſtant of che night, ap- 
- her to look out at her LaJugs chamber window, 


cules labours, which is, to bring Signior Benedicke and the_ 


John. What life is in ti:at, to be the death of this 
marriage £ 

Bor, The poylon, of that lies in ycu to temper 4 $06 
you to the Prince your brothcr , ſpare not toteli him, that 
he hath wronged his Hongr in marrying the renowne 
Clandio ,(whote eflimation Co you mightily hold upJto # 
contaminated ſtale, ſuch a one as Hero. 

Fohn, What proof ſhall I make of that ? 

Bor. Proof encugh, to miſuſe - the Prince, to vcx 
Claudio, to undo Hcro, and kill Leonato ;look you fur 
any other iſſue? < 
- Only to Ceſpite them, I will endeavour any 
ening, 

Boy. Go then find me a meet hour, to draw on 
Pearo, and the Count Claudio, alone; tell them that YOU 
know want Hero, loves me, intend a kind of zeal both 
to the Prince and Claudio, ( as in a love of your brothers 
hongt who hath made this match ), and his friends repu- 
tation, Who is thus like to be cczer'd with the ſemblance 


ly believe this without trial: offcr thera inftances which 
{hall bear no lets like!thood, than to fee me at her cham- 
ber window? hear me gall Margaret, Hero hear Mar: 
0: | 

garit term me Wann 5, and bring them to tec this, the 
very night before the intenced wedding & tor in the 
mean ime, | will f-ſhion the m-tr-r, that Hers ſhall! 
be abfent , and there ſhall appear fuch teeming truths of 
Hero's diſloyalty , that jealouſlie ſhall be cail's affurance, 
and all the preparation overthrown. 

70h, Grow this to what adverſe iſſue it can,I will pur 
it in praQtife : be cunning in the working this, and thy 
fee isa thouland ducats. 

Ber. Be thou -conffart in the accuſation, and my 
cunning {hall not ſhame me, 


Pene. Boy. 
Joy. Signior. 
Berne. In my chamber window 


-| many ſtrange diſhes@ may. 1 be fo converted, and fee with 
thele eyes? I cannot tell, I think note 1 will not be | 


hither to me in the orchard, 

Boy. | am here already fir. 7g 

Bexe. I know that, but I would have thee hence, ard 
here again-1 do much wonder, that one man ſeeing 
how much another man is a fool, when he dedicates his 
behaviours to love , will after he bath laught at ſuch 
ſhailow follies in others, become the arcument of his 


| have known when there was no muſick with him but 
the drum and the fife, and now had he rather hear th« 


walkt ten mile a foot, to ſee a good arrhgr ; and now 


an honeſt manand a (oeldier yand now is he turn'd ortho- 
graphephis words are a very fantaſtical banquet, juſt ſo 


{worn , but love may transform me to an oyſter; but PIC 
take my oathonit , till he have made an oyſter of me, he 


I am well, another is wiſe, yet | am well; another ver- 


one woman fhall not come in my graces rich ſhe ſhall 
be, that's certain z wiſe, or VIE none zvertuous, or I 
never cheapzn her 3 fair , or PlEnever took on her ; mild, 
or come not near me; Noble , or not[for an Angel; 
gooddditcouricy an excellent Mufitigh, and her hair 


of a maid, that you have difcoverd thus ;they will fcarce- 


John, | will prelently go learn their of marri- 
ge JACAALNUMN Lea nadto' ea Exi 
Enter Benedicke alan, /1/- [3og- 


heF a book , bring it | 


own corn, by falling in love and fuch a man is Claudio, } 


taber and the pipe: | have known when he would have | 
will, 
he ligften nights awake carving the faſhion of a new d 

let : he was wort to ipeak plain, and to the purpoſy( like | 


thall never make me ſuch a fool z one woman is fair, yet f 


tuous , yet Jam wells bur till all graces be in one woman , | 


of 
ſhall | 


| 


| 


be of What coſour it pleaſe 'God? ha / the Prince anc 
Monſieur Love, \ will hide mein the Arbor 
Enter Prince, Leonato, Claudio, and 
Prince. Come, ſha!l we hear this mufick ? . 
Claud, ea my good Lord; how Riflche EVENINg is, 4% 
AS huſht on purpole to grace harmony. 


hs. wb. 


| WY 


Satori 


from hal iy @ by natere. 
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__ Muchado about Nothing, 
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Prince. See you where Bengdick hatn hid himſclt ? Leon. What «fteQs my Lord ? ſhe will tit you » You 
Clan, O very well my Lord : the muſick ended, heard my daughter tell you how. 
We'l fit cn $ETox with a penny worth. Claud. She Gid indeed, 
Prince, Come rw wether that long again. Prin, How, how Ipray you ? you amaze meg 1 would 
Faith. O good my Lor} d a voice , have thought her [pirit had been invincible againſt all 
To ſlander muſick any more than onEe- aſſaults of affeRion. 
Prince. Ir is the witneſs ill of excellency, Leo, I would have ſworn it had, my Lord, eſpecially 
To put a firange face on his own perfeCion againſt Benedick 


Bene. I ſhould think this a gull, but that the white. 


, and let me woot no 


thee ling 
d rh Þ = of wooins, I will ſing, bearded fellow ſpeaks it ; knavery cappot fure hide hin- | 
felf in ſuchrevercnce, Aste. || 
To her he thinks not worthy, yet he woo's, Cland. He hath tane th* infeQion; ho!d it vp.//, | 
Yet wil! he {wear he loves. Prince Hath ſhe mace her af: Qion known to Bed 
Prince. Nay pray thee come, nedich f 
Or if thou wilt hold longer argument, Leonato. No , and ſwears ſhe never will, that's her 
D> it in notes- hag eee; I 
Balth. Note this before my notes, ” Clad. *Tis true indeed, fo your daughter fayes : ſhall 
There's not a note of mine that's worth the noting. l, fayes ſhe , that have ſo oft encountred him with ſcorn j 


Prin:e, Why theſe are very crotchets that. he ſpeaks, | write to him that I love him ? 
Note notes forſooth, and nothing. "Ie Leo. This faigs ſhe now when ſhe is beginning to 
Bene, Now divine airy now is his ſoul raviſt't, is it | write to him, ſhe'll be up twenty times a night, and 
not ſtrange that ſheeps guts ſhould hale ſouls out of | there will ſhe fit in ber ſmock, till ſhe have writ a ſheet 
mens bodies ? well, a horn for my money when all of paper; my daughter tells us all. 
| done, Cla, Now you talk of a ſheet of paper , I remember 
Cre —_— a pretty jeſt your daughter told us of. | 
| Leon,'O when ſhe had writit, and reading it over, t 
ſhe found Benedick andBeatrice between the ſheet. 
Sigh no more /Ladtes, ſigh no more, Clay. That, | 
Men were decervers ever , Leon, O ſhe tore the letter into a thouſand halſpence, 


— 


—— ——— — — 


The Song. 


_ 
; - " 


| One foot in ſea, and one on ſhore, raild at her ſelf, that ſhe ſhould be ſo immodeft, to write 
To one thing conſtant never : to one that ſhe knew would flout her: T meaſure him 
a feb net ſo, but let them go, Wn ſhe, by my own ſpirit, for 3 fhould flout him if he 
Ad be you blithy and bonny, | It rome, yea though Ilove him, I ſhould, 
{onverting all your ſounds of wee, TR _ "_ upon ow _ ſhe falls, wecps, 
nony- » beats her heart, tears her hair ; 
Into hey nony, neny lweet Benedick God give me patience/ prays , curſes; © 
Sing no more ditties, ſing no more ; Leon. She doth indeed , my Caughter ſaigs ſo, and the 
Of dumps ſo dull and beavy; extaſie hath ſo much overborn her, that y daughter is 
The frands of men were ever, ſo, ſometime afgard ſhe will do a deſperate out-rage to her 
Since ſummer firſt was leafy, " it is very true, ds 
ob net {o, Of. rince. It were good that Pernedich k 
Then ſig Jo, ſome other, if ſhe Si not Cilcover it, Yo of fo by 
Prince, By my troth a good ſong. Clax. To what end ? he would but make a ſport of it, 
Balth, And an ill fingey my Lord, and torment the poor Lady worſe. 


Prince, Hay ne, no faith, thou ſing'ft well enough ſor Prin, And he ſhould , it were an alms to hang him ; 
« (hife (he's an excellent ſweet Lady, and ( out of all fuſpition ) 
Bere, And he had been a dog that ſhould have howl'd the is vertuous. 
thus, they would have hang'd him , and 1 ray God his Clan: And ſhe is exceeding wile, 
bad voice bode no miſchiet \ 1 had as liefe have heard Prin. In every thing, but in loving Benedich. 
the night-raven, come what plague could have comeaf-| Leon, O my Lord , wiſdome and blood combating in 
ter it. lo tender a body, we have ten proofsto one, that blood 
Prirce. Yea marryg doſt thou hear Balthazar? 1 pray bath the victory; I am forry for her, as Thave juſt caule, 
theepget us ſome excellent muſick x for to morrow night | being her Uakle, and her Guardian. 
we would have it at the Lady Herors ghamber window. | Prince.l would ſhe had beſtowed this dotage on me? 
Baith. The beſt I cany my lord. Exit Balthazax. | | would have daft all other reſpeQs, and made her half 
Prince. Do ſo; farewell. Come hither Leonato, what | my elf; I pray you tell Benedick of it, and hear what 
was it you told me of to day, that your Niece Beatyice he will ay. | 
was in love with Signior Benedick ? Leon, Were it good think you ? Wh 
Claz. Oy, alk on, ftalk on, the fol fits. I did ne-| Cl. Hero thinks furcly ſhe will die, for ſhe ſaigs ſhe 
ver think that Lady would have loved any man. will die, if he love her not, and ſhe will die &e ſhe 
| Leen. No, nor I neither 3 but moſt wonderful, that ſhe.| make her love known; ard ſhe will die if he woo her, 
ſhould fo doat on Signior Benedick, whom ſhe hath in rather than ſhe will batc one breath of her accuſtom:d 
[ all outward behaviours ſeemedever to abhor. / c) crolsnels. 
Bene, Is poſſible, fits the wind in that corner? jAs1 e-| Prin. She doth well; if ſhe ſhould make tender of her 
Leen. By my troth my Lord, | cannot tell What to think | love, *tis very poſſible he*V{corp,it 3 for the man ( as you 
ofit, but that ſhe loves him with an inraged affeRion, | know all ) hath a contemp Up it a&r 
it is paſt the infinite of thovgRt. Clau, He is a very proper man. 
Prixce. May be ſhe doth but countertcit 44 Prin, He hath indeed a good outward happiocſs. 
Clad, Faith jlike enough- Clau,*Fore God, andin my mind very wile, 
1 o:n, O God! counterficit ? there was never Merrer- Prin. He doth indeed ſhew {ome ſparks that are like 
feit of paſſion came ſo near ihe life of paſſion as ſhe dif- | wit. 


cove (none: Leon, And I take him to be valiant, 
 Prance, Why what efedts of paſſion ſhews the ? | Pra. As Hetlor, 1 aflure you; ard in the managing of 
Clard. Bait the hook well, the tifh will bref ſpeaks quarrels you may ſe he is wiſe; ſor either he avoids them | 
04643. ' <4 * 
with 
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vith great dulcretion, or undertakes them with a Chrifti- 
in like fear. 
——Tzm Tf hj70 T-xr God, amuſt necefſarily keep peace ; 
if he break the p-ace, he ought to enter into a quarrel wit 
fear and tremNling. 

Prin. And fo will he do, for the man doth fear G 
howtheverit {cem3 not in him, by ſome large _j<ſts he wi 
5- ſhall we go fee 


enedic; , and tcil him of her love ? 
Clani. Never tell him,, my Lord, let her wear it out 
with good counſel, 

Leon, Nay, thats impoſſible, ſhe may wear her heart out 
ficſt- «1 
Prin. W:ll, we will hear further of it by your daugh- 
ter, let it cool the while, [ love Benedick well, and I could 
with he -would modeſtly examine himſelf, to fee how much 
he is un worthy to have ſo good a Lady. 

Leon. My Lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready. 

Clan. If he do not dote on her upon this, | will never 
truſt my expeRation. 

Prin. Lct there be the ſame Net ſpread for her, and that 
muſt your daughter and her gentlewomancarry ; the iport 
will be, when they hold ewe an opinion of Affothers do- 
tage, and no ſuch matter; that's the Scene thi | would fee, 
which will be meerly a du ew ; let us er to call 
him in to dinney: _/cenhe x. Fen: Ar bo 
en. This can be no trick, the conference was ſadly born, 
they have the truth of this from Hero, they leem to pity 
the Lady ; it ſeems her affetions have the full bent « 
love ms why it mult be r:quited : I hear how I am 
cenſur'd ; they ſay I will bear my felf proudly, if I per- 
ceive the/ love come from her ; they ſay too, ghat ſhe will 
rather dye than give any fign of affetion<l did never 
think to marry muſt not fcem proud-—happy are they 
that hear their detraions, and can put them to mending : 
they ſay the Lady is fair 5 *cis a, truth, I can bear them 
witneſs : and vertuous, *tis fo, I cannot reprove it: and 
wiſe, but for loving meyby my trothir is no addition to 
her wit , nor no great argument of her folly; for 
will be horribly in lovg ap herz-1 may chance have 
ſome odd quirks and remam of wit broken on me , be- 
cauſe I have rail'd ſo long againſt marriage; but doth not 
the appetite alter ? a mah loves the meat in his youth, that 
he cannot endure in his age. Shall quips and ſentences, 
and theſe paper-bullets of the brainjzawe a man . from 
the career of his humour? No, the world muft bepeo- 
pled. When 1 ſaid I would dye a batchellor, I did not 
think I ſhould live till I were married ; here comes Bea- 
trice: by this day)ſhe's a fair Lady, 1 do ſpy ſome marks 
of love in her. 


Enter Beatrice. 


Beat. Againſt my will I am ſent to bid you come in to 
dinner. 
Ben, Fair Beatrice, | thank you for your pains. 

Beat. 1 took n9 more Pairs for thoſe thanks, than,you 
(take pains to thank me z if it had been painful, I would not 
have come. 

Ben. You take pleaſure then in the meſſage. 
Beat. Yea, juſt ſo much as you may take upon a we 


point, and choak a Daw withal ; you bave no ſRomachSig- 
nior, fare you well. Ep. 

Ben. Ha, againſt my will I am ſent to bid you come in 
to dinner : there's a double meaning in thate I took no 
more pains for thoſe thanks, than you took pains to than 
me ; that's as much as to ſay, any pains that I take for yo 
m as eafie as thanks: if 1 donot take pity of her, lam s 
Villain ; if 1 do not love her, Il am a Jew: 1 will mar 


her picture. F Ex | 


| 


There ſhalt thou find my Couſin Beatrice, 
Propoſing with the Prince and Claud:o, 
Whiſper her ear, and t<ll her | and Urſula 
Walk in the Orchard, and our whole diſcour 
[s all of her ; ſay that thou over-heardſt us, 
And bid her ſteal into the pleached bower, 
Where honey -ſuckles ripentg by the ſun 

t orbid the Sun to enter ; like Favourites 


['o |-ſten to our purpoſe; this is thy office, 
Bear thee wellin it, and leave us alone. . 


As we do trace this alley up and downz 
Our talk muſt onely be of Benedick; 
When I do name him, let it be thy part 


. | To praiſe him more than ever,man did merit, 


My talk to thee muſt be how zenedick, 

Is ſick in love with B-atrice ; of this matter 
Is little C»pids crafty arrow made, 

That only wounds by hear-fay : now begin. 


For look where Beatrice like a Lapwing runs 
Cloſe by the ground, to hear our conference. 


Cut with her golden oars the (ilver ſtream, 
And greedily devour the treacherous bait ; 
So angle we for Beatrice, who even now, 
[s couched in the woodbine coverture; 
Fear you, not my part of the Dialogue, . 


No truly, Urſula, ſhe is too diſdainful, , 
| know her {pirits are as coy and wild, 
As Haggards of the rock. 

Urſ..But are youſure, _. 
That Benedick loves Beatrice ſo intirely ? 


To wiſh him wraftle with affeQion , 
And never to let Beatrice know of it. 


Deſerve as full, as fortunate a bed, - 
As ever Beatrice ſhall couch upon ? 


But nature never fram'd womans heart, 
Of prouder tuff then that of Beatrice » 
Diſdain and Scorn ride ſparkling in her eyeg 
| Miſ-prizing what they 
Values it ſelf fo highly, that to her - 


All matter elſe ſeems weak ; ſhe + love, 
Nor take no ſhape, nor'proje&t onion ſ 
is ſo ſelf indeared. L 
Urſ. Sure I think fo, ? 
d therefore certainly jt were not good 


ſe 


Made proud by Princes, thatadvance their pride 
Againſt that power that bred it; there will ſhe hide her, 


w 


Emter Beatrice. Fnacny 


Urſ. The pleaſant'ft angling is to ſee the fiſh 


on, and her wit 


his love, le& ſhe make ſport at it- 
*Wro. Why you ſpeak truth, I never yet ſaw man, 
HoW wiſe, how noble, young, how rarely featur'd, 

But ſhe would ſpell tim backward; if fair-fac'd, 


! 


Altus 7 ertius, Seane: [ 
(Co ntennces un He 6 ardem. 
Enter Hero Margaret and Urſula. 


6a 
Hero. Good Margaret run theeto the parlour, 


Marg. VIE make her come 1 warrant preſently. / Exit. 
H-ro. Now Urſula when Beatrice doth come, 


fow 


Arbo 


> % 


Her. Then go we near her that. her car loſe n 
Of the falſe ſweet bait that we lay for it 6 ———_. 


Her. So ſayes the Prince, and my new trothed Lord. 

Urſ. And did they bid you tell her of it, Madam ? 

Her, They djd intreat me to acquaint herof it, 
But | perſe@aded them, if they lov'd Benedick, 


Urſ. Why did you fo, doth not the Gentleman 


| Here. © God of love#k know he doth deſerve, 
7 As much as may be yielded to'a man : 


& 


* 
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She would ſwear the gentleman ſhould be her ſiſter ; Prin, Hang him truant, there's no true drop ot blogd 

lt black, why Nature drawing of an antick , : in him to be truly toucht with love ; it he be {ad, he wants 

Mad foul blot; if tall, a laynce ill-headed : money, | 

If low, and uoecry viighy cut : Ben, | have the tooth-ach: 

If peaking, why a vane blown with all winds; Prin. Dcaw it. 

if filent, why a block moved ' with none. * Ben, Hang it. 

So turns ſhe every man the wrong ſide out, Clau. You mult hang it firſt, and draw it afterwards, 

And never gives to truth and Vertue that Prin, What? gh for the tocth-ach: 

Which ſimpleneſs and merit purchaſeth. Leon, _— is but a humour or a worm. 

Urſ. Sure, ſure, ſuch carping is not commendable. Ben, Well, every one can maſter a pricf, but he 
Hero. No, not to be ſo odd, and from all faſhions, that has it. 
| As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable . Clas. Yet ſay I, heis inlove. 

But who dare tell her ſo? if [ ſhould ſpeak, Prin, There is no appearance of fancy in him, unleſs 

She wait! mock me into air, O ſhe would laugh me it be a fancy that he hath to ftrange diſguiles , as to be a| 

Out of my ſelf, preſs me to death with wit, Dutchman to day » a Frenchman to morrow ; unleſs he 

Therefore let Benedick like covered fire , have a fancy to this foolery , as it appears he” hath , he 

Conſume away 1n ſighs, waſt inwardly ; | is no fool for fancy , as you would have it to appear 

[r were a bitter deazhy to die with mocks , he is. | 

Which is as bad as die with tickling, Clas, If he be not in love with ſome woman, there is 
Urſ. Yet teil her of it , hear what ſhe will ſay. no believing old ſigns , Ke bruſhes his hat a mornings; 
Her, No, rather I will go to Benedick, What ſhould that bode ? 

And counſel him to fght againſt his pailion , | Prin, Hath any man ſeen him at the Barbers ? 

And truly I! Jeviſe ſome honeft landers ,- Clas. No, bpt the Barbers man hath been ſeen with 

1 To ſtain my couſin with ; one doth not know, him, and the old ornament of his cheek hath already 

How much an ill werd may impoiſon liking. ſtuft tennis balls, 

Urſ. O do not do your couſin fuch a wrong- Le;n, Indeed he looks younger than he did, by the lofs 
| | +he cannot be ſo much wirhout true judgment , of a beard. 

Having fo ſwift and excellent a wit, | Prin, Nay a rubs himſelf with Civ, can you {ſmell 

As ſhe is priz'd to rages as to refuſe | him out by that ? 

So rare a Gentleman axlignior Benedick, Clan. That's as much as to ſay, the ſweet youth's in 

| Her, He is the only man of 7taly , love. 

Alwaigs excepted, my dear (laudso. Prin, The greateſt note of it is his melancholy; 
of. I pray you be not angry with me, Madam, Clan, And when was he wont to waſh his face? 

Speaking my fancy ; Signior Beredsck, Prix, Yea, or to paint himſelf? for the which 1 hear 

For ſhape, for bearing, argument and valour what they ſay of him. 

Goes formoſt in report through 7taly. Clax. Nay, but his jeſting ſpirit , which is now crept 
Her. Indeed he hath an excellent good name. into a lute-ſtring, and now govern'd by ſtops ___D— 
Urſ. His excellence did earn it ere he had it : Prin Indeed that tells a heavy tale for him +conclude, 

When are you marrigd Madam ? he is in love, 

Her, Why every day to morrow, come goin, Clax. Nay, butl know who loves him, 

IEſhew thee ſome attires, and have thy counſel, Prin, That would I know'too; | watrant one that 

Which is the beſt to furniſh me to morrow, = knows him not. 

Urſ. She's tane I warrant you, - Clay. Yes ,and his ill conditions, and in deſpight of 

We have caught her Madame all dies for him. 

Here, If it prove ſo, then loving goes by haps, Prin. She ſhall be buried with her face upwards, 

Some Cupids kill with arrows, ſome with traps. Exttotrt) Ben, Yet is this no charm for the tooth-abg, old fig- 
Beat. What fire is ig. my ears? can this be true ? nior walk afide with me, | have ſtudigd eight or nine 

Stand I condemn'd fol. pride and ſcorn {o much ? wiſe words to ſpeak to you , which Thele hobby-horſes 

Contempt, farwell, iden pride, adicu, muſt not hear; Fxe. Remg. -LEotrL. | 

No glory lives behiffEfhe back of ſuch, Prin, For my life to break with him about Beatrice. 

| And Benedick, love oh, I will requite thee, Clas, Tis even fo, Hero and Margaret have by this 

Taming my wild heart tFthy loving hand : played their parts with Beatrice, and then the two Bcars 

If thou dov't love, my kindneſs ſhall incite thee will not bite one anothe 7.29 they meet. 

To bind our loves up in a holy band. "= Q F 'j £ 

For others {ay thou doft deſerve, and I 5-4 | _ Enter John the Baſtard. 

ievg. — ' Exit. | Baſt, My Lord and brother, God ſave vou. | 
CEMR- [| A tf NS Eo Prin. Good den brother. | 
Enter Prince, Claudio, Benedick, at Leonato. Baſt. It your [ſure ſerv*d, I would ſpeak with you. | 
Prince. | do but ftay till your marriage be conſum-| Prin. in private? | 
mate, and then I go toward Arragon. Baſt. If it plea'e you; yet Count Clandio may hear; 
Clas. Vit bring you thither my Lord, if you'll vouch- | for what 1 would ſpeak of, concerns him. 

fafe me. a __ —_ G— Baſt What's the matter ? 

Prin. Nay, that wou as great a 1011 in the new aſt. Means your Lordſhip to be married to mor 

gloſs « have Averetn as to ſhew a child his new coat [row? | Jo C{afdto. : , 

and forbid him to wear it, 1 will onely be bold with | Prin, You know he does. 

Benedxck, for his company = from the cro'vn of hi Baſt. I know not that, when, he knows what I know. 

head, to the ſole of his foot, he is all mirth; he hath Clax. If there be any impcdiment, |pray you diſco- 

or thrice cut Cpids bow-ftring, and the little hang ver it. 

dare not ſhoot at him; he hath a heart as ſound as a Baſt. You may think I love you not , let that appear 

[and the tongue is the clapper; for-what his heart t ; hereaftgr, and aim better at me by that 1 now will ma- 
/ | his tongue ſpeaks. nifeft ; for my brother (I think, he holds you well, and in 
Ben. Gallants, [ am not as I have been. dearneſs of heatt ) hath holp to effe& your enſuing 
Leo. So ſay I ; methinks you are fadder, marriage ; ſurely {ute ill ſpent, and labour ill beſtowed. 
| Clas.1 hope he be in love. Prin. Why, what's the matter ? 
Baſt | 
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 ] came hither to tell you, and circumſtances 
bona ( for ſhe hath been too long a talking ot ), the 
Lady is diſloyal. 


Clau. Who? Hero * | 
Baſt Even ſhe, Leonato's Hers, your Hero, every mans 


Hero. 

Clas. Diſloyal ? TT”: , 

Baſt. The word is too good to paint out her wicked- 
nefd; I could ſay ſhe were worſe ; think you of a worſe 
title, and I will fit her toit: wonder not till further war- 
rant ; £0 but with me to night , you ſhall ſee her cham- 
ber Findow entred, even the night before her wedding- 
day; if you love het,-then,to morrow wed her 7 but it 
would hagger fit your Honour to change your mind. 

Clan. May this be fo ? 

Prin, 1 will not think it. | | 

Baſt. If you dare not truſt that you ſee, confeſs not 
that you know z if you will follow me, 1 will ſhew you 
enough 3 and when you have ſeen more, and heard more, 
proceed accordingly. 

Clax. If 1 ſee any thing to night why I ſhould not mar- 
ry her to morrowjin the congregation where | ſhould wed, 
there will 1 ſhame her. 

Prin. And as I wooed for thee to obtain her, I will join 
with thee to diſgrace her. ULELL ; 

Rap. 1 will diſparage her nofarther, till vou are my wit- 
nefles } bear it coldly but till night, and let the ifſue ſhew 
it felf. | 
Prin, O day untowardly es 
Clax. O milchief ftrangely. thwarting 
Baſt. O plague right well prevented! fo will you ſay 

when you have ſeen the ſequel.;} © L: 7h 
| nter D.gbery and his compartner, with the Watch. 
Dog. Are you good men and true? | | | 
Verg, Yea, orelſe it were pity but they ſhould- ſuffer 
falvation,body and foul. ; 
Dog. Nay, that were puniſhment too good for them, if 
they ſhould have any allegiance in them, being choſen for 
the Princes Watch. | | 
Verg, Well, give them their charge, neighbour Dog- 
bery. 
mn Firſt, Who think you the moſt difartleſs man to 
be Conſtable ? 
Watch. 1. Hugh Qtecake, (ir, or George Seacole; for they 
can write and read. 
Dog. Come hither Neighbour Seacole, * God hath 
 bleſt you with a good Name 3 to bea well-faroured many. 
is the gift of Fortune, but to write and read comes by 
Nature. | 
Vratch. 2. Both which Maſter Conſtable 
Dog. You have: I knew it would be your anſwers 
well, for your favour fir, why give God thanks, and make 
no boaſt of it} and for your writing and reading, let that 
appear when there # no need of tuch vanity : you are 
thought here to be the moſt ſenſleſs and fit man for the 
Conftable of the Watch z therefore bear you the Lan- 
thorn z this is your chirge: You ſhall comprehend all 
vagrom men, you are to bid any man ſtand in the Princes 
name. 
VVatch, 2 How if a will not ſtand? © 
Dog. Why then take no note of him, but let him go, 
and preſently call the rett of the Watch. together , and. 
thank God you are rid of a knave. 


— 


Q 


£4 e__—_—_—_— 


are tocall at all the Alchouſes, and bid them that are drunk 
get them to bed... 


FYatch. How if they will not? , - | 

Dog. Why then let them alone till they are ſober ; if 
they make you not then the herter anſwer » You may tay 
they are not the men you took them for. 

Latch, Wellfir, Ae” 

Dog. If you meet a thief, you may ſuſpe&him by ver- 
tus of your office, to beno true man ;, and for ſuch kind 
of men, the leſs you meddle or make with them, why the 
more is for your honeſty. £.R 

LV atch, If we know hinitobe a thief, 
hands on him ? 


Dog. Truly by your office you may; but I think they that 


ſhall we not lay 


is, and ſteal out of ,company, 7 #3 

Verg. You have been always call 
ner, 

Dog. Truly 1 would not hang a dog by my will, much 
more a man who hath any honefty tn him. _ 
Yerges. If you hear a child cry in the night, you muſt 
call to the Nurſe, and bid her till it. | 
Y How if the Nurſe be aſleep, and will not hear 
us 

Dog. Why then depart in peace, and let the child wake 
her with crying: for the Ewe that will not hear 
Lamb when it bacs , will never anſwer a Calf whet & 
bleats, | | 

Verges. "Tis very true. : hd 

Dog. This is the end of the charge : you Conflable are 
to preſent the Princes own perſong if you meet the Prince 
in the night, you may ſtay him. | 
Verges. Nayjbirlady that 1 think cannot. _ 
Dog. Five ſhillings to one on't with any man that knows. 
the Statutes, he may flay him? marry not without the 
Prince be willing : for indeed the Watch ought to offend 
_ and it is an offence to ſtay a man againſt his 
will. 

Verger. Birlidy | think it be ſo. oe 
Deg. Ha, ah, hag well, maſters good night, and there be 


a merciful man, part. 


counſel, and your own, and 
hour, 
V/atch, VVell mafters, we hear 
ſit here upon the Church bench«aill ty 
bed. ht 
Dog. One word more, hon 
watch about Signior Leonato'sgo: 


good night, coine Neigh- 


touch pitch will be defil'd : the moſt peaceable way for you) | 
if youdo take a thief, is, to let him ſhew himſelf what he | 


any matter of weight chances,call up me;keep your fellows | 


| 


ing there to morrow, there is aliiſat 
be vigilant I beſeech you. . / 

Enter Borachio 4 
Bor. VVhat, (onrade 


Watch. Peake, ftir not. [Ai "9 
Bor, Conrad@ lay. | 
Con. Here am at thy elbow, 


Bor. Maſs 
ſcab follow. | 


ward with thy tale. 


drizles rain, and I will, like a true drunkard, utter all ro 
thee. 


Verg. If he will not ſtand when he is bidden, he is none 
of the Princes ſubjects. | 
Dog. True, and they are to meddle with none but the 
Princes {ubje&s : you ſhall alſo make no noiſe in the tree ; 
for, for the Watch to babble and talk, is moſt tollerable, | 
and not to be endurdd. ) 
FVatsb. We will rather ſi:ep than talk z we k 

belongs to a Watch. 

Dog. Why you ſpeak like an ancient and moſt quiet 
Watchman, for I cannot ſee how ſleeping ſhould offend ; 
only haye a care that your bills be not ſtoln: well, you | 


what 


—_—_—— 


—_ 


Vatch. Some treaſon maſters, yet ſtand cloſe. 

w. Therefgge know, | have earned of Don Foby a thou- 
| Dugts. 

0#. Is it poſſible that any villany ſhould be ſo dear ? 


elbow itcht, I chought there would a | / 
Con. I will owe thee an anſwer for that, and now for-f 


Bor. Stand thee cloſe then under this Pent-houſe, for it | * 


| & duld be fo rich ? for when rich villains have need of 
pokes, poor ones may make what price they will, _ 
dx. I wonder at it: | 

Bor, That ſhews thou art unconfirm'd, thou know 
that the faſhion of a doublet;or a hat, or a cloakis nothin 
toa man. . 


I 2 


l— 


Thou ſhouldR rather ask if it were poſlible any vil-f + - 


Con. A commaglity i ion I , come 
we CEML VI », eunt, 
x Enter Hero, and Margartt, rſula. 


{ fire her toriſe. 


| FConſin will fay fo. = 
4 Hero. My Couſin's a fool, and thou art another, a 


4 other women do.  - 
| Cha Be bat pace i this thy tongue keeps? 
| werea thought brownerz and your Gown's a moſt are Beal F er 0 


. 


| this faſhion is, how giddily 


\ a 


Bor. I mean the faſhion: 7 
Con. Yes, the faſhion is the faſhion. PE EE 
Bor. Tuſh, I may as well ſay the fool's the fool, but 
ſeeſt thou not what a deformed thjgf this faſhion is ? _ 
Watch. Tknow that deformed; Fhas been a vile thief 
this ſeven years, fpgoes up and down like a Gentleman : 
Il remember his name. 
Bor. Did'ſt thou not hear ſomebody ? 
Con. No, *twas the vane on the houſe. 
Bor. Seeſt thou not; ( 1 '{ P what a deformed thief 


turns about all the Hot- 


bloods, between fourteen and five and thirty, ſometimes 


 faſhioning thegy like Pharos ſoldiers inthe r painting, 
ſometimes lik od-BelPfrieſts in the old ChufTh window, 


ſometime like the ſhaven Herculfs in the ſmircht worm- 
ety, where his Cod-piece ſeems as maſſie as his 
\clab 

| Con. All thisI ſee, and ſee that the faſhion wears ont 


| 


more apparel than the man; but art not thou thy ſelf gid- 
| dy with the faſhionaz chat chou haſt ſhifted out of thy 
tale into telling me of the faſhion? 

| Boy. Not ſo neither, but know that I have to night 
wooed Margaret the Lady Hero's gentlewoman, by the 
name of Hero ; ſhe leans me out at her miſtreſs chamber 
window, bids me a thouſand times good night tell this 
| tale vilgly : I ſhould firſt tell thee how the Prince Claudio, 
and my Maſter planted, and placed, and poſſeſſed by my 
Maſter Don Fobn, ſaw afar off inthe Orchard this amiable 
encounter. 

Con. And thonght thy Margaret was Hero ? 

Bor. Two of them did, the Prince and Claudio, but the 
devil my Maſter knew ſhe was Margaret, and partly by , 


| 102 5 Miich ado abut Nothing. | 
"Os. Yes, it is apparel. Mar. By my troth's but a Night-Gown in reſpect of 


| Mar. © illegitimate confiruttion! 1 ſcorn that with my 


yours, cloth a gold and cuts, and lac'd with filver, fer with 
pup down-ſleeves,ſide-fleeves, and skirts, round, under. 

rn with a blewifh tinſeF but for a fine queint gracefyl 
and excellent faſhion; yours is worth ten on't. 

Hero, God give me joy to wear it, for my heart is ex: 
ceeding heavy. 

Marg. *Twitl be heavier ſoon, by the we 
man. 

Hero. Fie upon thee, art not aſham'd? 

Marg. Of what Lady? of ſpeaking honourably? is 
not marriage honourablein a beggar ? is not vour Lord 
honourable without evrench } think yqy, would have |} 


gh of a 


me ſay{ſaving your reyerenceja husband bad think. } 
ing do not wreſt true ſpeaking, IlE.offend no body; is.there | 
any harm in the heavier for a husband ? none I thinkgaa 
it be the right busband, and the right wife, otherwiſe 'tis 
light and not heavy, ask by Lady Beatrice elſe, here ſhe 
comes.  CEMLNN {le | 
Enter Beatrice. 

Hero. Good morrow Coze. 

Beat. Good morrow ſweet Hero. | 

Hero. Why how now ? do you ſpeak in the ſick rune ?} 

Beat. Iam ont of all other tuanezmethinks. 

Mar. Cla 
burden, ) do you fing it, and Ile dance it. | 

Beat. Ye light alove with your heels; then if your 
_—_— have ſtables enongh, you'll look he ſhall lack no 

ns. 


4 


v 


heels. | 
Beat. *Tisalmoſt five a clock coufin, tis time you were 
ready; by my troth Iam exceeding ill, hey ho.” 


his oaths which firſt poſleſt them, partly by the dark nighe 
which did deceive them, but chiefly my villany, 
which did confirm any ſlander that Don Fobn had made, 
away went Claudio enraged, ſwore he would meet her as 
he was appointed next morning at the Temple, and there, 
before the whole Congregation ſhame her with what he 
ſaw o're night, and ſend her home again without a Hus- 


band. 

Watch. 1. We charge you in the Princes name ſtand. 
Watch. 2. Call upthe right maſter Conſtable, we have 
here recovered the moſt dangerous piece of lechery tha | 
ever was known in a Common-wealth. 

Watch. 1. And one Deformed is one of them, I know 
him, {wears alock. 5) 


Con. Maſters, mal 
Watch. 2. You'lkg mad bring Deformed forth I war- 


rant you. z ” ? Go 


Con. Maſters, 
geoe a goodly commodity,being ta- 


, we charge you, let ns obey 
you to go with us. 
Bi Weare like to 
ken up of theſe mens 


Hero. Good Urſula wake my Couſin Beatrice, and de- 


| Hero. And 


bd bes come hnher. | 
Urſ. Well. [Ex f- 


- Troth, 1think your other rabato were better. 


Hero. No pray thee good Meg VIE wear this. 
Mar. By my trothÞ not ſo good, and | warrant 


N 


wearnone but this. . 
Mar. 1 like the new tire within excellently, if tl 


utcheſs of Millazs Gown, that 


l 


| __ faith, I ſaw the 
praiſe ſo. 


| Hero. O that exceeds they ſay. 


— — 


* come to fetch you to Church. 


Mar. For a hauk, a horſe, ora husband ? 

'Beat. For theletter that begins them all, H. 

Mar. Well, and you be not turn'd Turk, there's 16 
more ſailing by the ſtar. | 

Beat. What means the fool trow ? 


y Mar. Nothing1,but God ſend every one their hearts de- | 
ICe. 
Hero. Theſe gloves the Count ſent me, they are an ex-| 


cellent perfume. 

Beat. 1 am ſtuft Confin, I cannot ſmell. 

= A maigand ſtuft ! there's a goodly catching of 
CO 


Beat. O God help me, God help me, how long have | 


you profeſt apprehenfion ? 
Mar. Ever finee you left it; doth not my wit become 
me rarely ? 


Beat. It ts not ſeerr enough, you ſhould wear it in your | 


cap, by my troth 1 am ſick. 


Mar. Get you ſome of this diſtill'd carduns benedi&#as, | 


and lay it to your heart, it is the only thing for a qualm. 
Hero. There thou prick'ſt her with a thiſfe: 
Beat. BenedifFus, Why benedius ? you have ſome moral 
in this benediFus. | 
* Mar. Mora] ? no by my troth, I have no moral mean- 
ing, I meant plain oy chiſfle; you may think perchance 
thatI think you are in love, nay birlady I am noy ſich a 
fool to think whatT liſt;nor I liſt not to think whar I can, 
nor zpdeed I cannot taink, if 1 would think my. heart out 


another, and now is he become a man; he ſwore he would 
rer marry, and yet nowin deſpight of his heart he eats 
is meat without grudging; and how you may be convert- 
ed I know not, but methinks you look with your eyes as 


. Nota falſe gallop. 
Enter Urſula. 


Urſ. Madam, withdraw, the Prince, the Count, ſignior | 


Benedick, Don Fobn, and all the gallants of the town axe 


— 


—__ 


_ Light @ love, (that goes withont a| 
| 


inking, that you are in love, or that you will be in| 
love, or that you can be in love: yet Benedick was ſuch | 


| 


| 


| 


— 


- 


Hero. 


j 


k Mauch ado about N, otbing. 
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Hero. Help to dreſs me good coze, Ee good 


; MALLL 
Urſula Enter « SCEME the Conſtable and 


the Headborough. 


> 
af. Dog. Marry ſir 1 would have ſome confidence 
with you, that decerns you nearly. - 
Leon. Brief I pray you, for you ſee "tis a buſie time 
with me. fs 
Conſt. Dog. Marry, this it is its 
Headb, Yesin eruth it 1s fir. 
L:on. What is it my good friends ? 
Conſt. Dog. Goodman Verges (fir ſpeaks a little of the 
matter, an old man fir, and his wits are not ſo blunt, as 
God help, | would defire chey were, but,in faith honelt as 
the skin between his brows. 
- Headb. Yes I thank God, Iatn as honeſt as any man 
living, that is an old man, and no honeſter than I. 
Conſt. Dog. Compariſons are odorous, palabras, neigh- 
" |bour Verges- | 
| Lzom. Neighbours, you are tedious- 
Conſt. Dog. It pleaſes your worſhipto ſay ſo, but we are 
the poor Dukes Officers, but truly for mine own part, if 1 
were as tedious as a King, I could find in miy heart to be- 
ftow it all of your worſhip. 
Leon. All thy tediouſneſs on me,aab ? | 
Conſt. Dog. Yea, and*rwerea thouſand times morethan 
is, for I hear as good exclamation on your Worſhipyas of 
any man in che City, and tho'I be but a poor man, Iam 
glad to hear it, 
Headb. And fo amT. 
Leon. I would fain know what you have to ſay. 
Headb. Marryyſir, our watch to night, excepting your 
worſhips preſence, have tane a couple of as arrant knaves, 


ny in Meſſina. 
: Conf 4 A good old man fir, he will be talking as 


—_— 


_ 


Teonats. What would you with me , honeſt neigh- | 


| Can cunning fin cover it ſelf withal 


Claus No. : q : 

wy To be marrygd to her, Friar, you come to mar- 
ry her. 
Friar. Lady, you come hither to be marrigd to this 
Count. 

Heto. I do. | ET cl 

Frier. If either of you know any inward impediment 
why you ſhould not be coryoined, I charge you on your | 
ſouls to utter it. | o 

Clay. Know you any, Hero ? 

Hero. None my Lord. 

Friexr. Know you any, Count ? 

Leon. I dare make his anſwer, None. 6 

C/au. O what men dare do ! what men may do! what 
men daily do ! ., * ae 
. Ben, How now! interjeCtions? why then, ſome be of 
laughing, as ha, ha, he. 

Clas. Stand thee by Friar : father by your leave, 
Will you with ea freeand unconitrained foul | 
Give me this maid your daughter ? | 

Leon. As freely ſon, as God did give her me. 

Clau. And what have l to give you back,- whoſe worth 
May counterpoiſe this rich. and precions gift ? 

Prim. Nothing, unleſs you render her again. 

Clau. Sweet Prince, you learn me noble thankfulneſs : 
There Leonarg, take her back again; 
Give not this rotten Orange to your friend, 
She's bur the ſign and ſemblance of her honour : 
Behold how like a maid ſhe bluſhes here | | 
O what authority and ſhew of ww | 


Fran. You come hither my Lord to marry this Lad) X 


% 


Comes not that blood, as modeſt eviderice, 

To witnefs ſimple Vertue ? would you not ſwear 
All you that ſee her, that ſhe were a maid, 

By theſe exteriour ſhews ? Burt ſheis none : 

She knows the heat of a luxurious bed ; 


I 


ey ſay; when theage is in, the witis out, God help us, 
X is a —»- t ke: well (aid gfaith neighbour YVerges, 
well, aa {7 7ood man, an@ two men rides an horſe, 
one muſt ride behind, an honeſt ſoul gfaith ſir, by my troth 
he is, as ever broke bread, but God is to be wotſhipt; all men 
are not alike, alas good neighbour. 
Leon. Indeed neighbour he comes too ſhort of you. 
Coniſt, Dog. Gifts that God gives. 
Leon. | muſtleave you. ; 
Conſt. Dog. One wordyſir, our watch have indeed com- 
prehended two al pitious perſons, and we would have them 
this morning examined before your worſhip. 
Leon. Take their examination your ſelf, and bring it me, 
[ am now in great haſt, as may appear unto you. 


Me:{. My Lord, they ſtay for you to give your daughter 
to her husband. 
Leon. I1& wait upon them. Iam ready. / Exiheg hr. 
Dough. Go good partner, go get you to Francis Setcoale, 
bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to the Goal ; we are now 
to examine thoſe men. 

Verges. And we muſt do it wiſely. ; 
Dough? We will ſpare for no wit, watrant you ; here's 
that ſhall drive ſome of them to anon-come, only get the 
learned writer to ſet down our excommunication, and 
meet me at the Goal. Xeunt.; 


Ccnſt. It ſhall be ſuthigance. [ Exit. 
Leon. Drink ſome wine ere you go : fare you well. Kel You ſeem to ine 5 Dianyin her Orb, 


Her bluſh is guilcineſs, not modeſty. 
Leon. What do you mgan, my Lofd 5 
Clau. Not tobe marrigd, Sr 
Not knit my ſoul to an approved wanton; 
Leon. Dear my Lord, if you in your ow "ir f, 
Have vanquiſhe the reſiſtance of yur youth, lon _. 
And made defeat of her virginity ( her, 
Clay. I know what you would fay: if I have known 
You wlll ſay, ſhe did imbrace meas a husband, 
andefd extenuate the forehandfine No Leonato, | 
[ never tempted her with word too large, 
But as a brother to his ſiſter, ſhewetl : 
Baſhtul ſincerity and comely love. 
Hero, And ſeem'd 1 ever othefwiſe to you ? | 
Clau. Out on th@ ſeeming} I will write againſt it, 


As chaſt asis the bud ere it be blown * 

But you are mote intemperate in your blood, 

Than Venus, of thoſe pamper'd animals, 

That rage in ſavage ſenſuality. | Re, 
Hero. Is my Lord well, that he doth ſpeak ſo wide ? 
Leon. Sweet Prince, why ſpeak riot you ? 

Prin. What ſhould I ſpeak ? 

I ſtand diſhonour'd that have gone about, 

Tolink my dear friend to a commion ſtale: . 
L:on. Are theſe things ſpoken, ot do 1 but dream ? 


_— 


_ * nn ——_ ; 
*Aftus Quartus. /CEMRE- | 
A 


Enter Prince, Baſtard, Leonata, Frier, Claudio, Benedick, 
Hero, and Beatrice. 


Leon. Come Friar Francis, be brief, only to the plain 
form of marriage, and you ſhall recount their particular 
duties afterwards. 


| Ben. This looks not like a nuptial. 


| Leon. 1 charge thee ga do? "2200. art my childy , 
| 12 


| » Baſs. Sir they are ſpoken, and theſe thingsare true } 


+ Hero. True! OGod! 

Claus Leonatc, ſtand There? 

[sehis the Prince ? is this the Princes brother ? 

[s:clfis face Heyofs ? are our eyes otit own ? . 
Leon. All this is ſo, but what of this niy Lord? _ © 
Clau, Let me but move one queſtion to your daughter, 

And by thar fatherly and kindly power, F 

That you have in her, bid her anſwer truly. . Ip Tr 


p——_ m4 


E | 


theta _ — 


I 
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Much ado about Nothing. 


| Hero. O God defend me, how am 1 beſet ! 
What kind of catechizing call you this ? 
Leon. To make you anſwer truly to your name, 
Hero. Is it-not Hero? Who can blot that name 
With any jult reproach ? 
Clau. Marry that can Hero, 
HeroTTelt can blot out Hero's vertue. 


—_—_____ 


—_ 


| 


Strike at thy life. 


What's man was he, talkt with you yeſternight, 
Out at your Window betwixt twelve and one ? 
Now if you area Maid, anſwer to this. 
Hero. I talkt with no man at that hour, my Lord. 
Prin. Why then you are no maiden. Leonatg, 
lam ſorry you muſt hear : upon mine honour, 
My ſelf, my brother, and this grieved Count 
Did ſee her, hear her, at that hour laſt night, 
Talk with a ruftan at her chamber window, 
Who hath indeed moſt like a Jiberal villain 
Confeſt the vile encounters they have had 
A thouſand times in ſecret. 
John, Fie, fie, they are not tobe named.my Lord, 
Not to be ſpoken of, 
There is not chaſtity enough in language, 
Without offence, to utter them : thus pretty Lady 
I am- ſorry for thy much miſgovernment. 
Claud, O Hery | what a Hero hadit thou been, 
If half thy outward graces had been placed : 
Abour thy thoughts and counſels of thy heart | 


"War fare thee well, moſt foul, moſt fair, farewel] 


Thou pure impiery, and impious purity, 
For thee I& lock np all the gatesof Love, 
And on my eyelids ſhall conjecture hang, 
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm, 
And never ſhall it more be gracious. | 
Leon. Hath no mans dagger here a point for 
Bea. Why how now __ wheretore fink you down : 
Baſt. Come, let us go : theſe thin 
Cee her ſpirits up. £&4X- Pg hav C4 
Ber, How doth the Lady 2 — £44 
Beat. Dead I think, help Uncle, "e- ; 
Hero, Why Hero! Unclef Signior Benedick}, Frier: 
Leon. O Fate.! take not away thy heavy hand} 
Death is the faireſt cover for her ſhame 
That may be wiſht for.gc. 
Beat. How now couſin Hero ? 
Fri. Have comfort Lady. 
Lec. Doſt thou look up? 4 
Fri. Yea, wherefore ſhould ſhe not ? 
Leo. Wherefore ? Why doth not every earthly thing 
Cry ſhame upon her ? Could ſhe here deny 
The ſtory that is printed in her blood ? 
Do not live) Hero, do not ope thine eyes : = 
For did 1 think thou would*ſt not quickly die, 
Thought thy ſpirits were ſtronger than thy ſhame's 
My ſelf would on the rearward of reproaches 
Griev'd I, I had bur one 
Chid 1, for thatat frugal natures Gay? 


Why ever, was't thou lovely in my eyes * 
Why had I not,with charitable hand 2 
Took-up a beggars ilfue at my gate's, 
Who ſmecndd thus, and mir'd with infatny, 

[ might have ſaid, no part of it is minez _ 
This ſhame derives it telf from unknown loins; 
But mine, and mine [lov'd, and mine I prais'd, 
And mine thatl was proud on, mine ſo much, 
That I my ſelf, wasto my felt not mine j 
Valuing of her, why ſhe, Olſhe is fal'n 

Into a pit of Ink, that the wide ſea 
'Hath drops too few, to waſh her clean again, 
And falt coo little, which may ſeaſon give 

To her fan! tainted fleſh. : 
Ben- Sir, fir, be patient : for my part, I am ſo attired 


don too much by thee « why had 1 one ? 
4 


der, I know not what to ſay. 


zar. Obn my ſoul my couſin ig beligd. 


Pts, 


s come thus to light, 


{Refuſe me, hate me, torture me to death. 


Es 


Ben. Lady were you her bedfellow laſt night ? 

Bea, No truly j not; although until laſt night, 
| have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow, 
| Leon, Conftirm'd, confirm'd,! © that is ſtronger made 
Which was before barr'd up with ribs of iron. 

Would the Prince lie, and Claudio woulg he lie, 
Who lov'd her fo, that ſpeaking of herfoulneſs, 
Waſh'd it with tears ? Hence from her, let her die. 

Fri. Hear me a little, for 1 have only been ſilent fo 
long, and given way unto this courſe of fortune, by no- 
ting of the Lady, I have mark'd 
A thouſand bluſhing apparitions, - 

To ſtart in her face, a thouſand innocent ſhame's 
In Angel whiteneſs bear away thoſe bluſhes, 
And inhereye there hath appear'd a fire, 
To burn the errors that theſe Princes hold 

. Againſt her maiden truth. Call me a fool, 
Truſt not my reading, nor my obfervations, 
Which with experimental ſeal doth warrant 
The tenfifeof my book : truſt not my age, 
My reveftnce, calling, nor dignity, 

[f this ſweet Lady le not guilcleſs here, 
Under ſome biting error. 

Leon. Egfr, it cannot be; 

Thou ſeeſt that all the Grace that ſhe hath left, 
Is, that ſhe will not add to her damnation 

A ſin of perjury; ſhe not denies it : 

Why ſeek'ſt thou then to cover with excuſe, 
That which appears in proper nakedneſs ? 

Fri. Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of ? 

Hero. They know that do accuſe me, 1 know none : 
[f I know more of any man alive 
Than that which maiden modeſty doth warrant, 
Letall my ſins lack mercy] O my Father, 

[Prove you that any man with me converſÞ 
Athour's unmeet, or that l yeſternight 
Maintain'd the change of words with any creature, 


Fri. There'is ſome ſtrange mifprifion in the Prince. 


[ 
| 


4 


| 


Ben. T'wo of them have the very bent of honggy 
And if their Wiſdom's be miſled in this, 

The practiſe of it lives in Fob» the bdſtard, * 
"Whoſe ſpirits toil in frame of villanies. 

Leon. | know not: if they ſpeak but truth of her, 
Theſe hands ſhall tear her ; If they wzong her honor, 
The proudeſt of them ſharſ well heart. 

Time hath not yer ſo drigd this blood of mine, 
Nor age ſo eat up my invention, | 
Nor fortune made ſuch havock of my means, 
Nor my bad life reft me ſo much of friends, 
But they ſhall find awakqd in ſuch a kind, 
Both ſtrength of limb, and policy of mind, 
Ability in means, and choice of tiiends, 
To quit me of them thoroughly. 

Fri. Pauſe a while, 
And let my counſel ſway you in this caſe, 
Your daughter herethe Princeſs (left for dead ); 
Ler her a while be ſecretly kept in, 
And publiſh it that ſhe is dead indeed: 
Maintain a mourning oſtentation, 
And on your Families old monument, 
Hang mournful Epitaph's, and do all rites, 
That appertain unto a burial. 

Leon. What ſhall become of this? What vvill this do? ! 

Fri. Marrythis vvell carried, ſhall on her behalf, 
Change ſlander to remorſe, that is ſome good : 

But not for that dream I on this ſtrange courle, 

But on this travel look for greater birth : 

She dying, as it muſt be ſo maintain'd, 
Upon the inſtant that ſhe vvas accus'd, 
Shall be lamented, pitied, and excus'd 
Of every hearer : for ſo if falls our, 
Thar vvhat vve have, vve prize not to the worth, 
Whiles vye enjoy it; but being lack'd and loſt, 


/ 


VVhy 


m_ —— 
— 
— 
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we 


Why then we rack the value, then we find 

The virtue that poſſeſſion would not ſhew us. 
Whiles it was ours ; ſo will it fare with Clandio * 
When he ſhall hear ſhe dyed upon his words, 
Thy Idea of her life ſhall ſiveetly creep 

Into his ſtudy of imagination, 

Andevery lovely Organ of her life, 
Shall come apparell'd in more precions habit ; 
More moving, delicate, and full of life, 

Into the eye aud proſpect of his ſoul, 

Than when ſhe liv'd indeed « then ſhall he mourn, 
If ever Love had intereſt in his Liver, 

And wiſh he had not ſo accuſed her; 

No, tho he thought his accuſation true : 

Letthis be ſo, and doubt not but ſucceſs 

| Will faſhion the event in better ſhape 

Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 

But if all aim but this be lever'd falſe, 

The ſuppoſition of the Ladies death 

Will quench the wonder of her infamy. 

And if it ſort not well, you may conceal her, 

As beſt befits her wounded Reputation, 

In ſome Kec'nſfive and Religious life, . _ 

Out of alleyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 
Ben. Signior Leonato, let the Fridr adviſe you, 
And tho you know my inwardneſs and loye 

Is very much unto the Prince and Claudio, 

Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 

As ſecretly and juſtly, as your ſoul 


Bene. Beatrice 4 

Beat. Infaith I will go. 

Bene. We'll be friends firſt. 

Beat. You dare eafier be friends with me, than fight 
with mine enemy. ; | 

Bene, Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

Beat. Is a not approved in the height a Villain,that hath 
flandered, ſcorned , diſhonoured my Kinſwoman ? © that } 
| were a man ! Whar, bear her in hand until they come to 
take hands, and then with publick accuſation, uncovere 
ſlander, unmittigated rancour >O God that 1 were a many 
I would eat his heart in the market-place. 

. Beat. Talk witha manout at a Window>a proper ſay- 
ing. 

Bene. Nay but Beatrice. 

Beat. Sweet Hero, ſhe is wrong'd, ſhe is ſlandered, ſhe is | 
undone. . | 
Bene, Bit f—— | | 
Beat. Princes and Countſes ! ſurely a princely tefticyo- | 
ny, a goodly Count-Comfett, a ſweet Gallant {ifrely © O 
that I were a man for his fake! or that 1 had any friend 
would be a man for my ſake! But manhood is melted i n- 
to curteſes, valonr into complement, and men are only | 
rurned into tonguegand trim ones too ; he is now as vali- | 
ant as Hercules, that only tells a lie, and ſwears it ; Ican- 


with grieving. 
Bene. Tarry good Beatrice, by this hand I love thee. | 


Should with your body. / 
Leon. Being that I flow in grief, A lofp , | 


The ſmalleſt rwine may lead me. | 
Frier. ”'Tis well conſented, preſently away, 

] For to ſtrange ſores, ſtrangely they ſtrain the cure : 
Come Lady, dye to live, this Wedding-day 
Perhaps is but pr *J: £1 
Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while { / 
Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer. tl. 
Bene, 1 will not defire thar. 

Beat; You have no reaſon, I doit freely. 


Bene. Surely | do believe your fair Couſin is wrong'd. 


would right her ! ' 
| Bene. |s there any way to ſhew ſuch friendſhip ? 


Beat. Ah how much might the man deſerve.of me that | 


Beat. A very even way, but no ſuch friend. 

Bene. May a mandoit? 

Beat. It is a mans office, but not yours. ; 

Bene: I do love nothing in the world fo well as you ; 18 
not that ſtrange ? , 

Beat. As ſtrange as the thing I know not; it were as 
poſſible for me to ſay, I loved nothing fo well as you ; but 
believe me not; and yer I lye not, 1contels nothing, nor 
I deny nothing 1 | am ſorry for my Coulin, 

Bene. By my Sword ,Beatrice thou loy'it me. 


Bene. 1 will ſwear by it that you love me ; and I will 
make him eat it that ſays I love not you. 

Beat. Will you not eat your word ? : 

Rene. With no ſawace that can be deviſed to it: 1 proteſt 
| love thee. 

Beat. Why then God forgive me. 

Bene. What offence ſweet Beatrice * 

Beat. You have ſtayed me ina happy hour; 1 was a- 
bout to protelt 1 loved you. 

Bene. And Go it with all thy hearr. 

Bea:. I love you with ſo much of my heart, thar none 1g 
left to protelt. 
Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for thee. 
Beat. Kill Claudio. 
Bene. Ha ! not for the wide World. 
Beat; You kill me to deny ; farewell. 


Beat. Do not ſwear by it and ear it. T; Eb Pray write down Borachio. Yours firrak, 
Conr. | am a Gentleman fir, and my name is Conrade. 
Jeb VVrite down Maſtgg Gentleman Conrade; mas: 


Bene. 'Tarry tweet Beatrice. : : 
Beat. lam gone tholam here > there is no love in you j 
nay I pray you let me g09. | 


I —. 


Sext. Maiter —_ you go not the way tO _CxA 
mine, you mult call forth the V Vatch that are their accu 
le Je 


come torth: maſters, I charge you in the Princes ni 
accuſe thefe men. 


X Beat. Uſe it for my love ſome other way than ſwearing 
y It. wh 
Bene. Think you in your ſoul the Count Claudio hath | 
wrong'd Hero ? ; 
Beat. Yea, as ſure as I have a thought or a ſul. 
Bene. Enough. I am engag'd, I will challenge him, 11] 
mill kiſs your hand, and (o leave you ; by this band Clau- 
0 ſhall render me dear account ; as you hear of me, ſo} 
think of me; go comforr your couſin, I muſt ſlay ſhe is | 
dead, and F; farewell, /C@&ME. IV FExeunt. 
J oft. Je bon 
Enter the Conſtables, Brachiey and the T.wn 
, Clerk in Gowns, ; 


Keeper. Is our whole diſſembly appeared ? 
Cowly. O a ſtool and cuſhion for the Sexron.! 
Sexton. Which be the Malefattors ? | 
Andrew. Marry, that am I, and my partner. | 
"Dep. Nay, that's certain, we have the exhibition to 
exatrfine 
Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be exa- 
mined? let them come before Valter CEE. Howe, 
To.Chy. Yea marry, let them come before me : what is 
your name friend ? 
Bor, Borachio. 


ſters, do you ſerve God 4 maſters, it is proved already 

that you are little better than falſe knaves, and it will go 

neer x) be thought ſo ſhortly; how anſwer you for your 
ſelves * 

Coxr, Marry fir, weſay we are none. ; 

- A marvellous witty fellow | aſſure you, but 1 

will go about with him : come you hither birrah a word þ 

-n your earyfir ; I fay to you, it is thought you are falſe} 

naves. 


Bene. Hear me Beatrice. ws 


not be a man with wiſhing, therefore | will die a woman | 


þ 


- 


#4 


-Well, ſtand aſide, *fore God they are both in a 
; have you writ down they are none ? 5 


Z xr, I ſay to you, we are none. 
cate ; 


; Yea marry, that's cheebfieſt way, let the VY 


_ 7 


CIT are Her Ter. 


: 5 bo he eg 
Vlu) Cul G eo choud go before uh *v feng. 


Serve-to0 : 


E 
| 


%. 


| 


flat perjury, to call a gs 0m villain. 
Bor,, Maſter cannit} OA IL 


let theſe men be bound, and brought to Leonato, 1, will go 


—_—— —_— 
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Tack. 1. This man faid fir, that Don Fobn the Princes 


brother was a villidh. | 7 
7 Write down, Prince John a villain : why this is 


. Pray thee fellow peace, I do not like thy look; 1 
omile thee. | 
Sexton. W hat heard you him ſayelſe ? 
Watch. 2. Marry that he had received a thouſand Du- 
kats of Don Fobn, for the accuſing the Lady Hero wrong- 


fylly. 


a, . Flat Burglary as ever was committed. 
Conſt. Yea by th'maſs that it 1s. 


Sexton. What elſe fellow ? 


marry her. 

is Wo villain ! thou wilt be condemn'd into everlaſt- 
ing redemption for this. 

Sexton. What elſe ? 

Watch. This is all. 

Sexton. And this is more maſters than you can deny, 
Prince Fobn is this morning ſecretly ſtolnaway : Hero was 
in this manner accug'd, in this very manner refus'd, and 
apon the grief of this ſuddenly digd. Maſter Conſtable, 


Watch. 1. And that Connt Claudio did mean upon his | 
| words, todiſgrace Hero before the whole aſſembly, and 


before, and ſhew him their examination. © Y 4 
Conſt. Come, let rhem be opinion'd. 
Sext, Let them be in the hands of Coxcomb. 
. God's my life, where's the Sexton? let him write 
down the Princes Officers Coxcomb: come, bind them , 


| thou naughty varler. 


. Away, you arean aſs, you are an als. 
- Doſt thou not ſuſpe&t my place ? doſt thou not 
ſuſpe&tmy years? O that he were here to write me down 
an aſs! but maſters, remember thatIl aman aſs ; tho it be 
not written down, yet forget not that I am an aſs; No 
thou villain, thou art full of piety, as ſhall be prov'd upon 
thee by good witneſs; I ama wiſe fellow, and which 1s 
more, an officer, and which is more, a houſholder. and 
which is more, as pretty a piece of fleſh as any in Meſa, 


C 


enough, go to, and a fellow that hath had loſſes, and one 


als ! Exſte 


_—_ 


— 


Altus Ouintus. Jent / 
OTE eanah's Hows '4 


Enter Leenato and his brother. 


0 wv wu 


. 
% 
_— 
: 


Brother. If you go on thus, you will kill your (eff, 
And *tis not wiſdom thus to ſecond grief... 
Againſt your ſelf. 
Leon. | pray thee ceaſethy counſel, 
Which falls into mine ears as profitleſs, 
As water in a fieve = not me counſel, 


Nor let no comfor delight mine ear, 

But ſuch a one whoſe wrongs doth ſuge with mine, 
Bring me a father that ſolov'd his child, 

Whoſe joy of her, is overwhelm'd like mine, 

And bid him ſpeaKofFartience, 


| Meaſure his woe the length and breadth of mine, 


And let it anſwer every ſtrain for ſtraing 

| As thus for thus, and ſacha grief for ſuch, 

In every lineament, branch, ſhape, and form; 

If ſuch a one will ſmile and ſtroke his beard, 

And , wa, Ery hem, when he ſhould groan, 
Parck griet with proverbs, make misfortune drunk, 
With*candlewafters ; bring him yer to me, 


1 


1 


And 1 of him will gather patiences 


But there is no ſuch man ; for brother, men 
Can counſel, and give comfort to that grief, 
W hich they themſelves not feel;but raſting it 
Their counfel turns to paſſion, which before 
Would give preceprial medicine to rage, 
Fetter ſtrong madneſs in a filken thread, 
Charm ach with air, and agony with words. 
No, no, 'tis all mens office, to ſpeak patience 

| To thoſe that wring under the load of ſorrow ; 


But no mans vertue nor ſufficiency 


Tobe ſd moral, when he ſhall endure 

The like himſelf; therefore give me no counſel, 

My griefs cry louder than advertiſement. 
Broth. Therein do men from children nothing differ. 
Leo. I pray thee peace, I will be fleſh and blood, 


For there was never yet Philoſopher, 


Thatcould endure the tooth-ach patiently; 
How ever they, have writ the ſtile of gods, 
And made a pdſh at chance and ſufferance. 
Broth. Yet bend'not all the harm upon your ſelf, 
Make thoſe that do offend you ſuffer too. 
Leon. There thou ſpeaK'ſt reaſon; nay I will do fo, 


My ſoul doth tell me, Hero is beligd, 


And that ſhall C/andio know, ſo ſhall the Prince, 
And all of them that thus diſhonour her, 


JCOME/ I- 


Enter Prince and Claudio. 
Broth. Here comes the Princeand Claudio haſtily. 


Prm. Good den, good den. 

Clau. Good day to both of you. 
Leon. Hear you my Lords ? 

Prin. We have ſome haſte, Leonaro. 


Leo. Some haſte my Lord ! well fare you well my Lord, 
Are you ſohaſty now? well, all is one. 


Prin. Naydo not quarrel with us, 


Bret. If he could right himſelf with quarrelling, 


Some of us would lye low. 
Clau. Who wrongFhim ? 


Leon Marry thou doſt wrong me, thou diſſembler Fa | 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy ſword, 
andone that knows the Law, go to, and a rich fellow ,] feer thee pot. 


Cl/av. Marry, beſhrew my hand, 


that hath rwo gowns, and every thing handſome about, If it ſhould give your age ſuch cauſe of fear; 
him; bring him away ; O that | had been writ dpwn an Infaith my hand meant nothing to my {word. 
Leo. Tuſh, tuſh, man, never fleer and jeſt at me, 


I ſpeak nor like a dotard, nor a fool, 
As under priviledgeof age to brag, 


Do challenge thee to tral of a man; 


O,in a tomb where never ſcandal ſlept 
Clau. My villany ? 
Leon. Thine Claudio, thine I ſay. 
Prin, You ſay not right,old man. 


Leon. My Lord, my Lord, 
PIE prove it on his body if he dare; 


" Leo. Canſt thou ſodaffe me? thou 


But that's no matter, let him kill one 


Come follow me boy, come fir boy z 


Sir boy, I1E whip you from your toyn 


What | have done, being young, or what would do. * 
Were I notold : know Claudio tothy head, ; 
Thou haſt ſo wrong'd my-innocent Child and me 
ThatI am forced to lay my reverence by, : 
And with grey hairsand bruiſe of many days, 


I ſfay _ haſt belyd mine innocent Child, 
Thy ſlander hath gone through and through her h 
And ſhe lies buried with her anceſtors : " 


Save this of hers, fram''d by thy villany. 


} 


good old man, 


—_ 4... 4 —T WI 


CPE nm —_— 


Deſpight his nice fence, and his aCtive praQtice, 
His May of youth, and bloom of luſtyhood. 
Clau. Away, I will not have to do with you. 


baſt Kill'd my child, 


If thou kilPt me boy, thou ſhalt kill a man. 
Bro. He ſhall kill two of us, and men indeed, 


firſt, 


Win me and wear me, let him anſwer me, 


come follow me , 
ing tence, 


»- 


—— — 


_ Nay 


D—— 


+ 
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Nay, as I ama gentleman, | will.- 
Leon. Brother EN - 
Bro. Content your ſelf, God knows Iloy'd my Neece 3 

And ſhe is dead, flander'd to death by villains, 

That dare as well anſwer a man indeed, 

As I dare take a Serpent by the tongue. 

Boys, Apes, Braggarts, Jacks, Milkſops. 

Leon. Brother Anthony. | oY 
Brot: Hold you content, what man? I know them, yea 

And what they weigh, even to the utmoſt ſcruple; 

Scambling, outfacing, faſhion-mongring boys, 

That lye, and cog. and flout, depraveand flander ; 

Go antickly, and ſhow outward hidiouſneſs, 

And ſpeak ofhalf a dozen dangerous words, 

How they might hurt their enemies if they durit, 

And this is all. , | 
Leon. But brother Anthony: 

Ant. Come *tis no matter, 

Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. 9-a.c4 
Pri. Gentlemen both, we will not wake, your 

My heart is ſorry for your daughters deaths | 

But honour,ſhe was charg'd with nothing 

Butwas frue, and very full of proof. 

on. My Lord, my Lord .- 
Prince. 1 will not hear you. | : 
Enter Benedick. | 
Lzon.. No! come krother away, I will be heard 


patience, 


ſmart 


Bro: And ſhall, or ſome of us will 3/4 
ome went to ſeek. ///. 


ran. , ICC, Nere : 
Clau. Now Signior, what news? 
Ben. Good day;my Lord : 


almoſt a fray. 
Clau. We had like to have had our two noſes ſnapt off 
with two old men without teeth. 
Prin. Leonatoand his brother ; what thinkſt thou ? had 
we fought, I doubt we ſhould have been too young for 
them. 

Bez. In falſe quarrel there is notrue valour: I came to 
ſeek you both. 
Clau. We have been up and down to ſeek thee, for we 
are high proof melancholly, and would fain have it beaten 


-|'s fled from Meſſina ; you ' have among yot, killed a 


Prin. Welcome Signior, you are almoſt come to part | 


other day : 1 faid th hadſt a f 6. wk} HA me 

: Br” ra nne wit; t a 

fine Little one, no, fad 1, a great wi. - i fx the? 
wit: uit ſaid ſhe, To 


great groſs one : nay,faid I, a good 
the Gendemand, wiſe; certain 


EL 
ad ihe,a wiſe Gentleman; nay faid 1, he h | Pues; 
that I believe,ſaid ſhe, for he fam bony _ ny Fo 
day night, which he forſwore on Tueſday morning ; there's 
a double tongue, there's two tongues. Thus did ſhe an 
hour together ——_ thy particular virtues, yer atlaſt 
nar ame with a ſigh, thou waſt the propereſt ma 
a. Ps 4 Sn” Ex 
Clas. For the which ſhe wept heartily, a J th 
> ot. which ſhe wept bearily, and ſd the 
Prin, Yeathat ſhe didzbut yet for all that, and he 
did nothate him deadly, ſhe w, eras rake 
old mans daughter told us all, 


| Clau. All, all;and moreover, God ſaw him when he was 
hid in the garden. - | 
Prin. But when ſhall we ſer the ſalvage Bulls horns on 
the ſenſible Benedick's head ? 


Claa. Yea, and text underneath, Here dwells Benedick 
the married man. 


leave you now to your golltp-like humor, you break jeſts 
as braggards do their blades, which God be thanked hurt 
not» my Lord, for your many courteſies 1 thank you 1 
| muſt diſcontinue your company; your Brother the Baſtard 


ſweet and innocent Lady, for , my Lord Lack-beatd 


there, he and 1ſhall meer, and till then e be with 
— dp yd a er. 
Prin. He is in earneſt. Th eks. pe "Ip A oe, 
Clau. In moſt profound earneſt, and PlCwatrarit you, 


for the love of Beatrice. 

Prince. And hath challen 
Clau. Moſt ſmcerely, 6+ [nr 
Prin. What a pretty thing maniis, when he goes in his 
doublet and hoſe, and leaves off his wit? 


_ | . a” 


Clau. Heis then a Giarit toan Ape, but then is ari Ape 
a Doctor to ſuch a man. 


gd thee. 


away : wilt thou uſe thy wit ? ; 
Ben. Itis in my ſcabbard, ſhall I draw it ? 
Prin. Doſt thou wear thy wit by thy ſide ? 
Clau. Never any did fo, tho very many have been beſide 
their wit : I will bid thee draw, as we do the Minſtrels 
draw to pleaſure us. 

Prin. As I am an honeſt man he looks pale: art thou 
ſick, or angry ? bi <6 

Clau. What ! Courage mag, ppt tho care kill'd a 
Cat, thou haſt mettle enough,to Kill care. \ 

Ben. Sir, I ſhall meet your Wit in the career ou 
charge it againſt mes I pray youzchuſe another ſubjef, 

Clau. Nay then: give him another ſtaff , this laſt was 
broke croſs. 

Prin. By this light,he changes more and more: I think 
he be angry indeed. 

Clas. If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle. 

Ben. Shall I ſpeaka word in your ear l 

Clau. God bleſs me from a challenge: 
| Ben. You are a Villain, I jeſt not, I will makeit 
; how you dare, with what you dare, and when. you d: 
do me right, or I will proteſt your cowardiſe : you have 
 kill'd a ſweet Lady, and her death ſhall fall heavy on yous 
let me hear from you. 
Clay, Well 1 will meet you, ſo I may have good cheer. 
| Prin. What a feaſt ? , 

Clas. I faith Ithank him, he hath bid me to calves heads 
| and a Capon, the which if I do not carve moſt cutionfly, 
lay my knife's naught : ſhall I not find a Woodgotk too ? 

Ben. Sir, your Wit ambles well, goes eaſily. 
| Prin. I\Utell thee how Beatrice prais'd thy Wit the 


P—_ 


A4t oa, @... 


Ces) 


Prin. But ſoft you, let me ſee, pluck up 


- 


; right ſays ſhe, ay 


ſhe would love him dearly; the 


Bene. Fare you well, Bo , you know my mind, 1 will] 


Conſt. Come you fir, if Juſtice cannot tame yori, ſhe 
ſhall ne're weigh more reaſons in her baffance; ray, 
you be acurſing hypocrite once, you muſt belooke to. 

Prin. How now, two of my brothers nen bound ? Bo- 
rachio one. | ” 

Clau. Harken aftet their offence, my Lord. | 

Prin. Officets, what offence have theſe men done ? 

Conſt. Marry fir, they have committed falſe more- 
over they have ſpoken untruths, ſecondarily they are ſlan» 
ders, ſixth and laſtly, they have belyed a Lady; thirdly, 
they have verified unjuſt things, and to conelude, they are 
lying knaves. 


{ ask thee what's their offence; ſixth and laſtly why chey 
| are EY and to conelude, What lay you to their 
charges | 

Clau. Rightly reaſoned, and iri his own diviſion, and 
by my troth, there's one meaning well ſyted. | 

Prin. Whiom have you offended maſters, that you are 
thus boand toyour anſiwer ? this leatned Conftable is too 
cunning.to be underſtoods what's your offence? _ 

Bor. Sweet Prince, let me go no farcher to mine an. 
ſwer; do you hear me, and ler this Count Kill me: 1 
have dectivedeven your very eyes; What your wiſdoms 
could not diſcover, theſe ſhafſow fools have- brought to 
light, who irt the night heard me confeſſing to this. gf 
how Don Fob# your brother incenſed meto ſlander the 
dy Hero, hiow you were brought into the Orchard, ar 


; grac' 


—_— 


Pr * a 


© 


| art, atid 
be ſad; did he not ſay my brother was Kh oro 1H 


Prin. Firſt  ask thee whit they have done, thirdly | 


ſaw me court Margaret in Hero's garments, how you Jil 4 


> 


F, 


= ka. | ————_———_ 
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« = 
— —— A Ln. Ae... "TE 


es ad. At 


| 


Mauch ado about Nothing, 
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thing but the reward of a viliain. 


blood ? | 
' Clas. I have drunk poiſon whiles he utter'd it. 


Prin. But did my brother {ft thee on to this ? 
Ber. Yea, al paid me ricYtor the praftice of it« © 
Prin. He is compos'd,of treachery, bfran'o 
And fied he is upon thi? villany. 
»Clau, Sweet Herognow thy i doth appear 


In the rare ſemblance that LI lov'd it firſt. 
onſt, Come bring away the plaintifs, by this time our 


{ Sexton hath informed Signior Leonato of the matter 5 and 


maiſtefs, do not forget to ſpecific when time and place 


ſhall ſerve, thatl am an Afs. ; Y 
Con. 2. Here, here comes maſter Signior Leonato, and 


| the Sexton t00- 
= Jeanmt V. 


Enter Leonato- 


Leon. Which is the Villain ? let me ſee hiseyes, 

That when 1 note another man like him, 

I may avoid him j which of theſe is he ? | 
Bor. If. you would know your wronger, look on me. 
Leen. Art thou, art.thow the ſlave that with thy breath 

Haſt kill'd mine innocent; child ? | 
Boy. Yea, even[T alone. YE” 

Leon, No, not {o Villain, thou belyſt thy felf; 

Here ſtand a pair of honourable men, 

A third is fleGthat bad a hand in it: 

I thank you/Princes for my daughters death, 

Record it with your high and worthy deeds, 

Twas bravely done, if - you bethink you of it. 

Clay, 1 know not how to pray your patience, 

Yet I muſt ſpeak; chuſe your revenge your ſelf, 

Impoſe me to what penance your invention 

Can lay vpon my ſin; yet ſinn'dI not, 


But in iflakinge ae I ——_ rs 
Prin, By my ſoul norl 


And yet to ſatisfie this good old man, 

I would bend under any heavy weight 

That he'{enjoin me tos. . 
Leon, You cannot bid my daughter "x apa 

That were impoſſible; but 1 pray you both 

Poſſeſs the people aj, a here, | 


þ 


How innocent the diyd , and if your love 
Can labour ought if ſad invention, 
Hang her an Epitaph upon her Tomb, 


1 And ſing it to her bones, ſing it to night : 


To morrow morning come you to my houſe, 

And fince you could not be my ſon-in-law, 

Be yet my Nephew ; my brother hath a daughter, 
Almoſt the copy of my child that's dead, 


{ And ſhe alone is heir to both of vs, 


Give her the right you ſhould have giv'a her couſin, 
And fo dies my revenge. 

Clan. O noble fir ! 

Your overkindneſs doth wripg tears from me : 

I do embrace your offer, and diſpoſe 

For henceforth of poor Claudio. EH, 
Leon. To morrow then will expe your coming, 


Shall tace to face be brought to Margaret, 


A | believe was packt in all this wrong, 


Hired toit by your brother. 
Bor. No by my ſoul ſhe was not; 
Nor knew not what ſhe did when ſhe ſpoke to me, 
But always hath been juſt and vertuous, 
In any thing that 7 do know by her. 
Conſt. Moreover fir, which indeed is not under white 
ard black, this plaintif here, the offender did call me aſs; 


grac'd her when you ſhould warry her ; my villany they | I beſeech you let it be remembred in his puniſhment. and 
have upon record, which I had rather ſeal with my death 

than repeat over to my ſhame; the Lady is dead upon mine 
and my wafters falfe accuſation”; and briefly, I deſire no- 


Prince. Runs not this ſpeech like iron through your 


—— 


alſo the Watch heard them taik of one Deſormed; they 
lay he wears a key in his ezr, and a lock hanging by it, 
and borrows money in Gods nzme, the which he hath ugd 
lo long, and never paid, that now men grow hard hearted, 
and will lend nothing for Gods fakes pray you examine 
him upon that point. 

Leon. | thank thee for thy care and honeſt pains. 

Conſt. Your worſhip ſpeaks like ameft tharkfnl and re- 
verend youth, and I praiſe God for you. 

Leon. "There's for thy pains. 

Conſt, God ſave the foundeticn 
. Leon, Go, | diſcharge thee of thy priſoner ; and I thank 
| knee, 
Conſt, 1 leave an errant knave with your worſhip, which 
| beſeech your worſhip to corre@ your ſelf, for the exam- 
ple of others; God keep your worſhip, 1 wiſh your wor- 
ſhip well ; God reſtore you to health $ 1 humbly give you 
leave to depart ; and if a merry nf BY be wiſh'd, 
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God prohibit it , come neighbour. Eyxe- 
Leon, Untilew morrow merning, Lords , farewel. 
; Exe un. 
Brot. Farewel my Lords, we look for you tomorrow. 
Prin. We will not fail. 
Clax. To night |''Emourn with Here. | 
Leon, Bring you theſe fellows on, we'l/talk with Marga- 
ret, how her agquaintance grew yith this lewd fellow. 


LEAK VI. Jeans ey cunt 
Enter Benedick and Margaret: _ 


En. Pray thee ſweet Miſtreſs Margaret, deſerve well at 
my hands, by helping me to the ſpeech of Beatrice: 

Mar. Will you then write me a Sonnet in praiſ: of my 
beauty ? 

Bex. |n ſo high a ſtile Margaret, that no manliving ſhall 
come over it 3 for in moſt comely truth thou deleryeſt 
if, 

Mar. To have no man come over me 3 why, hall 1 al. 
ways keep below ſtairs? 

Ben. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhounds mouth, it 
catches. 


+ but hurt not. 
Ben. A moſt manly wit Margaret, it will not hurt a wo- 


bucklers: 

Mar. Give us the ſwords, we have bucklers- of our 
Own. 

Ben. If you uſe them Margaret, you muſt put in the 


To night I take my leave: this naughty man | 


Maids. 
Mar, Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who I think 
hath legs. . F xit Margaret. 


abowg, and knows me, and knows me how pitiful I deſerve, 
| mean in ſinging ; but in loving, Leander the good ſwim- 
mer, Troilpus the firſt employer of pandays, and a whole 


yet run ſmoothly in the even rqUe of a blank verſe, why they 
were never fo truly turned gves, as my poor felf in love 3 
marry I cannot ſhew it ig rjme;1 have tried, I can find out 
no rite to Lady but baby, an innocentd ryne ; for ſcorn, 
horn, a hard 6: 3 for ſchool, fool, a babling xiie; very 
ominous endings , no, I was not born under a riming Pla- 
net for —_— in feſtival terms, 


Enter Beatrice. 


Sweet Beatrice, wouldft thou come when 1 call'd thee ? 
Beat. Yea Signior, and depart when you bid me. | 
Ben. O ſtay Þuttill then. % 
Beat. Then, is ſpoken ; fare you well now ;, and yetere 

| go, let me go with that Icawe, which is, with knowing 


what hath paſt between you and Claxdio, 


Mar. And yours as blunt as the Fencers foils, which hit | 


pikes with a vice, and they are dangerous weapons for | 


man; and fol pray thee call Beatrisez | give thee the| 


Ben. And therefore will come. The god of love that ſits | 


book full of theſe quondam carpet-mongers, whole .names } 


———— 


Ben. 


Low 


—— 


— — ——— 


 Mucb ado about N otbing. 


Ben, Only foul words, and thereupon 1 will kils 
chee, are but” : nt”. 

Beat. Foul worCcs an? fou! wind, and foul wind is but 
foul breath, and foul bfeath is noilomey therefore L wall de- 

unkilt, 
oy Thou haſt (ſ:rizhted the word out of & right 
ſence, ſo forcible is thy wit ; but 1 mult tell thee plainly, 
Cland o undirgoes my challenge, and either | muſt ſhortly 
hear from him, or 1 will ſubſcribe him a coward 3 and | 
pray thee now tell me, for which of my bad parts didft 
thou firſt fall in love with me ? | 

Beat. For them all together, which maintain'd ſo poli: 
tick a ſtate of evil, that they will not admit any good part 
to intermingle with them: but for which of my good 
parts did you firſt ſuffer love for me ? ; 

Ben. Suffer love ! a good epithetyy I do ſuffer love indeed, 
for I love thee againſt my will. | 

Beat, In ſpight of your heart , I think; alas poor heart, 
if you ſpight it for my ſaxe, I will ſpight it for yours, for 1 
will never love that which my friend hates, 

Ben. Thou and 1 arc too wiſe to woo peaceably: 

Beat. It appears not in t onfeſſion , there's not one 
wiſe man among twenty that will praiſe himſelf. 

Bey, An old, an old inſiancegBeatrice, that liv'd in the 
time of good neighbourszif a man do not ereft in this age 
his own Tomb ere he dyes, he ſhall live no longer in 
monuments than the Bells ring, and the Widow weeps. 
Beat. And how long is thatzthink you ? 

Ben. ei, why an hour in clamour, and a quarter 


in hewm-; therefore it is moſt expedient for the wile , if 


Don Worm ( his conſcience ) find no impediment to the 
contrary, to be the trumpet of his own virtues, as I am to 
my felfjſo much for praiſing my felf; who I my ſelf will 
bear witnels is praiſe-worthy 3 nnd now tell me how doth 
your couſin ? 

Beat. Very ill. 

Ben. And how do you? 

Beat, Very ill too. 


Enter Urſula. 


Ben. Serve God, love me, and mend; there will 1 leave 
you too, for here comes one in haſte. 

Urſ. Madam you muſt come to your Uncle , yonders 
old coil at home; it is proved my Lady Hero hath been 
fally accus'd, the Prince and Claudio mightily abuſed, and 
Don Fobn is the authorof all, who is fled and gonez will 
you come preſently ? 

Beat. Wil! you go hear this news Signior ? 

Ben, I will live in thy heart, dyc in thy lap, and be bu- 
ried in thy eyes: an —_— go with thee to thy 
Unkles. LJ CEME. [ Exeunt. 

(ur A 


Enter Clandio, Prince, and three or four with T apers, 


Clau, Is this the monument of Leonato ? 
Lord; It is my Lord. Epitaph. 
Done to de:th by ſlanderons tongues, 
Was the Hero that here lies : 
Death in guerdon of her wrongs, 
Gives her fame which neve? dias 0 
So the life thandyd with ſhame, 
Lives in #ath with glorious fame. 
Hang thou there upon the tomb, 
Praifing her when I am dumb. 


(las. Now muſick ſourd,and fing your ſolemn hymn. 
Song. 

Pardon goddeſs of the night, 

Thoſe that ſlew thy Virgin knight; 

For the which with ſongs of wopy 


R ound r her tomb they go. 
Ms if our moan, 
Hety ug, 70 ifh aud groan. 


——— .j 


| You muſt be father to your brothers _ | 


' And fo all Ezrepe ſhall rejoyce at thee, 


Hcavily, beavily, 

Graves yawn an yield your dead,/ 
HrTill deagh be uttered, 

Heaveh,, ha vey. 


(this rift 
Le, Now unto thy ones good night! yearly will I do 
Prin. Goof mo: row maſters, put your torches out, 
The Wolves have prey'd, and look, the gentle day, 
Beforethe whee!s of Phebus, round about 
Dapples the drowſie Eaſt with ſpots of grey : 
Thanks to you all, and leave us; fare you well. 
Clan. G009 morrow maſters; each his ſeveral way. | 
Prus. Come [et us hence, and put on other weeds, ' 
And then to Leonato's we will go, 
Clau. And Hymen now with luckier iſſue ſpeed 
Than thus for wnoga we rengred up, this woe .! [Exennt. 
"Jeant, th Le agy's Y Honge. 
Enter Leonato, Benedich,, Margaret, Urſula, Old man, 
Frier, Hero. 

Frier. Did I not tell you ſhe was innocent ? 
Leon. So are the Prince and Cl:udio who accus'd her, 
Upon the error that you heard debated. 
But fargaret was in ſome fault for this ; 
Although againſt ker will as it appears, 
In the true courſe of all the queſtion. 

Old. Well, Iam glad that all things ſort ſo well, 

Ben, And ſo am |, being elſe by faith enforc*d 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 
Leon. Well daughter, and young Gentlewomen all, 
Withdraw intoa chamber by your ſelves, 
And when I {end for you, come hicher mask'd : . 
The Prince and Clandio promis*d by this hour | 
To viſit me 3 you know your oftice;brother; 


Old. Which L will do with confirm*d countenance, 
Ber. Frier, I muſt intreat your pains, I think. 
Frier. To do what Signior ? 

Bex. To bind me, or undo me, one of them : 
Signior Leonato, truth it is good Signior, 

Your Neece regards me with aneye of favour. 

Old. That eye my daughter fent her, *ris moſt true. 

Ber. And 1 do with an eye of love requite her. : 

Leon, The ſight whereof I thiok you had from me; | << 
From Clandio and the Prince z but what's your will ? : 

Ben. Your anſwer, firjs enigmatical, ' 

But for my will, my will is, your good will | 
May ftand with ours, this day to be conjoin'd , "if 
ch tate of honourable marriage, Fran 
In which good] ſhall deſire your help. 
Leen. My hicart is => 
Frier, And my help. / £48 A 
Enter Prince and Claudio with attendants. 

Prin, Good morrow to this fair afſembly. 

Leon, Good morrow Prince, good morrow Claudio, E 
We here attend you ; are you yet determin'd = 
Today to marry with my brothers daughter ? | 

Clas. Vit hold my mind were ſhe an Ethi pe. 5 I4 An F 

Leon. Call her forth brother, here's the Frier ready; 

Prin. Good morrow Beyedick , why, what's the matter | 
That you have ſuch a Febraary face, 

So full of froſt, of ſtorm, of cloudineſs ? 
_ Clas. 1 think he thinks upon the ſavage bull : 
Tuſh, ſear not man, wee'l tip thy horns with gold, 


and give her to young Claudio, —_ , 


As once Europa did at luſty Fove, 

When he would play the noble beaſt in love. 
Ben. Bull Fove fir, had an amiable luw, 

And ſome ſuch ſtrange bull leapt your fathers cow, 

And got a calf in that ſame noble feat, 

Much like to you, for you have juſt his bleat. Se 
Emer brother, Hero, Beatrice, Margaret, Urſula. rind 
Clas. For this | owe you; here comes other recknings- 


Which is the Lady. 1 muſt ſeize upon 
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Love's rabour's loſt. 
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Leon. T bis {ame is ſhe, and I do give you her. 
- Clau. Why then ſhes mine; ſweet let me ce vour face. 
Leon. No that you ſhall got, till you take her hand, 
Before this Frier, and {wear to marry her. 
Clax. Give me your handjbefore this holy Frier, 
{ am your husband if you like of me. | Minaias 
Hero. Arid when | liv'd 1 was your other wife, 
And when you luy*d, you were my other husdand. 
Clau, Another Hero? 


+ 


| Ber. They ſwore you were almoſt ſick for me. 


Hero. Nothing certainer. Y 
[One Hero died , but Ido live, A Ht 
And lurely as {live 1 am a paid. / 


. Hero. And here's another, 
Writ in thv couſins hand, ſtolen from her pocket, 
Containing her affeQion unto Beredich. 
Pere A mirzcle, here's our own hancs agzinſt our 
hearts ; come I will have thee, but by this light 1 rake thee 
for pity. 


'» Beat, I would not deny you, but by this good Cay, 1 


yield upon great per{waſionzand partly to fave your lite; 
tor as I told, you were in a conlumption.,; / FAR 
Leon, Peace, I will ſtop your mouth. [_ Mypes 
Prin, How doſt thou Benedick the married man ? 
Ben. Pl{rtell chee what Prince, a Colledge of witwe- 


Prin. The former Hero, Here, that is dead.! 
Leon. She died my Lord, but whiles her ſlander liv'd. 
Frier, A'l this a:naz:ment can I qualifie, 
When after that the holy rites are ended, 
iCrell thic largely of fair Hero's death : 
Mean time lct wonder ſeem familiar, 
ind to the chappel let us preſently. 
Ben. Soft and fair Friar, which is Beatrice ? 
Beat. I anſwer to that name, what is your will? 
Ben. Do not you love me ? 
Beat, Why, no more than reaſon. 
Ben. Why then your Uncle, and the Prince, & Claudio, 
have been deceived; they ſwore you did. 
Beat. Do not you love me? 
Ben, Troth no, no more than reaſon. 
Bear, Why then my Coufin Margaree and Urſula 
Are much deceiv'd, for they did ſwear you did. 


Rear. Th:y ſwore you were well-nigh dead for me. 
Ben. *Tis no matter, then you do not love me? 
Beat. No truly, but in friendly recompencg 
Leon. Come Couſin, 1am ſure you love the Gentleman, 
' Clan, And I'# be ſworn upon't that he loves her, 
For here's a paper written in his hand, 
A halting Sonnet of his own pure brain, 


crackers cannot flout me out of my humour; doſt thoy 
think I care for a Satyr or an Epigram? no, if a man 
will be beaten with brains, a ſhall wear nothing hand- 
ſome about him ; in brief, ſince 1 co purpoſe to marry, | 
will think nothing to' any purpoſe that the world can fay 
againſt it; and therefore never flout at me, for what [ haze 
laid againſt it;for man is a giddy thing, and this is my con- 
cluſton : for thy part Claudio, I did think to- have beaten 
thee, but in that thou art like to be my kinfman, live un- 
bruis'd, and love my couſin. ; 

Clay, 1 had well hoped thou would'ſt have denied Bea- 
trice;that I might have cudgel'd thee out of thy fingle life, 
to make thee a double dealer , which out of queſtion thou 
will be, if my .Couſin no not look exceeding narrowly 
to thee, 

Ben. Come, come, we are friends; let's have a dance 
ere we are marrigd, that we may lighten-onemern hearts; 
and our wives heels, . 

Leon, We'll have dancing after wards, | 

Ber. Firft, of my word, therefore play muſick; Prince, 
thou art ſad, get thee a wife, get thee a wife%, there is no 
ſtaff more revercnd than one tipt with horn, Enter Me. 

Meſſen. My Lord, your brother Fohn is tane in flight, 
And brought with armed men back tro Meſſina. 

Ben, Think not on him till to morrow ; Pi Ceviſe 


Faſhioned to Beatrice. 


theebrave puniſhments for him : ſtrike up Pipers. Dance. 


| Extant gm. 
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Entey Ferdinand King of Navarre , Biron , Longavi 
and Dumaing. 


Ferdinand. 
_ Wy JC Et Fame, that all hunt after in their 
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CATION CAC Th'endeavourFethis preſent breath may 
That honour which ſhall'bate his Sythes keen edge, 

And make uz heirs of all _— 
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Our late Edi& ſhall irongly ftand in force; 

Navar. [ha ll be the wonder of the world, * 

Our Court ſhall be a little Academy, 

Srill and contewplative in livin ArtSg 

You three, Biron, Dumaine, and Longavilly\ 

Have ſworn for three years term to live with me, 

My fellow Scholars, and to, keep thoſe ſtatutes 

That are recorded in this ſcedule here. 

Your oaths are paſt, and now ſubſcribe your names : 

That his own hand may ftrike his honour down, 

That violates the ſmalleſt branch herein : 

If ycuarearm'd to do as ſworn todo, 

Subſcribe to your deep oaths, and keep them too. 
Long. 1 am reſoly'd; *tis but a three years faſt : 


Therefore brave Conquerors Tor fo you are}; 
That war againſt your own affcRions , 
Ang the huge Army of the worlds defires » 


ee ns, 


The mind ſhall banquet, though the body pine; 
Fat paunches have lean pates ; and dainty bits he, 
Make rich the ribs, but bankecout, the Wits. Py 


Duw.| 


T% Fic Pley 
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| 


| rr err n—_ 


Love's Labour's loſt. 


Dum, My loving Lord, Daumains is mortidgd 2 
The groger manner of theſe worlds delight | 
He throws upon the groſs worlds bafer ſlaves : 
To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die; 
with all theſe living in Philoſophy. 
Biron, I can but tay their protefſtation over, 
So much ( dear Liege ) I have already ſworn , 
Thatis, to live and ſtudy here three years: 
But there are other ſtrift oblervances : 
As.notto {:ea woman in that term, 
Which 1 hope well is notenrolled there. 
And one dayin a week to touch no food z 
And but one meal on every day beſide ; 
The which I hope is not enrolled there, 
And then to ſleep but three hours in the night, 
And not be ſeen to wink ofall the day; 
When I was wont to think no harm all night, 
And make a dark night too of half the day ; 
Which 1 hope well is nogenrolled there. 
O, theſe are barren tasks, ®o hard to keep, 
Not to ſee Ladies, ſtudy, faſt, not ſleep. 
Ferd. Your oath is paſt to paſs away from theſe. 
Biron. Let me ſay no,my Liege, angif you pleaſe, 


'| But like of eath-thing that in ſeaſon grows, d 


Dun, Inrealon nothing. ; 

Bir, Something then in rime. 

Long, Biron is like an envious ſneaping Froft, 

Thar bites the firft-born Infants of the Spring. 

Br, Well, fay I am; why ſhould proud Summer boaſt, 
Before the birds have any cauſe to fing ? 

Why ſhould 1 joy in-anp abortive birth ? 

At Chriſtmas I no more defire a Roſe, 

Than. wiſh a Snow in May's new fangled 


Fa 

So you to ſtudy now it is too late, (ttt. 

Thatmverecocinb ore the houſe t* unlock the gate. 
Ferd. Well, fit you out 3 go home, Biron : ado. 

Bir. No my good Lord, | dove ſworn to ſtzy with you. 

And though | have for barbariin:e{poke more, 

Than for that Angel knowledge you can fay, 

Yet confident PIE keep what 1 tiave (wore, | 

And bide the penance of each three years day. "ns, | 

Give me the Paper, let me read the lame, 

And to the ftrit' decrees PIE write wy name. 


ch. 
_ 


of my Court, 


| onely ſwore to ſtudy with your Grace, 

And tay here in your Court for three years ſpace. 
Long. You ſwore to that Biron, and to the reft. 
Fir, By yea and nay, fir, then I ſwore in jeft. 


Whztis the end of tudy,let me know#- 
Ferd. Why that to know, Which elſe we ſhould not 
know, ' ( ſence. 
Bir. Things hid and bard (C you mean ) from common 
Ferd Agthatis —_— god-like recompence. 
Bir. Come on theft; I will ſwear to ſtudy ſo, 
To know the thiog | am forbid to know z 

As thus; to ſtudy where 1 wcll may dine, 
When 1 to faſt expreſly am forbid; 

Or ſtudy where to meet ſome Miſtreſs fine, 
When Miſtreſſes from common ſenſe are hid, 
Or having ſworn too hard a keeping oath, 
Stady to break it, and not break my troth, 

lf ſtudigs gain be this, and this be fo, 

Study — os that which yet it doth not know.” 
Swear me to this, and I will ne*re ſay no. 


& 


Ferd. Theſe be the fiops that hinder ſtudy quite, 
And train our intelle&s to vain delight, -_ 
Bir. Why 3 all delights are vain, that moſt vain, 
Waich with pain purchas'd, doth igherit pain, 
Ay painfully to pore upo@ a book, 
To ſeek the light of truth, while truth the while 
Doth falſly blind che eye-ſight of his look; & C5 thf- 
Light,ſecking light, doth light, beguile : */* "7 
So ere you find where light in darkneſs ligs, 


| 


Your light grows dark by loſing of yo cyes. 

Study me how to pleaſe the eye indeed, 

By fixing it upon a fairer eye; 

Who dazling ſo, that eye ſhall be his heed, 

And give him light that it was blinded by. 

Study is like the heavens glorious 

That will not be deep ſearch'd wit 

Sm:ll tizve continual plodders ever W 

Save baſe authority from others Books. 

Theſe earthly Godfathers of heavens lights, 

That give a name to every fixed ſtar, _, 

H.veno more profit of their ſhining nights, 

Than thoſe that waik, and wot not what-they. are. 

Too much to -know, is to know novght but fame 

And every Godfather can give a name: \,. 
Ferd. How well he's read, to reafon again reading,” 
Dum, Proceeded well, to ſtop all'g proceeding, 
Long He weeds the Corn;and ſtill lets grow the weeding. 
Bir. The Spring is near, when Green. Geeſe are | a 

breeding. , 

Dun. How follows that ? 
Bir. Fit in his place and time. 


Hath this been proclaimed & 
Long. Four dayes agas. 
Bir. Let's ſee the penalty. 
Oa pain of loſing ker'tengue: 
Who devis'd this penalty ? 
Lon. Marry that did I: 
Bir. Sweet and why ? ; 
Lozg. To fright them hencewith that dread penalvy v | 
A darigerous Law afaidft gentility./ | 
Item, If any \man be ſeen to talk witha" woman 


deviſe. C4 
Bir. This article my Liege your ſelf muſt break; 
For well you know here comes in Em F 
The French Kings daughter, with. your {elf to ſpeak y 
A Maid of Grace-and:compleat Maj: fty , 
About furrendet up of Aqiitein | 
To her decrepit;Gick; and bed-rid/Father: 
Therefore this Article is made in vain , 
Or vainly comes the admired Princels hither; 
Fird: What ſity you Lords?: - +, 
Why, this was quite forgot. 
Bir.: So ſtudy evermore is dverſhot, 
While it doth ſtudy to havewhat'ir would, 
It doth forget'to do the thing it thould:: 
And when it hath the thing it hunteth moſt, 
'Tis won as Towns'with fire'; {o' wong fo toffs 
Ferd. We mutr of focre diipence'with this 
She muſt lighere on meer neceſhhiy, —+ + 
Bir. Necellity wi'l make vs. all forfwworn / 43 
Three thouſand times within this three years ſpacey"”* 
Fot:every man with his affe&s is/borag!. 1 on ak 


j 


- 
- * 


If 1 break faith, this word ſhall break tor-me, + +4 
| am forſworn on meer eg bas 26 01 3 . 
So to the Laws at large | write my 'name, 

Stahds in attainder'of eternal ſhame; 1 
Suggeſtions are to«6thers as 20 meg) + ee | 
Bur I believe [ ſeem-fo'loch ,- $043 <a \3% 
l am the laſt that wil laſt keep his oaths be,0 II.) ! 
But. is there go-quick recreation:granted 2+ + bw 


" | 


S 3. * _ 


Not by might, maſterdd, but by ſpecial grace, 4 4p l 


And he that breaky them in the traftgegree, 30 | 


Ferd Aythat there is; our Court = 
With a"tfonceited Traveller of $ | {2 B4aB al 
-m2n'in all che: wor | 24 ut 

That hath a mint: of phraſes in his brain's 

One,whom the mufick of his own vain tonguey | 
Doth raviſh like inchatting harmonys + | ung wn 
A man ofcompli whomTight and wrong. S 
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Have choſe as umplre of their mu 


_—_——_— 


— —— _  ——— 


— _————— 
et. 


0 OO OI 


FP \ ak wm 
— 


you know ivhaumed | 


F 


in the term--of :-three- ;years j/ be ſhall (endure Huch |” 
publick ſhame as -ther'reft ; of- rhe: Court ial pallthy | | 


" 
Ferd. How well this yielding reſcues thee from ſhame] "" 
Bir. Item, That no woman ſhall come within-a wile & 
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Love's Labour s loft 


——_— 


"This child of fancy, that Armado hight, 

For interim to ory ſtu ics, hall relate , 5 

[n high-born words the worth of many a Knight : 

From tavny Spainloſt in the worlds debate. 

How vou delight, my Lords, | know not, I. 

But I protef}, l love to hear him lie , 

And 1 will uſ: him for my Miniftrelſte. 

| Bir. Armadois a moſt iſuſtrious wight, 

A man of fire-new words, fafhions own Knight, 
Ling. Coſtard the ſwain, and he,ſball be our iport 3 

And fo to ſtudy, three years bur, thorr. 


SEERML [| 
Exter 4 cont 


with Coſtars with a Letter. 
Kings ' 
Conſt, Which is the Baa” own perſon. 
Bir. This fellow; what would'it ? | 
Con. | my ſelf reprehend his own perſon, for Iam his: 
Graces Tharborough : But I wouldſce his own perfon in 
fleſh and blood. 
Bir. This is he- 
Con. Signjor Arme, Arme commends you. 
There's villany abroad; this letter will tell you more. 
Clow. - Sir, the contemps thereof are as touching 


_ 


| 


—_—— 


e. 
Ferd, A Letter from the magnificent Armads. 
Bir . How low focyer the matter, [ hope in God for 


high words. a un | 
Long. A high hope for a low hewwes'7 God grant us pa- 
tiences 


Bir. To hear, or forbear hearing.” 

Long. T'o h:ar meck ly fir, and to laugh moderately , 
or to torbear both, 4 71 

Bir. Well fir, be it as the ſtile ſhall give us cauſe-t6+ 


(low. T he matter is towe, fir, as concerning. Faquenet ta. 
The manner of it is, I'was taken with-rhe Manner. 
| Bir. ln what manner ? 

Clow. In manner and form, following , fir, all thoſe 
three. 1 was ſcen with her in the Mannor houſe, fitting” 
with her” upon the Form , and taken toliowing her into 
the Park j which put rogether, is in. manner and form 
following. Now fir, for the Manner :-;1s the manner 
of a man to ſpeak to a Woman 3 for che Form, in'ſome 
form. ' 244 
Bir. For the foilowingy fir. 
| Clow. As it ſhall follow in my correQtion ;, and God 
defend the right. | up 7; 
| Ferd. Will you hear: this Letter with attention ? 

! Bir. As we would hear: :an' Oracle! © 7 
}; Clew. Such is the Gimplicity of man':to hearken aſter 
he ficſh. 


erd. 5 \Reat Deputy, the -Welkins Vicegerent, and ſole 
\ I dowinator of Navargemy ſouls earths God , and 
toys foſtring Patron t——— 
; Coſt. Not a word of Coſtard yet. 
Ferg, $8 it Is, ——————— 


Cf. It may be ſo; but if he ſay it is ſo, he is in tel- 
ling true: but fo, Jo ot 

Ferd. Peagt ———* 

Clow. Be to me, and every man that dares not 

Ferd, Nowords,._: 

Clow. Of other mens ſecrets,] beſeech you. 

Ferd. $0 it is, beſieged. with ſable coloured melancholy , 
I did commend the black, oppreſſing bum-ur:10 the moſt 
wholeſome Phyſick. of, ' thy bealth-grving ' aro And as | 
| am 4 Gentleman, betook, my \ſelf to walk :' the time When? 


Geht. 


peck, and men fit down to that nouriſhment which 3s cal- 
led Supper : So much for the time when, Now for' the. 
ground Which ?: which 1 mean; 1 walks upon, 'it is ycleptd, 
Thy Park. Then for the place Where; | where, ] mean, 
did incountey  thet obſcene; and mofi 'prepoſterous event 
that draweth from my :{ſnaw-white' Pen 'the Ebon-coloured 
[ Ink, which= berey thou vieweſt, beholdejt, ſarveyeſt, or | 


pr ys 


| grows melancholy ? 


about the ſix thhowr, When beaſts maſs griff , birds beſt | 


ſeeſt, But to the place Where it ſkandity North, V; 
Eaſt and byVEft from the Weſt corner if thy » 
knotted Garden, There did I ſee that low ſpirired 
that baſe Minow of thy mirth—( Clown. Me * ) thy 
lettered ſmall knowing ſouly{ Clow Mz? ) that {ally 
vaſſak{ Clow. Still me ? ) which, as 1 remember, kiobt To. 
ſtard, ( Clow,  O me?) ſorted an4 conſorted contrary 
eſtabliſhed protlaimed Edift and Continent Catton : 
with 0 withrbut with this I paſſion to ſay wher with. 

C/own, With a Wench. 

Fcrd. With a child of car Grandmither Eve, a female; 
or , for thy more underſtanding, a woman j him, I ( as mye . 
ver eſteemed duty pricks me on ) bave ſent to the, to ve- 


Anthony Qull, s ma#. of good repate, carriage, bearing , | 
and eftimation, | 
Ant. Me, an't ſhall plezfe you ? I am Arrhbony Dull. 
Ferd, For Fequenetta (' ſo 35 the weaker veſſel called ) 


£5 4 weſſel; of thy Laws fury, and ſhall at the leaſt if thy | 


of devoted and beart-burning heat of duty, 


Don AdrianoOde Armado. | 


that ever I heard. | 
tr ay beſt for the worſt. But ficra; What fay you 
to this - 

Clonn. Sir I confeſs the Wench. 

Ferd, Did you hear the Proclamation ? 

Clown. I do confels much of the hearing it, but little | 
of the marking of it. . | 
» Ferd. It was proclaimed a years impriſonment to be 
taken with a Wench, 


Damoſel. 

Ferd. Well, it was proclaimed Damoſel. 

Clo. This was no damoſel neither, fir, ſhe waza Virgin. 
Ferd, Ic is {6 varied too, for it was procl.imed Virgin. 


Clown, If it were, I deny her Virgini:y: 1 was taken 
| with a Maid, | 


Ferd. This Maid wilt not ferve your turn fr. 
Clown, This Maid will ſerve my turn fir, 


Ferd, Sir, will pronounce yeur ſentence: You (hull | 
faſt a week with Branand W. ter. 


Porridge. | 
Ferd. And Don Armudo ſhall be your Keeper, 

| My Lord Biron, (ee him deliver'd ore, | 

And gowe Eords to put in praQtice that 

Which each to other hath fo Rrongty (worn. [Exexnt, 
Bir. PlUlay my head to any good mans Hat, 

Thcls oaths and Laws will prove an idle ſcorn. 

Sirraz come on. 

| Clown. 1 ſuffer for the truth fir : ſor true it is, 1 was: 

taken with Jaquenetta, and Faquenetta is a- true Girl; ! 


and therefore welcome the ſowgr cop of proſperity ;, affli- 
Qtion may one day fmile again, and untjll, then Gr porn 


ſorrow. (__/c H AYmdados 
Entey Awake ts, and Moth bis Page. 
Brag. Boy, What ſignis it when a man of great ſpirit 


Boy. A great ſign fir, that he will look ſad. 

Brag. Why ſadneſs is one and the ſelf-fame thing , 
dear lmp. "ks | 
Boy. No, no, © Lord fir, no. * AR 
Brag. -How canft thou part ſadneſs and melancholy, | 
my tender Fuvenal? U 


[weet notice, bring ber to trial, Thine in all complements | 


Bir. This is not fo well as I looked for, but the be | 


Clown. I was taten with none, fir, I was taken with a | 


10 


ceive the meed of puniſhment by the ſweet Graces Officer 


which | apprehended with the aforeſaid ſwain, | keep ber | 


Clown. I had rather pray a Month with Mutton ang: | 


'L Þ &/ 


f 


Boy. By a familia demonſtration of the working, wy | 
tough Signior, : | 
Brag. Why tough Signiog? Why tough Signiot ? 
 Boy.. Why tender Tuvenf? Why tender 7uvenal ! 
Brag. Iſpoke it tender 7uvend, as a congruent epithe- 


ton, appertaining to thy young Jayes, which we May no- 
minate tender; | 


ile 


_—_. 
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Boy. | 
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| 
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| 
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), Boy. He ſpeaks the.clean contrary, 
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Love s Labour s loſt. 


Bop. And1 rough Signior, as an appertinent title to 
your old time, which we may name tough; 
ray. Pretty and apt. : 

= How « Ar you fir I pretty and my ſaying apt ? 
orl apt, and my ſaying pretty ? 

Brag. Thou pretty, becauſe little. 

Boy: Little pretty , becauſe little ; wherefore apt ? 

Brag. And therefore apt, becauſe quick. 

Boy. Speak you this in my praiſe, Maſter ? 

Brag. In thy condign praiſe. 

Boy. I will praiſe an Ecle with the ſame praile, 

Brag. What ?that an Ecleis ingenious ? 

Boy. That an Eele is quick . 

Brag. I do tay thou art quick in anſwers, Thou 
heat'ſt my blood. 

Boy. 1 am anſwer'd fir, 

Brag. I love not to be croſt, * 

crolles love "9g ng: 

Brag. | have promis'd to ſtudy ; years with the 

Boy. You may do it in an hour fir. 

Brag. |mpollible. 

Boy. How many is one thrice told ? 

Brag- | am ill at reckoning, it fits the ſpirit of a Tapſter. 

Boy. You are a Gentlfhan and a Gamefterfe. 

Brag. 1 confeſs both, they are both the varniſh of 
a compleat man. 

Boy. Then Iam ſure you know how much the groſs 
ſum of dcuEfce amounts to. 

Brag. It doth amount to one more than two. 

Boy. Which the baſe vulgar call three, Brs, True. 

Boy. Why, ir is this ſuch a piece of ſtudy ? Now here's 
three tudied, ere you'l] thrice wink; and how eaſie it is 
to pur vears tothe word three, and tudy three years in 
ewo words, the dancing-horſe will tell you. 

Brag. A moſt fine figure. : Cao 

Boy. To prove you a Cypher. As 1&e. 

Brag. | will hereupon confeſs ] am in love; and as 
itis baſe for a Souldier to loyvez fo am I in love with a 
baſe Wench. If drawing my ſword againſt the humour 


I 13 | 

Brag. Sweet invocation of a 
pathetical/ 

Boy, If ſhe be made of white and red, 

Her faults will ne're be known; 

For bluſhing checks by faults are bred, 
And fears by pale whiteſhown ; 

Then if ſhe fear, or be to&blame, 

By this you ſhall not know, 

For till her cheeks poſſeſs the ſame, 
Which native ſhe doth owe. 

A Cangerous xime, Maſter, againſt the reaſon of white 
and red, - | 
Brag. Is there not a balle& boy, of the King an4 the 

beggar ? 

Boy. The world was very guilty of ſuch a balles, ſome 
three ages ſince, but I think now *cis not to be found; or 
if it were, it would neither ſerve for the writing, nor the 
tune. 

Brag. I will have that fubjet newly writ o're, that 1 
may example my digreſſion by ſome mighty preſidear, 
Boy, 1 do love that Countrey Girl that I tock in the 
Park With the”tational Hind Coftard; ſhe Cdeſerves 
well —— 

Boy. To.be whip'd; and yet a better Love Fhan my 
Maſter, 9 e4 &2 ey - Age 
Brag, Sing, boy, my ſpirit grows heavy in love- 

Boy. And that's great marvel, loving a light Wench. 
Brag. I fay ſing. 


Boy. Forbearztill this company be paſt. 
: a; cemde | } 
, Enter Clown. Conſtable, and Wench. 


child, moſt pretty and 


Mun 4 

Conſt, Sir, the Dukes pleaſure is, that you keep Cotard 
ſafe, and you muſt let him take no delight, nor no pen- | 
nancey bur he muſt faſt three dayes a week : for this 
Damſel, I muſt keep her at the Park, ſhe is allow'd fer 
the Day-woman. Fare you well. Exit. 

Brag, I do betray my ſelf with bluſhing : Maid, 

Maid. Man. 


of affetion ,, wouldg deliver me from the reprobate 
thought of it, I would take Defire priſoner, and ranſome 
him to any French Courtier for a new devis'd ceurtgfic. 
| think ſcorn to ſigh, me thinks 1 ſhould out-ſwear 
Cupid. Comfort me boys What great men have been in 
love ? | ; 
Boy. Hercules, Maſter. / 
Brag. Moft ſweet Hercules * more authority dear 
boy, .pame more \ and ſweet my child, let them be men 
of good repute and carriage. / 
Boy. Sampſon, Maſter, he was a man of good carriage 
great chrriage 5 for he carried the Town Gates on his 
back like a Porter y and he was in love. , 
Brag. O well-knit Sewpſon, ſtrong-joynted Sampſon | 


' I do excel thee in my Rapicr, as much as thou didit me 


in marying Gates. 1 am in love too, Who was Sampſor's 
Love-my dear Moth ? 

Boy. A woman, Maſter. 

Brag. Of what complexion ? 

Boy. Of all the four, or the three, or the two, or one 
of the four. 

Brag. Tell me preciſely of what complexion ? 

Boy. Of, the Sea-water Green, (ir. 

Brag. Is that one of the four complexions? 

Boy. As I have read fir, and the beſt of them too. 

Brag. Green indeed is the colour of Lovers : but to 
have a Love of that colour, me thinks Sewpſon had ſmall 
reaſon for it. He ſurely afteRed her for her wit. 

Bry. It was ſo,(ir, for ſhe had a green wit: 

Brag. My Love is moſt immaculate white and red: 

Boy, Moſt gmamaculate thoughts Maſter, are mask'd 
under ſuch colours; | 

Brag. Define, define, well educated infant. 

Boy. My Fathers wit, and my Mothers tongue aſſiſt 
me. 


P 


Brig. 1 will vifit thee at the Lodge. 

AMaid. That's here by, / 

Brag. I know where it is fituate. 

Maid. Lord how wiſe you are. 

Brag. I will tell thee wonders. 

Maid. With that face ? 

Brag. Ilove thee. 

Maid. Sol heard you ay. 

Brag. And fo farewell, } | 

Maid. Fair weather after you; | 

ome 7aquenetts, aWay-. Exeunt. 

Brag. Villain thou ſhalt faſt for thy offences ere thou 
be pardoned. | 

Clo. Well fir, I hope when do it, I ſhall do it on 
a full Romack. ; | 

Y. Thou ſhalt de BY puniſhld, o low 

0. I am more bound to you than your Ellows  f 

they are bur lightly rewarded. ? PL 

Cor. Take away this Villain, ſhut him up, 

Boy. Come, you tranſgreſſing flave, away, | 
on Let me not be pent up, fir, I will be faſt being | 
looſe, £2 

as No, fir, that were fat and looſe ; thou ſhalt to 
priton. 
Clow. Well, ifever I do ſee the merry dayes of deſo- 
lation that I have ſeen, ſome ſhall ſee. 

Boy. What ſhall ſome ſee ? , i 

Clow, Nay, nothing, Maſter Afoth, but what they; || 


words, and therefore t will ſay nothing 5 1 thank God, 1, 
have as little patience 'as another man, 'and* therefore 1 
can bequiet. d Mo %. i lack. Ex 
Brag. I do affeft the very ground ( which is bale ). 
{nur her ſhose ( which is bater ) guided” by her ' foor 
| ( which is baſcſt) doth a ſhall be forſwornFwhich 

2 . 
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look upon. It is not for prifoners to be filent in their || g 
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| When ſhe did ſtarve the general world: beſide, 


| Prin. Know you the man? 


IR 


Tove's Labour's loft. 


is a great argument of falſhood 3 if 1 love. And how can 
thaat be true love, which is falſly attempted ? Love is a fa- 
miliar, Love is a Devil z there is no evil Angel but 
Love, yet Sampſon was ſo tempted, and he had an excel- 
lenr ſtrength Yet was Sol-myn ſo ſcduced, and he had 
a very good wit. Cupids But-ſhaft is too hard for Her- 
cule? Club, and theretore roo much odds for a Spaniards 
Rapier: the firſt and ſecond cauſe will not ſerve my 
turn; the Paſſado he reſpes not, the Duello he regards 
not 3 his Cifgrace is to be called boy, but his glory is to 
FJobdue men. Adieu Valour, ruſt ,Rapier, be ſtill, Drcumg 
for your manager is in loge ; yea, he loveth. Aſſiſt me, 
ſome <cxtemporal Gqd of Ryime, for | am ſure | ſhall turn 
Sonnef{Deviſe /Witg Write, Pen for I am for whole vo- 
| lumes in Folio, E v1 — 


"IS 


Finss Atlus Prims. 


|g—— 


Aus Secundus. Jen ' # 


Ladies, and three Lords. 


 Boyet, Now ,M:dam ſummon up your deareſt ſpirits, 
Conſider whom the Ring your Father ſends ; 
To whom he ſends, and what's his Embaſlig. 
Your f{c}f, held precious in the worlds eſteem, 
To parice with Fol inheritour 

- Of all perfetions that a man may owe, 
Matchleſs Navarre ; the plea of no leſs weight 
Than Aquitain, a Dowry for a Queen, 

Be now as prodigal of all dear grace, 

As Natvre was in making Graces dear, 


And prodigally gave them all to you. 
Prin, Good 127 Boyet, my beauty,though but mean , 
Need not the painted flouriſh of your praiſe; 
Beauty is bought by judgement of the eye , 
Not uttered by bale ſale of Chapmens tor. gues. 
| am leſs proud to hear you tell my worth, 
Than you much willing to be counted wile, 
In ſpending thus your wit ia praiſe of mine. 

But now to task the tasker 3 good Boyer, 
You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 

Deth noyſe abroad, Navarre hath wade a vow , 
Till painful ſtudy ſhall out-wear three years, 
No woman may approach his ſilent Court ; 
Therefore to'f {eemth it a need(ul courſe, 
Before we enter his forbidden Gates , 
To know his pleaſure, and in that behalf, 
' Bold of your worthineſs, we fingle you, 

As our beſt moviog fair Sollicitor # 

Tell him the Daughter of the King of France, 
On ferious buſineſs, craving quick diſpatch, 
Importunes perſonal conference with his Grace. 
Haſt, fgnifie ſo much, , while we attend, 
| Like humble viſag'd Sutprs his high will. 


1 


The only ſoot his fair virtues gloſs, 
( If virtues glots will Rain with any ſoil,) 


Whole edge hath power to cut, whoſe will ſti! 
Prin, Some merry mocking Lord,, iv't fo ? 


Prin. Such ſhort liv'd wits do wither as 


L Sefore Fhu [&cng oFWVeva ves Dalla 
os eli Enter the Princeſs of France, with three attending 


_ 


ho are the reſt ? 
Of all, that Yigeue love, for Virtue loved. 
For he hath wit to make an ill ſhape good, 


| ſaw him atthe Duke Alarzogs orce, 
And much too little of that good I ſaw, 
ls my report to his great worthinel<. 


Was there with him, as I have heard a truth, 
Biron they call himg but a merrier man, 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 
| never ſpent an hours talk withalk 
Fi eye begets occaſion for, Wit , 

or every obje& that the one doth catch, 
The other turns to a mirth-moving jeſt, 
Which his fair tongue ( conceits Expoſitor } 
Delivers in ſuch apr and gracious words, 
That aged ears play Truant at his Tales, 
And younger hearings are quite riviſhed, 
So {weet and voluble is his diſcourle. 


That every one her own hath garniſhed, 
With ſuch bedecking ornaments of praiſe ? 
Aa. Here comes Boyet 


Enter Boyet, 
Prin, Now, now what admittance Lord? 


And he and his Competitors in oath, 
Were all addreſtto meet you gentle Lady, 
Before I came : Marry thus l+ave learnt, 
He rather means to lodge you in the field, 
Like one that comes here to beliege his Court, 
Than ſeek a diſpenſation for his oath, 
To let you enter his unpeopled houfe. 

LS ceme- N- 


Here comes Navarre. 


Prin, Fair 1 give you back again, and 
have not yet : the roof of this Court is too 
yours, .and welcome to the wide fields, too 
mine. 

Nav. You ſhall be welcome jMadam to my 


Boyer. Proud of imployment, willingly I go. | Exit 
Prin, All pride is willing pride, and yours is (o ; 
Who are the Votaricszmy oving Lords, that are Vow- 
fellows with this virtuous Duke ? [2 "i | 


Lor. Longevitkis one. 
Zan, | knew him Madam at a Marriage Feaſt, 
Between I*Perigort, and the beauteous heir 
-Of 7 «ques Faulconbridge (olemnized. 
In Normandy ſaw I this Lorgavilly / 
A wan of Severin parts he is cfteem'd : 
| Well fitted in the Arts, glorious in arms: 
[Nothing becomes himill that he would well, 


. Your Ladyſhip is ignofant what it 
Prin, Were my 


*Tis deadly fin to keep that oathmy Lord, 
And fin to break it « 

But pardon mel am too ſudden bold; 

To teach a Teacher ill beſeemeth me; 
Vouchlafe toread the purpote ofmy coming, 
And {uddenly reſolve me in my ſuit. 

Nav. Madam, I will, if ſuddenly I may. 
Prin, You will the ſooner that] were away, 


For you'l/prove perjur'd if you make me ſtay. 


Is a ſharp wit match'd with too blunt a will ; 
It ſhould none ſpare that come within his powe 


L #d. 1. They ſay fo moſt, that moſt his humours know: 


2b 4: The young Dumain, a well accompliſt'4 youth, 
Moſt power, to do met harm, leaſt knowing ill ; 


aud ſhape to win grace, though he had no wit. 


Roſa. Another of thele Students at that time. 


Prin, God bleſs my Ladies, are they all in love $ 


Boyet. Navarre had notice of your fair approach ; 


Enter Navar, Longavile, Dumain, and Birons, & 1 


Nav, Fair Princeſs,welcome to the Court of Alavary 


Pris, 1 will be welcome then: Condua me thither: 
Na. Here me dear Lady, 1 have ſworn an oath, 

Prin, Our Lady help my Lord, hell be forſworr. 
Nav, Not for the world, fair Madam, by my will. 
Prin. Why, will ſhall break ifwill » and nothing elſe. 


ord ſo, his ignorance were wiſe, 
Where now his knowledge muſt prove ignorance. 
I hear your Grace hath ſworn out Houſe-keeping: 


[ w Is, 
"ch &, 


they grow. 


welcome 1 
high to be 
baſe ito be 


Covrt. 


_— 


| 


A 
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Love £c labour 's bf. 


Q—— 


Bir. Did not 1 dance with you in Erabant once ? 

R ofa. Did not | danceiwith you in Brabant once ? 

Bir, I know you did. = 
R ofa. How necdleſs was it then toask the queſtion * 
Bir. You muſt not be ſo quick. : 

R of. * Tis long of you that ſpur me with ſuchquettions. 
Bir. Your wit's too hot, it ſpeeds too faſt ,*twill tire. 
Roſa, Not till it leave the Rider in the mire. 

Bir. What time a day ? 

Roſa. The hour that fools ſhould ask. 

Bir. Now fair befall your mask. 

Roſa. Fair falls. the face it covers, 

Bir. And {end you many lovers/ 

Roſa. Amen, ſo you be none! 

Bir. Nay then will I be gone. 

Fer. Madam, your father here doth intimate 

The payment of a hundred thouſand Crowns, 

Being but th* one half of an intire ſum, 

Disburſed by my father in his wars. 

But ſay that he, or we, as neither have 

Receiv'd that ſum 3 yet there remains unpaid ; 

A hundred thouſand more ; in ſurety of wkeayhich, 
One part of Aquitain is bound to us, 

Although not valued to the moncys worth: 

If then the King your father will reſtore 

But that one halt which is unſatisfied, 


We will give up our right in Aquitain, 


And hold fair friendſhip with his Majeſty : 


But that it {ſeems he little purpoſeth, 

For here he doth demznd tro have repaid,.. 

An hundred thouſand Crowns, and notdemands 
One payment of an hundred thouſand Crowns, 
To have his title live in Aquitainy 

Which we much rather had depart withall, 


And have the money by our father lent, 
Then Aquitain, ſo geelded as itis. 
Dear Princeſs, were not his requeſts fo far 
From reaſons yielding, your fair ſelf ſhould make 
yielding *gainſt ſome reaſon in my breſt, 
And go wcll (atisfied to France again, 
Pria. You do the King my Father too much wrong, 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 
In ſo unſceming to confels receit 
Of tha* which hath ſo faithfully been paid» 

Fer, I do proteſt I never heard oft, 
And if you prove it, PlErepay it back 
Or vield up Aquitazn. 

Prin. We arreſt your word : 
Boyer, you can produce acquittances 
For ſuch a ſum, from ſpecial Officers, 
Of Charles his Father. 

Fer. Satisfie me {0. 

Koyet. So pleaſe your Grace, the packet is not come. 
Where that and other ſpecialties are bound 
To morrow you ſhall have a fight of them 

Fer, It ſhall ſuſhceme z zt ,which enterview, 
All liberal reaſon wevtd 1,yield unto : 
M:an time, receive {uch welcome at my hand, 
As Honor, without breach of Honor may 
Make tender of, to thy true worthineſs, 
You may not come fair Princeſs in my gates, 
But here without you ſhall be to receiv'd, 
As you ſhall deem your {elf lodg'd in my heart, 
Though fo Ceni'd farther harbour in my houle : 
Your own good thoughts excuſe me, and farewel; 
To morrow we ſhall viſit you again, 


Boy, Lady, | will commend you to my own heart- 
La: koT, Pay you do my commendcations, 
| would be glad to ſee it. . £ 
Boy. I would you heard it igron; EXE 
4. Ro.1s the foul icK'* 
| Boy. Sick at the heart- 


mn 


IF. 
fy the hearts till rhetorick, diſcloſed with cyes ) 


Prin. Sweet health and fair defires conſort your grace, 
Fer. Thy own wiſh, wiſh I thee, in every plice. Exis. 


La. Ro. Alack let it blood. 
Boy. Would that do it good? . 


| 


La. Ro. My Phyſick ayes 1. 

Boy. Will you prick's with your eye, 
La. Ro, No poynt , with my knife. 
Boy. Now God fave thy life, 

Le. Ro. And yours from long living 
Bir. I cannot ſtay thanksgiving. 


— 


$4 —___-EmorDumin; 


Dum. Sir, I pray you a word : what Lady is that ſame? 
Boy. The heir of Alanſon, Roſaline her name. | 
Dum. A gallant Lady;Mounfieur fare you well. Ext, 


—_ — A__—_ — 
” 


Long. 1 beſeech you_a word; what is ſhe. in «be white} 

oy. A woman {0fnetimes, if you ſaw her in the light. 
Long. Perchance light in the light : 1 deſire her name 
Boy. She hath but one for her ſelf, ps 

To defire that were a ſhame. Om ts) 

Lon. Pray you fir, whoſe daughter ? 
Boy. Her mothers, | have. heard. 
Lox. Gods bleſſing a your beard- | 
Boy. Good. fir be not offended, 
els an heir of Faulzonbridfe. 
Lovg. Nay my-ehollewmircnoce : 
She is a moſt ſweet Lady. = 
_ Bey. Not unlike racket maybe. [_Zxit Long: 
nter Biron. 
Bir. What's her name in the Cap ? 
Boy, Katherine by good hap. 
Ber, Is ſhe wedded, or no 
Boy. To her will fir, or fo. . 
Ber. You are welcome fir, adieu. 
Boy. Farewel to me fir, and welcome to you. Ex. }- 
La. Ma. That laſt is Biron, the merry mad-cap Lord. 
Not a word with him, but a jeſt. 
Boy. And every jeſt but a word. . _. | 
» Pri. It was well done of you to take him at his word. 
Boy. I was as willing to grapple, as he was to boord. 
Lad. Ma. Two hot Sheeps marry ; 

And wherefore not Ships ? ( lips. | | 
Boy. No ſheep( ſweet Lamb) unleſs we feed on your 
Le. You ſheep and I paſture ; ſhall that finiſh the jeſt 2: 
Boy. So you grant paſture for me. | 
La. Not ſo gentle beaft. 

My Lips are no Common, though ſeveral they be. 

Boy. Belonging to whom ? 
La. To my fortunes and me. 
Pris. Good wits will be jangling, but gentles agree; 
This civil war of wits were much better uted 
On Naver and his book-men, for here *tis abuſed. 
m ation which very teldome lyecs 


—— 


—_— 


OTIS 


Deceive me_not Nava is infected. 

Boy. With that which we Lovers intitle affeed; 

Prin Your reaſon. 

Boy. Why all his behaviours do make their retire} 
To the court of his eye, peeping thorough {defire. 
His heart like an Agot with your princ impreſled, | 
Proud with his form, in his eye pride expreſſed : 
His tongue all impatient to ſpeak and not fee, 
Did ſtumble with haſt in his eye-ſfight to be. 

All ſenſes to that ſence did make their repair 

To feel only looking on faireſt of fair : 

Me thought all his ſenſes were lock'd in his eye, | 
As Jewels in Criftal for ſome Prince to buy : ( glaft. 
Who tendring their: own worth from whence they were 
Did point out to buy them along as you paſt. | 
His faces own margent did coat ſuch amazes, 
That alt eyes faw his eyes inchanted with gazes. 
Ple give you Aquitaiz,and all that is his, 


| And you give him for my hes but one loving kiſs: 
3 


—_— 


cs, 


MF Led. No. 
Boy What then, do you fre ? 


! 
| 


: 
[ 
i 
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Love's Labour s loft. 


A, 


Prin. Come to our Pavillion, Foyet is diſpoſed. 

Boy. But to ſpeak that in words , which his eye, hath 
[ only have made a mouth of his eye, (diiclos'd, 
39 adding a tongae, which I know will not lye. 


=] nouart an od Love-mnonger, and Ipea 
Skitifully. 
Lad. 1a. He is Cnpids Grandfather, and learns news 
of him. 


Lad. 2. Then was Venus like her mother, for her fa- 
th-r i> but grim, | 
Foy. Do you hear my mad Wenches ? 
No 


Lad. 2,Ayour way to be gone. 


Boy. Yo are too hard for me. Exeunt omnes., 


te 


ops 7 ertia, 


P ex kk. 
Enter Braggart, and Boy. 
Song. 
Brag. Warble child, make paſſionate my fenſe of 
hearing. p 


By. Concolinelk- V Un aa 

Brag. Swect Ayer , go tenderneſs of years ; take 
this Key, give inlareginent to the ſwain, bring him fe- 
ſtinafly hither : | muſtemploy him in a letter to my Love, 

Boy. Will you win your love with a French braul ? 

Brag. How meanRt thou, brauling in French ? 

Boy. No my compleat maſter, but to Lg8 off a tune 
at, the tongues end, canary/fo It with"thg; cet, humour 


it with turning up your eye; figh a note and ſinganote, 


- [fometimes through” the throat : if you fwallowed love 


with fioging , lovefſometimesthrough the noſe, as if you 
ſnutt vp love by {mclling love , with your hat penthouſe- 


{like o're the ſhop of your eyes 3 with your arms croſt on 


your thinbeily doublet ( like a Rabbet on a ſpitz) or your 
hands in your pocket, like a wan after the old painting 5 
and kcep not too long in one tune, but a ſnip and away: 
thele areZcomplettients , theſe are humours , theſe betray 
nice wenches thit would be betrayed without theſe ,and 
make them men of note {90 you note meÞ-that moſt are 
affecd to theſe 3 

Brag. Hew hit thou purchaſdd this experience ? 

Boy. Ey my rendf obſcrvation. 

Brag. gut Q, but Q. a) 

By. The Hobby-horlſe is forgot. - 3 

Brag. Caliit thou my love Hobby-horſe. 

Boy. No Maſter, the Hobby-horlſe is but a Colt , and 
your Love perhaps, a Hackney: 
But have you forgot your Love? 

Brag. A\moſt | had. 

Boy. Neglizent Rudent/ learn her by heart. 

Rrag. By heart, and in heart boy. - 

Boy. And out of heart Maſter : all thoſe three I will 
prove. 

Brag. What wilt thou prove? 6k ol- 

Boy. A man, if I live (and this) by, in, and, without , 
upon the inſtant : by heart you love her, becauſe your 
heart cannot come by her ; in heart you love her, becauſe 
your heart is in love with her : and out of heart you loye 
her, bcing out of heart that you cannot enj3y her. 
Brag.I am all theſe three, 
Foy. And three times as much more; and yet nothing 
at all. 
Brag. Fetch hither the Swain, he muſt carry me a 
(jetter, 

Foy. A meſſage well ſympathiz'd, a Horſe to heembaſl- 
{ador for an Als. _ 7, 

Brag. Ha, ha, What ſayeſt thou ? 

Boy. Marry fir, you muſt ſend the Afs upon the Horſe, 
for he is very ſlow gated -: but I go. 

Erag. The way is but ſhort, away. 


_— 


| 


Poy. As\wift as Lead fir, 

Brag. Thy meaning pretty ingenious / 
metal heavy, dul', and flow ? 

Boy. Minime honeſt Maſter, or rather ,Maftcr,no. 

Brag. | lay Lead is ow, 

Boy. You are tog {wift, fir,to lay ſo. 
Is that Lead flow;which is fir'd from a Gun? 

Brag. Sweet ſaſbak of Rhetorick,/ 
H- reputes me a Cannon; and the Bullet, that's he : 
[| ſhoot thee at the Swaz 

Boy. Thump then, and 1 iy. : 


15 not Lead a 


Exit. 


By thy favour ſweet Welkin,1 muſt Ggh in thy face. 
Moſt rude melanchotty, Valour gives thetplacc- 


My Herald isreturr'd, Hee T9; 
Enter Page, and Clown. 


— — _——— 


[ —_—_ A wonder Maſter, here's a (oſtard broken in 
in, 
| Arm, Some Enigma, ſome riddle, no Lenvoy be- 
gin. 

Clow. No egma, no riddle, *no Lenvoy , no ſalve, in 
the male fir. O fir, Plantan, a plain Plantan : no Lenvoy, 
no Lenvvy, or ſalve fir, but Plantan. 

eArm, By vertue thou inforceſt laughter, thy filly 
thought, my ſpleen, the heaving ofmy lungs provokes me 
to ridiculous ſmiling : O pardon me my ftars, doth the 
inconſiderate take ſalve for Lenwoy, and the world Len- 
voy for a ſalve ? 


Fag. Do the wile think them other, is not Lenwoy 
a ſalve, ( plain 

Arm. No Page, it is an epilogue or diſcourſe to make 
Some obſcure precedence that hath tofore been fain. 
Now. will I begin your moral, and do you follow with 
myLenvoy. 

The Fox, the Ape, and the humble-bee, 

Were ſtill at odds, being but three. 

Page. Until the Gooſe came out of door, 

Staying the odds by adding four. 

A good Lenvoy, ending in the Gooſe : would you der 
fire more ? ( flat 

Clow. The Boy hath ſold him a bargain, a Gooſe, that's 
Siry your penny-Worthis good, and your Gooſe be fat. 
To fell a bargain well is as cunning as faſt as looſe : 
Let me fee a fat Lenvoy, | that's a fat Gooſe. 

Arma- Come hither, come hither : 
How did this argument begin ? 

Boy, By ſaying that a Coſfard was broken in a ſhin. 
Then call*d you for a Lenvy, 

Clow. True, and | for a Plantan : 

Thus came your argument in : 
Then the boys fat Leny, the Gooſe that you bought, 
And he ended the marker. 

Arma. But tell me: How was there a Coftard broken 
ina ſhin? 

Pag, I will tell you ſenſibly, 

Clow. Thou haſt no feeling of it Moth, 

I will ſpeak that Lenv y. 
| Coſtard running out, that was ſafely within, 
Fell over the threſhold, and broke my ſhin, 

Arm, We will talk no more of this matter, 

Clow. Till there be more matter in the ſhin, 

Arm. \irra Coſtard, | will inſranchiſe thee, 

(low, O, marry me to one Francis, I ſmell ſome Len- 
voy, tome Goole in this. 

Arm. By wy ſweet ſoul, I mean, ſetting thee at liber- 
ty. Enfreedoming thy perſon ; thou wert immured , re- 
ſtrained, captivated, bound. | 

Clow. True, true, and now you will be my purgation 


| 


Brag. A moſt acute Jovera' Getuvte znd free of grace 3” 


Pc LN: Þ 


4 


| 


— 


and let me looſe. _—— ee 
—Arm.T give thee thy liberty, ſet thee from durance, and 
in licu thereof , impoſe on thee nothing, but this : Bear 
this ſignificant to the countrey Maid Faquenetts : there 

g ! 


—_ OO—_ 


_— ——— 


— — _ CE —— 


is| 


. | don. I will 


——— 


—_— 


Love s Labour s loſt. 


ps 
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is remuneration, for the beſt ward of mine honots is re 
warding my depenCants. Moth, follow. A Exu, 
Pap. Like the tequel I, Eeah 
cignior Coſtard adieu. bk OG 
Clo, My {weet ounce of mans fleſh, my in-cony-Jewe 
Now will 1 look to his remuneration. . 
Remuneration, O, that's the Latin "_ for —_ 
:nos : Three farthings remuneration, What's the price 
of ehis yncle Ry Fi ive you aremuneration: Why ? 
It carries ite.remuneration { Why J It is a fairer name than 
a French-Crown. 1 will neyer buy and fell out of this 


word. \/SCEME NI. 


Enter Bir ons, 


Bir. O my good knave Coſtard, exceedingly well met. 
Clow. Pray you fir, How much Carnation Ribbon may 
a man buy for a remuneration ? 
Bir. What is a remuneration ? 
Coft. Marry, fir, half penny farthing. 
Bir. O, Why then three farthings worth of filk. 
Cob. 1 thank your worſhip, God be w} you. 
Bir. O ſtay, ſlave, I muſt employ thee : 
As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave, 
Do one thing for me that Lſhall intreat. 
Clew. When would you have it done fir ? 
Bir. O this after-noog. 
Clew, Well, 1 will do it, fir : Fare you well. 
Bir, O, thou knoweft not what it is, 
Clow. I ſhall know, fir when | have done it. 
Bir. Why villain, thou muſt know it firſt- 
Clew, 1 will come to your worſhip to morrow morning. 
Bir. It muſt be done this aſter. noon, | 
Hark ſlave, it is but this: 
The Princeſs comes to hunt here in the Park : 
And in her train there is a gentle Lady; 
When tongues ſpeak ſweetly then they name her name, 
And Roſalne they call herz ask for her j 
And to her white hand ſee thoudo commend 
This ſeal'd up counſel. Therc's thy guerdon ; go. 
Clow. Guexdon, O ſweet Guerdon,/ better than remu- 
neration, eidenpenc farting better ; moſt {weet guer- 
it ſir in print : guerdon;-remuneration. 
Exu#, 
Bir. O! and I forſoothyin love, 
| that have been loves whip 3 
A very beadle to orous ſigh : A Critick ; 
Nay, a night-watch Conſtable. 
A domineering pedant o're the boy, 
Than who no mortal {o magnificent: 
This wimplee, whining, purblind wajward boy, 
This ſigni? FunioEgiant dwarf, dei Cupid, 


Regent of Love-rimes, Lord of folded arms, 
Ttranointed foveſgign of lighs and groans: 
| Liege of all loyterers, and malecontents : 
Dread Prince of Plackets, King of Codpteces; 
Sole Fmperator, and great general | 
Of trotting Parators ( O my little 24 ): 
And I to be a Corporal of his fteld, { 
And wear his colours rh a1 umb?rs hoop ! 
What? I love! L fue £1 Teek a wife, 
A woman, thatis like German Clock, 
Still a repairing : ever out of frame, 
And never going aright, being but a Watch : 
But being watch'd, that it may ll go right, 
Nay to be perjur'd, which is worſt of all: / 
And among three, to love the worſt of all, 
A whitely wanton witha velvet brow, | 
With two pitch balls ſtuck in her face for cyes, 
and by heaven, one that will do the deed, A 
ho Argus were her Eunuch and her guard 
And to ligh for her ! to watch for her ! 
To pray for her, go to : it is a plague 


That we mu ſtand and play the murtherer in ? 
|. For. upen the edgevt yonder Coppice, 
I 


; where ye U may make the faireſt ſhoot. 
P7in, 1 thank my beauty, I amTair that Thoof, 


| Only for praiſe {:ke, when they ſtrive to be 


OF his Almighty, dread!ul, little might. 
Well, 1 will love, write, ſigh, pray, tue and groan, | 
Some men mult love my Lady, and tome Joan, 


—_— 
i 


Atlus Quartus. CIALIS 
APaviltorn ws, bhe Fork naar hes 


Enter the Princeſs, 4 F, orefler, her Ladier, 
and her Lords. 


Prin. Was that the King that ſpur*d his horſe ſo hard, 
Againſt the ſteep upriſing of the hill ? 

Boy. 1 know not, but I think it was not he. 

Prin. VVho e're Hh a mounting min e 
VVell Lords, to day we ſhall have our dilpatch, 
On Saturday we will return to France, 
Then Forseſter,my friend, YVhere is the Buſh 


Ext he 


Pa lat 


And thereupon thou ſpeal:*ﬀt the faireſt ſhoot. 
For. Pardon me, for 1 meant not ſo. | | 
Prix. VVhat, what ? Firſt praiſe me, then again ſay no- 


For. Yes Madan, fair, | 

Prin. Nay, never paint me now, _ . 
Where fair is not, praiſe cannot mend the brow, . 
Here ( good my glafs ) take this for telling true 
Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 

For. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit 

Prin. See, ſee, my beavty will beſav'd by merit: 
O hereſie in fair, fic tor theſe days, | 
A giving hand tho foul ſhall have the praiſe, 
Bur come, the bow : Now mercy goes to kill, 


O ſharr-liv'd pride. Not fair ? alack for wo. 


And ſhooting well, is then accounted ill. 

Thus will I fave my credit in the ſhoot, 

Not wounding pity would not let me do't: 

If wounding, then it was to ſhew my «kill, 

That more for praiſe than purpoſe meant to kill. 

And out of queſtion, fo it is ſometimes. 

Glory grows guilty of deteſted crimes, | 

When tor Fames ſake to praiſe an outward part, 

VVe bend to that, the working of the heatt. 

As I for praiſe alone now feck to (pill | | 

The poor Dears blood, that my heart means no ill. 
Boy, Do not curſt wives hold that ſclf-ſoveraignty 


On 


Lords ore their Lords ? 
Prin. Only for praiſe, and praiſe we may afford, 
To any Lady that ſubdues a Lord. 


Enter Clown. 


Boy. Here comes a member of the common-wealth, 


ow od dig-you-den all, pray you which is the Head 
Lady ? 


Prin. Thou ſhalt know her, fellow, by the reſt that have 


no heads. 
Clo. VVhich is the greateſt Lady, the higheſt ? 
Prin. The thickeft, and the talleſt; 
Clo. The thickeſt, and the talleft ; it is ſo,truth is truth, 
And your waſt Miftris, were as ſlender as my wit, 
One a theſe maids girdles for yout waſte ſhould be fit. 
Are not you the chief woman ? You are the thickeſt here. | 


ow. ti nave a . , 
To one Lady Roſaline, 
Prin, O thy letter, thy letter : He's a good friend. of | 


Stand afide good bearer. (mine-} 


mn 


That C»pid will impoſe for my negleR \ 


——— ———_ — 


Bceak up this Capons 


Boyer. Y ou can carve, f Py 
1. 4 LL 
P. 4a anger: 
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en _ 


Boy. | am bound to {erve. 
This L*tter is miſtook : it importeth none here ; 
it is writ to 7aquenett a. 
Prin. We will read it, I ſwear. 
reak the neck of the wax, and every one give Car. 


E 


Boyet reads, 


Y heaven, that thou art fair, is moſt infallible ; true 
that rhou art beauteous : truth itſelf, that thou , art 
lovely ; more fairer than fair, beautiful than b:autzous, 
rrocr than truthit ſelf ; have commiſeration on thy hcroical 
Vaſſsl. The,magnanimous and moſt illuſtrate Ring Co- 
phetua ſet eye upon the pernicious and indubitate Beggar 
Zenelophon 5, and he it was that might rightly ſay, Yer, 
vids, vici, YVhichto anatomize in the vulgar,(O baſe and 
oblcute yulgargvidilicer,he came,ſaw and overcame;he came 
one;{es two, overcame three: Who came? the Ring. VVhy 
did hecome ? to ſee. Why did he ſee ? to overcome. To 
whom came he ? to the beggar. What ſaw he ? the beg- 
ger. Who overcame he ? the b*gger, The concluſion is 
victory On whoſe ſide? the Kings ;, the captive 1s 1n- 
rich'd 3 Oa whoſe ſide ? the beggars. The cataſtrophe is 
a Nuptial: On whoſe ſide? - the Kings : no,on bothin one, 
or one in both: Iam the King, ( for ſo ſtands the com- 
pariſon ) thou the beggar, for to witneſſeth thy Towlineſs. 
Shall I command thy loye? I may; Shall 1 enforce thy 
love? 1 could. Shall I entreat thy love ? I will, What 
ſhalt thou exchange for rags ? Robes : for tittles ? titles : 
for thy ſelf, me ? Thus expeRing thy reply, I prophane 
my lips on thy foot, my eyes on thy piRure, and my heart 
on thy every part : 


| Thine in the deareſt d-ſign of induſtry, 
Don Adriar@de Armado: 


Thus doft thou hear the Nemean Lion roar, 
*Gainſt thee thou Lamb, that ſtandeſt as his prey : 
| Submiſſive fall his princely feet before, 
And heggyom forrage will incline to play: 
Butif thou ftrive ( poor ſoul ) what art thou then? 
Food for hisrage, repaſture for his den. 


Prin. VVhat plume of feather is he that indited this 


hear better ? | 
Boy. 1 am much deceived, but L remember the tile. 
Prin. Elſe your memory is bad, going o're it c're while, 


E- Boy. This Armado is a Spaniard that keeps here in court, 
a pac A Phantaſme, a 


—_ - and one that makes ſport 
To the Prince and his Book-marcs. . 


Prin. Thou fellow, a word. 
Who gave thee this letter ? 

Clo. I told you, my Lord. 

Prin, To whom ſhould'ſt thou pive it ? 

Clow. From my Lord tomy Lady. 

Prin. From which Lord to which Lady ? 
| Clow. F:om my Lord Berown, a good maſter of mine, 
To a Lidy of France that he called Roſaline. 


Here ſweet, put up this, *twill be thine another day, 


Boy. Who is the Tooter 7 who is the ſhooter? 
R ofa. Shall I reach you to know? 
| Bey. 1 my continent of beauty. 
Roſa. Why ſhe that bears the Bow. Finely put off. 
Bey. My Lady goes to kill horns,j}but if thou marry, 
Hang me by the neck; if horns that year miſcarry, 
{ Finely put on, 
Reſa. Well then, I am the ſhooter. 
| Boy. And who is your Dear ? 
Roſa. It we chooſe by horns; your f{clf come not near, 
Fincly put on indeed. 


at the brow, 

Boy. But ſhe her («lf is hit lower : 

Have | hit her now. 

Roſa. Shall Icome upon thee with an old ſaying, that 
Was a man when Ring Pippin of France was a little boy, 
as touching the hit it. 

Boy. So | may anſwer thee with one as old, that was wo- 
man when Queen Guinover of Brittain was alitile wench 
as touChing the hit it. 

Roſa. Thou cant not hit it, hit it, hit it. 

Thou canſt not hitit my good man. 

Boy. I cannot, cannot, cannot: 

And l cannot another can. 

Clo. By my troth moſt plezſint, how both Cid fit it. 

Mar. A mark marvellous weil ſhot, fur they both 

did hit it. 

Boy. - _ O mark but that mark : a mark ſays my 

ady. 

Let themark havea prick in't, to meet at, if it may be. 
Mar. Wide ith bow hand, ?faith your hand js out. 
Clo. yy a'muſt ſhoot nearer, or hcl ne*ce hit the 

clout. 


Exu. 


Boy. And if my hand be out, then belike your hand is| 


in. 
Clo. Then will ſhe get the upſhot by cleaving the 


Pin. 
Mar. a come, you talk greaſfily, your lips grow 
oul. 
Cls. She's too hard for you at pricks, ſir, challenge her 
to bowl. 
Boy. I fear too much rubbing, good night my good 
Owl. 


(lo. By my ſoul a Swain, a moſt ſimple Clown. 
Lord, Lord ! how the Ladics and i have put him down. 
O my troth moſt ſweet jeſts, moſt incony vulgar wit, 
Whea it _ {o ſmoothly off, ſo obſcenely, asit were, ſo 
t. 
Armado ath to ſide, O a moſt dainty man. 
To ſee him walk before-a Lady, and to bear her Fan. 
To fee him kiſs his hand, and how moſt ſweetly a will 
{wear : 
And his Page at other fide, that handful of wit, 
Ah heavens, it is a moſt pathetica! nit. 


\ Letter ? What vain? What Weathercock ? D:d YOU __—_—— 


Frin, Thou haſt miſtaken his letter. Come Lords away. | 


Sowla, Sowla. Exeunt. 


- 
w_ - T- 


- . b "11 4 , 1 . vl 
bart. You ſtill wrangle with her, Beyer and ſhe Rrikes| |Þ. 


—. A. Ht. 4 —_— 


Shout within. 


CEHRD TI. | 
Enter Dull. Holofernes, the Pedant, and Nathaniel. 


mony of a good conſcience. 

Ped. The Dear was ( as you know) ſanguis in blood, 
ripe as a Pomwater, who now hangeth like a Jewel in the 
ear of Celo the sky , the welkin ;the heaven, and anon fal- 
leth like a Crab en the face of Terra, the ſoil, the land 
the carth. 

Curat. Nath. Truly Maſter Holofernes, the epithetes are 
ſ{weetly varied like a ſcholar at the leaft : but fir 1 aſſure 
ye, it was a Buck of the firſt head. 

Hol. Sir Nathaniel, baud credo. - 

Dil. *Twas not a haxd credo, "twas a Pricket. 

Hol, Moſt barbarous intimation: yet a kind of Aolt- 
Luation, as it were in via, in way of explication Facere : as 
it were replicationyor rather oftentare, to ſhow as it were 
his inclination after his undreſſed, unpoliſhed, uneducated, 
unpruned, unttained, or rather unlettered, or rathereſt un- 
confirmed faſhion, to inſert again my haud credo for al 
Deer: 

Dal. I ſaid the Deer was not a haud credo, 'twas a 
rearket. * 

Hot. Twice fod ſimplicity, bis coftus ; O thou monſter 

ignorance, how deformed doeſt thou look ? 

Nath: Sir he hath never fed on the dainties that are 
bred in a book. 


Nath. Very reverent ſport truly, and done in the teſti- | 


* He 
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He hath not eat paper as it were 3 Nath. Maſter Parſon, quaſi perſon And if one ſho 
He hath not drunk ink. : be perft, Which is the one ? ribe 
His intelle& is not repleniſhed, he is only an animal, only | Clow, Marry Maſter Schovlmaſter , he that is likeft to \. 
Gnſible in the duller parts ; and ſuch barren plants are fet | a hogſhead, rm He 
before us, that we thankful ſhould be ; which we talte;] Math. Of perfing a Hogſhead, a good clufter of conceit 
and feeling, are for thoſe parts that do truRtifie in us more| in a turph of Earth, fire enough for a Flint, Pearl enotgh 


a. 


than he. ; fora Swine : *tis pretty, it is well. 
For as it would ill become me to be vain, indiſcreet, or a : 2 arſon be io Þ read me this 
fool ; Letter ; it was given me by Coſtard, and fent me from I 
Go were there a patch ſet on Learning, to ſee himin a | Don Armatho. | beſeech you read it, / Wo lkes m4 reel] bo k. 
School. Þ | 
But omne bene fay I, being of an old Fathers mind, Sath. Fauſte precor gelida, quando , ptcus env ſob 
Many can brook the weather, that love not the wind. umbra, ruminat, and fo torth. Ah good old Mant#an, | 


Dul. You two are book-men ; Can you tell by your | may ſpeak of ghee as the traveller doth of .Venice, ene (O- 
wit, What was a month old at Caixs birth, that's not five | chs, ve +; qui 11 te videys non” tt deb Ola Man "n=" 
weeks old as yet ? A "NM | [euan, old Mantnan. Who underſtandeth thee noty w? 7* 

Hol. Di; #l#"Foodman Dull, DilNffeme- goodman | /o! Iz mifa. Under. pardon fir, What are the contents ? 


Dal. or rather as Horace ſaigs in his What ! my ſoulyerles, 
Dull What is diiqnna? /at Het: Ayfiry and very learned. 
Nath. A title to"Phabe, to Luna, to the Moon, (ol : Ler me hear a ſtaff, a Ranza, a verſe, Lige 
Hol. The Moon was a month old when e4dam was no domine, 
more. icore.| It Love make me forſworn, how ſhall I ſwear to love? 


And wrought not to five-weeks when he came to five- | Ah, neyer faith could hold, if not to beauty vowld, 
Tr alluſion holds in the Exchange. , Though to my ſelf forſworn, ts thee 1 faithfuly prove. 
Dull. 'Tis true indeed, the Collufion holds in the Ex-| Thoſe —_ to me were Oakes, to thee like Ofiers | 
change. wed, : 

Hel God comfort thy capacity, I ſay the alluſion holds| Study his byas leaves, and makes his book thine eyes, 

in the Exchange. VVhere all thgſe pleaſures live,- that art” would compre- 
Dull. And | ſay the pollulfon holds in the Exchange ; hend: 6 

for the Moon is never but a month old ; and I fay belide | If knowledg be the mark, to know thee ſhall ſuffice, 
that, *twas a Pricket that the Princeſs kilP'd. VVell learned is that tongue, that well can theecommend, 
Hol. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal | All ignorant that ſoul, that ſees thee without wonder: 
Epitaph ony the, death of the Dejr, and to humour | Which is to me ſome'praiſc, that 1 thy parts admite z 

the ignorant, 2 the Degf, the Princeſs kill'd a Pric- | Thy eye, Foves lightning "bears , thy voice Sis dreadful 


ket. thunder. 
Nath. Perge good Maſter Holofernes, perge, fo it ſhall | Which not to anger bent, is muſick, and ſweet fire. 
pleaſe you to abrogate ſcurrilfity. Celeſtial as thou art,Oh pardon love, this wrong, 
Hol. | will ſomething effe& the Letter, for it argues fa- | That ſings heavens praile, withefach'a earthly tongue. 
cility. {ol . Pere. You find not the apoſtrFþhes , and fo mis the 
accent. Let me ſuperviſe the . COMPZO RO. 
The praiſefull Princeſs pierc'd ond prikt- | Se Here are only. numbers ratified ; "but for the 
4 pretty pleaſing pricker. elegancy, facility, and golden cadence of poefie carer : 0 
Some ſay a Sore, but not 4 ſore, vidius Naſo. wes the man. And why itideed "Naſo ; but 
till now made ſore with ſhooting for {melling 6ut . the .odorjferous» flowers of fancy ? the 
The Dogs did yell, put & to Sore, jerks of inyention .imitarÞ/ is nothing *' $0! doth the 
then Sorel tes Thicket ; ; Hound his maſter , the Ape his keeper}, the ryred Horſe 
Or Pricket-ſore, or elſe Sorell, his rider ; But Damoſetle Virgin , Wis this direed to 
the people fall a booting. Rh you ? 4114 9 ot * , 
If Sore be ſore, then 64 to wed | | Jaque Air, from ong Mounſiedr Browne, one of the/ 
makes fifty ſores,O ſorell ; range Qultens Lords... 5 WLILE 1 
Of one ſore I an hundred make Hal- ®avh. | will overglance' the ſuperſcript: © I. 
by adding but one more L; To the ſnow:white hand of the moſt brauteens Lady, Ro-\. 
J ſaline. 1 will look again on the intelle& of the Letter, for} 
Nath. A rare talent: the nomination of the party' writtes{to che'perfon written] 
Dl. 1f a talent be a claw, look how he claws him with} «nto. nt 18) 0 ,2n-3hO) Io "4 


a talent. | Tour Ladiſhips in all deſired: nt , Birone! 

Nath. This is a gift that I have ſimple y ſimple; a fooliſh = - p Y BAER" woag inf 

extravagant ſpirit, full of * forms, hgures, ſhapes, objes, | Pore-Sirdfoloforncey this BAÞNG is one-0f the Votiries f - 

Ideas, apprehenſions, motions, revolutions. Thele are be-| with the King , and here he hath framed a Letter to a ſe- | 

got in the yentricle of memory, nouriſhc.in the womb of | quent of --the ftranger Queens ; —_— y, orf | 
£m 


primater, and delivered. upon the mellowing of occaſion ; | by the way of progreſſion , hat 2'Frip / | 
but the gift is good in thoſe in whom it is acute, and | am go my ſweet; deliver this Paper into'thie':hand of He | 
thankful for it. King, it may concern much 5; ſtay! aot'thy-eomplement; I | | 
_ Hol. Sir, Ipraiſe the Lord for you, and ſo may my Pa-| forgive thy duty ; adieu, Sat ft 27% | 
riſhioners, for their Sons are well tutor*d by you, and| Afaid Good Coſtard;go' withme - | -10! 4 
; ' , / 


their Daughters profit very greatly*under you; you are a| Sir God ſave your life. Wy 

good member of the common-wealth. ot. Have with thee my girl; - | Fx. 
Nath. M: bemewle, If their Sons be ingenuous, they } YUdebs Sir you have done/this in the fear of God' very | 

{hall want no inſtruRtion 3 If their Daughters be cpable, | religiouſly: and as a certain father faith ———— ba 

[ will putit to them. But Fir ſapit, 4% paxca loquitur, a | Ped. Sir tell- not me of rhe father; I do fear" 'conlours- 


foul Feminine (aluteth us. - ; ble colours. But to return 'r6 the: Verles, did they pleaſe 
: </ane- you Sir Nathaniel ? 'J 
Enter Faquenetta and the Clown Nath. Marvellons well for the Pen f 21502 1; 


ll ————_ 


| Taque, God give'you good morrow Mafter Parſon, pt + Pocke: | do dine to day at the fathers of a certain Pu-f 
is | | pi 


————— 
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Pl of njine , where if ( being repaſt ) it ſhall pleaſz you to 
gratific the table with a grace, I will on my priviledge] 
have with the parents of the forelaid Child and Pupil, 
undertake your born venuto, where Iwill prove thoſe 
Verſes to be very unlearned , neither ſavoguring of Poe- 
try, Wit of Invention, 1 bcfeech your Society. 

Nath. And thank you too : for lociety ( faith the text) 
is the happinels of lite. 

Peda. And certes the text moſt infallibly concludes it. 
zir 1 Co invite you too, you ſhall not ſay me nay : Paxca 

verba. 

| Away , the gentles are at their game , and we will toour 
recreation, 


nt” IV 


Enter Biron with a Paper in bis band, alone: 


Exennt, 


Biro. The King heis hunting the Dezr. 
| am courſing my elf. 

They have pitcht a Toyl, I am toyling in @-pitch ; 
pitch that dehles4 defile, a foul word : Well, ſet thee 


[, and I the fool : Well proved wit. By the Lord this 
Love is as mad as Ajax, it kills ſheep , it kills me, I a 
(heep : Well proved: again 4, Jny fide. 1 will not love ; 
if I do, hang me : Yfath | wilt noe. O but her eye: by 
this light » but for her eye, | would not love hee ; yes, for 
her toKFiec eyes. Well, | do nothing in the world but lye 
and 4ye in my throat. By heaven 1 _ and it hath 
taught me to Rime, and tobe mallicholty : and here is 
part of my Rint , and here-+my malſcholly, Wel}, ſhe 
hath one Sonnets already ;-the Clown bore it , the 
Fool ſent it, and the Lady hath. it: ſweet Clown, ſweet- 
er Fool, ſweeteſt Lady. By the world, I would not care 
apin, if theother #hree were-in.” Here comes one with a 
paper, God give him grace t9 groan. 
He ſtands aſide. 
Kirg. Ay me. y-: 4 =, 4 / 

B:r. Shot by ond» pr iweet Cupid, thou haſt 
thumpt him with: thy bird olt under the left pap :. in faith 
{ccrets- Fr.” M ; NF 
King. So {wget a kils the golden Sun gives not, Read 
To thoie freſh poraing drops upon the Roſe, 

As thy eye-beagms when their freſh Rayes heve (mote 
'The night of dew that: on my cheeks down flows» 
Nor ſhines the fiver Moon. one half fo bright, 
Through the trapſparent boſame of the deep , 
Asdoth my facerhrough tears of mine give light 1: 
Noo ſhin't inevery tear that I do weep, 


' The K ing entreth. 


'drop, but as's- Coach: doth carry thee,. 
So rideſt thou triumphing in my woe. 
{ Do but behold the tears that-fiwell in me, | 
And' they thy: gloxy through: my grief will ſhew:; 
= donot loye;thy fſelf,, then-thou wilt keep 

y tears for glaſſes; and till make me weep. / 
1O Queen-of Queens, how far doſt thou excel, 

No thoughtcan thipk, nor: tongue of mortal tell 

= ſhall ſhe know my griefs 3 I1£ drop the paper: 
weet leayes ſhade folly. Who.is he comes here ? 


Enter Lengaville; : - * The King ſteps afide. 
What ! Longaviideand reading : liſten ear, 

Bir. Now anthy/ likeneſs -one more fool appcars: 
' Long. Ay-108, ham forſmorn. | 
. Bir. Why he comes in like a perjurtdy wearing papers. 
| : In love I hope, ſweet fellowſhip in ſhame. 


£ Bir. One drunkard loves another of the name. 

Lon. Am 1 the firſt that have been-perjur*d ſo? ( know, 
Bir, I could. put theg; in- comfort : not by two, that | 

Thou makeſt the riv SSIItheForner cap of ſociety, 

The ſhape of bay that - hangs up ſiwplicity. 
Lon. | fear theſe lubborn lines lack power to move: * 

O iweet Maria, Empreſs of my love, 

Theſe numbers will 1 tear; and write in proſe. 


pen 


_ —_ —_ 


down ſorrow ; for {o they fay the fool ſaid, and fo lay | 


Bir. O Ritmes-are guards on wanton Crpids hoſes 
Disfigure hot his ſhop, | 
Lon. This ſame ſhall go. He reads the Sonnet. 
, Did not the heavenly Rhetorick of thine eye 
' Gainſt mhom the world cannot hild argument ) 
Perſwade my bear: to this falſe perjury ? 
V ows for thee broke deſerve not puniſhment: 
A woman I forſwore, but 1 will prove, 
Thou.tting a Goddeſs, I forſwore not thee, 
My V ow was earthy, thou a heavenly Love. 
Thy grace bring gain'd, eures all diſgrace in me, 
Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is 3 
Then thou fair Sun, which en my carth doſt ſhine, 
Exbal'ſt this vaprur-vow,; in thee it is : 
If broken then, it is n» fault of mint 
If by me broke, what fool is not ſo wiſe, 
To loſe anoath, to win a Paradiſe? 4 
Bzy- 'This is the liver vein, which makes fleſh a deity g 
A green Gooſe, a Goddeſs; pure, pure Idolatry. 
God amend us, God amend, we are much out o'th* way. 


_—_ 


Enter Dumaing. 
Lon. By whom ſhall I ſend this! ( Company ? ) Stay. 
Bir. All hid, all hid, an old infant play; 
Like a demy God, here fit I in the sky; 
And wretched fools ſecrets heed(ully o'ce eye. 
More Sacks to the Mill ! O heavens I have my wiſh, 
Dumain transform'd 3 four Woodcocks in a diſh, 
Dum. O moſt divirie Kate. 4 * 
Boro. O moſt prophane coxcomb- T4000 
Dum. By heaven thg wpnder of a mortal eye. 
Bir. By earth ſhe 28 corpora there you lye. }Ast 
Dwn. Her amber hairs for fowl ha&FAmber coted. 
'Bir. An Amber coloured Raven was well noted, { AS! 
Dum. As upright as the Cedar. - 
Bzr. Stoop | ſay, her ſhoulder is with child; IA J W1 
Duw. As fair as day. 
Bir m_ caps, but then no 
. O that I had my wiſh? 
Long. And I had mine. : Is / Ax 
Kin, And mine too, good Lord. 
Bir, Amen, ſo Thad mine. Is not that a good word 7 
Dum, I would forget her, but a Fewver ſhe 
Reigns in my blood, and will remembred be. 
Bir. A Feaver in your blood! why then inciſion 
Would let her out in Sawcers, ſweet miſpriſton, JArd 
Dum, Once more IITread the Ode that I have wat, 
Bir, Once more I'Emark how Love can vary Wike: 
_— LI 
Dumain reads lys Sonnet. 4.4 62S 


On 4 day, alack the day ' , "i 
Love, whoſe Month iz evergs May, \ 
Spyſd a bloſſoms piſſing fair, F 
Playing in the wanton air : 

Through the Velvet leaves, the wind,, 

All unſeen, can paſſage find, 
That the Lover ſich to death, 

Wiſh'd himſelf the heavens Weeth: 

Air, ( quoth be) thy cheeks #6 blow, 

Air, would Imight triumph fo.' 

But alack my hand is ſworn, 

Ne're,to pluck th:e from thy throne ; 

Vow alack for youth unmet,” 

Youth ſo apt to pluck a ſweet. 

Do not call it ſin in me, , 

That I am for [pygyn for thee. | P 
Thouyfor whom, ove would ſwear; 

Juno but an Ethiopewere, 

Lind d:ny bimſelf for Jove, 

Turning mortal for thy Love, 


This will I ſend, and ſomething elſe more plain 
That ſhall expreſs my. true-loves faſting pain; 


ſun muſt ſhine: [4 | 


Ve 


O would the King, Biron,and Loygavilty 
; * 
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Were Lovers too ill rocxample ill, Zaque. | beleech your Grace let this Letter be read, | 
Would from my fore-head wipe a perjur'd note : Our ſon miſdoudtsit : it was treaſon he ſaid. 
For none offend, where all alike do dote. * Kin. Birons, read it over. "He reads the Liiter. 


on: Dumain, thy Love is far from charity, Where hadft thou it ? 
rh in Loves grief Aer ſt ſociety : | lo rum for @ Taque. Of Coftard. | 
You way look pale, but I ſhould bluſh I know, Kin. V Vhere hadſt thou it ? 
To be o're-heard, and tzken napping lo. Coſt. Ot Dun eAdramadjo, Dun Adramadio. 
King. Come ſir, you bluſh as his, your caſe is ſuch, lea Kim. How now, what BEar—gGU ? why doſt thou tear 


You chide at him, offending twice as much, 1 it ? h 
You do not love Maria, Longavildg. Bir. A toy my Liege, a toy : your grace needs not 
| Did never Sonner for her ſake compile; fear it. | | 
Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart Long. It did move him to paſſion, and therefore ler. 
His loving boſome, to keep down his heart? hear it. : - 
af cloſely ſhrowded in this buſh Dum. It is Birones Writing, and here is his name. | 
And markt you both, and for you both did bluſh, Bir. Ah you whoreſon loggerhead, you' were born to 
[ heard your guilty Rimes, obſerv'd your faſhion; do me ſhame. | 
Saw ſighs reck from you, noted well your paſſion. Bir. Guilty my Lord, guilty : I confeſs, I confeſs. 
Ay me, ſayes one ! O Zope, the other cries | K ing. What ? | | 
Her hairs were Gold, Cryſtal the others eyes. Bir. That you three fools, lackt me fool, to make up 
You would for Paradiſe break faith and troth, the meſs. TY 
And Fove for your Love would infrioge an oath, He, he, and you: and you my Liege, and1, . | 
What will Zirone ſay when that he ſhall hear Are pick-purſes in Love, and we deſerve to dye. 
A faith infringed, which ſuch zeal did ſwear ? O diſmiſs this audience, and I ſhall tell you more. 
How will he ſcorn ? how will he ſpend his wit ? Dam. Now the number is even. | 
flow will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it ? =_ True, true, we are four : will theſe Turtles be 
IFor all the wealth that ever 1 did ſce, gone ! Lo | 
[ would not have him know ſo much by me:/p,, Kin, Hence firs away.” Ex. Gos.v fa q 
Bir. Now ftep I forth to whip hypocrihie. for rey 4. Clo. Walk aſide the true folk, and let the traytors ftay | ; 
Ah good my Liege, I pray thee pardon me. | Bir. Sweet Lords, ſweet Lovers, O let us imbrace ; ; 
Good heart, What gracc haft thou thus to reprove As true we are as fleſh and blood can be. 
Theſe worms for loving, that arEmoſt in love ? The Sea will ebb and flow, heaven will ſhew his face : 
Your eyes do make no — your tears, Young blood doth not obey anold decrec. 
There is no certain Princeſs that appears; =” cannot crols the cauſe why we were born :; | 
e You'll not be perjur'd, *cis a hateful thing ; herefore of all hands muſt we be forſwern. 
Tuſh, none but Minftrels like of Sonnetting. King. What did theſe rent lines ſhew ſome love of 
But are you not aſham'd ? nay, 'are you not thive ? | Roſa'me, 
, All three of you, to be thus much ore ſhot ? Bir. Did they, quoth you? Who ſees the heavenly , 
/# | You found his Motlg,the King your Motdid ſee : That (like a rude and ſavage man of Inde) 
But I a Beam do find in each ot three. At the firſt opening ofhe gorgeous Eaſt, = | 
Q,what a Scene of fool'ry have I ſeen, Bows not his vallal head, and firucken blind, 
Of ſighs, of groans, of forrow; and of teen | Kiſſes the baſe ground with obedient breaſt ? 
0 me, with what ſtri& patience have I ſat, | V Vhat peremprocy Eaglc-ſighted eye 
Toſec a King transformed to a Gnat ? Dates look upon the heaven of her brow: 
To fee great Herenles whipping a Gigge, Thar is not blinded by her Majeſty ? | 
And profound Solomon tuning a Jrgge ? Kin, What zeal, what fury hath inſpir'd thee now 2 
And Neſtor play at pulh-pin with the boy@s, ; My Love (her Miftri) is a gracious Moon, 
| And Critick Tynon laugh at idle toyes. She ( an attending Star ) ſcarce teen alight. 
bo Where lies thy grief? O tell me good Daman, B;r. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Biroze, 
And gentle Longavilk, where legs thy pain ? O but for my Love, day would turn to night, 
And where my Lieges ? all about the breaſt. Of all complexions the cull'd loverfignty, 
A Candle hoa ! | Do meet as at a Fairjn her Fair cheek; 
Kin, Too bitter is thy jeſt, Where ſeveral Worthies make one dignity, 
Are we betrayed thus to thy over-view ? Where nothing wants, that want it felfdoth ſeek. 
Bir. Not you by me, but | betrayed to you: Lend me th? flouriſh of all gentle tongues,” 
[that am honeſt, I that hold it ſin Fie painted Rhetorick, O ſhe needsit not; 
Tobreak the vow | am engaged in. To things of tale, a ſellers praiſe belongs : 
l am betray'd by keeping company She paſſes praile, then praiſe too ſhort doth blot. 
With ike mcn of ſtrange inconſtancy. A withered Hermite, hve ſcore winters worn, 
When ſhaſ you ſee me write a thing in riwe ? Might ſhake off fiſty, looking in hcr eye : 
Or groan for Foqn? or ſpend a minutes time Beauty doth varniſh 4 ge, as if new born, 
[n pruning me ? when ſhall you hear that 1 will praiſe a | And gives the Crutch the Cradles infancy. 
hand, a foot , a face, an eye} a gate,a tt e, a brow, a | O'tis the Sun that maketh all things ſhine: 
breaſt, a waſt, a leg, a limb ? Kin, By heaven, thy Love is black as Ebony. 
Kin. Soft, whicher away fo faſt ? Bir. |s Ebony like her ? O word divine ? 
Atrue man, or a thief, that gallop: ſo.) A Wife of fuch Wood were fclicity. 
Bir, 1 poſt from Love, good Lover, let me go. O who can give an oath ? where is a bock ? 
Enter Faquenetta, and Clown. That I may ſwear beauty doth beauty lack, 
Jaque. God blets the king./ [f that ſhe learn not of her eye to look: 
Kin. What Preſent haſt thou there ? No face is fair that js not full ſo black; 
Clo, Some certain treaſon. . Kin. O paradox, black as the b of hell, 
Kin. What makes treaſon here'> The hue of Dungeons, and the Oc fNight : 
Clo. Nay it makes nothing fir. And beauties creſt becomes the heavens well. 
Kin, If it mar nothing neither, 4, Bir, Devils ſooneſt tempt reſembling ſpirits of Light 


| | he treaſon and'you go in Peace, toget er. ©, if in black wy Ladies brow be deckrt, / 
| 
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It movrn, that painting and uſurpith hair 
Should raviſh doters with falſe aſpe&t : 
And therefore is ſhe born to mike black fair- 
Her favour turns the faſhion of the dayes, 
For native Blood is counted painting now : 
And theretore red that would avoid diſpraiſe, 
Paints its ſelf "black; to imtate her brow. 


Bir, Your Miſtrefics dare never come inTrain, 


For fear their Colours ſhould be waſht away. 
| Kin, *T were good yours did : for fir to tell you plain, 


Ple find a fairer face not waſht to day. 


Dum. | never knew man hold vile ſtuff fo dear. 


Bir. O if the fireets were paved with thine Eyes, 
Her feet were much tro0 dainty for ſuch tread. 


The freer ſhould ſee as ſhe walk'd over Head. 
Kin. But what of this, are we not all in Love ? 
Bir, Nothing ſo ſore, and thereby all forſworn. 


Our1oving lawful, and our faith not toro. 


Dun, Agmarry there, ſomeflattery for this evil. 
Long, O fome authority how to proceed , 


Some tricks, ſome quilfers, how jo cheat the devil. 
Dam. Some falve for Perjury. 
Bir. O ”tis more than need. 
Have at you then affeQions, men at arms; 
Conſider what you firſt did {wear unto : 
To faft, to fiudy, and toſee no Woman ; 


| Flat Treaſon *gainft the Kingly ſtate of youth. 


Say, Can you faft ? your Romacks are too young * 
And abfinence ingenders maladies. 


In thateach of you have forſworn his Book, 

Can you fill dream and pore, and thereon look ? 
For when would you, my Lord or you, or 92; 
Have found the ground of ftudigs Excellence, 
Without the Beauty of a Womans face } 

From Womens eyes this Do&trine | derive; 

They are the Ground, the Books, the Academeg,s, 
From whence doth ſpring the true Promerhean firc: 
Why, univerſal plodding, poy{ons up 

The nimble Spirits.ip the arteries; 

As motion, and long a tires 

The fi fy vigour of the Traveller. 

Now for not looking on a Womans face, 

You have in that fortworn the uſe of Eyes z 

And ſtudy too, the cauſer of your vow. 

For where is any Author in the World, 

Teaches ſuch Beauty as a Womans Ee 
Learning is but an adjun@t co our ſelf, 

And where we are, our Learving likewile is. 
Th.n when our {elves we {ee in Ladies Eyes, 

Do we not likewiſe ſee our Learning there ? 

O, we have madea Vow to ftudy, Lords, 

And in that vow we have forſworn our Books : 

For when would you (my Liege) or you, or you, 
In Leadencontemplation have found out 

Such fiery Numbers as the prompting Eyes 

Of Beauries tutors have enrich'd you with ? 
Other ſlow Arts entirely keep the brain 

And therefore finding barren praQtiſers, _ 

Scarce ſhew a harveſt of their heavy toyle. 

But Love firſtlearned in a Ladies Eyes, 

Lives not alone immured inthe brain : 

But with the motion of all Elements, 

Courles as ſwift as thought in every power, 

And giresto every power a double power, 


Bir. VIE prove her fair, or talk till Dooms-day here. 
Kin. No Devil will fright thee then ſo much as ſhe. 


Dum. O vile, then as ſhe goes, what upward lyes ? 


and where that you have vow'd to ſtudy ( Lords) | 


Dur. To look like her are Chimney-Sweepers black.” 
Lon. And ſince her time, are Colliers counted bright. 
King. And Ethiops of their ſweet complexion crack. 

Dum. Dark needs no Candles now, for Dark is light. 


Lox. Look, here*s thy love, my foot and her face ſee. 


Kin, Then lcave this chat, and good Birong now prove 


i. 


Above their fun&ions and their Offices, 

[t adds a precious ſceing to the Eye : 

A Lovers eyes will gaze an Eagle blind: 

A Lovers ear will hear the loweſt ſound, 

When the ſuſpitious head of Theft is Ropr, 

Loves feeling is more ſoft and fenfible, : 

Than'are the tendet Horns of Cockled Snayles, 

Loves Tongue proves dainty Bacchns, groſs in taſte ; 

For Valour, is not Love a Hercules ? 

Still climyng trees in the Heſperides. 

Subtil as@Sphinx, as'{weet and muſical, 

As bright Appolio's Lute, ftrung with his Hair.” 

And when Love ſpeaks, the voice of all the gocs, 

Make Heaven drowſie with the Harmony. 

Never durft Poet touch a Pen to write, 

Until his Ink were tempfed with Loves ſighs ; 

O then his Lines would raviſh lavage Ears 3 

And plant in Tyrants mild humility. 

From Womens Eyes this Do&rine I derive : 

They {parkle ſtill the right Promethean fire, 

They are the Books, the Arts, the Academes, 

That ſhew, contain, and nouriſh all the World ; 

Elſe none at all in ovghrt proves excellent » 

Then Fools you were theſe Women to forſwear: 

Or keeping what is ſworn, you will prove fools, 

For wiſdoms ſake, (a word that all men love) 

Or for Loves fake, a word that loves all men ; 

Or for Mens ſake, the Author of theſe Women, 

Or Womans ſake , by whom we men are men, 

Let us once loſe our oaths, to find our (elves 

Or elſe we loſe our ſelves, to keep oar Oaths. 

It is Religion to be thus forſworn, 

For Charity it ſelf fulfills the Law ; 

And who can fever Love from Charity ? ; 
Kin. Sairit Cupid then,” and Soldiers to the Field,/ 
Bir. Advance your ftandards, and upon them Lords ; 

Pell, mell, down with them : but be firft advig'd, 

ln confli& that you get the Sun of them. © 
Lon. Now to plain dealing, lay theſe glezes by, 

Shall we reſolve to wooe thele Girls of France, 

Kin, And win them too; therefore let us deviſe, 

Some entertainment for them at cheir Tents. 

Bir. Firſt from the Park let us conduRt them thither, 

Then homeward every man attach the hand 

Of his fair Miſtreſs ; in the Afternoon 

We will with fome ſtrange paſtime ſolace them j 

Such as the ſhortneſs of the time can ſhape; 

For Revelfs, Dances, Masks, and merry hours, 

Forerua fair Love, ſtrewing her way with Flowers. 
Kin, Away, away, no time ſhall be omitted, 

| That will be time, and may by us be fitted. 
Bir, Alond, alon&{owed Cock reap? 

And Jiftice always whirls in equal meaſure: 

Light Wenches way prove plagues to men forſworn; 

if fo, our Copper buys no better Treaſure. 


Corn, 


/ Forgot 


| Attus othil* S. Seer. N 


Enter the Pedant, Curate, and Dull. 


Ped. Satis quid ſufficit. 

Cur. Ipraile God for youyſir, your reaſons at Dinner 
have been ſharp and ſententious : pleaſant without (cur- 
rillity, witty without affeation, audacious without .im- 
pudency, learned without opinion, and ſtrange without 
— ' 8 did converſe this quondew day with 2 compani- 
on of the Kings, who,iintituled i 
_— — 'g by » nominated or called, 

lofty, 


Ped. Novi boninem tanquam te, His humour is 
his Tongue filed, his Eye am- 


his diſcourſe peremptory z 
bitious3 his Gate Miajeſtical, and his general bchaviout 
vain,] 
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vain, ridiculous, and thraſonical. He is too picked, 100 ſpruce, ro00 
affected. ro0 odd, as it were, = . only rw asI may call it. 
"%} nzular and choice Epither 

RI ag : Draws out bis Table-book, 

Ped. He draweth out the thr of his verboſity, finer than rhe 
taple of his argument. I abhor ſuch phanatical —__— in- 
ſociable and point deviſe companions, ſuch rackers of ortggraphy, 
asro ſpeak dour tine, when he ſhould ſay doubr; der,when He ſhould 
pronounce debt; qeþx , not der: he cleperh a Calf, Cauf: half, 
haut : neighbour vocatur nebour ; neigh, abreviated ne : thi is ab- 
hominable, which we would call abominable : ir infinuaterh fne of 
infamy : ue merges fon ro make frantick, lunatick. 

ura. Laus deo, bene intelligo- way 
Poda Bome borefor Ml rriſcian, a little ſoas@h, 'rwill ſerve. 
Enter Braggart, Boy. | 

Curat. Vides-ne quis venit ? Peda. Video, £9 gaudeo. 

Brag. Chirra. Peda. Quare Chirra, not Sirrah? 

Brag. Men of peace wellgncountred. 

Peda Moſt military fir, falutation. 

Boy They have been at a great feaſt of Languages,&ſtole the ſcraps. 

Cls. O they have lived long on the alms-basker of words. I marvel 
thy Maſter hath nor eaten thee for a word, for thouart nor fo long by 
the head as honorificabilitudinitatibus : Thou art caſter ſwallowed 
than a flap-dragon. Page. Peace, the peal begins. 

Braz. Monkieur, are you nor lettered ? 

Page. Yes, yes, he teaches boys the Horn-book : 

What is AÞ ſpeld backward with the horn on his head ? 
eda. Ba, pueritia with a horn added. 

- Ba moſt filly Sheep, with a horn : you hear his learning. 

Peda Quis,qui wy Conſonant ? 

Page ThelaRGt the five vowels, if you repeat them,or the fifth if I, 

Pela I will reheat them : ae, EL ———— 

Page The Sheep; the other ewo concludes it © u. 
| Brag. Now by the falt wave of the medireraneum, 2 \weer riſtch,a 

ick venew of wit, ſnip ſnap, quick and home; ir rejoiceth my itel- 
rue wir. 

Offered by a child to an old man : which is wit-old. 

'Peda Whar is the figure? Whar is the figure ? Page. Horns, 

Peda Thou diſpnteſt like an Infant | go, whip thy Gigg. 

Page Lend me your horn ro make one, and I will whip about 
your infamy wwywrerta a gigg of a Cuckolds horn. ©" vy ve 

Clown And I'had bur one penny in the world, thou ſhouldſt have 
it to buy Ginger-bread : Hold, there is the very Remuneration I had 
of thy Maſter, thou half-penny purſe of wir, thou Pidgeon-egg of 
diſcretion. Q, an& the heavens were ſo pleaſed, that thou wert bur 
my Baſtard # What a joyful father wouldft thou make me? Go to, 
thou halt ir ad dunghil, at the fingers ends, as they ſay. 

Peda Oh, I (mell falſe Latin, dunghel for unguem. 

Brag. Ar:ſ-man praambiltze,we will be ſingled trom the barbarous. 
Do you not educate youth at the Charge-houſe on the top of the 
Mountain ? Peda Or Monswarthe hill. 

Brag. At your ſweer pleaſure, for the Mountain. 

Peda I do ſans queſtion. | 

Brag. Sir, it is the Kings moſt ſweet pleaſure and affeCtion, to 
congratulate the Princeſs at her- Pavillion, in che poſter:oza of this 
day, which the rude mulrirude call rhe after-noon. 

Peda The poſterior of the day, moſt generous fir, is liable, cog- 
gruent, and meaſurable for the after-noon : the word is well cufh 
choice, ſweet, and apt, I do affure you fir, Ido affure. 

Brag. Sir, the King is a noble Gentleman, and my familiar, I do 
aſſize ye very good friend ; for what is inward berween us, let it 
paſs=TI do beſeech rhee, remember thy curteſfe-d beſeech rhee ap- 
parel thy head : and among other importunateand moſt ſerious de- 
ſigns, and of great import indeed roo>hur ler that paſs, for I muſt 
tell chee it will pleaſe his Grace (by the world) ſomerime to lean 
upon my poor ſhoulder, and with his royal finger thus dally withmy 
excrement, with my muſtachio ; bur, ſweer hearr, let that paſs. By 
the world I recount no fable, ſome certain ſpecial honours ir pleaſ- 
eth his Greatneſs to impart ro Armado a Souldier, a man of travel, 
that hath ſeen the world; bur let that paſs+rhe very all of all is-bur 
ſweer hearr, I do implore ſecrecyyythar the King would have me 
preſent the Princeſs (ſweet chuck) with ſomedelightful oftentation, 
or ſhow, or pageant, or antick, or fire-work : Now underſtanding 
thax the Curate and your ſweet ſelf are good at ſuch eruptions, and 
breaking our of mirth (as ir were) I have acquainted you 
Nal, ro the end to crave your afliſtance. 

Ped. Sir, you ſhall preſent before her the Nine Worthies. 
bofernes as concerning ſome entertainment of rime, ſome ſhow in 
the polterior of this day, to be rendred by our affiſtangat the Kings 


| 


, 


” 


| command . and this mott gallanr, Mmgyare and learned Gentleman, 


before the Princeſs : I fay none ( fir,fo preſent the Nine Worthies. 
Curate Where will you find men worthy enough to preſent them ? 
Ped. Joſify, your ſelf: his gallant gentleman Judas 
Mac abeud, this Swain ( becauſe of his great limſh or joint ) ſhall 
pals, Pompey the great, the Page, Hercules. | 


Worthies thumb he is nor ſo big as the end of his Club. 
| Ped. Shall I haveaudience? he ſhall preſent Hercules in minority: 
| his enter and exir ſhall be ſtrangling a Soake ; and I will have an 


Apology for that purpoſe. 
Pag. An excellent device: ſo if any of the audience hiſs, you may 


' My favour were as great, be witneſs this. 


rag. Pardon fir, error : he is not quantity enough for that 


_— 


cry, Well done Hercules, now thou cruſheſt the Snake ; that is the 
way ro make an offence gracious, tho few have the grace to-<wir. 
Brag. For the reſt of the Worthies ? | 
Ped. I will play three my ſelf. Pag. Thrice worthy Gentieman. 
Brag. Shall I tell you a thing ? Ped. We atrend. 
Bra.We will have,if this fadge not,anAnrique.] beſeech you follow. 
Ped. Via,g00d-man Dull, thou hatt ſpoken no word all this while. 
Dull. Nor underſtood none neither tr. 
Ped. Alonf, we will employ thee. | 
Dull. I1$ make one in a dance, or fo: or, will play on the taber 
to the Worthies, and let rhem dance the hey. « 


Ped. Moſt Dul, honeft Dul}, to our ſport away. E 3 
Enter Princeſs, and Ladies. JJ, cane Mt. "2 


Prin. Sweet hearts, we ſhall be rich ere we depart, 
If fairings come thus plentifully in. - / 
A Lady wall'd about with DiamondsZ look you, what I have from 
theyKing, . . Roſa. Magam, came nothing elſe zlong with that ? 
rim. Nothing bur this? yes, as much love in Rime, 
As would be cram'dup in a ſheer of paper, 
Wrir on both fides the leaf, margent and all, 
Thar he was fain to ſeal on Cup;ds name. 
Roſa. That was the way to make his god-head wax; 
For he hath been five thouſand years a boy. 


Kath. Agand a ſhrewd nnhappy gallow = 
Roſa. You'll ne're be friends with him, 4kild your fiſter. 
Kath He made her melancholly, fad and heavy, 


And (o ſhe died; had ſhe been light like you, 
Of ſuch a merry, nimblegftirring ſpirit, _ - 
She mighr have been a Grandam ere ſhe digd- 
And ſo may you; For a light hearr lives long; 
Roſa. What's your dark meaning mouſe of this light word? 
Kath A light condition in a beauty dark. 
Roſa. We need more light ro find your meaning our. 
Kath. You'll mar the light by raking it in ſang: 
Therefore I'{darkly end rhe argument. 
Roſ. Look what you do, you do ir ftill i'th dark. 
Kath. So do not you, for you are a light Wench. 
Ro/. Indeed I weigh nor you, and therefore light. 
Kat. You weigh menor, O,rhat's you care not for me. 
Ry/. Great reaſon; for ok care, is ſtill paſt cure. 
Prin. Well &+borh ; a ſer of wit well play#d. Fa 
But Roſaline you have a favour roo Z Who ſent it ?and what is it ? 
Roſ. I would you knew. 
And if my face were bur as fair as yours, 


Nay I have Verſes too, I thank Birone, 

The numbers true, and wete the numbring too, 

I were the faireſt goddeſs on the ground. 

I am compar'd to twenty thouſand fairies. 

O,he hath drawn my picture in his letrer. - 
Pri. Any thing like ? of. Mach in the letters,nothing inthe praiſe. 
Prin. Beaureous Ink ; a good conclution. 
Kat. Fair as a te in a Copy-book. 


My red Dominical, my golden letrer: 

O that your face were full of. Oes! | 
Prin. A pox of that jeſt, and I beſhrew all ſhrgws : 

But Katharine what was ſent ww you 


bermy & 


From ##r-Dumain ? Kath. Madam, this Gloyp 
Prin. Did he not fend you twain ? Phat & 1) þ Sea 
Kath. Yes Madam moreover, 


Some rhouſand VerſeSof 4 fairhful Lover. 
A huge tranſlation of hypocrifie, 
Vilgly compil'd, profound fimplicity. 
Mar. This, and theſe Pearls, to me ſent Longaville, 
The lerrer is roo iong by half a mile. 
Prin. I think no lefs ; Doſt thou nor wiſtr in heart 
The Chain were longer, and the lerter ſhort? 
tg I would theſe hands might never part. 
Prin. We are wiſe girls, ro mock our lovers fo. 
Roſ. They are worſe fools to purchaſe mocking fo. - 
Thar ſame Birons I'S torture ere I go. 
O that I knew he were bur in by th week 
How I would make him fawn, and beg, and ſeek, 
And wait the ſeaſon, and obſerve the rimes, ” 
And ſpenqhis prodigal wits in boorleſs rimes, 
And ſhape his ſervice all ro my behefts,* 
And make him proud ro make me with jeſts. . 
So like would I o'reſway his ſtare, prev lerk- wp 
That he ſhould be my fool, and I his fare. IX” 
Prin. None are fo ſurely caught, when they are carch'd, 
As wit turn'd fool; folly in wiſdom hatch'd, 
Hath wiſdoms warrant, and the help of School, 
And wits own grace to grace alearned Fool. 
Ro/- The blood of youth burns not in ſuch exceſs, 
As gravities revolt to wanronneſs 
Mar. Folly in fools bears nor fo ſtrange a note, 
As fool'ry inthe Wiſe, when wit doth dore: 
Since all the pawer thereof it doth apply, 
To prove by Wit, worth in hmplicity. 
L 


Sv. 


tad 


[3 mann h he h 4 
Roſ. Ware penfilf*How? ler me no die your deb, þ I 


a/Ag of D Thi 4 


oY a oo kd apa nok ohdy os He hokens w T1ty aals bel 


* 
fox Meat A# 3": 


— 


"Fo 


Enter, | 
< 2 4 


_— 
2 Lys 


k n 04s 


, 


_ 


tt ATTIC 


124 


— 
OO T— 


Jn 4M 


Enter Boyet, 

Prin. Here comes Boyer, and —— his face. 

Boy. O, I am itab'd with laughter, Where's her Grace ? 

Prin. Thy news Boyet ? Boy. Prepare, Madam, prepare. 
ArmyWencheg arm, incounters mounted are _ 
Azain{t your peace, Love doth approach, diſguis'd : 
Armed in arguments, you'll be ſurpris'd. 

Muſter your Wirs, ſtand in your own defence, 
Or hide your heads like Cowards, and flye hence. 

Prin. Saint Dennis, to Saint Cupid ; Whar are they 
| That charget their breath againit us ? Say, ſcour, ay. 

Boy. Under the cool ſhade of a Sycamore, 

I rhonght to cloſe mine eyes ſome half an hour 
When 1o to interrupt my purpos'd reſt, 

Toward that ſthadgI might behold addreft 

The King and his companions ; warily 

I itole into aneighbour thicket by, 

And over-heard, what you ſhall over-hear : 
That by and by diſguis'd they will be here. 
Their Herald is a pretty knaviſh Page, 

That well by heart hath con'd his embaſſage, 
Action and accent did they reach him there,” 
Thus muſt thou ſpeak, and thus thy body beary 
And ever and anon.they made a doubr, 

reſence majeſtical would put him our : 

For, quoth the King, an Angel ſhalt thou ſee 3 
Yet fear not thou, bur {peak audaciouſlly. 

The Boy rep/y'd, an Angel is not evil; | 

I ſhould have feard her, had ſhe been a Devil. 
With that all laugh'd, and clap'd him on the ſhoulder, 
Making the bold wag by their praiſes bolder. 

One rub'd his elbow thus, and fleer'd, and ſwore, 
A better ſpeech was never ſpoke before. 

Another with his finger, and his thumb, 

Cry'd v4, we will do't, come what will come. 
The third he caperd and cryed, All goes well: 
The fourth rucn'd on the roe, and down he fell ; 
With that they all did rumble on the ground, 
With ſuch a zealous laughter, fo profound, 

Thar in this ſpleen Te; appears, 

Tocheck their folly, paitions, ſolemn tears. 

Prin. But what, but what, come they to viſit us ? 

Boy. They do, they do; and are appareld thus, 
Like Myſcovites, or Ruſſians, ab 1 guels, 

Their pnrpoſe is ro a court, and dance, 
And every one his Love-feat will advance 
Unto his ſeveral Miſtreſs : Which rhey'll know 
By favours ſev'ral, which they did beſtow. 

Prin. And will they ſo? the Gallants ſhall be taskr 
For Ladies , we will every one be maskt: 

And not a man of them ſhall have rhe gracg 


Hold Roſaline, this Favour thou ſhalt wear, 
And then the King will court thee for his Dear j 
Hold, rake rhou this my ſweer, and give me thine; 
So ſhall Biron rake me for Roſaline. 
And change your Favours too, fo ſhall your Loves 
Woo contrary; deceiv'd by theſe removes, : 
Roſ. Come on then, wear the favours moſt in f1ghr. 
Kath. Bur'in this changing, Whar is your intent ? 
Prin. The effect of my intent is to croſs theirs 
They do ir but in mocking merriment, 
And mock for mock is onely my intent. 
Their ſeveral Counſels they unboſom ſhall 
To Loves miſtook, and ſo be mockr wirhal : 
Upon the next occaſion that we meet 
With Viſages diſplayed ro talk and greet. 
Rof. Bur ſhall we dance, if they delire us to'r ? 
Prin. No, to the dearth we will not move a foor, 
Nor to their pen'd ſpeech render we no grace : 
Bur while 'tis ſpoke, each turn away her face. 
Boy. Why that contempt will kill the keepers hearr, 
And quite divorce his memory from his part. 
Prin. Therefore I do ir, and I make no doubr, 
The reſt will ne're come in, if he be our. 
There's no ſuch ſport, as ſport by ſport orethrown ; 
$ To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own 
So ſhall we ſtay mocking intended game, 
And they well mockt, depart away with ſhame, Sound. 
Boy. The Trumpet ſounds, be maskr, the maskers come. Jeerw 


reſt of the Lordz diſouiſed. ke Muu 
Pag. All bail, the richeſt Beauties on the earth. 
- Beauties no richer than rich Taftara. 
Pap. A holy parcel of the faireſt damesjthat ever turn'd their backs 
to mortal views. The Ladies turn their back to him, 
Bir. Their eyes villain, their eyes. 
Pag. That ever turn'd their eyes to mortal views. 


Bay 


; True, out indeed. 


Pap. Out of your favours heavenly Spiritvouchſafe not to behold. 


cre UVity 


Deſpighr of ſte, to ſee a Ladies face. ( 


> q 
Enter Blackmoors with muſick,, the Boy with a ſp:ech, and the 
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B:r. Once to beholi!, rogue. 

Pas. Once to behold with your ſun beamed-C30s, mon—— 
With your ſun-beamed eyes. —— 

Band hey will not ani{wer to that Epithere, 

Yon Were belt call it Daughter-heamed eyes. 

Pag. They do nor mark me, and that brings me our, 

Bir Is this your perfectneſs ? be gone you rogue. 

Roſ. Whar wou!d theſe ftrangers ? 

Know their minds Boyer. 

If rhey do ſpeak our language, 'ris our will 
Thar ſome plain man recount their purpoſes. 
Know what they would ? 

Boy. What would you with the Princeſs ? 

Bir. Nothing bur peace; and gentle vifnacion. 

of. What would they, ſay they ? 

Boy. Nothing but peace, nd gzncle vifiration. 

Ro/. Why that they have, and bid them ſobe gone. 

Boy. Sne ſays you hare ir, and you may be gone, 

Kin. Say to her we have meaſured many miles, 
Torread a meaſure with you on the graſs. 

Boy. They ſay that they have meaſured many a mile, 
To tread a meaſure with you on this graſs, 

Ro/. It is not ſo. Ask them how many inches 
Is in one mile ? If they have meaſured many, 
The meaſure then of one is eaſily told. 

Boy. It ro :ome hither, you have meaſur'd miles, 
And many n les; the Princels bids you tel] 
How many inches doth fill up one mile ? 

Bir, Tell her we meaſure them by weary ſteps. 

Boy She hears her elf. Rof. How many weary ſteps 
Of many weary miles you have ore-gone, b 
Are numbred in the travel of one mile ? 

Bir. We number nothing that we ſpend for you, 

Our duty is fo rich, ſo infinite, 

Thar we may do ir ſtill without accompr. 
Vouchſafe to ſhew the ſunſhine of your face, 
Thar we (like ſavages) may worthip it. 

Rojſ. My face is but a moon,and clouded too, 

Kin. Blefled are clouds,, ro do as ſuch clouds do. 
Vouchſate bright Moon &p theſe thy ſtars, to ſhine, 
( Thoſe clouds removed) upon our watery eyne, 

Ro/. O vain petitioner, beg a greater matter, 
Thou now requeſts bur Moon-ſhine-in the water. 

Kin, Then in our meaſure, vouchſafe but one change; 
Thou bid{t me beg, this begging is not ſtrange, 

Ro/. Play mufick then; nay you muſt do it ſoon, * 

Not yer no dance thus change I like the moon. 
Kin. Will you not dance; How come you thus eſtranged ? 

Ref. You took the Moon at full, but now ſhe's changed, 

in, Yet (till ſhe isthe Moon, and I the Man. 

7) The muſick plays, vonchſafe ſome motion to it ; 

UrEars vouchſafe ir, Kin. Bur your legs ſhould do ir, 

Ref. Since you are ſtrangers, and come here by chance, 

We'll not be nice, rake hands, we will not dance. 

Kin Why rake you hands then ? 

Ro/. Onely to part friends. 

Currie ſweet hearts, and ſo the Meaſure ends. 

Kin. More meaſure of this meaſure; be nor nice. 

Roſ. We can afford no more at ſuch a price. 

Kzn. prize your ſelves then ; what buys your company ? 

Ro. Your abſence onely. Kin. Thar can never be. 

Ry/. Then cannot we be bought z and ſo adieu, 

Twice to your Viſor, and halt once to you, . 

Kin. If you deny to dance, ler's hold more char, 

Roſ. In private then. Kin. I am belt plead with that. 

Bir. Whire-handed Miſtr#s. one ſweet word with thee. 

Prin. Hony, and Milk, and Sugar; there is three. 

Bir. Nay thenewo treys, and if you grow fo nice; 
Merhegline, Wort, and Malmſey ; well run dice : 

There's ha!f a dozen ſweets. 
Prin. Seventh ſweet adieu, ſince you can cog. 
L !Eplay no more with you. Bir. One word in ſecret, 
Prin Lerir not be (ſweet. Bir. Thou griev'it my gall, 
Prin. Galls bitter. Bir. Therefore meer. 
Du. Will you vouchfafe with me to change a word ? 
Mar. Name it. Dum. Fair Lady : 
Mar. Say you fo ? Fair Lord ; Take yeu that for your fair Lady. 
Dum. Pleaſe it you, As much in private, and I 1&bid adieu. 
Mw. What, was your vizard made without a tongue ? 
Long. I know the reaſon Lady why you ask. 
af: O for your reaſon, quickly fir, I long. . 
0ng. You have a double tongue within your mask. 
And would afford my ſpeechleſs vizard half. l 

ah Veal quoth the Dutch-man ; is not Veal a Calf? 

Long A Calf fair Lady. af: No, a fair Lord Calf, 
Long. Let s part the word, af: No, Il& not be your half; 
Take all and wean it, ir may prove an Ox. 

Long. Look how you Butr pe your elf in theſe ſharp mocks. 
ll you give horns chaſt Lady ? Do nor o. 

Wk Thendie a Calf before your horns do grow, 

Long. One word in private with you ere I die. 


b 


Mar. Bleat! 


Love's Labour s loſt. 


Asis the Razors Edge inviſible : 

Cutting a ſnaller hair than way be ſeen, 
Above the ſence of ſence ſo ſenſible : 
Seemeth their conference, their conceits 
Fleeter than Arrows,Bullets, Wind, thought, 


off 


Kin, Farewel mag Wenches, you 
Cert. Vr- 


Are theſe the breed of Wits fo wondred at 


—_— 


Or ever but in Vizards ſhew their faces. 


And trow you what ht call'd me ? 
Prin. Qualm perhaps. 

Kat. Yesjin good faith» 

Prin. Go Sicknels as thou art. 


Immediately they will again be here 
In their own ſhapes ; for it can never be, 
They will digeſt this harſh Indignity: 
- Prin. Will they return ? 
By. Theywill, they will, God knows, 


Therefore change Favours, 
Blow like ſweet Roſes, in thi Summer Air, 


ſtood. 


If they return in their own ſhapes to woo ? 


And their rough carriage 15 ridiculous, 

Should be preſented at our Tent to us, 
Boy. Lacs, with 
Prin. Whip to 97 


£EME_-VIts 
Enriy the King and 1 


: Boy Gone to ber Tent 


He is Wits Pedler, and retails his Wares 


Roſ. Not one word more my Maids, break off, 


Hung 
Prin. Twenty Adieugmy frozen Moſcouites: 


This pert Birons was out of count'nance quite: 

Roſ. O ! They were all in lamentable caſes: 

1 The King was weeping-ripe for a good word. 

Prin, Birone did {wear himſelt out of all ſuit: 
Mar. Dumains was at my Service, and his Sword : 
No point ( quoth I ; ) my Servant ſtraight was mute. 
Kat. Lord Longeviltelaid | came o're his Heart ; 


Ma: Bleat foftly then, the Butcher hears you cry- 
Boy. The tongues of mocking Wenches are as keen 


have wings, 


ſwifter things. 
break 


2;y. By Heaven all dry-bcaten with pure ſcoft. : 
Xi, F, Y have ſiople Wits. 


C. Exeunt. 


? 


Boy. Tapers they are, with your {weet breaths puft 


out. 

Roſ. Well-liking Wits they have, groſs, grols, fat, fat. 
Prin. O Poverty in Wit, Kingly poor flout- 
Will they ndt (think you ) k2ng themlelves to Night ? 


Roſ. Well, better wits have worn plain ſtatute caps, 
But will you hear , the King is my Love ſworn. 

Prix. And quick Birons hath plighted faith to me. 
Kat. And Longazil&was for my S:rvice born. 

Mar. Dum1n 15 mine as {ure as bark on Tree. 

Boy. Madam, and pretty Miſtreſles give car, 


And leap for joy, though they are lame with Blows : 
when they repair, 


Prin. How blow? how blow? ſpeak to be under- 


Boy. Fair Ladies maskt, are Roſes in their bud : 
Diſmaskt , their damask ſweet comixture ſhown, 
Are Angels vailing Cloudor Roſes blown. 

Prix, Avaunt perplexity | What ſhall we do, 


Roſ. Good Madam, if by me you'llbe advis'd, 
Let's mock them till +5 well known as diſguis'd : 
Let us complain to them what fools were here, 

{ Diſguis'd like Muſfcovites in ſhapeleſs Gear ; 
And wonder what they were, and to what end 
Their ſhallow ſhows, and Prologue vilgly pen'd, 


1w, the Gallants are at hand. 
' ets, as Roes run o're the, Land. 


Exeunt. 


King. Fair fir, Goo fave you! Where's the Princeſs ? 


Pleaſe it your Majzſty command me any Service to her ? 
King. That ſhe vuuchiafe rac audience for one word. 
Boy. Iwill, and fo w:!! fhe, 1 know ay Lord. 
Bir. This fellow picks up wit.as Pigeons Peas, 

And utters it again, when Fove doth pleale. 


Exit. 


| At Wakes, and Waſſds, Mectings, Markets, Fairs : 


— 


And we that ſell by groſs, the Lord doth know, 
Have not the grace to grace it with ſuch ſhow. 
This Gallant pins the Wenches on his Sleeve ; 
Had he been Adem, he had tempted Ev 
He can carve too, and liſp: Why this is he, 
That Kiſt away his hand in c ourteſie. 
This is the Ape of Foxianc; Monſieur the nice, 
That when he plays at Tables, chides the Dice 
in honourable Terms : nay he can (ing 
A mean moſt manly, and in Uſhering 
Mend him whoan ; the Ladies cill him ſweet ; 
The fairs as he treads on them kiſs his Feet. 
This is the flower that ſmiles on every one, 
To ſhew his Teeth as white as Whale his Bone. 
And Conſciences that will dye in Debt, 
Pay him the Dufp-of Hohey-tongued Boyet, 

Kin. ABiifter on his ſweet Tongue with my Heart, 


That put Armado#s Page out of his part { 


Hama, VIE. 
Enter Ladies. 


ee 


Bir, See where it comes, Bchaviour what wert thov, 
Till this mad-man ſhew'd thee ? And what art thounow ? 
Kin, All hail ſweet Madam, and fair time of day. 
Prin, Fair in all Hail is is foul, as I conceive. 
Kin. Conftrue my ſpeeches better if you may. 
Prin. Then wiſh will gi 
in, We cfne to viſit you, and purpoſe now 
To lead you to out Court, vouch(ateit then. 
Prin. This Field ſhall hold me, and fo hold your vow : 
Nor God, nor l, delights in perjur'd men, 
Kin. Rebuke me not for that which you provoke; 
The vertue of your eye ex break my oath. ** 
Pr. You nickname vertue: Vice you ſhould have ſpoke : 
For vertues office never breaks mens troth, 
Now by my Maiden honour, yet as pure 
As the unlulligd Lilly, 1 proteſt, | 
A World of torments though 1 ſhould endure, 
I would not, be your houſcs' gueſt: & + 
So muchl hate a breaking caule to be, 
Of Heavenly oaths, vow'd with integrity. 
Kin, O,you haveliv'd in deſolation here, 
Unſeen, unvifired, much to our ſhame. 
Prin, Not ſo my Lord, it is not fo 1 ſwear, 
We have had paſtimes here, and pleaſant game, 
A Mets of Ruſſians left us but of late. 
Kin. How Madam ? Ruſſians ? 
Prin, ” truth, my Lord. 
Trim galt*nts, full of Courtſhip and of State. 
Roſ. Madam fpeak true. 1t is not ſomy Lord : 
My Lady (to the manner of the days ) 
In courtelie gives undeſerving praiſe, 
We four indeed confronted were with four, 
in Ruſſian habit : Here they Rtay'd an hour, 
And talk'd apace : and in that hour,(my Lord), 
They did not bleſs us with one happy word. 
| dare not call them fools ; butl think, 
Whea they are thirſty, fools would fain have drink; 
Bir. This jeſt is dry to me. Fair, gentle, ſweet, 
Your wit makes wiſe things fooliſh, when we greet 
With eyes belt ſeeing, Heavens fiery Eye, 
By light weloſe light ; your capacit 
ls of thatnature, as to your huge ſtore 
Wie things ſeem fooliſh, and rich things but poor. 
Roſ. 'This proves you wiſe and rich; for in my Eye-— 
Bir. Lam a Fool, and full of Poverty. 
Roſ. But that you take what doth to you belong, 
[twere a fault to ſnatch wordsfrom my Tongue. 
Bir. O, 1 am yours, ahd all chat I poſſeſs. 
Rof, All the Fool mine. | 
Ber. | cannot give you lefs. - | 
Roſ. Which of the Vizards was it that you wore ? 
Bir. Where? when? What Vizard? 
Why demand you this 4 
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Love's Labour's loſt. 


Roſ. There, then, that v zird,jthat ſuperfluous cale, 
That hid the worſe, 2nd ſhew'd the better face. 

Kin, We are deicricd , 

They*l[mock us now down right, 

Duty Let us confcls and turn it to a jeſt. 

Prin. Amaz'd my Lord? Why looks your Highneſs 

Gd ? Me 

Rof. Aelp hold his brows, he'll ſwound-: why look you 

ale ? 

$2a-ſ1ck [ think, coming from Muſcovy. 

Bir. Thus pour the ſtars down plagues for perjury. 

Can any face of braſs hold Jong:r out ? 

H:re Rand 1, Lady, dart thy Kill at me, 

Bruiſe me with ſcorn, confound me with a flout , 

Thruft thy (harp wit quite through my ignorance z 

Cur me to pieces with thy keen conceit ; 

And ] will wiſh thee never more to dance, 

Nor never more in Ruſſian habit wait. 

O ! rever willl truſt to ſpeeches pen'd, 

Nor to the motion of a +chool-bcys tongue, 

Nor never come,in vizarde-to my friend , 

Nor woot in rjme like a blind-harpers ſong, 

Taffata phraſes, filken terms preciſe ir 
y 


Tiree-pil*d Hyperboles, [pruce affc&ion z 

Figures pedaniical, theſe tummer flyes, 

Have blown me full of maggot oftentation , 

| co iorlwe-r them, and | here proteſt , 

| By this white Glove ( how white the hand God knows) 

Heacciorth my wooing mind ſhall be expreſt 

| [n ruſt yeas, and hongRt kerlie noes, 

And to tegin Wench,\ſo God help me law, 4, 

My love to thee is found, ſans crack or flay. 
Roſ. Sans, Sans, | pray you. 

Bir, Yet I have a trick 

Of the old rage: bear with me, I am ſick. 

PIC leave it by degrees : bogh let us lee, Sof B- 

Write Lord have mercy on «s, and thole three, 

{They are infe&e?, in their hearts it lies, | 

They have the plagpe, and caught it of your eyes : 

Theſe Lords are viſited, you are not free; 

For the Lords tokens on you both I ſee. 

Prin. No, they are free that gave theſe tokens to us. 
Bir. Our fates are forfeit, ſeek not to undo us. 
Rof. It is not ſo, for how can this be true, : 

That you ſtand forfeit, being choſe that ſue. 

Bir. Peace, for 1 will not have to do with you. 
Ref. Nor ſhall not, if I do as I intend. 
Bir. Speak for your ſelves, my wit is at anend. 
King. Teach us ſweet Madam, for our rude tranſgreſ- 
fon, {ome fair excuſe. 
Prin, The faireſt is confeſſion. 
Were you not here but even now diſguis'd ? 
Kan. Madam, | Was. 
Prin, And were you well advisd ? 
Kin. 1 was, fair Madam. 
Prin. When you then were here, 

What did you whiſper in your Ladies ear ? 

Kin, That more than all the world 1 did reſpe& her. 

Prin, When ſhe ſhall challenge this, you will rejeR 
her. ' 

Kin. Upon' my honour no. 

Prin Peace, peice, forbear : 

Your cath once broke, you force not to forſwear. 
Kin, Deſpiſe me when | break this cath of mine. 
Prin. ] will, and therefore keepit, Roſalixe, 

What did the R »ſſian whiſper in your ear ? 

Roſ. Madam, he twore that he did hold me dear 

As precious eye-ſight, and did value me 

Above this World : adding there,” moreover , 

"That he would Wed me, or elle di my Lover. 
Prin. God give thee joy of him; the Noble Lord 

Moſt honourably doth uphold his word: 

Kin. What mean you Madam? 

By my life, my troth, 


# 
— — 


| never {wore this Ledy ſuch an oath, 
Ro). By heaven you did ; and to confirm it plain, 
You gave me this Þut take it fr again. 
Ken. My faith, and this, to th* Princeſs I did give; 
| knew her by this Jewel on her ſleeve. 
Prim. Pardon me fir, this Jewcl did ſhe wearz . 
And Lord Birone ( | thank him) is my dear. 
What ? Will you have me, or your Pearl again ? 
Bir. Neither of either; | remit both twain. 
I fee the trick on't: Here was a conſent, 
Knowing aforehand of our merriment, 
To daſh it like a Chriſtmaſs Comedy. | 
Some carry-tale, ſome pleaſe-man, fome ſlight Zany, 
Some mumble-news, ſome trercher-knight, ſome Dick 
That ſmiles his check in ee” and knows the trick 
To make my Lady laugh, whcn ſhe's diſpos'd, 
rold our intents before ; which once diſclos'd, 
The Ladies did change Favours, and then we 
Following the ſigns, woo'd but the ſign of ſhe. 
Now to our perjury, to add more terror, 
We are again for{worn in will and error, 
Much upon this it is : and might not you 
Foreftal our ſport, to make us thus untrue? © 
| Do not you know my Ladies foot byth' ſquare 
And laugh upon the apple of her eye? © 
| And ſtand between her back fir, and the fire, 
Holding a trencher, jeſting merrily ? 
You put our Page out : go, you are allow'd, 
Die when you will, a ſmock ſhall be your ſhrow'd* 
You leer upon me, do you ? There'san eye _ 
Wounds like a Leaden ſword. Lakd 
Boy. Full merrily kath-4birs brave manager 3, this car- 
reer been ron, 
Bir. Lo, heis tilting firaight. Peace, I have done: 


Enter Clown. 


| arr te L 
Welcome pure wit, thou prev a fair fray; 
Clo. O Lord fir, they would know 
Whether the three Worthies ſhall comein, or n6t 
Bir. What, are there but three? 
Cle. No fir, but it is vaes fine, 
For every one pvxſents three. 
Bir. And three times thrice is nine: 
Clo. Not fo fir, under corzeftion fir, Ihope it is not ſo. 
You cannot beg vs fir, I can affure you, fir,we know what 
we know: I hope three times thrice fir. ____— 
Bzr, Is not nine. 
Clo, Under corretion fir, we know where-until it 
doth amount. 
Bir. By Fove, 1 alwayes took three threes for nine. 


þ 


ving by reckoning fir. 
Bir. How much is it ? 
Clo. O Lord fir, the parties themſelves, the aQors ſir, 

will ſhew where-until it doth amount ; for nifie own 

part, I am (as they ſay,but to perfe& one man in one poor 

man ) Pompion the great fir, 

Bir, Art rhou one of the Worthies ? | . 

Cle, It pleaſed them to think me worthy of Pompey the 

great : for mine own part, I know not the degree ofthe 

| Worthy, but I am to ſtand for him. 

Bir, Go, bid them prepare. *Exir. 

Clo, We will turn it finely off fir , we will cake ſome 

care. 

King. Birons, they will ſhame vs; 

Let them not approach. 

Bir. We are ſhame-proof, my Lord : and tis ſome 

policy , to have one ſh&y worle than the Ki ng and his 

company. 

Kin, 1 ſay they ſhall not come, 

Prin, Nay my good Lord, let me ore rule you now ; 

That iport beſt pleaſes, that doth leaſt know how, 

Where Zeal ftrives to content, and the contents. 


— 
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Clo. O Lord fir, it were pity you ſhould get your li- | 


4 


Dies, | 
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Dies, in the Zeal of that waich it prelents; = 
Their form confounded, makes moſt form in Mirth; 
When great things labouring periſh in their Birth. 
Bir. A night deſcription of,our ſport my Lord. 
\/CENL- IN. 
Emer Bragganrt. 


Brag. Anointed, I implore ſo much expence of thy 
Royal ſweet breath, as will utter a brace of words. 
Prin, Doth this man ſerve God ? 
Bir. Why ask you ? 
Prin. He ſpeaks not like a man of God's making. 
Brag. That's all one, my tair ſweet honey Monarch ; 
For | proteſt, the Schoolmaſter is exceeding fantaſtical : 
Too too vain, too too vain.* But we will pur it,(as they 
fav),g0 For tune drlaguartl wiſh you the peace of mind molt 
Royal Cupplement. : 
King: Here is like to be a good preſence of Worthues 3 
He preſents Heftor of Troy, the Swain Pompey the great, 
the Pariſh-Curate, Alexander, Armadots Page Hercules, 
the Pedant Fudas Machabeus: And if theſe four Worthiesin 
their firſt ſhew thrive, theſe Four will change Habits , and 
preſent the ore fore. 

Bir. There ighven the firſt ſhew. 
Kin. Youare deceived, *tis not ſo. 
Bir. The Pedant, the Braggert, the Hedge-Prieft, the 


Fool, and the Boy. 
A bare throw at Novym, and the whole World again, 
Cannot prick out five fuch, take each one in's vam. _ 

Kin. The Ship is under Sail, and here ſhe comes amain. 


Enter Pompey. i 


Clo. I Pompey am. 

Boy. You lye, you are not he. 

Clo. I Pompey am. 

Boy. With Libbards head on Knee, 

Bir. W-ll ſaid old mocker, 

| muſt needs be friends with thee. 

I Pompey am, Pompey ſurnam'd the big. 

Du. The Great. 

Cle. It is great fir ; Pompey ſurnani'd the great,” 
That oft in Field, with Targe and Shield, 

did make my Foe to ſweat : 

And travelling along this coaſt, I here am come by chance, 
And lay my Arm; before the Legs of this ſweet Laſs of 
France. 

If your Ladyſhip would ſay thanks Pompey, I had done. 
Prin. Great thanks,great Pompey. 

Clo, Tis not ſo much worth; but I hope I was perfect 
| madea little fault in great. 

Bir. My hat to a Half-penny, Pompey proves the beſt 
Worthy. 


——_— —— 


Enter Curate, for Alexander. 


Carat. When in the World I liv'd, I was the World's Com- 
mandey. 
By Eaſt, Weſt, North, and South, I'ſpread my conquering 
Might ; 
_ plain declares that I am Aliſander. 
"q_ Your,pgle {aies no, you arenot - 
For it ſtands 466 right. 
Bir. Your Noſe ſmells no, in this moſt tender fmelling 
Knight, 
P:in. The Conqueror is diſwaid - 
Proceed good Alexander. 
| Cur. When in the World 7 lived, 1 was the Worlds Com- 
"| mander. 
Boy. Moſt true, *tis right 3; you were fo Aliſander, 
Bir, Pompey the great. 
Clo. Your Servant and Coftard. | 
Bir. Take away the Conqueror, take away Aliſander. | 


[ 


Clo, O Sir, you have overthrown Aliſander the Con- | 


queror : you will be ſtrap'd out of the painted cloth for 
this - your Lion that holds the Polkax fitting on a: Cloſe- 
ſtool, will be given to Ajex.X He will be gheninth Worthy. 
A Conqueror, and afraid to ſpeak ?. Run away for ſhame 
eAliſander. There an't liall pleaſe you: a fooliſh-mild 
man, an honeſt man, look you, :and ſoon daſh'd. He is 
a marvellous good Neighbour, inſooth. and a very good 
Bowler : but for Aliſander , alas you fee; how *%s alittle 
ore-parted. But there are Worthies a coming, will ſpeak 
their mind in fome other ſort. 
Clo. Stand afide good Pompry. Exit Clo. 
Enter Pedant for Judas, and the Boy for Hercules: 


Ped. Great Hercales is preſented by this Iop, 
Whoſe Club kill'd {erberus that three-Headed Canw; 
And when he wasa Babe, a Child, a ſhriwp, 

Thus did he ſtrangle Serpents in his Manms : 

Quoniam, he feemeth in minority 
Ergo, | come With this Apology. 

Keep ſome ſtate in thy Exit, and-vyanifh, 

Ped Judas I am. 

Dum. A Judas ? 

Ped. Nt Iſcariot Sir. 

Judas / am, yciped Machabews. | 

Dum. Fudas, Machabews clipt, is plain Fudas ? 

Bir, Akiſſing Traitor. How art thou prov'd Fudes ? 

Ped. Judas I am. | 

Duw. The more ſhame for you Fudas. 

Ped. What mean you fir ? 

Boy. To make Fudas hang himſelf. | 

Ped. B:gin fir, you are my Elder; | | 


Exit Boy. 


Bir, Well followed, Zudas was hang'd on an Elder. | | 


Ped. | will not be put our of countenance. 

Bir. Becauſe thou haſt no Face: 

Ped. What is this. 

Boy. A Cittern Head, | 

Dum, The head of a Bodkin. | 

Bir. A Deaths face in a Ring- ; | 

Lon. The face of an old Roman coun, ſcarce ſeen. 

Boy. The Pummel of Ceſar Faulchion: x | 

Dam. The carv'd- bone face on a Flask. " 

Bir. St. Georges halt Cheek in a broech. | 

Dum. | and in a broech ot Lead. | 

Bir.Ay, and worn in the Cap of a Tooth-drawer, | 
And now forward, for we have put thee in countenance, 

Ped. You have put me out of countenance. - 

By. Falſe, we have given thee faces. 

Ped. But you have outſac'd them all. 

Bir. And thou wert a Lion we would do fo. 

Boy. Therefore as he is an afs, ler him go: | 
And fo adieu.{weet Fade; Nay, why doft thou ſtay ? 

Dum, For the latter end of his Name. 

Bir, For the Aſs to the Fude; give it him Fud-4s a- 
way. . E 

Ped. This isnot generous, not gentle, not humble, - 

Boy. A light for Monſieur Zad4s it grows dark he | 

may ſtumble. Y 

Prin. Alas poor HMachabews, how hath he been 
baited. 


Enter Braggart. 


Bir. Hide thy Head Achilles, here comes He@or+ in f 
Arms» bo 

Daum. Tho my mocks come home Þy me, I will | 
now be merry. | 

King. He&or was but a Trojan in reſpe@ of this, 

Boy. But thisis Hettor ? | 

K13n. | think Hefor was not fo cleati timber'd, | 

Lon, His Eeg is too big for H<or. 

Dum, More Calf certain. 1. " 

Boy. No heis beſt indudd with the ſmall. 

Bir. This can'c be Heitor. 
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Dum, He's a god or a Painter, for he makes fac.s. 
Brag. The Armipotent Mars, of Launces the almighty, 
gave Hetbor # gift. 
Daum. .A gilt Nutmeg, 
Bir. A Lemon. 
Lon. Stuck with Cloves. 
Dwm. No cloven. 
Bra. The Armipotent Mars, of Launces the almighty, 
gave Heltor a gift, the Heir of 1llion ; 
A man ſo breathed, that certain he wonld fight : yea- 
From Morn till Night, ont of bis Pavillion. 
I am that Flower. 
Dus. That Mint- 
Long. That Chilimbine. 
Brag. Sweet Lord Longavil{ rein thy Tongue. 
Lon. 1 muſt rather give.ir the Rein ; for it runs againſt 
Hettor, 
Dum, Ay and Heftor's a Grey-hound. 
Brag: The ſweet War-man is dead and retten, 
Sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the burygd : 
But | will forward with my device ; 
Sweet Royalty, beſtow on me the ſence of Hearing, 


—pirone-ffopsfortle. 
Prin. Speak brave Hefor; we are muchdelighted. 
Brag. I do adpre thy tweet Graces ſhipper. 
Boy. Loves here by the foot. 
Dum. He may*not by the Yard. 
Brag. This Hettor far ſurmounted Hanmball: 


T he party is gone, 

Cle. F.lſow Hettor , the is gone ; ſhe is two Months on 
her way, _ 

Brag. What meaneſt thou ? 
- Clow. Faithualeſs you play the honeſt Trojan , the poor 
Wench is caft away ; ſhe's quick, the Child brags in her 
belly already : *tis yours. 
Brag. Doſt thou infamonize me among Potentates ? 
Thou {halt die. G 
Clo. Then ſhall Heftor be whipt Yor Faquenetta that is 
quick by him z and hang'd for Pompey, that is dead by 
him. 
Dum. Moſt rare Pompey. 


. Was guilty of it.}; Farewel worthy Lord ; 


gr T7274 . 
Enter a Meſſenger, Aonſieur Marcaas. 


Mar. God faveyou Madam. 

Prin. Welcome Marcade, but that thou interrupteſi 
our merriment. ” 

Marc. 1 am ſorry Madam, for the news | bring is heavy 
ininmy Tongue. The King your Father... — —— 

Prin, Dead for my lite. 

Mar. Even ſo: My tale is told. | 

Bir, Worthies away,! the Scene begins to Cloud, 

Bys, For mine own part, I breathe free Breath ; I have 


tion, and I will right my felf like a Soldier. | 
J Exeunt Worthzes. 
Kin, How fare's your Majeſty ? 
Prin. Boyet prepare, I will away to night, 
Kin, Madam, not ſo, I do beleech, you, ſtay. 
Prin. Prepare I ſay. I thank you;gracious Lords, 
For all your fair endeavours;and entreatsy 
Out of a new ſ{ad-{oul, that you vouchſafe, 
in your rich Wiſdom to excuſe or hide, 
The liberal oppoſition of our ſpirits; 
If over-boldly we have born our fclves,.. 
[n the converle of breath;z{your gentleneſs 
An heavy heart bears not anhwmble Tongue: weond > 
Excuſe me fo, coming ſo ſhort of thanks, 
For my great ſuit ſo cafily obtain'd- 
Kin. The extreamſparts of time, extrearhly forms 
All cauſes to the purpoſe of his ſpeed, q 
And often at his very looſe decides 
That, which long proceſs atm could not arbitrate. 
And though the mourning brow of progeny 
Forbid the ſmiling courteſic of Love ; 
The holy ſuit which fain it would convinces 
Yet fince Love's Argument was firſt on foot, 
L<tnot the cloud of Sorrow juftle it 
From what it purpoſt + ſince to wail friends lofts. 
[s not by much ſo wholeſomeprofitable, 
As torejoice at friends but newly found. 
Pris. I underſtand you not, my griefs are double, 
Bir. Honeſt plain words; beſt pierce the cares of grief; 


Boy. Renowned Pompey. } 
Bir. Greater than great, great, great, great Pompey : 
Pompey the Huge/ 


Dum. Hettor trembles, G CD. 
Bir, Pompey is moved, more Atces, more Atess tir 
chem onſtir them on. 

Dum. Hettor will Challenge him, , 

Bir Ay, il-ghave no more mans blood in's belly, than will 
(vp a Flea. 

frag. B7 the N rth-pole] do Challenge thee. 

Clo. | will not tight with a Pole like a Northern man ; 
P1UNaſh; PIE doit by the Sword : I pray you let me bor- 
row my Arms again. 

Dum Room for the incenfſed Worthies. 

Cle. PIE do it in my Shirt, 

2um, Moſt refolute Pompey. 

Pag. Maſter, let me take you a button-hule lower, 

Do you not ſee Pompey is uncaſing for the Combat?! what 
nean you? you wi!l loſe your Reputation. 

Br ig. Gentlemen and Soldiers,pardon me, I will not 
' Combare in my Shirt, 

Du. You may not deny it, Pompey hath made the chal- 
lerge, 

Bra7. Sweet bloods, I both may, and will. 

Kir, What reaſon ave you for't? 

Brs. The naked truth of it is, I have no Shirt, 

I go woolward for Pznance. 

Boy. True, and it was enjoyned him in R ome for want 
of Linnen ; ſince when, ViCbe ſworn he wore none, but 
a Diſhclout of Faquenettads, and that he wears next his 
Heart for a favour. 


And by theſe badges underſtand the King, 
For your fair ſakes have we negleed time, 
Play*d foul play with our oaths: your beauty, Ladies 
Hath much deformed us, faſhioning our humours 
Even to the dppoſed end of our intents, 
And what in us hath feem'd ridiculous , 
As Love is full of unbeficting ſtrains, 
All wanton as a child, skipping and vain. 
Form'd by the Eye, and therefore like the Eye, 
Full of ftraying ſhapes, of habits, and of forms, 
Varying 1n Subje&s as the Eye doth row! 
To every varied objcR in his glance ; 
Which party-coated,.. preſence of looſe Love 
Put on by us, if in your heavenly eyes, 
Have misbecom'd our oaths and gravities 3 
Thoſe heavenly eyes that look into theſe faults, 
Suggeſted us to make: therefore Ladies, 
Our Love being youts, the Errour that Love makes 
| [s likewiſe yours, Veto our ſelves prove falſe, 
By being once falſe, for ever to be true 
To thoſe that make us both, fair Ladies,you 
Ard even that falſhood in it ſelf a Sin, 
Thus purifies it ſelf, and turns to grace, 
Prin. We have receiv*d your Letters, *full of Love: 
Your favours, the Embafſadors of Love: 
| And in our Maiden Council rated them 
Atcourtſhip, pleaſant jeſt, and courteſie, 
As bumbaft, and as lining to the time : 
But more devout than theſe are our reſpects 
Have we not been; and therefore met your Loves 
[n their own faſhion, like a Mcrriment, 


—— 
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ſeen the day of wrong, through the little hole of Dilcre- |. 
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"Di O.r Letters Madamy (hew'd much more than j:ﬆ. 


Long. $9 <:d our looks, h 
ty q uote 


Roſa. We: did not c@xt them 

K ng. Now at the lafeſt Minute of the Hour, 
Gra.;t us your loves. 

Prin A timemethinks too ſhort, 

To make*a World-with-out end bargain in z 

No, no, my Lord, your Grace is perjur'd much, 
Full of dear guiltineſs; and therefore this; 

[f for my Love (5 there is no ſuch cauſe 

You will do ought, this ſhall you do for me ; 

Your Oath I will not truft ; but go with ſpeed 

To ſome forlorn and naked] Hermitage, 

Remote from all the pleaſures of the World ; 
There Ray, until the Twelve Celeſtial Signs 

Have brought about their annual reckoning. 

If this auſtere inſ{ociable lite,. 

Change not your offer made in heat of Blood ; _ 
If Frofts, and Faſts, hard Lodging, and thin Weeds 
Nip not the gaudy bloſſoms of your Love, 

But that ic bear this trial, and laſt love ; 

Then at the expiration of the year, 

Come challenge me, challenge by theſe Deſerts, 
And by this Virgin palm, now killing thine, 

| will be thine ; and till that inſtant ſhut 

My woful ſelf up in a mourning, houle, 

Raining the Tegrs of Lawenta di | 

For the remembrance of my Fathers death. 

If this thou do deny, let our hands part, 
Neither intituled in the others heart. 

King. If this, or more than this, I would denys 
To flatter up theſe powers of mine with reft, 

The ſadden hand of death cloſe up mine eye / 
Hence ever then ,, my Heartis in thy Breaſt. 

Bir. And what tomy Love? and what to me? 
Rofſ. You muſt be purged too, your Sins are rack'd, 
You are attaint with fault and Perjury : 

Therefore if you my favour mean to get, 

A Twelve- month ſhall you ſpend, never reſt, 
But ſeek the weary beds of people fick. 

Dum, But what to me my Love? but what to me ? 
Kar & Wife, a Beard, fair Healthand Honeſty ; 
Wich tHeee-fold love, 1 wiſh you all theſe three. 
Dum. O,ſhall I ſay, 1 thank youygentle Wife ? 
Kat. Not ſojmy Lord; a Twelve-month and a day, 
id mark no words that'{mooth-fac'd Wooers ſay. 
Come wh.n the King doth to my Lady come ; 
Then if I have much love, 1'lLgive you ſome. 

Dum I'l8ſerve thee true and faithfully till then. . 

Kath. Yet ſwear not, leaft ye be forlworn ages.” 

Long. What ſays Maria ? N 

Mari. Art the Twelve-months end, 

iCchange my black Gown, for a faithful Friend. 

on. IE ſtay with patience : but the time is long. 

ari, The liker you; few taller arfo young. 

Brr, Studies my Lady? Miltreſs, look on me, 

Behold the Window of my Heart, mine Eye : 

What humble Suit attends thy apſwer there; 

lmpol< ſome ſervice on me for xy Love. 

Roſa. Oft have I heard of you my Lord Bsrone, 

Before | ſaw you z and the Worlds large tongue 

Proclaims you for a man repleat with mocks, 

Full of compariſons, and wounding flouts, 

Which you on all Eftates will execute, 

That lye within the mercy of your Witz 

To weed this Wormwood from your truitſul brain, 

4nd therewithal to win me, if you pleaſe, 

Without the which I amnot to be won 5 

You ſhall this Twelve-month4erm from day to day, 

Viſit rhe ſpeechleſs Sick, and till converſe 

With groaning wretches; and your task ſhall be, 

With a'l the fiexce endeavour of your Wit, 

To enforce th Epaine impotent to ſmile. 


Bir, To niove wild laughter in the throat of Death ? 


RR —_ 


[t cannot be, it is impoſſible* 
Mirth cannot move a Soul.in Agony. 
Roſa. Why that's the way to choak a gibing ſpirit, 
Whole influence is begor of that looſe grace, 
Which ſhallow 'aughing hearers give to Fools : 
A jeſts proſperity, ligs in the Ear 
Of him that hears It, never in the Tongue 
Of himthat makes it : then, if ſickly cars, 
Deaft with the clamours of their dear groans, 
Will hear your idle ſcorns ; continue theo, 
And I will have you, and that fault withal ; 
But if they will not; throw away that Spirit, 
And I ſhall find you empty of tnat favlr, 
Right joyful of your Reformation. 
Bir. A Twelve monch ? Wc-ll, befall what will befall, 
PlCjeſt a Twelve-month in an Hoſpital. 
Prin. Ay (weet my Lord. and (o 1 take my leave. 
King. No Madam, we will bring you on your wa 
Bir. Our wooing doth not egd like agfpla Play : 
Jack hath nor Jill - theſe Ladies courgehie, 
Might well have made our fpott a Cothody, * - 
King. Come,ſir, it wants a Twelve-month and a day, 
And then *twill end. 
Bir. That's too long for a Ptay. 


© #4 


Emer Braggart. 


_—_— 


Brag Sweet Majeſty vouchſafe me. 
Prin. Was not that Hef&or ? 
Dam, The worthy Knight of / I 
Brag. | will kif> thy Royal Finger, and take leave, 
l ama Votary; | have vow'd to Faquexetts to hold the 


greatneſs, will you hear the Di that the two Learn- 
ed men have comphed, in praiſe of the Owl and the 
Cuckow ? It have tollowed in' the end of our 
Shew. | D : 
Kin. Call them forth quickly; we willdo fo- 


Brag. Holla [| Approachs 
| Enter all. 

This fide is Hiems, Winter. 

This, Ver, the Spring : the one maintained 
The other by the Cuckow. 


Ver. begin. 
The Song, 


Wh:n Dfies pied, and Violets blah, 
And Cacken-tndy if yellow bue 5 * 
And Lady Smocks all Silver whnte, 

Do paint the Mcgows with delight; 

The Cuckow then on every Tree 

Mocks Married men ;, for thus Sings he, 
Cuckow. | 
Cuckow, Cuckow : O word of fear, 
Unpleaſing to a Married Ear! 


When $ bepherd; Pipe on Oaten Straws, 

And merry Larks are Ploughmens Clocks : 
When Turtles tread, and Rooks and Daws, 
And maidens bleach their Summer Smocks ; 
The Cuckow then on every Tree 

Mocks married men ; for thus Sings be, 


Cuckow. 
Cuckow. Cuckow : O word of fear, 
Unpleaſing to « Married Ear, 


Winter. 


When Iſickles bang by the Wal, | 
And Dick the $ d blows bis Nail; 


And Tom bears 0g s snto the Hall, 
\ And th comes frozen bome in Pail : 


k— 


[ 
Plough for her ſweer love three years.” But moſt eftcemed | 


by the Owl, | 
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When blood is nipt, and ways be foul, 
Then nightly ſings the ſtaring Owls 
Tu-whit, to-who. 

_ ef merry note 

While greaſe Jone doth keel the pot. 


When all aloud the Wind doth blow, 

An ng drowns the parſons Saw * 
And BN; ſn brooding in the Snow, 

And Martians Noſe looks red and raw , 


| When roſted Crabs hiſs in the boxsl, 
Then nightly ſings the ſtaring Owle, 
Tu-whit, to-who/ 

«AF merry note; 


V Vhile greaſit Jone doth keel the por. 


Breg. The words of Mercury 
Are harſh aſter the Songs of 4polls 
You that way 3 we this way. 


Exeunt omng; 
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Aftus Primus. « lies TA / Hf ThLUS 


phalos bebo 


Enter Theſeus, Hippolita, futth others. 


Theſews. . 
L395 Ow fair Hippolsta, our nuptial hour 
Q (4 Draws on apace z four happy days 
kJ be bringin how flow 
$ 1} Another Moon - but,oh, me thinks, 
18 This old Moon wanes} She lingers my 
E deſires . 
S Like to a ſtep-damgor a Dowager » 
Long withering out a young mans re- 
| (venue- 
Hip. Four dayes will quickly Reep themſelves in nights, 
{Four nights will quickly dream away the tinie : 
And then the Moon, like to a ſilver bow, 
N@w bent in heaven, ſhall behold the night 
Of our ſolemnities. 
| The. GoyPhiloftirate, 
Stir up the eAthenian youth to merriments, 
Awake the pert and nimble ſpirit of mirtth, 
Turn melancholly forth to Funerals: WE 
The pale companion is not for our pomp, AX i , ha: 
Hippolita, | woo'd thee with my ſword, 
And won thy love, doing thee injuries : 
8ut | will wed theein another key, 
With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling. 


Enter Egeus and his daughter Hermia, Lyſander, 
and Demetrins. 


Eye. Happy be Theſeus, our renowned Duke, 
The, Thanks good Fgeus ; what's the news with thee ? 
Ege. Full of vexation, come Iz with complaint 

Againſt my child, my daughter Hernia. 


Stand forth Demetrius. 


Wy Noble Lord, 
This man hath my conſent to marry her. 


Stand forth Lyſander. 
And my gracious Duke, 
This hath bewitch'd the boſome of my chilg - 
Thou, thcu,Lyſander, thou haft given her rimes, 


And inrerchang'd love-toke (With my child : 


Thou haft by Moon-light at her wjadow ſung, 
With faining voice, verſes of ove, 
And ſtold theimpreſſion of her%antafie, 
With bracelers of thy hair, rings, gawds conce its, 
Knacks, trifles, Noſegayes, ſweet-meaty( meſſengers 
Of trong prevailment in unhardntd youth ) 
With cunning haſt thou filch'd my daughters heart, 
Turn'd her obedience, ( which is due to me ) 
T9 ſtubborn harſhneſs, And my gracious Duke, 
Be]t ſo ſhe will not here before your Grace, 
Conſent to marry with Demetrius, 
1 beg the ancient priviledge of Athens, 
As ſhe is mine, I way diſpoſe of her; 
Which ſhall be eicher ro this Gentleman, 
Or to her death, according to our Law, 
Immediatley provided in that caſe. 

The. What ſay you Hermia? be advis'd fair M iid. 
To you your Father ſhould be as a God 3 
One that compos'd your beauties z yea, and on: 
To whom you are but as a form in wax 
By him imprinted; and within his power, 
To leave the figure, or distigure it : 
Demetrins is a worthy Gentleman. 

Her. So is Lyſander. 

The. In himlelf he is,” 
But in this kind, wanting your Fathers voice 
The other muſt be held the worthier. 
Her , 1 would my Father look*d but with my eyes. 
The, Rather your eyes muſt with his judgement look. 
Her. | do intreat your Grace to pardon me, ; 
I know not by what power 1 am made bold 
Nor how it may concern my modeſty 
In ſuch a prefence here to plead my thoughts : 
But I befeech your Grace, that I may know 
The worft that may befalt me in-this caſe, 
If I refute to wed Demetrins. 
Tits, Either to die the death, or to abjure 
For ever the ſociety of men. 
Therefore, fair Zermie, queſtion your deſires, 
Know of yo uth, examine well your blocd, 
Whetheg ( yield was to your Fathers choice ) 
You can endure the livery of a Nun; 
For aye tobe in ſhady Cloiſter mew*d, 
Tolive a barren ſiſter all your life, 
Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitleſs Moon, 


[ 


YE E—_ 


mn. 2 CHnO5 OGS UWA 


ed was *w.. EH eG A  % —\ =” 


'T hrice 


D——— 


_—Y _—_— 


_— w 


hk ———— — 


i pp rd «ifatTel: we 


Y” es s_ +. co VB 


A Midſummers nights Dream 


MAE] 


Thrice bleſſed they that malter {0 thzjr Blood, 
To undergo ſuch Maiden Filgrimage. 
But earthlier happy is the Rote ciltil'd, Tak 
Than that which withering on the virgin thorn, 
Grows, Lives, and Dies, in tingle bleſſedneſs. 

Her. So will | grow, lo live, fo die, my Lord, 
Ere | will yield my virgin Patent up 
Uato his Lorcſhip, to whoſe unwithd yoak, 
My foul conſents not to give lover@gnty, 

The. Take time to pauſe, and by the next New Moon, 
[The ſealing day betwixt my Love and me, 
For everlaſting bond of fellowſhip, 
Upon that day either prepare to die, 
For diſobedience tc your Fathers will, 
Or «lf: to wed Demetrius as he would, 
| Or on Dianats Altar to proteſt 
| For aye, auſterity and (ingle lite. 
| Dem, Relent\ſweet Hermiayand Lyſander, yield 
| Thy crazed title to my certainright. 
| Lyſ. You have her Fathers Love, Demetrius 
Let me have Hermials : do you marry him. 
Egens. Scorniul Lyſander | true, he hachmy Love; 
And what is mine, my Love ſhall render him, 
And ſhe is mine, and all my 1ight of her 
[Co eſtate unto Demetrins. 
Lyſ. 1 am my Lord, as well deriv'd as he, 
As well poſſeſt : my Love is mare than his 3 
My fortunes every way as fairly rank*d} 
(If not with vantage ) as Demetrius : 
And( which is more than all theſe boaſts can be ), 
| am belov'd of beauteous Hermzia. 
Why ſhou{d not | then proſecute my right ? 
re (or pr it to his head 
Made Love to Nedars Davghter, Helena, _ 
Andwon her ſoul ; and ſhe( ſweet Lady ) dotGs, 
Devoutly dotys, adtys in Idolatry, 7 
- | Upon this ſpotted and incanſtant wan. 


| 


And ere a man hath power to ſay, behol 
The jaws of darknelsdo devour it up, 
So quick bright things come to confuſion. 


It ſtands as an Edi in deftiny : 
Then let us teach our tral patience, 
Becauſe it is a cuſtomary croſs, 


I have a VVidow Aunt, a Dowager, 

Of great revenue, and ſhe hath no Child; 
From Athens is her houſe remov'd ſeven lea 
And ſhe reſpeAs me as her only Son « 
There gentle Hermos, may | marry thee, 


' Cannot purſue us, If thou lov*ſt me, then 


(VVhere I did me 


There will I tay for thee. 


Her. My good Lyſander, 
I ſwear to thee, by Cupid's ſtrongeſt bow, 
By his beſt arrow with the golden head, 
By the ſimplicity of Yenzs Doves, 
By that which knitteth ſouls, and proſpers 


By all the vows that ever men have broke, 


The. 1 muſt confeſs, that I have oy ſo much, 
And with Demetrius thought to have ſpoke thereof 3 
But being over-full of ſelf-affairs, 

My wind did loſe it. But Dem-trins come, 

And come Egensgyou ſhall go with me, 

| have ſme private ſchooling for you both. 

For you fair Hermia, look you arm your felf,. 

To hit your fancies to your Faigers will ; 

Orelſethe Law of Athens yiclds you up 

( Which by no means we may extenuate ) 

To death, or to a vow of finglclile, 

Come my {7ippolita, what cheer my Love ? 

Demetrins and Eg.us go along ; 

| | nuſtemploy you in ſome buſineſs 

Againſt our nuptials, and confer with you 

Ot ſomething nearly that concerns your ſelves, _ 
Ege. With duty and Gefire we follow you. /Exeunt. 

| Mantt Lyſander and Hermia. Jang, ll. 

Ly. How now my Love ? VVhy is your cheek fo pale ? 

Howchance the Roſes there do fade fo faft ? 

Her. Belike for want of Rain, which I could well 

B:teem thegg fr om the tempeſt of mine eyes. 

Ly. Hermia, for ought that ever | could Read, 

Could ever hear by Tale or Hiſtory, 

The courſe of true love never did run ſmooth, 

But either it was different in blood .___@PH- *- 

Her. Ocrols ! too high to be enthrall'd tolovg 

Ly/. Or elſe gran, in mInT _ ———_— 

Her. O ſpight ! too old to be engag'd tg& Your 

Ly/. Or tile it taod upon the choice of was RG 

Her, O hell! to chooſe love by anothers zye/ 

Ly/. Or if there were a ſywpathy in choice, | 

VVar, death, or ſickneſs, did lay fiege to it 5 —, 

Making it momentary, as a ſound : Dy 

Swift as a ſhadow, ſhort as any dream, 

Brief as the lightning in the collied night, 

That ( in a ſpleen ) unfolds both heaven and carth 3 


NEE a. on 


In that ſame place thou haft appointed me, 
To morrow truly will 1 meet with thee. 


a 


Her. If then true Lovers have been ever croſt; 


As due to Love, as thoughts, and dre:ms, and ſighs, 
VVitſhes and Tears, poor Fancies followers! 
Lyſ. A good perſwaſion 4 therefore hear me Hermia, 


gues, 


And to that place, the ſharp Athenian Law 


Steal forth thy Fathers houſe to morrow night ; 
Ard in the VVood, a L:ague without the Town, 


et thee ,opce with Helena,” 
To do obſervance cg of May) 


love, 


And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage Queen, 
V'Vhen the falſe Trojan under fail was feen; 


(*In number more than ever women ſpoke ) ; 


Ly/. Keep promiſe, Love « look here comes Heleng. 


b, Seenp.l /- PR 


Hey. God ſpeed fair Helena! whither away ? 


Hel. Call you me fair ? that fair again 
Demetrins loves you fair 3 © happy fair ! 


Sickneſs is catching : Owere favour fo, 
My ear 


VVere the VVorld mine, Demetrius being 
The reſt 1% give to be to you tranſlated. 


You {way the motion of Demetrius heart. 


anſays 


Your eyes are load-ftars, and your tongues ſweet abr 
More tuneable then Lark to Shepherds ear, 
VVhen VVheat is green, when Haw thorn Buds appear. : 


Your5 windy I'@® catch, fair Hermia ere I'go, 
uld catch your voice, my eye, your eye, 
My tongue ſhould catchyyour tongues ſweet melody.” 


bated, . 


O teach me how you look, and with what art 


Her. I frown upon him, yet he loves me ſtill. 
Hel. O that your frowns would teach my ſmiles ſuch 
Her. | give him curſcs, yet he gives me love. 


(«ill 


Hel. O,that my prayers could tuch affeion move. 


Her. The more I hate, the more he follows me: 


Hel. The more I love, the more he hate 
Her, His folly Helens is none of mine. 
Hcl. None but your beauty, wovld that 


Ly/ſander and my ſelf will fly this place: 
Before the time I did Lyſander ſee, 
Seem'd Azbens like a paradiſe to me. 

'O then, what graces in my Love do dwell, 
That he hath turn'd a Heaven into Hell? 


th me. 


fault were 


Her. Take comfort; he no more ſhall ſee wy face, 


Lyſ. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold; 


To morrow night when Phahe doth behold 
Her filver viſage in the watry glaſs, 
Decking with liquid pearl, the bladed graſs 


Emptying our boſomes of their counſel ſwe 
-- - 


( Atime that Lovers flights doch Rill conceal ) 

Through Aebens gate, have we devi:'d to ſteal. 
Her, And inthe wood, whereoften you and I; 

Upon faint Primroſe beds were wont to lye 


ed; 
Ther 


— 
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There my Lyſander, and my {elf ſhall meer, 
And thence trom e Athers rurn away our eyes, 
To feck new fricrds and Itrange companighe 
Farewcl Gyeer play-fcllow,” pray thou for us, 
And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius. 
Keep word Lyſander, we mult ſtarve our fight, 
From ivve:s (ood, till morrow deep midnight. 
£508 Hermiz. 
Lyſ. 1 will my Hermia. Helena adieuz 
As you on him, Demetrius ddtes-on you. f— 
Exit Lyſanaer. 

Fill. Ho happy ſome, o're otherſoms can be 7 
Through Athens i am thought as fair as ſhe. 
But what of that? D-metrius thinks not lo : 
He will not know, what all, but he dow know, 
And as he errs, dating on HermiaſJs eyes; 
50 |, acmiring of his qualities : 
Things bale and vile, holding no quantity, 
Love can tranſpoſe to form and dignity, 
Love locks not with the eyes; but with che minde, 
And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted-blind: 
Nor hath loves mind of any judgment taſte ; 
Wings and no eyes, figure, unheedy haſt. 
And therefore is Love laid to be a Child, 
B:caule in choice he often is beguildg 
As waggiſh Boys themſclves in game forlwear 3 
S» the Boy Love is perjur'd every where, 
For cre Demetrius lookt on Hermiaes eyngp, 
He hail'd down oths that he was only mine. 
And when this Ha:l ſome heat from Hermia felt, 
So he diſſyly*d, and ſhowrys of oaths d1d melt, 
{ will go tcll him of fair ZZermiad; flight : 
Then to the Wood will he tomorrow night 
Purſue her; and forffiis intelligence, 
If 1 have thanks, it is a dear expence 4 
But herein mean I to enrich my pain, 
To have his ſight thither, and back again. 


Meeme- | V- 


< 


+. 
(_Extt. 


Enter Qaince the Carpenter, Snug the Joyner Bottom the 
Weaver, Flute the Bellows-mender, Snowt the Tinker, 
- * and Starveling the T aylor. 


Q4, Is ail our company here ? 

Bet. You were beſt to call- them generally, mzn'by 
man, according to the ſcrip. 

©x. Here is the ſcrowl of every mans name, which is 
chought fic;through all Athens, to play in our Enterlude 
before the Duke and the Dutcheſs, on his wedding Cay 
at night. 

Bot. Firſt, good Perer Quince, ſay what the Play 
treats on 3 then Read' the Names of the ARors 3 and fo 
grow on to agpoint, 

2s. Marry our Play is the moſt lamentable Comedy, 
and moſt cruel death of Pyramu; and Thisby. 

B.t. & very goud piece of- work I afſure you, and a 
mcrry. . Now good Peter Quince, call forth your Attors 


by the ſcrowl. Maſters ſpread your ſelves. 
®xince, Anſwer as I call you. Nick Bottom the 
Weaver. 


Bott.m, Ready : name what part 1 am for, and pro- 
cced. 

Duince, You Nick Bottom are ſet down for Pyra- 
MUS. 
pot, What is Pyramus,a Lover, or a Tyrant ? 
| Dutnce, A Lover that kills himfelt moſt gallantly for 
Love. | 

Bot. That will ask ſome tears in the truc perform- 
ing of it; if 1doit, let the audience look to their eyes 3 
| will move torms ; | will condole in ſome meaſure. 
To the reſtyet, my chief humour is for a Tyrant; I could 
play Ercles rarely, or a part to tear a Cat in, to make all 
oli raging Rocks, and ſhivcring Stocks ſhall break 
the Locks of Priſon Gates, and Phibbxs carre fhal} ſhine 
{ from far , and make and mar: the fooliſh Fates;RThis 


_ Y 
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was lotty. Now naine the reſt of the Players, "This 
- Ercl:s vein, a Tyrants vein ; a Lover is more cond- 
ing. 

Quin, Frantis Flute «the Bellows-mender. 

Flu. Here Peter Quince, 2 

£4. You muſt take T visbig on you. 

Flu. What is Thisby, a wandring Knight ? 

£4. It is the LadVthat Pyramus mult Love. | 

Fl. Nay faith, let not me play a woman, 7 have a 
Beard coming, 

Qs. That's all one, you ſhall play it in a Mask, and 
you may {peak as (mall as you will. 

Bet. And I may hide my face, let me play, Thisbyy 
too ; PIE ſpeak in a monſtrous little voice, Thiſby T hiſ- 


ah Pyramus my lover dear, thy Thisbig Jt? 

Lain, No,no, you muſt play Pyramus ; and Flute you 
Thisbgg. 

Bit, Well, proceed. | 

Qs. Robin Starveling, the Taylor. 

Star. Here Peter Quince. 

Quince, Robin Starveling, you muſt play Thisbiys 
Mother ? 

Tom Snowt, the Tinker, 

Snowt. Here Peter Quince, ' 

Ls, You PyramuiStather z my ſelf, Thisbigs father; 
Snug, the Joyner, you the Lyons part ; and Thope there 
is a Hay fitted. | 
Snug, Have you the Lyons part written ? pray youjif 
it be, give itme, for Iam ſlow of ſtudy, 


Lu. You may do it Extempore, for it is nothing but 
roaring, 


will- do any mans heart good to hear me. 1 will roar, 
that I wilf make the Duke ſay, Let him roar agairf, let 
him roar again. | 


2s, If you ſhould do it too terribly, you would 


and that were enough to hang us all. 
[. That would hang us every mothers ſon. 

 Bottome. | grant you friends, if that you ſhould 
fright the Ladies out of their Wits, they would 
proye no more diſcretion but to hang us; but I will ag- 
gravate my -voice fo , that 1 will roar you as gently 
as any fucking Dove; I will roar and” *rwere any 
Nightingale. ; 


mus 15 a {weet-fac'd man, a proper man as one ſhall fce 


in a ſummers day; a. moſt lovely Gentleman-like-mar; 


Bot. Well, Lwill undertake it. What Beard were 1 
beſt ro play it in ? | 

Dun Why, what you will. 

Boe, I will difcharge it, in either your ftraw-colour 
beard,] your orange-tawny beard, your purple in grail 
_— or your French-crown colour'd beard, your per- 
eQ yellow. 


at all, and then you will play bare-fac*dz But maſters here 
ar>your parts, and I am to entreat you, requeſt you, and 


Moon-light, there we will rehearſe ; for if we meet in the 
City, we ſhall be dog'd with company, and our devices 
known. In the mean? time, 1 will draw a Bill of proper 
ties, ſuch as our” Play wants. I pray youfail me not. 

Bot, We will meet, and there we may rehearſe more 


Bot. Let me p'ay the Lyon too, I will roar, that | 


fright, the Dutcheſs and the Ladies, that they woule | 


Quince. You can play no part but Pyramns, for Pyra-} 


therefore you muſt needs play Pyramus. | 
| 


Quiz. Some of your French-Crowns have no hair | 


defire you, to con them by to morrow night ; and meet | 
me in the palace wood, a mile without the Town, by | 


| 
| 


obſccnely and courageouſly. Take paing, be perfe, adiev. 
| Quin. At the Dukes oak we meet. p'- 


Bt. Enough, hold or cut bow-ftrings. Excunt. | 
+7 provert t Sens 7 11h hefly ng) cotta 
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Ob. Tarry raſh Wanton, amnotl thy Lord? 
| @». Then muſt berhy Lady ; bur I know 
p When _ aſt _ away from Fairy Land, 
" And in the ſhape of Corin, fateall day, 
Actus Pos _ Cones / Playing on pipes of Corn, and 3. love 
or —F Fobin Good To amgrous Phillida, Why art thou here 
Enter 4 oo” at one door , and Rovin Gooa- Come from the fartheſt ſteep ofe Indta? 
ellow at another. But that forſooth the bouncing Amazor > 
= | Your buskin'd Miſtreſs, and your Warriour love, 
Rob. How nowyſpirit, whither wander you ? To Theſeus muſt be Wedded; and you come 
Fat. Over hill, over dale, through buſh, through briar, To give their bed joy and proſperity. R 
Over park, over pale, through flood, through =p : Ob. How co rhou thus for ſhame, Titania, 
| do wander every where, {wifter than the Moon ſpheres” | 1 my credit, with Hippolita 
And I ſerve the Fairy Queen, to dew her orbs upon th- 


,| Knowing | know thy love to Theſers 2 
The Cowll ps tall, her penſioners be, ( 8*eN7\ Hig thou not lead him through the glimmering night 
In their gold coats, ſpots vou lee, ; 


|; | From Peregayp@, whom he ravilhed ? 

| Thoſe be Rubies, Fairy fvours, And m-ke im with fair Exzgtts break his faith 

by thoſe freckles, live their {avars: Th, | With Ariadze, and Antiope w. 

|] mult go (eek ſome dew Crops here, 4 To; #, Thneteare the forgeries of jealouſieg Rb | 
And hang a pearl in every cowſlips ear, . 


Anu nev r finc [4 e middle Summers {prin i no 
Farewel thou Lob of ſpirits, PI& be gon, Y QOVET WINES ſpring, þ 


Met we 01 hill, in dale, forreft, or mead, 
Our Queen and all her Elves come here anon. By pared fountain, or by ruſhy brook, 
Rob. The King doth keep his Revels here to night, 


V4 Oran the beached margent of the ſea, 
Take heed the IP come not within his ſight, To dance our ringlets to the whiſtling wind, 
For Oberon is paſling fell and wrath, 


But with thy brawls thou haft diſturb'd our ſport, 
Becauie that ſhe, as her attendant, hath Theretore the winds p'ping ro us in vain, 
A\ lovely boy {toln from an Indian King, As in revenge have luck*d ep from the leag- 
She never had fo. {weet a changeling; Conagious tdggs ; Which falling in the land, + =: 4/ 
And j:alous Oberon would have the child Hath every pegry Kiver made {o proud, A & © / 
Knight of this train, to trace the Forreſts wild. That they have over-born their Continents, 
| Burſhe( per-force ) wigh-holds the loved boy, The Oxe hath theretore ſtretch'd his yoak in vain, 
Crowns him with flow s, and makes him all her joy The Ploughman lof his ſweat, and the green Corn « 
And now they never meet in grove, or green, Hath rotted, ere 6& youth atraif'd a beard : DJ 
By fountain clear, or (pangled ſtar-light ſheen, The fold Rtands empty in the drowned field, 
But they do ſquare, rhat all their Elves for fear And Crows are fatted with the murrion flock; 
Creep into Acorn cups and hide them there, The Nine-mens-morris is fild up with mud, 
Fai. | miſtake your ſhape and making quite, And the queint Mazesin the wanton greens. 
Oc ele yo!) are that ſhrew'd and knaviſh ſpirit For lack of treadare undiſtinguiſhable. 
Calle Robin Good-felow, Are you net he), The humane mortals want thcir winterchere, 
Thar ir:ght the maidens of the Vilag No night is now with hymn, or carol bleft ; 
$xim milk, and ſometimes labour in the Qhtern, Therefore the Moon ( the governeſs of flouds)) - 
And bootleſs make the breathleſs huſwife chſn; Pale in her anger, waſhes all the air . 
And tometime make the drink to bear no barme, That Kheumatick diſeaſes do abound. 
Miſl:ad night-wandtrers, lavghing at their harm, And through this diſtemperature, we ſee, 
Thoſe that Hobgoblin call you) and ſweet Puck, The ſeaſons alter 3 hoary headed frofts 
You do their work, and they ſhall have | 90 luck. 

| The Sane 


__——_—_— 


Fall in the freſh-lap of the crimſon Roſe; 
Are not you he ? "| And on old Hyems clin and Tcy crown, 
Rob, Thou ſpeak*ft aright 3 A An odgrous Chaplet of ſweet Summer buds 
[lam that merry wanddrer of the night : Is as in mockery ſet. The Spring, the Summer, 
[ jeſt tro Orberon, and make him ſmile, : The chiding Autumn, angry Winter,change 
When | a fat and bean-fed Horſe beguile, Their wonged Liyeries; and the amazed world, 
Neighing in I\kenels like a lilly foal; By their , now knowsnot which is which ; 
And ſometimes lurk 1 in a Goſſips bowl, And this ſame progeny of evill comes / 
[n very likeneſs of a roaſted Crab : From our debate, from our difſention, - 
ind when ſhedrinks, againſt her lips I bob, We are their parents and original. 
And on her withered dewiep pour the Ale, Ob. Do you amend it then, itli& in you, 
The wiſeſt Aunt telling the laddeft tale, Why ſhould Titanis croſs her Orberon ? 
Sometime for three-foot ſtool, miſtaketh me, 


[ do but beg a little changeling bo 
Then lip I from her bum, down topples _- or” | Tobe my OS eye: 
And tw cries, and falls into a co 


| Qs. Set your heart at reſt, 
And then the whole quire ho!d their hips, and loffe, The Fairy-land buys no child of me. 
And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and ſwear, 


a. 


 __ 


- His mother was a Votre my Order, 
A merger hour was never waſted there, And in the ſpiced 1ndsan air by night : ——— 
m_— Fairy, here comes Oberon, Full often ſhe hath goſſipt by my (ide, | ol 2 
4. And here my Mifſtrels : . And ſat with me on Neptunes vow ſands, 
Would that we were gone. Marking ttembarked traders of the flood, 
LS) Il. When we laught to ſee the ſails conceive, 
Enter King of /Fairi's at one door with his train, and | And grow big bellied with the wanton wind ; 


the Queen at another with kers. Which ſhe with pretty and with ſwimming gate. 


ing (her womb then rich with my young ſ{quire ) 
ld imitate, and fail upon the Land, 
To fetch me trifles and return again, 


| Fo 
Ov. Il met by Moon-light, wW 


Proud Titania. | 
Qu. What, j*alous Oberon? ' FairySkip hence, 


As from a voyagezrich with merchandize, 
L have for{worn his bed and company, But ſhe being mortal of that boy did dye, 
3 And 
NS > — - —_— ION. cr — 


/ ' 


"a. 


| And here aml, and w 
| Becauſe I cannot meet my Herma. 


134 


; A Midſummers Nights Dreain- 


Agd for her fake do rear up her boy, 

And for her fake 1 will not part with him, 

0b. How long within zhis Wood intend you ſtay ? 
Qu. Perchance till after Theſeus Wedding-day. 

if you will patiently danceinour Round, 

And fee our Moor-light Revels, go with us 3 


If not, ſhun me and L will ſpare your haunts. 


Ob. Give me that boy, and 1 will go with thee. 

Os. Not for thy Fairy Kingdom. Feirtes away : * 
We ſhall chide down right, If 1 longer Ray. xeunt, 
Ob Well, go thy way ; thou ſhalt not from this grove, 
Till I torment thee for this Injury 
tle Puck come hither z thou retembrRt 


My 
Sinc upon a promontory, 
And heard a Me#r-maid on a Dolphins back, 


Uttering futh Dulcet and Harmovious breat hs, 
That the rude Sea grew Civil at her Song, 

And certain Stars ſhot madly from their Spheary, 
To hear the Sea-maids Muſick. 

Pa. | remember. 

Ob, That very time 1 ſap ( but thou could'ſt not ), 
Fiying between the cold Moon and the Earth, 
Cupid all arm'd ; a certain aim he took 

At a fair VeſtatÞ#*Throned by the W-ft, 

And loos'd his Love-ſhaft ſmartby from his Bow, 
As it weeld picrce ahundred thouſand hearts, 
But I Kjghr ſee young Cxpids fiery ſhzf 


{| Quench in the chaſt beams of the watry Meon 3 


And the Imperial Votreſfs paſſed on, 

In Maiden meditation, fancy-free. - 

Yet mark'd I where the bolt of (zpidfell, 

Tt fell upon a little Weſtern Flower ; 

B:fore, Milk-white y now purple with loves wound, 
And maidens call it, Love in Idleneſs. 

Fetch me that Flower 3 the Herb 1 ſhew'd thee once, 
The juice of it, on ſ1:eping Eye-lids laid, 

Will make a Man or Woman madly dgze 

Upon the next live Creature thatit ſees. 

Fetch me this herb, and be thou here again, 


_ |Ere the Leviathan can ſwim a league. 


Pu. Vit put a Girdle about the Earth in —_— 
it, 
Ob. Having once this juice, 
Ple watch Titania, when (he is aſleep, 
And drop the liquoy, of itenher eyes : 
The next thing whee ſhe waking looks upon, 


(Be it on Lyon, Bear, or Wolf, or Bull, 


_ | On medling Monkey, or on buly Ape) 


She ſhall purſue it, with the Soul of Love: 
And ere take this Charm off from her ſight, 
c AsI can take it with another herb) 
Ilmake her render up hcr Page to me. 
But who comes here ? Iam inviſible, 
And 1 will over-hear their conference. 
 Seerc- We. 
Enter Demetrius, Helena following him. 


Dem, I love thee not, therefore purſue me not, 
Where is Ly{ander, and fair Hermia ? 
The one Plitay, the other fayeth me. 
Thou told*ii me they were ſtoln into this wood ; 
od@within this wood, 


Hence get thee gone, and follow me no more. 

Hel, You draw me,you hard-hearted Adamant, 
But yet you draw not ron; for my heart 
ls true as Steel, Leave your power to draw, 
And I ſhall haye no power to follow you. 

Dem. Dol entice you ? do 1 ſpeak you fair ? 
Or rather do 1 not in plaineft truth, 
Tell you 1 donot, nor 1cannot love you ? 

Hel. And evÞn for that do 1 love thee the more z 
I am your Spaniel , ahd Demetrios, 


| 


The more you beat me, 1 will fawn on you: 
. 


1 For 1 am fick when | do look on thee. 


U'e me but as your Spaniel , ſpurn me, ſtrike mr, 

Negle& me, loſe me; only give me leave 

(Unworthy a+ 1 am), to follow you. 

What worlſer place can [ beg in your Love, 

(And yet a place cf high reſpe& with me) ,_ 

Than to be ufed as you do your Dog ? SIA «Xx 
Dem, Tempt not too much the hatred of my Spirit, | 


Hel. And Iam fick when I look not on you. 
Dem, Youdo impeach your modeſty tov much, 
To leave the City, and commit your {elf 
Into the hands of one that loves you not, 
To truſt the opportunity of Night, 
And the ill counſel of a defart place, 


With ſweet musk Roſes, and with Eglantine, 


With the rich worth of your virginity: 

Hel. Your victue is my priviledge ; for thaf 

It is not night when 1 do fee your face. 

Therefore I think 1am not in the Night, 

Nor doth this woag lack worlds of company, 

For you in my reſpect are all the World. 

Then how can it be taid Iam alone , 

When all the World is here to look on me ? | 

Dew, Vit run from thee and hide me in the brakes, 
And leave thee to the mercy of wild Beaſts. 

Hel. The wildeft hath not fuch a heart as you 3 
Run when you will , the ftory ſhall be chang'd : 

«A ppolio flies, and Daphne holds the Chace; | 
The Dove purſues the Griffin, the mild Hind 
Makes ſpeed to catch the Tyger. Bootlels ſpeedy/ 
When Cowardiſe purſues, and Valour flies, 

Dem. 1 will not ſtay thy queſtions; let me go; 
Orif you follow me, do not believe, 

But I ſhall do thee miſchief in the VVood. 

Heil Ay inthe Temple, in the Town, and Field. 
You do ne miſchief, Fee Demetrius, | 
Your wrongs do ſet a ſcandal on my Sex: | 
We cannot tight for Love, as men may do 5 
We ſhould be woo'd, and were not made to woos. 


Thou ſhalt fly him, and he ſhall ſeek thy love, 
Haſt thou the flower there ? Welcome wanderer, 


Enter Puck, 


Pa Ay,there it is. 

Ob. | pray thee give it me, / 
| know a bank wherEthe wild Tjme blows, 
Where the Oxflipsand the nodding Violet grows, 
Quite over Cannoped with luſcious Woodbine, 


There fleeps Titania, {pmetime of the Night, 

Lull'd in theſe flowtrs with dances and delight : 
And there the Snake throws her enammel'd Skin, 
VVeed wide enough to wrap a Fairy in- FT. 
And with the juice of this I'|{Mreak her Eyes, 

And make her full of hateful Fantaſies. 

Take thou ſome of it, and ſeek through this Grove ; 
A ſweet Athenian Lady is in Love 

With a difdainful youth ; annoint his Eyes, 

But do it when the next thing he eſpies, 

May be the Lady. Thou ſhalt know the man, 

By the «Athenian Garments, he hath on. 

Effe&t it with ſomecare, that he may prove 
More fond ofr her, than ſhe upon be$ love; 

And look thou meet me, ere the firſt Cock crow» 
Px. Fear not my Lord, your ſervant ſhall do ſo. 
nter Ducen of Fairies, with her Train. 
£x. Come, now aRoundel, and a Fairy Song : 
Then for the third part of a Minute hence, 

Some to kili(&ankexs in the Musk Roſe buds, 

Some war with Rgremile, for their leathern wings, 


To make my ſmall Elves Coats, and keep ſome back 


_ 


* A co 
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I follow thee, and make a Heaven of Hell 
Ta dye upon the hand ] love ſo welV _/cen@ bv. Exita, 
Ob, Fare thee well Nymph, ere he do leave this Grove. 


— 


A Midſunmers Nights Dream. 


Then to your offices, ind let me reſt. 
Fairies Sing 


You ſpotted Snakgs with double tongue, 
Thorny Hedgehog gs be not ſeen, 
Nemwts and blind worms do no wrong, 
Come not near our Fairy Queen. 
Philomely with meladi 
Sing in your ſweet Lullaby, 
Lulla, lulla, lullaby, lullz lulla,lullaby : 
Never harm, nor ſpell, nor Charm, 
Comte our lovely Lady 
So good night with Lullaby. 
2. Farry. | 
Weaving Spiders,come not here; 
Hence you long leg'd Spinners, hence * 
Beetles black approach not near 
Worm nor Snapl do no offence. 
Philomele-with melody, &c. . - 
I. Fazry. 


One aloof, ſtand Centinel. 


Do it for thy true Love take p 
Love and Languiſh for his ſake; 

Be it Ounce, or Cat,or Bear, | 
Pard, or Boar, with briftled Hair, 
In thy eye ihat ſhall appear, 

When thou wak*R, it is thy dear, 
Wake when ſome vile thing is near. 


er mid. 


And to ſpeak troth, | have forgot our way : 
We'llreft us Hermia, if you think it good, 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her. Belt ſo Lyſander ; find you out a Bed, 
For Lupon this Bank will reſt my Head, 

Lyſ. One Turf ſhall ſerve as Pillow for us both, 
One Heart, one B:d, two Boſoms,.and one Troth. 


Lye further off yet, do not lx ſo near. 
Lyſ. O take the ſence ſweet, of my innocence, 
Love takes the meaning, in Loves conference, 
| mean that my Heart unto yours 15 knit, 
So that but one heart can you make of it. 
Two Boſoms interchanged with an oath, 
So then two Boſoms, and a ſingle Troth. 
Then by your (ide, no Bed-room ine deny 
For lying ſo, Hermie, I donotlye: | 
Her . Lyſander riddles very prettily 3 
Now much beſhrew my manners, and qy pride, 
If Hermia meant to ſay, Lyſandey lyd. 
But gentle friend, for Love and Curteſy 
Lye further off in human Modeſty, 
Such ſeparatiqn, as may well be ſaid 
Becomes a Vertuous Batchelor, and a Maid, 
So far be diſtant, and good night ſweet Friend j 
Thy Lovene'realter till thy ſweet Life end/ 
Lyſ/. Amen, amen ,to that fair Prayey ſay I, 
And then end Life, when Iend Loyalty : 
Here is my Bed; fleep give thee all his Reſt, 


Enter Puck 
Pu, Through the Forreſt have I gone, 
But Athenian find 1 none, 
On whole eyes | might approve 
This Flowers force,in ſtirring Love: 
N:ghc and ſilence { who is here ? 
Weeds of Athens he doth wear 3 


The Clamorous Ow! Us Nightly hoots}and wonders 
At our queint Fs ng me now a ſleep, 


Henct away \, now all is es {i eunt Fary 


Enter Oberon. anomks her 
Ob. What thou ſeeft when thoudoſt wake; 4{d.y. 


J. _— Vi 
Lyſ. Fair love, you faint with wandring in the Woods 3 


Her. Nay gu Lyſander, for my fake my dear, 


Oh, that a Lady of one man refus'd, 


Her, With half that wiſh, the wiſhers eyes Should of another therefore he abuy's/ 
: "0: fr Ly/ſ. She fees not FL 1c: Fa there, 


hey ſleep. 


For as a ſ{urfeit of the ſweete 


This is he ( my Maſter ſaid ) 
Deſpiſed the Athenian Maid z 

And here the Maiden ſleeping ſound, 
On the dank and derty ground 
Pretty ſoul, ſhe durſt nor lye _ 

Near this lack-love, this kill curteſy. 
Churl upon thyeyes1 throw © 

All the powef this Charm doth owe ; 
When thou wak'Rt, let Love forbid 
Sleep his ſcat on-thy eyelid; 

So awake when I amgon 3 


For I muſt now to Oberon, 


(SLEMLs Vit 


Enter Demetrins and Helena running. = 


Hel. Say, tho thou kill me, ſmeet Demetrius, / 
De. | charge thee Fn and do not haunt me 


#el, O wilt thou Darling leave me ? do not fo; 


De. Stay on thy peril, I alone will go- 
. 


The more my Prayer, the lefler is my Grace. 
Happy is Hermia, wherefote The lies : 
For ſhe hath bleſſed and atttaRive eyes. 


[f ſo, my eyesare oftner waſh? then hers: 


No, no, I am as ugly as a Rear; 


For Beafts that meet me, run away for feary 
Therefore no marvel, tho Demetrins 

Dofas a monſte?\ fly my preſence chus, 

What wicked and diſſembling glaſs of mine, 
Made me compare with Hermis's ſphery eyne 
But whois here ? Lyſander on the Ground : 
Dead or aſleep? 1 fee no Blood, no Wound. 


 Lyſander, if you live, good Sir awake, 

Ly/. And run through tire will for thy ſweet ſake. 
Tranſparent Helens, nature here ſhews art, 
That through thy Boſom makes me ſee thy Hearty; 
Where trins? ' Oh how fita word 
ls that ile name, to periſh on my Sword ? 


Hel. Do not fay fo, Lyſander, ſay not ſo; 
What tho he love your Hermia ? Leord, what 
Yet Hermsa ſtill Loves you; then be content 


Exit Demetrius, | . 4 
Hel. O Tamoutof breath, in this fond chace; py 


How came her eyes {o bright 5 Not with falt tears, 


- 


AY _ 
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Lyſ. Content with Hermia? Nol do repent 


The*tedious minutes 1 with her have ſpent; 
Not Herma, biit Helenia many | love ; 

Who will not change a Raven for a Dove ? 
The will of mad is dy his reaſon {way'd: 


And reaſon ſays you are the worthicr Maid; + 
until their Scaſon 2 


Things growing arenot ripe, untj 
$0 I being young till now ripe nut to Reaſon, 
And touching now the point of humanskill, 
Reaſon becomes the Marſhal to my will, 

And leads me to your eyes, where I orelook 
Loves ſtories, written in Loves richeſt Book. 


y 


Hel. Wherefore was | to this keen mockery born? 


When at your hands did 1 deſerve this ſcorn ? 
lr not enough, is*t not enough, young man, 
That I did never, no nor never can- - 

Delerve a ſweet look from Demetrius eye, 
But you muſt flout my inlufficiency ? 


ncy is gt : 
Good troth you do me wrong good ſooth you do.) * 
[n ſuch diſdainful manner, me to wooe.” f 

But fare you well « perforce 1 muſt confeſs, 


| thought you Lord of more true - 


And never magit thou come Taſer near z 
things . 
The deepeſt loathing to a ſtomach brings; * 


Or as the hereſies that men do leave, 


Are hated moſt of thoſe that did deceive 3 


So thou, my ſurfeity and my hereſyg— 
M 


———_— 


aq 


To» had 
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Of all b: hated.: but the moſt of me/ 
And all my powerg addreſs your love and might, 
To honour Helen, and to be her Knight. 

Her: Help me Lyſander, help me, do thy beſt. 
Fo pluck this erawling Serpent from my breſt: 
Aye me, for pity, what.a dream was here ? 
Lyſander, look, how | do quake with fear 5 
Me-thought a Serpent eat my Heart away - 

And yottiate ſmiling at his cruel prey.” 
Lyſander, what remov'd? Lyſander, Lord, 
What out of hearing, gone ? No ſound, no word ? 
Alack where are you? ſpeak andif you hear 
[ Exit 


Speak of all Loves; I ſwound almoſt with fear, 
Afus Tertius, SUNes1 


en I well perceive you are not nigh, 
ef death or you VIE find immediately. 
The Luter/ 
Enter the Clowns. 


Exit, 


— 


SG 
The ood. amtd 
| 4, 

Bot. Are we all met ? 

Quin. Pat, pat, and here's a maryMous convenient 
place for our rehearſal. This green plat ſhall be our 
ſtagez this hauthorn brake our tyring Houſe, and we will 
doitin ation, as we willdo it before the Duke. 

Bot, Peter _ 1 

Peter. What iayt thou bully Bottoms ? 

Bet. There are things in this Comedy of Piramus and 
Thisby, that will never pleaſe. Firſt, Pyramus muſt draw 
ja Sword to kill himſelf; which the Ladies cannot abide, 
How anſwer you that ? 

Snot, - aken, a parlous fear./ 

Star. I'btl 

done. 
Bot. Not a whit, I have a device to make all well, 
Write me a Prologue, and let the Prologue ſeem to lay, 
We will do no harm with our Swords, and that Pyrams: 
is not kill'd indeed; and for the more better aſſurance, 


4. tcl them, that] Pyramus am not Pyramus, but Bottoms 
E353 the Weaver ; this will put them out of fear. 


Qain, Well, we will have ſuch a Prologue, and it ſhall 


[be writtenin eight and fix; 


k. 


FP IE"_7 


Ad 


ſh. Att. 


Bot. No, makeit two more; let it be written in eight 
and eight. 

Szout. Will not the Ladies be afear*d of the Lion ? 
Star. 1 fear it, I promiſe you. 

Bot. Maſters, you ought to conſider with your {elves} 
to bring in; (God ſhield us) a Lion among Ladies, is a 
moſt dreadful thing; For there is not a more fearful wild 
fowl than your Lion living ; and we ought to look to 
it. 


| Snoxt. Therefore another Prologue muſt tell he is not 


a Lion. 

Bot. Nay, you muſt name his name, and half his face 
muſt be ſeen through the Lions neck, and he himſelf muſt 
ſpeak through, ſaying thus, or to the ſame defe&; Ladies, 


] or Fair Ladies, I would wiſh you, or I would requeft you, 


or I would intreat you, not to fear, not to tremble 5 my 
Life for yours; If you think I come hither as a Lion, 
it were pity of my Life; No, I am no ſuch thing, I am 
a man as other meh are,; and there indeed let 


1 him name his name, and tell frm plainly he is Snug the 


Joiner. 

QOnince, Well, it ſhall beſo ; but there is two hard 
things, that is, to bring the Moon-Light into a Cham- 
ber ; for you know, Pyramus and Thisby meet by Moon- 


light. 


OW Doth the Moonſhine that Night we play our 
ay ? 
Ber, ACalender, a Calender, look in the Almanack, 


ieve we muſtleave the killing out, when all is | 


Sneha. 
{ Quin, Yes, it doth ſhine that night. 
| Bot. Why then may you leave a Caſement of the prezt 
Chamber window,( where we play ) open, and the Moon 
may ſhine in at the Caſemenr. 

Wu Apr elſe one muſt come in with a buſh of thorns 
and a lanthorn, and ſay he comes to dishgure, or to pre. 
ſent the perſon of Moon-ſhine. Then there is another 
thing, we muſt have awall in the great Chamber for 
Piramus and Thisby( ſays the ſtory) did talk through the 
chink of a wall. 

Snug. You can never bring in a wall, Waat ſay you 

Bottomt + 

Bot, Some man or other muſt preſent wall, and let 
him have ſome Plaſter, or ſome Lome, or fome rough-caſt 
about him, to ſignify wallz or let him hold his tingers | 
thus ; and through the cranny ſhall Pyramus and T hizby 
whiſder, 

Quin, If that may be, then all is well, Come, fit down 
yy mothers ton, and rehearſe your parts. Pyramuz, 
you begin ; when you have ſpoken your ſpeech, enter into 
that Brake, and ſo every one according to his cue, 

> Fl. 
Enter Robin. 
Rib. Nava hempen home-{puns have we ſwaggering 
ere 
So near the Cradle of the Fazry Queen ? 
What, aPlay towkrd ? PiCbe an auditor 3 
An ator too perhaps, if I {eecauſe, 

un. Speak Pyramus 3 Thisbyſtand forth. 

Pir. Thisby, the flowere of odious favours ſweet, 

Bain, Odours, odours. 

r. Odours ſavots ſweet, 
So hath, thy breath, my deareſt Thisby dear. 
But hark, a voice [ ſtay thou but here a whils; 
And by and by I will to thee appear. 


| 


\ Thusb. Muſt I ſpeak now ? 
arry muſt you. For you muſt underſtand he 
goes but to ſee a noiſe that he heard, and is to come a- 
ain. 
, This, Moſt radiant Pyrawas, moſt Lilly white of hue, 
Of colour like the red Ro(c on triumphant Bryer, 
Moſt brisky JuvenUP and eke moſt lovely Jew, 
As true as trueſt horſe, that yet, would never tire, 
I18 meet thee Prramus, at v1 Tomb, 

Ninus Tomb, man 2 y, you mult not fpeak that 
yet ; that you anſwer to Pgamus ;, you peak all your 
part at once, cues and all. Vp amus enter, your cue is paſt; 
it is never tire, 


Thisb, O, astrue as trueft Horſe, that yet would never 
tire : Re Onder- Bottom. wh, ary Hos, 3) 
Pir, If 1 were fair, Thisby | gre only thine. ca 


O monſtrous. O ſtrange. We are haired 3 pray 
maſters, fly maſters, help. | 
| [T; ve Clopns Exceunt, 
Puck, I1ffollow you, IIflead you about a Round, 
Through bog, through buſh, through brake, through 
Sometimes a Horſe I|Þbe,ſometimes a Hound; (bryer, 
A Hog, a Headleſs Bear, {ometimes a fire 
And neigh, and bark; and grunt, and rf and burn 


every turn, [Exit 


Enter Pixamus with the Aſs Head. 
Bot. why do they run away ? This is a knavery of them 
to make me afeard. Emer Snout. 
Sn. O Botteme, thou art chang'd ; What do I ſee on 
thee ? 
Bot. What do you ſee ? You fee an Aſs-head of your 
own, do you ? 


Like Horſe, Hound, Hog, Bear, firc, a 


Enter Peter Quince, 


Pet, Bleſs thee Bottome, bleſs thee ; thou art tranſ- 
lated, xit, 


figd out Moon-ſhine, find out Moon-ſhine. 
* 


—_ Noi -_ 9” "IE 


EExit. Pix, 
Pack. A firanger Pyramns, then ere plaid here; j#s 108 
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Bot» | ice th.ir xnavery » this is to make an als of me, \ 
to fright me it rey could ; but will not ſtir from this 
place, do what they can; will walk up and down here, 
and will ſing that they ſhall hear | am not afraiC. oy 
The &oſcl cock, 1o black of hue, _ wy 
With O-cange-tawny bill, C 
The Throftle will ms note fo true, 

The Wren and little qui'l, / 
Tita. What pon me from my flowry bed 5 
Bot. The Finch, the Sparrow, and the Lark, 
The plainlong Cuckow gray 3 
Whole note full many a man doth mark, 
And dares not an{wer, nay. 
For inde:d, who would {ct his wit to ſo fooliſh abird ? 
Who would give 3 bird the lye, tho he cry Cuckow, ne- 
yer (0? | 

Tita. | pray thee, gentle mortal, ſing again, 

Mine ear is much enamoured of thy note 3 

Oa the firſt view to ſay, to ſwear I love thee. 

So is mine eye enthralled to thy ſhape, 

And thy fair vertues force ( perforce ) doth move mey 

Bot. Methinks maiſtreſs, you thould have little reaſon 
for that : and yet to ſay the truth, reaſon and love keep 


little company cogether, now-a-days, i The more the pity, 
that ſome honeſt neighbours will not, make them fricnds. 
Nay, I can gleck upon occaſion. ;, 

Tita» Thou art as wiſe as thou art beautiful. 

Bot. Not ſo neither : but if I had 'wit enough to get 
out of this wood, L have enough to ſerve mine: own 
turn. 

Tits, Out of this wood, do not defire to go, 

Thou ſhalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no. 


devoured many a Gentleman of your houſe. 1 promiſe 
you, your kindred hath made my eyes water ere now, | 
jg your more acquaintance , good Maſter Muſtard: 
eed. . 
Tita., Come wait upon him, lead him to my bower. 

The Moon methinks, looks with a watry eye, | 
And when ſhe weeps, weepfevery little flower, | 
Lamenting tome enforced chaſtity. 

[annlns/ 
V 


Tye up my Lovefe tongue, bring him filently, 
Enter King of Fairies, ſolus, 


0b. I wonder if Titania be awak'd: 
Then what it was that next came in her eye, 
Which ſhe muſt dote on in extremity, 


Enter Puck, 


Here comes my meſſenger : how now mad ſpirit, 
What night-rule now about this haunted Grove ? 
Puck, My Miſtrels with a monſter is.in love, 

Near to her cloſe and conſecrated bower, 

While ſhe was in her dull and ſleeping hour, | 
A crew of-parelits,auude Mechanicals, 

That work tor bread upon «Athenian Rafls, 

Were met togethet to rehearſe a Play, 

Intended for great Theſenr nuptial day. 

The ſhalloweſt thick-skin of that barrenſort, 

Who Py rams preſented, in their fporry 

Forſook his Scene, ard entred in a brake; 

When-Tvid him at this advantage take, 

An Aﬀes pole 1 fixed 6nhis head 


lama ſpirit of no common rate; YL 
The Summer ftill doth tend upon my ſtate, | 
AndI dolove thee z therefore <Spith me, 

PlLgive thee Fairies to attendonth-e 1 

And they ſhall fetch thee Jewels from the deep, 

And ſing, while thou on preſſed flowers doth ſleep : 

And I will purge thy mortal grolsnels fo, 

That thou (halt like an airy ſpirit go. 


eaſe-bloſſom)Cobweb,? Moth) Muſtard-) 


ſeed? adi Fairves. 


/ 2 | 

Fair. Ready ; and [, be I; Ka, I, Where ſhall we go? 

Tita. Be kind and courteous to this Gentleman. 
Hop in his walks, and gambole in his eye, 

F:ed him with Apricocks and Dewberies, 

With purple Grapes, green Figs, and Mulbycries, 
The hony-bags ſteal from the Humble Bees, 

And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs. 
And light them at the fiery Glow-worms «yes, 
To have my love to bed, and to ariſc : 

And pluck the wings from painted Butterflies, 
Tofſan the Moon beams from his ſleeping eyes. 
Nod to him Elves, and do him courtelies. 

1, Fai. Hail mortal, hail, 

2 Fai. Hail. 

3. Fai. Hail. 

Bot. I cry your worſhips mercy heartily, I beſcech your 
worſhips name. 

Cob, Cobw.b, A 

Bot. I ſh.l| defire you of more acquaintance , good 
Maſter Cobweb: if I cut my finger, I ſhall make bold with 
you, 

Your name honeſt Gentleman ? 

Peaſ. Peaſe-Bioſſom. 

Bot, | pray vou commend me to Miſtreſs Squaſh your | 
Mother, and to Maſter Peaſc-d your Father. Good 
Maſter Peaſe-bloſſom, 1 ſhall deſire of you more acquain- 
tance too. Your name | b:ſeech you fir ? 

Muſ. Muſtard- ſeed! 


Bot. Good Maſter Muſtardſeed ;, 1 know your pati- | Her brothers noon-tide, wich th* Aatipodes, 
encewell : that ſame cowardly gyant-like Oxe-bect) hath [c cannot be but thou haſt murdred him, 


Anon his Th:«by/ maftbeanſwered, 
And forth my Mimick comes : when they him pes | 
As wild-Geeſe, that the creeping -Gewler eye, *% 
Or. rufſet-pated choughs, many in (ort, 
( Riſing and cawing at the Guns report)) 
Sever themſelves, and madly ſweep thee sky ; 
So at bis ſight, away his-fellows flie, 
And at our ſtamp, here o*re ard o're one falls ; 
He murder cries, and help from-Arbens calls, | , 
Their fenfe thusweak, loſt with their fears thus Rirong,}. 
Made ſenſeleſs things begin. to do them wron , 
For briars and thorns at their apparel ſnatch, 
Some ſleeves, ſome hats, from yielderFall things catch, 
L led them on in this diſtracted fear, 
Ant left {weet Pyramustranſlated there : 
When in that moment ( fo it came to pals) 
Titania wak't, and ftraightway lov'd an Afs. 

Ob. This falls out, better than I could deviſe; 
But haft thou yet lafch'd the Atheniantyes, 
With the love juige as I did bid thee do ? 

Rob. | took him fleeping,( that is finiſht too) ; 
And the Athenian Woman by his ſide, 
That jwhen he wakWp of force ſhe mult be ey'd, 

UCETLEN. 


Enter Demetrius and Hermia. a 


Ob. Stand cloſe, this is the ſame Athenian, 
R ob. "This is the woman, but not this the man. 
Dem, O why rebuke you kim that loves you lo ? 
Lay breath fo bitter on your bitter foe, | 
Her. Now I but chide, but 1 ſhould uſe thee worſe, 
For thou l fear haft given me caule tocurſe, 
If thou haſt ſlain Lyſandey in his lee 
Being ore ſhooes in blood, plunge in the deep, and kill me 
too : h 
The Sun was notſo. true unto the day, 
As he to me. Would he have ftollen away,— 
Fromfſleeping Hermia? I ICbclieve as ſoon 
This whole earth may be borkl, and that the Moon 
May through the Center creep, and fo dilpleaſe 


M 2 | So 


— - > 


"TIE 


And trom th 
hether he . {E 
Dem. There isno following her in this fierce vein, 


| 
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So ſhould a murtherer look, fo dead, fo grim. 
Dem. So ſhould the murther& look, and ſo ſhould I, 

Picrc't through the heart with your ſt:rn cruelty : 

Yet you the murf{rer looks as bright as clear, 


As yonder Venus 1n her glinmering ſphexE. 
j 


Her. What's this to my Lyſunder ? Where is be ? 
Ah good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me ? 

Dem. \*de rather give hjs carkafs to my hounds. 

Her. Out dog, out cur/ thou,driv*ſt me paſt rhe bounds 
Of "Maidens patience. Haſt thou lain him then ? 
H-nceforth be never numbred among men. 
Oh/ ence tell true, and even for my lake, 
Durſt thou*s fookt upon him, being awake ? 
And haſt tftou kil'd him ſlceping ? O brave 
Could not a worm, af Adder do ſo much ? 
An adder did it, for with doubler tongue 


ufc / 


| Than thine, ( thou ſerpent ) never adder ſtung. 


Dem. You ſpend your paſſion on a milpriz'd mood; 
| am not guilty of Lyſander's blood y 


| Nor is he dead for ought that I can tel, 


Her. 1pray theegelme then that he is well. 
Dem. And if 1 could, what ſhould 1 get therefore ? 
' Her: A priviledg never ta fee memore ; 
hated preſence part 1s RE "Th 
dead or no, Exit. 
Here therefore for a while | will remain. 


So lorrows heayinels avier grow y 
For debttlrat bankr oth forrowowe, 


Which now in ſome flight” meaſure it will pay, ,__ 
Uf for hs ener hers} make fame ſtay. {Lied we. 
OZ. What haſt thou done ? Thou haſt miftaken quite, 


And laid thy love juice on ſome true-lbves fight : 


Of thy miſprifion muſt pgrforce enſue | 
Some 4 love urn falſe turn'd true. , 
Rob. Then fate o*'rerules; one man holding-troth, 


A million fail, confounding oath on oath- -< 


Ob, About the wood, gotwifter than.the wind, 
And Helens of Athens look thou find. 
All ſancy-ſick ſhe is, and pale of cheer, - 
With ſighs of love, that cofts the freſh blood dear. 


By ſome illuſion fee thou bring her here” * 

PieEcharm his eyes gain ths h appear, 

Reb. 1 go,l go; look howl go, 

Swifter than arrow from the Tartars bow, - / Exit. 
Qb. Flower of this purple die, Anouwnts Derret# 

Hir with Cupids archery, & 2&5. 

Senk in apple of | hiseye, 


| When his love he doth eſpy, 


Let her ſhine as gloriouſly 
As the Venus of the sky. 
When thou wak*f if ſhe be by, 


——_— 


Beg of her for remedy. 
Enter Puck, 
Puck. Captain of our Fairy bard, 
Helera is here at hand, 
And the youth miſtook by me, 
Pleading for a lovers fee. 


{ Shall we their fond Pageant fee ? 


Lord, what fools theſe mortals be ! 

Ob. Stand afide : the noiſe they make, 
Will cauſe Demetrius to awake, 

Puck. Then will two at once wooe one, 
That muſt needs be iport alone : 
Ard thoſe things do beſt pleaſe me, 


Thiat befal prepoſeroully. 
Jere VII. 
Enter Lyſander and Helena; 


Lyſ. Why ſhould you think that I ſhould wooein ſcorn > 
Scorn and derifion never comes in tears. 
[Look when | vow, 1 weep, and vows ſo born, 
In their nativity all truth appears: 
How can thele things in me ſeem ſcorn to you ? 


— 


Bearing the badgeof faith to prove them true, 

Hel. You co advance your cunning more and more, 
When truth kills truth, O devilliſh holy {ray / 
Theſe vows are Hermia's.” Will you give her o're ? 
Weigh oath with oath, and you willnothing wcigh. 
Your vows to her agg] me, &put in two ſcales 7 

Will even weigh, and both as light as tales. 

Lyf. 1 had no judgment when to her 1 ſwore. , 
Hel. Nornone in my mind, now you give her ore. 
Ly/. Demetrius loves hey, and he loves not you. 
Dem. O Helen, goddcis, nywph, perfe, divire, 
To what ? my love, ſhall I compare thine cyne, 
Chryſtal is muddy; O how ripe in ſhow, 

Thy lips, thoſe kiſſing cherries, tempting grow ! 
That pure congealed white, high Taxrus ſnow, 
Fann'd with the Eaſtern wind, turns to a Crow, 


When thou-held'ſt up thy hand. O let me kits 
This of pure white, this ſea] of, blits. 
Hel. O ſpight, O hell,' I ſee you zre all bent 
To ſet againſt me, for your merrimen t : 
If you were civil, and knew courteſie, 
You would not do me thus much injury, 
Can you not hate me as I know you do, 
But you muſt join in ſouls to mock me too ? 
If youare men, as men you arein ſhow, 
You would not uſe a gentle Lady fo? 
To vow, and (wear, and ſuperpraiſe my parts, 
When 1 am fure you hate me with your hearts. 
You both are Rivals, and love Hermia, 
And now both Rivals to mock Helens. 
A trim exploit, a manly enterprize, 
To conjure tears up in a poor maids eyes; 
With your deriſion 5 none of noble fort, 
Would fo offend a Virgigg.and extort 
A poor ſouls patience, to make you ſport, 
Ly/. You are unkind Demetrius ; be not ſo, 
For you love Hermia z this you know I know 
And here with all good will, with all my heart, 
ln Hermia's'love 1 yield you up my part; 
And yours of Helena, tome bequeath, 
Whom 1 co love, and will do to my death. 
Hel. Never did mockers waſte more idle breat 
Dem. Lyſander, keep thy Hermia, 1 will none: 
If &'rel lov'd her, all that love is gone. 
My heart to her, but as gueſt-wiſe {ojourn'd, 
And now to Helen it is home return'd, 
There to remain, 
Lyſ:"1t is not ſo. 
Dew. DiſpJage not the faith thou doſt not know, 
Leſt to thy peril thou abide it dear. 
Look where thy Love comes, yonder is thy dear. 


CHeme? VII 


Enter Hermia, 


"I 


Her. Dark night, that from the eye his funRiog takes 

The ear more quick of apprehenſion makes. 

Wherein it doth impair the ſeeing ſenſe, 

It pays the hearing double recompence. 

Thou art not by mine eye, Lyſander found, 

Mine ear, ( 1thank it), brought me to thag ſound. 

But why unkindly didft thou leave me ſo ( to go? 
Lyſand. Why ſhould he ftay- whom love doth preſs 
Her. What loye could preſs Lyſander from my fide ? 
Lyſ. Lyſandeys love, ( that would not let him bide) 

Fair Helena, who more engilds the night, 

Than all yon fiery 0's and eyes of light, 

Why ſeek*ft thon me ? Could not this make thee know, 

The hate I bear thee, made meleave thee fo ? 

Her. You ſpeak not as you think : it cannot be. 
He]. Lo, ſhe is one of this confedefacy, | 


; Now 1 perceive they have conjoin'd all three, 


To faſhion this falſe ſport in ſpight of me. 
Injurious Zermis, moſt ungrateful maid, 


Have you conſpired, have you with theſe contriv'd 7 
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To bait mr, with this foul derifion ? Q> " Wy: 
[s all the Counſel that we two have ſhar'd, >. (, 


The Silt: rs vows, the hours that we have [pent, 
When we have chid the haſty footed time, 
Or parting us 3 O, and is all forgot ? 
* þ roars, you friend{hip, child-hoodwlnnocence ? 
We, Hermia, like two Artificial gods, - 
WIE with our Needles, Credted b&th one flowers © 
Both on one Sampler, fitting on one Cuſhion 3 
Both warbling of one Song, both in one Rey z 
A if our hands, our ſides, voices, and minds 
Had been incorpgrate, So we grew together , 
Like 0 a double cherry, ſeeming parted, 
Pr Union in partition, 
Two lovely Berries molded on one Stem; 
So with two ſeeming bodies, but one heart, 
Two of the firſt lilgFcoats in Heraldry, 


—_ 


' | Due but to one, and crowned with one Creſt. 


And will you rent our ancient love afunder, 
To join with men in ſcorning your poor Friend ? 
[t is not friendly, cis not maidenly, - 
Our ſex as well as | may chide-you for it, 
Though [I alone do.feel the lojury. x,/»> Fl; Hernu 
Her. 1 am amazed at your pete words, 
[ ſcorn you not z it ſeems that you {corn me. 
Hel. Have you not fet Lyſander, as in {corn 
To follow me,and praiſe my Eyes 2nd face ? 
And made your other love, Demetrius 
(Who ev#n but now did fpurn me with his foot) 
To call me Goddels, Nymph, Divine, and rare, 
Precious , Celcſtial ? Wherefore ſpeaks he this 
To her he hates ? And wherefore doth Lyſander 
Deny your love (to rich within his Soul 
And tender me ( forfooth J, affeQiong 
But by your 1ctting on, by your conſent ? 
What though | be not (o in grace as you, 
So hung upon with Love, to fortunate 5 
' But miſerable moſt, to love unloy'd)? 
This you ſhould pity rather thai. deſpile. 
Her. L underſtand not what you mean by this. 
- Hel. Aydo, perfever, counterfeit fad looks 
uths upon me when | turn my back, 
Wink each at other, . hold the-{weet jeſt up : 
This ſport well carricd,.. ſhall be Chronicled. 
lf you have any pity, grace, oxgmanners, 
You would not make me fuci an Argument : 
But fare ye well, *cis partly mine own fault, 
Which death or abſence {oon (hall remedy. 
 Lyſ. Stay ggntle Helena, hear my exculc; 
My Love ul, fair Helena. 
Hel. O excellent ! . 
Her, Sweet, do not fcorn her fo. 
Dem. If ſhe cannot entreat, I can compel. 
Lyſ., Thou canſt compel no more than ſhe entreat. 
Thy threats have no more ſtrength than her weak prai 

Helen. 1 loveghee, by my Life | do 
| ſwear by that which I will loſe for thee, 
To prove him falſe that ſays I love thee not. 
Dem. I ſay, Llove thee more than he cando. 
Lyſ. If thouſay ſo, withdraw and prove it to0: 
Dem: Quick, come. 
Her. Lyſander, wherety tends all this ? 
Lyſ. Away you Ethiope.) he 
hy . Nog no, {cem to break tgtfys Aw ay 
| Take on as yeetwould follow, 

£0, 


Lyſ. Hang off thou Cat, thou bug vile thing et looſe, 
Or 1 will ſhake thee from me like a Serpent. 
Her. Why are you grown fo rude ? 
What change is this, tweet Love ? 
Lyſ. Thy love ? out taway Tartar, out 5 
Out loathed Medicine ;f@ hated poylon hence. 
Her. Do you not jelt ? 
Hel. Yes footh, and (o do you. 
»* 


Ly/. Demetrima, 1 will keep my word with thee: 
Dem. | wouid I had your bond ; for | gerceive 
A weak bond holds you ; IEnot truſt col word. 
Ly/. What, ſhould | hurt her, ftrike her, kill her dead ? 
Although [ hate her, I'Fnor harm her ſo, 
Her. What, ws. you do me greater harm than haf&> 
Hate me. wherefore? O me, what news, my Lovc ? 
Am not | Hermia? are not you Lyſander ? 
| am as fair now, as I was cre while, 
Since Night you lov'd me ; yet fince night youleft me: 
Why then you left me.O the Gods forbid) 
In earneſt, ſhall 1 fay ? 
Lyſ. Ay,by my Life } 
And nevel did defire to ſee thee more, 
Therefore be out of hope, of queſtion, ##& doubt, 
Be certain, nothing truer; *tis nv jeſt, 
That | do hate thee, and [ove Helens. 
Her. O me, you ;ogler 2 You canker-bloſſom, 
You thief of Love 3 what have you come by night, 
And ſtoln my Loves heart from him? 
Hel Fine ifaith : 
Have you no modeſty, no maiden ſhame, 
No touch of baſhfulneſs ? what will you tear 
( Impatient anſwers from my gentle tongue) 
Fic, he, you coynterfeit, you puppet, you. 
Her. Puppet why lo ? Ay,that way goes the game, 
Now [ perceive that ſhe hats, made compare 
Between our Rtatures ; ſhe hath urg'd her height, » 
And with hcr perſonage, her tall perſonage, 
Her height (forſooth) ſhe hath prevail'd with him. 
And are you grown fo high in his efteem, 
Becaulſc lam ſo dwarfiſh, and ſo low ? 
How low am I, thou painted Maypole ? Speak, 
How low am I? | amnotyetſolow, 
But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes. 
Hel, 1 pray you though you mock me, Gentlemen, 
Let her not hurt me, 1 was never curſt ; 
[ haveno pift at all in iſhneſsz 
I ama right Maid for my Cowardige; 
Let her not ſtrike me « you perhapsmay think, 
Becauſe ſhe*s ſomething lower than my lelf, 
That I can match her. 
Her. Lower ? hatk again. 4 
Hel. Good Hermia, do not be fo bitter with.me, 
| evermoredid love you Hermia , 
Did ever keep your Couanlecls, never wronged you, 
Save that,in Love unto Demetrins, 
| told him-of your ftealth into this Wood: 
He followed you, for loyel followed him, , 
But he hath chid me hence, and threatned me 
Toftrice me, ſpurn me, nay to-kill me too; 
And now, fo you will let me quiet 
To Athens will 1 bear my folly back, X 
And follow you no further. Let me go. 
You ſee how ſimple, and how fond I am. 
Her. Why get you gone ; who is't that hinders you ? 
Hel. A fooliſh heart, that I leave here behind. 
Her. What with Lyſander ? 
Hel. With Demetru. 
Ly/. Be not afraid, ſhe will not harm thee;Helens, 
Dem, No (ir, ſhe ſhall not, though you take ber part. 
Hel. O, when ſhe's angry, ſhe is keet and ſhrewd; 
She was a vixen when ſhe went to Schoolz. 
And though ſhe be but little, ſhe is fierce. 
Her. Little again ? nothing but low and little ? 
Why will you ſuffer her w flout me thus ? 
Let "7 come to her. ' 
Ly/. 'Get you gone you Dwarf, 
You Mins /of hindring knot-Grafs made, 
You Bead, you Acorn. 
Dem. You are too officious, 


Let her alone, ſpeak not of Helena, 
| Take not her part: For if thou doſt intend 


[n her behalf that icorys your ſervices. 


Never} ' 
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Never fo little ſhew of Loveto her, 

Thoy-ſhals it. 

Lyſ. Nowrthe holds me not, 

Now follow ii thou dar*ſt, to try whoſe right, 

Of thine or mine is moſt in Helena. 

D:m: Follow ? Nay, Jt go with thee Cheek by Jowl. 
[Ex Lyvnder and Demei iws. 

Her. You Miſtreſs, all this coyl is long of you, 

Nay, go not back. 

Hel. 1 will not truſt yowy], 

Nor longer ſtay in your curft Company. 

Your hands than mine are quicker for a fray, 


Ob. This is thy negligence; ftill thou miſtak'ſt, 
Or elſe committ'ſ thy knaveries willingly. 
Puck. Believe me, King of ſhadows, I miſtook, 
Did not you tell me, I ſhould kngy the Man, 
By the Athenian Garments he on ? 
An fo far blameleſs proves my enterprile, 
That I havenointed an Atheniar's Eyes; 
And ſo far am I glad, it ſo did ſort, 
As this thcir jangling 1 eſteem a ſport. 

Ob. Thou ſceft theſe Lovers ſeck a place to fight; 
Hie therefore;Rebin, overcaft the Night, 
The flarry Welkin cover thou anon, 
With drooping Fogg as black as Acheron, 
And lead thele tcſty Rivals fo aſtray, 
As one come not within anothers way. 
Like to Ly/ander, ſometime frame thy Tongue, 
- | Then ſtir Demetrizs up with bitter wrong z 
And ſometime rail thou like Demetrius ; 
And from each other look thou lcad them thus, 
Till o*retheir brows, death-counterfeiting ſleep 
With l:aden Legs, and Battip wings doth creep 3 
Then cruſh this Herb intTLyſanders eye, 
Whoſe Liquor hath this virtuous property, 
To t:ke from thence all errour, ' with wy wight, . 
And make his Eye-balls rowl with wonted ſight. 
When theynext wake, all this deriſion 
Shall ſeem a _— and fruitleſs viſion, 
And back to Athens ſhall the Lovers wend 
With League, whoſe date till death ſhall never end. 
Whiles 1 in this affair do thee imploy, 
1'ICto my Queen, and beg her Indian Boy ; 
And then 1 will her charmed Eye releafe 
From Monſters view, and all things ſhall be Peace. 

Puck. My Fairy Lord, this muſt be done with haſte, 
For Nights-ſwift Dragons cut the Clouds full faſt, 
And yonder ſhines Aurors's harbinger ; 
At whoſe approach Ghoſts wandring here and there, 
Troop home to Church-yards ; damned Spirits all, 
That in croſs- ways and floods have burial, 
Already to their Wormy beds are gone, 
For fear left day ſhould look their ſhames upon, 
They wilfully exile themſelves from light, 
And muſt for aye conſort with black-brow'd Night. 

another ſort : 


Ob. Bur we are ſpiri 
I with the morning 4213 of oft made ſport, 
And like a Forreſter, the groves may tread, 
Even till the Eaftecn Gate all fiery red, ,, 
Opening on Neptune, with fair bleſſed beams, 
Turns into yellow Gold, his ſalt green ftreams. 


We may effe& this buſiggh yet ere day, 

Pack. Upjand down, up and down, I will lead them 
up and down : I amfear'd in Field and Town: Goblin, lead 
them up and down : here comes one. 


Enter Lyſander. 
Lyſ. Where art thou, proud Demtrim ? 
Speak thou now. 
Rob. Here villain, drawn and ready. Where art thou ? 


My Legs are longer though to 1un away- — Exeunt . 
fmy hot 4 Fo -/&9g- 
Þ brow Xx Oberon ndPack. OX 


— 


Bat 'notwithftandingghafte, make no delay JB) (Fbs ea! 


Ly/. 1 will be with thee ftraight. 

Rob, Follow me then to plainer Ground. 
Enter Demetrius. 

Dem, Lyſander, ſp-ak agiin ; 


Thou runaway, thou Coward, art thou fled ? 
Speak in fome buſh; Where doſ thou hide thy Head > 


Rob. Thou Coward art thou 0 the Stars, 
Telling the Buſhes that thou look'ſt for Wars, 
And wilt not come? come Recreant, come thou Child, 


PlEwhip thee with a Rod, he is defil'd 


That draws a Sword on thee. 

Dem, Yea, art thou there? 'y 
Ro. Follow my voice, wee'l try no man=hood here.[Exg, 
Ly/. He goes before me, and ſtill dares me on; 

When I come where he calls me, then he's gone. 


The Villain is much lighter heel'd than I : 
[ followed faſt, bur faſter he did flys ; repre 
That faln am I in dark uneven way, 
And here will reft me, Come thou gentle day : lyeSdoyy, 
For if but once thou ſhew me thy gray light, 
PICtind Demetrius, and revenge this ſpight. 

Enter Robin and Demetrius, 
Rob. Ho, ho, ho, coward why com'R thou not ? 
Dew. Abide me, if thou dar'ſt, For well 1 wor, 
Thou runn'ſ before me, ſhifting every place, 
And dar'ft not ftand,. nor look me in the face. 
Where art thou? 
Rob. Coms hither, 1am here. 
Dem. Nay then thou mock*ſt me ; thou ſhalt buy thi 


If ever thy face ty day-light ſee, (dear 
Now go thy way : faintneſs conftraineth me, | 
To meaſure out my length on thiscold bed, 

By days approach look to be viſited. _ es ow 


Fame XF *© 
: Enter Helena. 
Hel, O weary night, O long and tediovs night, 
Abate thy hours, ſhine comforts from the Ezſt, 
That I may back to Athens by day-light, 
From theſe that my poor company deteſt, 
And ſleep that ſometimes ſhuts up ſorrows eye 
Steal me a while from mine own company. ; 
Rob. Yet but three ?, come one more, 
Two of both kinds makeg up four. 
Here ſhe come curſt and ad, 
Cupid is a knaviſh Lad, 
Thus to make poor Females mad. 
| Enter Hermia. 
Hir. Never fo weary, never fo in woe; 

B-dabbled with the dew, and torn with briars, 
[ can no further crawl, no further go; 
My Legs can keep no pace with my deſires.” 
Here = I reft me till the break of day, 7 
Heavens ſhield Lyſander, if they mean a fray. /4 Py 

6b. On the ground fleep ſound, Vo 4 | 
Ple apply your eye, gentle forer, Remedy JSq wee l 
When thou wak'ft u tak't we CL ON 
True dclight in the Nghe of thy former Ladies eye, 
And the Country Proverb known, : 
Thatevery man ſhould take his own, 
In your waking ſhall be ſhown. 
Fack.ſhall have 7i8, naught (ball go ill, 
The manſkall have his Mare again, and all ſhall be well. 


—_— 


' Atlus Ouartus, 


Slens 


F 


ol ew | 
Enter Queen of Fairies, and Giewn, and _! 
King behind them. , 


Tita. Come, fit thee down vpon this flow! bed 
While I thy amiable cheeks do ark 4 i 


And 


_—_——_—_— 


- 
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And thick musk roſes in thy fIeck {moorh head, | 
And kifs thy fair large ears my gentle joy. 
Clo. Where's Peaſe Bl ſſome |! 

Peaſe. Ready. 

Clo. Scratch my hea) 
fjieur Cobweb ? 


Cob. Ready. 
Clo. Mounſieur Cobweb, good Mounſieur get your wea- 


pons in your hand, and kill me a red hipt humble-Bee on 
the top of a thiſtle y and good Mounſieur bring me the 
hony bag. Do not fret your ſelf too much in the ation, 
Mounſieurz and good Mounſieur have acare the honey bag 
break not; I would be loth to have you overflown with 
2 honey-bag ſignior. Where's Mounficur Muſtardſeed ? 
Mn. Ready. Neafe | 

Clo. Give me s, Mounſieur Muſtard, ſe ed 
Pray you leave your curteſ1: good Mounſicur, 

Muſ. What's your will ? 

(io. Nothing, good Mounſicur, but to he'p Cavalero 
Cobweh to ſcratch- I muſt to the Barbers, Mounficur, for 
methinks 1 am marvellous hairy about the face. And | 
am ſuch a tender afs, if my hair do but tickle me, I muſt 
{cratch. 

Tits, What, wilt thou hear ſome muſick, my ſweet 
love ? 

Clo. I have a reaſonable good ear in muſick, Let us 
have the tongs and the bones. 


Peaſe-Bloſſome. Where's Moun- 


| Muſick T ongs, Rural Muſick, 


Tita. Or ſayy{ſweet Love, what thou defireſt to eat. 
Clo. Truly a peck of Provender ; I Qould munch 
your good dry Oats, Methinks | have a great deſire to a 
bottle of hay : good hay, ſweet hay hath no fellow. 

Tita. | have a venturous vu. 
That ſhall ſcek the Squirrels hoard, 
And fetch the _—_ nuts. Neate } 

Clo, T had rather have a handful or two of dried peaſe., 
But I pray you let none of your people fiir me, I have an 
expoſition of fleep come upon me. 

Tita. Sleep thov, and | will wind thee in m Ars; 
Fairies be gone, and be away. &Vv 
So doth the wood bine, the iweet Honluckle, 

Geatly entwiſt y the female lvy ſo , W> 
Enringdthe barky fingers of the Elm, ; 
O how Herve thee /-how I dote on thee 


Enter Robin Goodfellow, and Oberon. 
Ob. Welcome good Robin : 
Seeſt thon this ſweet ſight ? 
Her dotage now 1 do begin to pity, 
For mecting her of late behind the wood, 
Seeking {weet favgrs ſor this hateful fool, 
| did upbraid her, and fall out with her, 
For ſhe his hairy temples then had rounded, 
With coronet of freſh and fragrant flowery 
And that ſamedew which ſometime on the buds, 
Was wont to {well like round and orient pearls 1 
Stood now within the pretty fouriets eyes, bs 
Like tears that did their own diſgrace bewail. >, |* 
When | had at my pleaſure taunted her, 
And ſhe in mild terms begg'd my patience, 
| | then did ask of her, her chang:ling child, 
Which Rraight ſhe gave me, and her Fairy (cot, 
To bear him tomy Bower in Fairy Land, 
And now | have the Boy, I will undo 
This hate'ul imperfeion of hcr eyes; 
And gentle Puck, take this transformed ſcalp 
From off the head of this Athenian ſwain j 
That he awaking when the otherſdo, 
May all to 4rbens back again repair, 
And think no more of this nights accidents; 
But as the fierce v.xation of a Cream; 


\\s 


Be thou as thou waſt wont to be ; 
See as thoy wo wont to ſee, 
Dians bud, of: Cupids flower, 
Hath ſuch force and bleſſed power, 


ws 


Now my Titania wake you,my ſweet Queen. 

Tita. My Oberg) mens ty af 
Methought I wag enamourdd of an aſs. 
Ob. "There hys your love. 
Tits. How Tame theſe things to paſs? 
_—_ mine eyes do [oath this viſage now ! 

b. Silence, a while; R-bin take off his head, 
Titania, mulick call, and it: i.e more dead 
Than commo, ſleep: of all theſe fit8 the ſenſe. 
Tita. Muſick, ho mufick, fuch as Qarmeti l]:ep. 
SAL Muſic: flatte 

Rb. When thou awal'ſt , with thine own fools eyes 
peep. ( me, 

Ob. Sound, muſick; come my Queen, take hand with 
And rock the ground w hereon thete ſleepers be. 
Now thou and | are new in amity, 
And will to morrow midnight ſolemnly 
Dance in Duke Theſexs houſe triumphaatly, 
And blets 1t to alle poſterity, 
There ſhall th. le pairy of fai-hiul Lovers be 
Wedded with Theſens all in jollity. 

Keb. Feng atrend, and mark, 
| do hear the morning Lark. 

Ob. Th-nymy Queen in filence fad, 
Trip we atter the mghts ſhade ; 
We the Glube can compals ſoon, 
Swifter than the wandring Moon. * 

Tita. Come my Lord, and in our flight, 
Tell we how it came this night, 
That I ſleeping here was found, 
Sleepers liz flill, 


| With theſe m 


PF 


Wind Horns. 
Enter Theſeus, Egens, Hippolita and all his train. 

Thbe/. Go one of you, find out thc Forreſter, 

For now our obſervations performed ; 

And fince we have the vaward of the day, 

My Love (hall hear the muſick of my hounds. 

Uncouple in the Weltern valley 05 

Ditpatch I fay, ard find the Forreſter, 

V Ve will Jair Queen, upto the Mountains tops 
And m-TIk the muſical confufjon 

Of hound+, and eccho in conjunRion. 

Hip. | was with H-rcaules and Cadmus once, 
VVhen ina wood of (rect they bayed the Bowy 
VVith hounds of Spar#2;never did I hear 3x © 
Such gallant chiding. For beſides the groves, 

The Skies, the Fountains,every Region nes 5 
veem'd all onemutual cry. I never heard 
So muſical a diſcord, ſuch ſweet thunder. 

Theſ. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind, 
So flew*,1o fanded, and their heads are hung 
VVith ears that ſweep aWay the morning dew, .-._ 
Crook-kneed, and dew-lapt, like Theſſalmuen Bulls, 
Slow in purſuit, but march'd in mouth like bells, 
Eachunder each, A cry more tuneable 
V Vas never Howdd to, nor cheer'd with horn, 

In Creet, in Sparta, nor in Theſſaly ; 
Judge when you hear. But loft, what nywphs are theſe ? 

Eg. My Lord, this is my daughter here aſl:ep, 
And this Ly/ander, this Demetrins is, ' 

This Hele d:Nedars Helena, 
| wonder ſein here together, 

Theſ,_ No doubt they roſe up early, to obſerve 
The rift of Hay, and hearing our intent, 
Came here in grace of our folemnity. 

But ſpeak Egexs, is not this the day 
That Hermia ſhould give antwer of her choice ? 


_ 
BW 
Y % 


But fix ] will relaſe the Fairy Queen. 
* 


E je) 
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Ere. ltis my Lord. 
Th.ſ. Go bid the Huntſmen wake them with their 


Herns. 


Horns, and they wake. 
Shout n thin, they all ſtart up. 


Toeſ. Good mo frienCs z Saint Yalentine is paſt, 
Begin rhcſc wood birds but to couple now ? 
Lyſ. Parconymy Lord. 
Theſ. | pray youall ſtand vp. 
I know you two are Rival enemies; 
How comes thi$ gentle concord in the world, 
[ hat hatred is fo tar from jcalouſie, 
To f1.ep by hate, and fear no enmity ? 
Lyſ. My Lord, 1 ſhall reply amazedly, 
Halt fl:ep, half waking. But as yet I ſwear, 
I cannot truly fay how Il came here. 
Bur as I think (tor truly would l[ ſpeak), 
And now 1 do bethink me, fo it is; 
| came with Hermia hither e Qur intent 
Was to be gone from «Athens, where we might be 
Without theperil of the eAthenian Law. 


[ beg the Law, the Law, upon his head 5 
They would have ton away, they would Demetrins, 
Thcreby to have Cefeated youu and me z 
You of your wife, and meof my conſent ; {i 
Of my conſent, that ſhe ſhould be your we. 

Dem. My Lord, fair Helentold me of their ſtealth, 
Of this their purpole hither, to this wood, 
And lia fury hither followed them : Fluke 
Fair Helena, in fancy followed me. 
But my good Lord, I wot not by what power 
(But by ſome power it is) my love 
To Hermia (melted as the ſnow) 
Seems to me now as the remembrance of an idle gaude, 
Which in my childhood I did doat upon :- 
An4 all the faith, the vertue of my heart, 
The 6bj:@&-and the pleaſure of mine eye, 


[Was I betroth'd ere | {ge Hermia 3 
Bat like a Gicknels did oath this food - 
But as. in health, come to my natural taſte, 
Now-do I wiſh it, love it, long for it, 
And will for ev:rmore be true to if. 
Thel. Fair Lovers, \ cu are fortunately met 3 
Of this d:{(courſe we ſhall hear more anon. 
Egau, | will over-bear your will 
For in the 'Temple, by and by with us, 
Theſe couplzs ſhall eternally be kait; 
And for the morning now is ſomething worn, 
Our purpos'd hunting ſhall be ſet aſide. 
Away, with us to Athens} three and three, 
Well 01d a Feaft in great ſolemnit 
Comet7ippolita. Ex@ Duke and Lords. 
Dew. 'T hele things ſeem ſmall andundiftinguiſhable, 
Like far-off mountains turned into clouds, 
Her. Mcthinks I ſee theſe things with parted eye, 
When every thing ſeems duuble. 
Hel. So methinks j 


ortcd My L- 
Exe, Enough, enough, my Lord ; you haveenough i LEI If he come not, then the play is marr'd, It gory for. 


——bs You muſt ſay, Paragon, A Paramour is (God bleſs 


Is onlv Helena, To her, py Lord, lil Fhife O ſweet Bully Bottome / thus hath he loft fix 


Flute the Bellow s-menc «f Snout the Tirker | Starvling | 


God's my Life ! Stan hence, and left me aflecp. | have 
had a moſt rare Viſion. 1] had a dream paſt the wit 9 
man to ſay what dream it was. Man is but an Afs, if he 
go about to expound this Cream. Methought 1 was, 
there is no Man can tell what. Methought 1 was, and | 
methought I had.—Burt man is but a patch'd fool, if he 
will oftcr to ſay what methought I had. The eye of wan 
hath not heard, the car of man hath not ſeen ; man's hang 
is not able to taſte, his tongue to conceive, nor his heart 
to report what my dream was, 1 will get Peter Dnince 
to write a Ballad of this dream 3 it ſhall be called BorromF'; 
Dream, becaule it hath no bottom ; and I will ſibg it in 


the latter end of a play, before the Duke* Pergdven- 

ture, to Make it the more gracious, I ſhall ſing i Wh 

death. Hope li: Alhems. Bci 
Enter Quince, Flute, Biz; Snout, «nd Starvling, 


Gas. Have you ſent to BottomP's houſe ? Is he come home 
yet ? 
Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt, he is tran(. 


ward, doth it ? 
244, It is not poſſible ; you have not a man in all Athens 
able to diſcharge Piramus but he. 
- No, he hath ſimply the beſt wit of any handycraſt 
man in Athens, 
Qi. Yea, and the beſt perſon too; and he is a very Pa- 


ramour for a {weet voice. 
us) a thing of navght, 
Enter Snug the Foiner. 


Snug. Maſters, the Duke is coming from the "Temple, 
and there is two or thtee Lords and Ladies more marri- 
= If our ſport had gone forward, we had all been made 

en. 


pence a day, during his life ; he could not have ſcaped 
lix pence a day, And the Duke had not given him fix 
pence a day fot playing Piramus , IL be hang'd: He 
would have deferved it. Six pence a day in Piramas, or 
nothing. 


Enter Bottome, 


Bot. Where are theſe lads? Where are theſe hearts ? 

1 Wah, Bottoms, O moſt couragious day! O moft happy 
our ! 

Bot, Maſters, I am todiſcourſe wonders ; but ask me not 
what ; for if I tell you, Iam no true Athenian. 1 will tell 
you every thing as it fell our. 

i, Let us hear, ſweet Bottome. 

Bit. Not a word of me: All that I will tell you, is 
that the Duke hath dined. Get your Apparel toge- 
ther, good Strings to your Beards, new Ribhghds to 
your Pumps, meet preſently at the Palace, every man look 
o're his Part: for the ſhort and the long is, our Play 


And I have found Demetrius Jewel, 
Mine own, and not mine own. 


D xt ſeems to me, 
Thayhi ſleep, we dream. Do not you think 
The/Dr ke was here, and bid us follow him ? 

Hey. Yea, and my Father. 

Hel. And Hippolitay, 

Lyſ. And he bid us follow to the Temple. 

Dem. Why then &eare o" ake ; let's follow — and by 
the way let us recount our creams. {/. 

: Bottome wakes. SC ati Lomes, 

Cto, When my Cue comes, call me, and I will anſwer. 
\ My cext is, moſt fair Piramusy-Hey ho, Peter Quince ? 


| 


is preferred: In any caſe let Thisby have clean linnen : 
and let not him that plays the Lion, pare his Nails 
for they ſhal) harg out for the Lypon's Claws. And moſt 
dear Actors, eat no Onions, nor” Garlick ; for we are to 
utter {weet breath; and 1 do notdoubt to hear them ſay, 
it is a {weet Comedy. No more words: away, 80 a- 
Way. = [ Exeant. | 


Aus 


My) > > 


Nh 


mM 


—_— 


A Midſummers Nights Dreawd 


=F 
— 


Afus Quintus. Scent / | 


Fnrer Theſcus, Hippolita, Egzus and his Lords, 
ed « 
Hip. 'Tis Rtrange, my ay ay, theſe Lovers ſpeak of, 
Theſ. More ſtrange than true. I never way believe 
Theſe antick fables, nor theſe Fairy toys; 


The Lunatick, the Lover, and the Poet, 

Areof imagination all compaQ. 

Qne ſees more devil | hell can hold; 

he mad many. The Lover, all as frantick, 
Sees Helen's beauty ina brow of Egypt: 

The Poet*seye in a fine frenzy rglling, 
Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven, | 
And as imagination bodics forth the forms of things 


Unknown 3 hor pen turns them to ſhapey, 


And gives to aigmothing, a local habitation, | 
And a name. Such tricks hath ſtrong imagination, 
That if it would but apprehend ſome joy, 

t comprehends ſome bringer of that joy. 
Ovin the night, imagining ſome fear, 

How eaſie is a buſh ſuppos'd a Bear ? 

Hip. But all the ſtory of the night told over, 
And all their minds transfigur'd ſo together, 
More witneſſeth than fancies images, 

And grows to ſomething of great conſtancy z 


Lovers and mad men have ſuch leething brains, ; 
Such apingpfancaes that apprehend more Sf 
Than cool reafon ever comprehends. 


Whichis as brief as I have known a Play z 

But by ten words, my Lord, it is too long, 
Which makes it tedious : for in all the Play 
There is not offe word apt,-one Player fitted. 
And tragical, my noble Lord, it is : 

For P:ramu therein doth kill himſelf. 

Which when I ſaw rehearſt, I muft confeſs, 
Made mine eyes water ; but more merry tea[s 
The pafſion of - loud laughter never ſhed. 

Theſ. What are they that do play it ? 
[—&g-Hard handed-men, that-work in Athens hetey 
Which never labour'd in their minds till now; 
= y_ =_ __— their unbreathed memories 

ith this ſame Play, againſt your Nuptials. 

The/. And we will br he | | 

Phil. No, my noble Lord, it is not for you. thave heard 
It over, and it is nothing, nothing inthe world, 
Unleſs you can find ſport in their intents, 
Extreamly ftretcht, and cond with cruel pain, 
Todo you ſervice. 

Theſ. 1 will hear that Play: For never any thing 
Can be amiſs, when-fimpleneſs and: duty tenderit. h 
Go bring themin, and take your places, Ladies F.x 4 (F 

Hep, | love not to ſee wretchednels'o're charged, 

And duty in his ſervice periſking. 

Theſ. Why gentle ſweet, you thal ſee no ſuch thing. 

Hip. He ſays they can do nothing inthis kind. 

Theſ. The kinder we, to give them-thanks for nothing; 
Our ſport ſhall be, to take what they miſtake z 
And what poog duty cannoc do, noble reſpeſd , 
Takes it in might, not merit. 

Where I have come, great Clerks have purpoſed «| 


J 

| 
*h 
l 


Bot howſoever, ſtrange, and admirable. 


Enter Lovers, Lyſander, Demetrius, Hermia, and | 
Helena. 

The. Here come the Lovers, full of joy and mirth. | 

Joy, gentle friends, joy, gnd freſh days of Love 

Aecompany your hearts. 

Lyſ. More than to us, x 

Wait in your royal walks, your hoard, your bed. 

Theſ. Come now, what masks, what dances ſhall we 
have, 

To wear away this long age of three hours, 

Between our afſter-ſupper, and bed-time * 

Where is our uſual manager of mirth ? 

What Revels are in hand ? Is there no play, 


mow the anguilh gf U rgeruring hour ? / hn 


* #Eyexr. Here, mighty Theſeus. : 
Theſ. Say, what abridgemenr have you for this even- 
ing? 
What mack ? What muſick ? How ſhall we beguile 
The lazy time, if not with ſome delight ? 
”There is a brief how many {ports are q 

Make choice of which your Highneſs will ſee hrRt, 
* The battel with the Centaugto be ſung 
By an Athenian Eunuch, to the Harp. 

F#f.We'Vnone of that. That have 1 told my love 
In glory of my kinſman Hercules, 
=The riot of the tiplie Bachinaly, 
Tearing the Thraſian finger in their rage. 

Athef:That is an old device, and it was plaid 
When 1 from Thebes came laſt a Conqueror. 

Lyſ. The thrice three Muſes, mourning for the death of 

Learning, late deceaft in beggary. 

"Fhef-That is ſome Satyr keen and critical, 
Not forting with a nuptial ceremony. | 

Eyf. A tedicus brief Scene of young Pir anus, 
And his love Thisby very tragical mirth. 


Thef. Merry and Wt 1 De and brief? That is, 


hot ice, and wondrous w. How ſhall we find the 


ik 


To greet me with premeditated welcomes ; 
Where 1 haveſcen them ſhiver, andtook pale, 
Make periods in the midſt of ſentences, 
Throttle their praQiz?d accent in their fears, 
And in concluſion, dumbly have broke off, 
Not paying me a welcome. Truſt me ſweet, 
Out of this ſilence yet, I pickt'a welcome ; 
And inthe modeſty of fearful-duty, 
[read as much as from theratling tongue 
_ fa = _ audagious clequence, 

ove therefore, and tongue-tigt ſimplicit 

n leaſt, ſpeak moſt, to __<70 wer Fexbe- (0 
* B&-So pleaſe your Grace, the Prologue is addreft,s 

Ds. Let him approach. Flr. Tram 


Enter Prologue, Ali 2. 


Pro. If we offend, it is with our good will. 
That you ſhould think we come not to offend, 
But with good will. To ſhew our ſimple kill, 
That is the true beginning of our end, 

Conſider then, we come but in deſpight. 

We do not come as minding to content you, 
Our true intent is; All for your delight, . 
We re not heres That you ſhould here repent you, 
The ARors are at hand 5=and by their ſhow, 

You ſhall knbw all, that you are like to know. 

The/. This fcllow doth not Rtand upon points. 

Ly/. He hath rid his Prologue, like a rough Colt : he 
knows not the top. A moral, my Lord, It is not c- 
nough to ſpeak, but to ſpeak true. 

Hip. Indeed he hath plaid on his Prologue, like a child 
on the Recorder, a found, but notin government, ' 

Theſ. His ſpeech was like a tangled chain z nothing im- 
paired, but all difordered. Who is the next ? 

Tawyer with a Trumpet before them; = 


Enter Pyramus, «and Thisby, Wall, Moon-ſhioe, 
and Lioo. 
Pro. Gentles, perchance you wonder at this ſhow s 


. 


| 


But wonder on, till truth make all things plain, 


concord of this diſcord ? 
—Ss. A Play hs”; is, my Lord, ſome ten words long, 


IC ——_— _— 
———— 


. | "This wan is Prawns, if you would know 3 


* 
. 
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A Midſummers Nights Dream. | 


| 


This beauteous Lady, Thwby is certain. 

This man with lime and.rough-caft, doth preſent 

Wall, the vile wa!l, which did theſe lovers ſunder : 

And through wall's chink (poor ſouls) they #e content 

To whiſper. At the which, let no man wonder. 

This man with Lanthorn, dog, and buſh of thorn, 

Prcſenteth Moonſhine : For if you will know, 

By Moon-ſhine did theſe Lovers think no ſcorn 

To mret at Ninw tomb, there, there to wooe : 

This griz'y beaſt (which Lion hight by name). 

The truſty Thby, coming firſt by night, 

Did ſcare away, or rather did affright : 

Ard as ſhe fled, her Mantle ſhe did fall ; 

Which Lion vile with bloody mouth did ftain. 
Anoncomes Piramus, {weet youth and tall, 

| And finds his gentle Thibies Mantle ſlain 3 

| Whereat, with blade, with bloody blameful blade, 

He bravely broach'd his boiling bloody breaſt, 

lard T bisby, tartying in the Mulberry ſhade, | 

His dagger drew, and died. For all the reft, 

Let Lion, Moon-fhine, Wall;and Lovers twain, 

At large diſcourſe, while here they do remain, 


| Exg.al but Wall. 


Theſ. 1 wonder if the Lion be to ſpeak. 
Dem. No wonder, my Lord ; one Lion-may, when many 
Aﬀes do: . 


Exit Lion, Thisby, 41d Moon ſhine, 


Wal. In this ſame interlude, it doth befall, 

That I, one Snowt (by name) preſent a wall : 

And ſuch a wall, as | would have you thiok, 

. I That had in it a crannied hole or chink ; 

[Through which the Lovers, Pirawss and Thicby, 
Did whiſper often very ſecretly. 

This loam, this rough-caft, and this ſtone doth ſhew, 
That 1 am that ſame Wall z the truth is ſo. 

And this the cranny is, Tight and (iniſter, 

Through which the fearful Lovers are to whiſper. 
Theſ. Would you deſire Lime and Hair to ſpeak. bet- 


Q. It is the witrieſt partition that ever I heard dil. 
cour{th, my Lord, 
Theſ. Piramu draws near the wall : ſilence. 


E-.:.-{ 


Pyr © grim look'd night ! O night with hue fo black ! 
O night, which ever art, when day is nor ! 
O night, O night, alack, alack, alack, 
| fear my Thisbigs promiſe is forgot. 
| And thou, O Fall, thou ſweet and lovely wall, 
That ftands between her father's ground and mine, 
Thouwall, O wall, O {weet and lovely wal), 
Shew me thy chink, to blink through with mine eyn£& 
Thanks courteous wall ; Fove ſhield thee well for this. 
But what ſee? No Thzsby do I ee, 
O wicked wall, through whom I fee no bliſs, 
Curfſt be thy tones for thus deceiving me. 
Theſ. 'The wall methinks, being ſep{ible, ſhould curſc a- 
ain, 
i Pyr, No in truth fir, he ſhould not. Deceiving me, 
Is Thisbigs cue 3 ſheisto enter, and I am to ſpy 
Her thfough the wall. You ſhall ſee it will fall. 


Enter Pyramus. 


/ 


Enter Thisby. 


Pat as I told you 3 yonder.ſhe comes. 

Thi/. O wall, full often haft thou heard my moans 
For parting my fajx, Pyramu and me. 
My cherry lips hayy often kift thy ſtones ; 


| And being done, thus 


To ipy and I canzze my Thisbygs face, Thirby ? 

1Tbiſ. My love.thbu art, my love I think. 

Pyr. Think what thou wilt, 1 am thy lovers grace, 

And like Limapder am I truſty fill. 
Th;ſ. An%like Helen, till the Fates me ki!l, 

Pyr. Not Shafalus to Procrus was to true, 

Thiſ. As Shafalus to Procrus, | to you. 

Pyr. O kiſs me through the hole of this vile wall, 

Thi/. I kits the walls hole, ngt your lips at all, 

Pyr. Wilt thou ar Ninuigs comb meet me ſtraight» 
way ? 

Thi. Tide life, tide death, I come without delay. 

Wall. Thus have I YYal, my part diſcharged o : 

Jags) dothgo, Exit Clowg 
down between the two Neigh- 


Duk. Naw is the m 
bours, 

Dem. No remedy, my Lord, when walls are ſo wilful, to 
ear without warning, 

Dar. This is the (illieft tuff that re 1 heard. 

Duk, The beſt in this kind are bot ſhadows, and the 
worſt are no worſe, if imagination amend them. 

Dut, It muſt be your imagination then, and not theirs. 

Duk, It we imagine no worſe of. them than they of them- 
ſelves, they may paſs for excellent men, Here comes two 
noble beaſts, in} a and a Lion. 


Enter Lion, and Moon-ſhine 


| Lion, You Ladies, you (whoſe gentle hearts do fear 
The ſmalleſt monftrous Mcule that creeps on floo 
May now perchance both quake and tremble here, 
When Lion rough in wildeſt rage doth roar. 
Then know that I, one Snwug the Joiner am 
A Lion fell, nor elſe no Lion's dam : 
For if 1 ſhould as Liopcome in ſtrife 
Into this place, *rwere pity of my life. 

Dk. Avery gentle beaſt, and of a good conſcience. 

Dem. The very beſt at a beaft, my Lord, that &re 1 ſaw. 

Ls/. This Lion is a very Fox for his valour. 

Duk. True, and a Goole for his diſcretion. 

. Dem. Not ſo, my Lord; for kis valour cannot carry his 
difcretion, and the Fox carries the Gooſe. 

Duk. His dilcretion 1 am ture cannot carry his valour ; 
for the Goole carries not the Fox. It is well : leave it to his 
diſcretion, and let us hearken to the Moon. 

Moon. This Lanthorn doth the horned Moon pre- 
ent. 
Dem. He ſhould have worn the horns,0n his head; 

Duk. He is no creſcent, and his horns are inviſible, within 
the circumference, 

Moon. This Lznthorn doth the horned Moon preſent : 
My telf,the man i*th Moon doth fecm to be, ©: 

Duk. Thisis the greateſt error of all thereſt ; the man 
ſhould be put into the Lanthorn : How is it elle the man 
'* tht Moon ? 

Dem. He dares not come there for the candle z 
For you lce it is already in ſnuff, 


change. 


isin the'wane : but yet in courtelie, in all reaſon, we muſt 
ſtay the time. 

Ly/- Proceed Moon, 

Moon, All that I have-toſay, is to tell you, that the 
Lanthorn is the Moon ; 1, the man in the Moon; this 
thorn buſh, my thorn buſh 3 and this dog, my dog. 

Dem. Why all theſe ſhould be in the Lanthorn : for they 
are in the Moon. But filence; here comes Thiuby. | 


Enter Thisby. 


E 
Thi/. This is old Vjnngs tomb : .where is my love? 
Lion. Oh. Joey aw dp 


Pyr, 1 hear a voice ; now will | to the chink W434 'M 


Dut. I am weary of this Moon 5 would he would | 


Dk. It appears by his ſmall light of diſcretion, that he | 


Thy ſtones with Lime and Hair knit up in thee. 
LY 


The 


_— —_— 
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The Lion roars, 'Thi:by rims off. 
Dem. Well roar'd Lion. 

Duk. Well run Thisby. 

Dat. Well ſhone Moon. 

Truly the Moon ſhines with a good grace. 

Dak. Well mouz'd Lion. 

Dem. And then came Pzramns. 

Ly{. And ſo the Lion vaniſht. 


Enter Piramus. 


Pir, __ oon, I thank thee for thy ſunny beams 3 
| thank thee Moon, for ſhining now (o bright : 

For by thy gracious, golden, glittering ſtreams 

[ truſt to taſte of truelt Thisbigs fight. ; 

But ftay : O ipight ! but matF, poor Knight, 

What dreadful dole is here ? 

Eyes do you lee } How can/it be ! 

O dainty Duck * O Deer. | 

Thy Mantle good 3 what, ftain'd with blood ! 

Approach you Furies fell : 

O Fates ! come, come : Cut thred and thrum, 

Quail, cruſh, conclude, and quell. 

Duk. This paſſion, and the death of a dear friend, 

Would go near to make a man look ſad. 

Dut. Beſhrew my heart, but | pity the man. 

Pir. O wherefore Nature didft thou Lions frame? 

Since Lion vild hath here de flour'd my Deve : 

Which is no, no, which was the faireſt Dame 

That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik'd, that look'd with cheer. 
Come tears, confound : Out ſword, and wound 

The pap of Prramus : 

that lefr pap, where heart doth hop : 

us die 1, thus, thus, thus. 

Now am ! dead,now am I fled, my ſoul is in theskyy 
Tongue loſe thy light, Moon take thy flight, 

Now die, die, die, die, die, 

Dem. No die, but an ace for him z for he is but one. 

Lyſ. Leſs than an ace man; For he is dead; he is no- 
thing. 

Dak. With thethelp of a Surgeon he might yet recover, 
and prove an Als. 

Dut. How chance the Moon-ſhine is gone before ? 

Thishy comes back, and tinds her Lover, 


—— 


Enter Thidby, 


Dk. She will find kim by ſtar-ligit. 

Here ſhe comes ;, and her paſſion ends the play. 

Dut. Methinks ſhe ſhould got uſe a long one .for ſuch a 
Piramus : | hope ſhe will be brief, 

Dem. A moth will turn the ballance, which P:ramms 
which T bzaby is the better, | 
Lyſ. She hath ſpied him already with thoſe ſweet eyes. 
Dem, And thus ſhe mgans, videlicer. 

Thiſ.. Aſleep, my Love ? What, dead, my Dove ? 

O Piram ariſe : 

Speak, ſpeak, , Quite dumb ? Dead, dead ? A tomb 

Muſt covert {weet eyes. 

Theſe lilly lips, this cherry noſe, 

Theſe yellow cowſlip cheeks | 

Are gone, are gone: Lovers make moan. 

His eyes were green as Leeks. 

O liſters three, come, come to me, 

With hands as pale as milk ; 

Lay them in gore, fince you have ſhore 

With ſheers, this thread of ſilk. 

Tongue not a word ; Come truſty {word ; 

Come blade, my breaft imbrue : 

And farewel friends, thus Thiby ends; 

Adieu, adieu, adieu. 

Duk.. Moon-(hine and Lion are left to bury the dead. 
Demdgnd Y /alltoo. ; 

Bot.” No, | aſſure you, the Wall is Con that parted 


| 


þ 
} 


ny ? 


A fortnight hold we this ſolemnity, 
[n nightly Revels, and new jollity. / 


Enter Puck: 
«Moon : 


Puck. Now the hungr 
Andthe Wolf behel 2 
Whileſt the heavy Ploughman-ſnoars, 


All with weary task fore-done. 
Now the wafied brands do glow, 


Puts the wretch that lies in woe, 
ln remembrance of a ſhrowd.' 
Now it is the time of night, 

That the graves, all gaping wide, 
Every one lets forth his ſpright, 

ia the Church-way paths to glide 3 
And we Fairies, cat do run, 

By the triple Hecatds team, 

From the preſence of the Sun, 
Following darkneſs.like adream, 
Now are frolick ; not a Mouſe 
Shall diſturb this ha | houſe, 
L am fent with broom before, 

To {weep the duſt behind the door, 


By the dead and drowſie 

Every Elf and Fairy ſpright, 
Hop as light as bird from dricr, 
And this Ditty after me, ſing and d 


To each word a warbling note. 
Hand in hand, with Fairy grace, 
Will we fing and blefs this place. 


The Song, 
Now until the break, of day, 


To the beſt Bride-bed will we, 
Which by us ſhall bleſſed be ;, 
And the iſſne there create, 
Ever ſhall be fortunate : 

So ſhall all the couples three, 


Ever true in loving be : 


Shall net in their iſſue ſtand; 
Never mole, harelip, nor ſcar, 


Deſpiſed in Natrony, 

Shall upon their children be. 
With this field dew conſecrate, 
Every Fairy take bis gate, 


Lions roars, - 


Y 


As much as we this night have over-watchrt. 
This palpable grols play hath well beguil'd | 
The heavy gate of night. Sweet friends to bed, 


Whilſt the {critch-owl, ſcritching loud; 


Through this bouſe each Fairy ſtray, 


eAnd the blots in Natures hand, 


Nor mark prodigious, ſuch as arg 


And each ſeveral chamber bleſs, 
Throngh this Palace with ſweet peace, 


m_— 


their Fathers, Will it pleaſe you to ſee the Epilogue 
to hear a Bergomask dance, between two of our Compa- 


by 


Dxuk, No Epilogue, I pray you ; for your play needs no 

excuſe. Never excuſe 3 for when the Players are all dead,! 

there need none to be blamed. Marry, if he that writ it 
had plaid P;ramw, and hung himſelf in This 
would have been a fine Tragedy : and fo it i 
ry notably diſcharg'd. But game, your 
Epilogue alone, Here a 
The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve; 
Lovers, to bed;'tis almoſt Fairy time. 
[ fear we ſhall out-ſleep the coming morn, 


s garter, it | 

s truly, and ve- 

Pyrgomask ;let your 
ance © 


__ 


Emer King and Queen of Fairies with their traiy, 
0b. Through the houſe give glimmering light, 


. 
» cos 


= 


Xeunt, 


Cem TY). 


ancg.trippingly; 
Tia. Firſt rehearſe this long by roat, 


Ever 
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T be Merchant 


of Venice. IN 


er ſhall in ſafely xe . 
per ak I < , 


eſt. 


Trip prog eno ſtayz 


Aleet me a 


break, of day, 


Robin. If we ſhadows have offended, 
Think but (this, and all is mended) 
That you have but ſlumbred here, 
While theſe viſions did appear. 

| And this weak and idle theam, , 

No more yielding but a dream, 


Gentles, do not reprehend ; 

If you pardon, we will mend. 

And as I am honeſt Puck, 

If we have unearned luck, 

Now to ſcape the Serpent's tongue, 
We will make amends ere long : 
Elſe the Pack a liar call. / 

So good night unto you all: 

Give me your hands, if we be friends, 
And Robin ſhall reftore amends. 


[Eqgunt 


M 


T 
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erchant oi Venice. 


HE 


[ 


An Primus: Scerue. ! 


Seen Par ty att Vene ty {- frarty _— SHelrord, 1/7 Teak f| 
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Emer Anthonio, Solarino, «nd Salanio. 


s N ſooth 1 know notwhy Iam ſo ſad; 


:E It wearies meg you ſay it wearies you z 
Buthow I catpht it, found it, or came 
(by it ; 


a What ſtuff 'tis made of, whereof it is 


| . R (born, 
I am tolearn: and ſuch a Want-wit ſad- 
(neſs makes of me, 

That I have much a-do to know my elf. 


Sal. Your mind is toſſing on the Ocean, 

»| There where your Argoſies with portly ſail, 

Like Signiors and rich Byrgers on the flood, 

Or as it were the Pageaps of -the ſea, 

Do over-peer the petty Traffickers 

That curtſic to them, do them reverence, 

As they fly by them with their woven wings. 
Sole, Believe me, fir, had1 ſuch venturesforth, 

The better part of my affections would 

Be with my hopes abroad. I ſhould beftill 

Plucking the graſs, to know where fits the wind, 

Peeringin Maps for'ports, and peers, and roads ; 

And every objt@ that might make mefear 

' | Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt, 
Would make me fad. 

'| Sal. My wind cooling my broth, 

Would blow me to an Ague, when TI thought 

What harm a wind too great might do at ſea, 

| ſhould not ſee the ſandy hour-glaſs run, 

Burl ſhould think of ſhallows, ty of flats, 


/ 


And ſee my wealthy Arfrew docks in ſand, 
Vailing her high top lower than her rib}, 
To kiſs her burial + Should I go to Church, 
And fee the holy Edifice of tone, 

And not bethink-me ſtraight of dangerous rocks, 
Which touching but my gentle Veſlel's fide, t 
Would ſcatter all her ſpices on the ſtream, , 
Enrobe the roaring warers with my filks, 

And in a word, but even now worth this, 


9 
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And now worth nothing. Shall I have the thought 
To think on this, and ſhall I lack the thought, 
Thaf ſuch a thing bechanc'd would make me fad? 1 
But tell not me, 1 know Anthonio 
Is fad to think upon his Merchandize. 
Anth. Believe me, no, I thank my fortune for it, 
My ventures are not in one bottom truſted, 
Nor to oneplace ; nor is my whole eftate 
Upon the fortune of this preſent year :* 
Therefore my Merchandize makes me nor ſad. 
Sela: Why then you are ip love. 
Anth. Fie, fie. = . 
Sola. Not in love neither ! thenlet FP, ſay you Jre ſad 
Becauſe you are not merry ; and *twere as caſie 
For you to laugh and leap, and ſay you by merry, 
cauſe ——_ not ſad. Now by $two-headed Zanm 
Nature hath fram'd ſtrange fcllows in her time z 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes, 
And laugh like Parrots at a bag-piper z 
—_ other of ſuch vinegar aſpe&, 
That they'l not ſhew their teeth in way of ſmile, Waulr 
Though Nettar ſwear the jz\t be laughable. wy 


Enter Baſſanio, Lorenſo, and Gratiano. 


Sola. Here comes Baſſanio, 
Your moſt noble Kinſman, 
Gratiano, and Lorenſo, Fare ye well ; 
We leave you now with better company. * 
Sola: 1 would have ſtaid till I had made you merry, 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 
Anth. Your worth is very dear inmy regard. 
I take it your own buſineſs calls on you, 
And you embrace th* occaſion to depart. * 
Sal. Good morrow, my good Lords. 
Baſſ. Good Signiors both, when ſhall we laugh ? {ay 
when? 
| You grow exceeding ſtrange ; muſt it be ſo ? 
Sal. We'| make our leifures to attend on yours. 


—Erennt So avineyandSolone”” 

SA r | 
tener My Lord Brſſanio, ſince you have found __ 
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We two will leave you, but at dinner-time 


| pray you have in mind where we muſt meet. 
Foſl I will not fail you. / A xX&-. Hr:v#.41: 


Grat. You look not well, figfiior Anthomo; 
You have too much reſpeC@ upon the world : 
They loſe it,that do buy it with much care. 
Believe me, you are marvellouſly chang'd. | 
Anth. 1 hold the world but as the world, Grats: 
A tage, , where every man muſt play a part, 


And mine ſad one. A 
Grat. Let me play the fool, : 
With mirth and laughter:* letat# wrincles come, 


And let my Liver rather heat with Wine, 

Than my heart cool with mortiſying groans. 

Why ſhould a man, whoſe blood is warm within, 

Sit like his Grandſire cut in Alabtaſter ? 

Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the ZFaundien,/ 
By being peeviſh ? 1 tell thee what, Anthonio, 


The Merchant of Venice, 


love thee, and it is my love that ſpeaks : 
There are a fort of men, whoſe viſages 
Do cream and mantle like a ſtanding pond, 
Anddo a wilful ſtilneſs entertain, 
With purpoſe to be dreſt in an opinion 
Of wiſdom, gravity, profound conceit, 
As who ſhould ſay, I am, fr, Oracle, 
and when ope my lips, let no dog bark. 
Omy eAnthonio, | do know of thile , 
That therefore only are repurec wiſe, 
For ſaying nothing z whgs | am very ſure, 
If they ſhould ſpeak, would almoſt damn thoſe ears, 
Which hearing them, would call their brochers fools; 
PlLtell thee more of this another time. 
But fiſh not with this mclancholly bait, 
For this fool Gudg&n, this opinion 4 
Come good Lorenzo, fare ye well a while, 
IlCend my exhortation after dinner. 
Lor. Well, we will leave you then till dinner-time. 
I muſt be one of theſe ſame dumb wile men z 
For Gratiano never lets me ſpeak. 
Gra. Well, keep me company but two years moe, 
Thou ſhalt not know the ſound of thine own tongue. 
Anth. Fare4ewwell ; PIE grow a talker for this gear. 
Gra, Thanksfaith z for ſilence is only commendable 
In a Neats Fongue dri'd, and a maid not vendible. , E 
Anth. Sis that any thing now. frat 
Baſſ. Gratsano ſpeaks an infinite deal of nothing, more 
than any manin all Fenice : his reaſons are two grains of 
wheat hid in two buſhels of chaff; you ſhall ſeck all day cre 
you find them; and when you have them, they are not 
worth the ſearch. b 
Anth. Well ; tell me now what Lady is theſame 
To whom you [wore a ſecret pilgrimage, 
That vou to day promis'd to tell me of ? 
Baſſ. *Tis not unknown to you, Anthonio, 
How much I have difabled mine eſtate, 
By ſomething ſhewing a more ſwelling port 
Than my faint means would grant coutinuance 
Nor do | now make moan to be abridg'd 
From ſuch a noble rate; butmy chief care 
is to come fairly off from the great debts 
Wherein my time, ſomething too procigal, 
Hath left me gag'd : to you, Anthonio, 
[ owe the molt in monty, and in love, 
And from your love | have a warranty 
To unburthen all my plots and purpolcs, 
How to get clear of all the debts I owe. 
Anth, | pray you good Baſſanio, let me know it, 
And if it tandpas you your (elf ftill do, 
Within the eye of honour, be aſſur*d 
My purſe, my perſon, my extreameſt means 
fall unlock'd to your occaſions. 
Baſſ. 1n my ſchool days, when had loft one ſhaft, 
I ſhot his fellow of the ſelf-fame flight 
The ſelf-Came way, with more advited watch, 
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» 
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To find the other;forth ; we by pdventbring both, 
| oft found both. I urge this child. hood proof, 
Becaule what followgis pure innocence. 
| owe you much, and like a wilful youth, 
That which lowe is loſt ; but if you pleaſe 
To ſhoot another arrow that ſcif way 
Which you did ſhoot the firſt, 1 do not doubt 
As I will watch the aim z Or to find both, 
Or bring your latter hizarc back again, 
And thankfully reft debtor for the firſt. 
, Anth. You know me well, and herein ſpend but time 
To wind about my love with cixcyqſtance 
And out of doubt you do wme more wrong, 
In making queſtion of my uttefmoſ, 
Than if you had made waſte of "AM | have : 
Then do but fay to me, whit ſhould I do, 
That in your knowledg may by me be done, 
Andlampreft untoit : therefore ſpeak, 

Baſſ. \n Belmont is a Lady richly left, 
And the is fair, and fairer than that word, 
Ot wondrous vertues ; ſometimes from her eyes, 
I did receive fair ſpeechlets meſſages ; * 
Hername is Porta, nothing undervalu'd 
To Cats's daughter, Brutxs Portia : 
Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth 
For the Feur winds blow in from every coaſt 
Renowned ſutors 5 and her ſunny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece, 
Which makes her feat of Belmont, Cholchos ſtrond, 
And many 74/ons come in queſt of her. 
my pemm_ had I but the means 

0 hold a rival pl:ce with one of them 

| have a mind prefages me ſuch thrift,#* ” The bh jo 
That | thould queſtionleſs be fortunate. . 

Anth. Thou know'it that all my fortunes are at ſea, 

have I money, nor commodity 

To raile a preſent ſum 3 therefore go forth, 
Try what my credit can in Y<nice do, 
That ſhall be rack'd even to the uttermeſt, 
To furniſh thee to; Belmont to fair Portia: 
Go preſently enquite; and fo will 1, 
Where money is, and I no queſtion, make 
To have it of 


by 
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Enter Portia with her waiting-woman Netilla, 


Por. By my troth,Neriſſa,my little body is weary of this 
great world, 
Nr. You would be, ſweet Madam, if your miſeries wzre 
in the ſame abundance as your good fortunes are; and yer 
for ought I ſee, they are as ſick that ſurfeit with coqmuch, 


by white hairs, bur comperency lives longer. | 
Por. Good fentences, and well pronounc'd. 

Ner. They would be better if well followed. | 
Por. If todo were as eafie as to know what were good 
do, Chappels had been Churches, and poor mens Corzages 
Princes Palaces: Itis a good Divine that follows his own 
inſtruftions: I can eaſi:r reach twenty what were geod to 
be done, than be one of the twenty to follow mine own 
teaching The brain may devitec laws for the blo)d, bur a 
hot temper leaps c'ce a cold decree; ſuch a hare is Mad- 
neſs, the Youth, to skip o're the meſhes of good counlel, 
the Cripple : But this reafogBnot in faſhion tochuſe me a 
husband : O me, the word chuſe ! I may neither chulc 
whom I would, nor-refuſe whom 1 diſlike, fois the will 
of a living daughter curb'd by the will of adead father; is 


none ? 

Ner. Your Father was ever vertuous ; and holy men 
at their death have good inſpirations z therefore the lot- 
tery that he hath deviſed in theſe three cheſts of Gold, 


mm 


——— 


dn 
x A 4, 


/ 


» Hl 


u hot is 11d th Fix. Gooppuly Prud ko r0o0er Shall 12 f any a 
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as they that Rarve with nothing 3 , therefore it is no ſmall | 
happineſs to be feated in the mean; tuper fluity comes ſooner | 


it not hard, Neriſſa, that I cannot chule one, nor refuſe | 


Silver , and Lead (#hercof who chuſes his meanirg, | 
: chuſes | 


— . 


| 


| 


- | dumb ſhow? how odly he is ſuited, I think he bought 
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ct-uſes you) will no doubt never be choſen by any right- 
lyzbut one who you ſha'l rightly loves bnt what warmth 
is there in *your aff-Rion towards any of theſe Princely 
ſurgrs that are already come ? \ 

Por, I p3y thee over-name them, and as thou nameſt 
them, I will 'deſcribe them, and according to my deſcri- 
pri on, level at my «ffc&tion. 

Ner. Firſt there is the Neapolitan Prince. 

Por, Aythat*s a gov't indeed, for he doth nothing but 
ta'k of Kis horſe, and he makes it a great apprepriation 
to his own good parts that he can ſh imſelf ; ] 
.m much afraid my Lady his mother plaid falſe with a 

Smith. 
| MNer. Then is there the County op 
 P.r. tie doth nothing but frown y( as who ſhould ſay 
$1 u will not have me, chuſe: he hearts merry tales 

nd imiles not, I fear he will prove the weeping Philo- 
{»pher when he grows old, being fo full of unmannerly 
ſadneſs in his youth. ) 1 had rather be married to a 


theſe : God defend m: from theſe two. 

Ner. How ſay you by the French Lord, Mounſieur 
L e Boun ? 

Por. God made him, and therefo& let him paſs for 
a man; in truth 1 know it is\ſin to be amocker, but he! 
why he hath a horſe better than the MNeapolitans, a bet- 
ter bad habit cf frowning than the Count Palgptine, he 


|is every man in no man, wif a Tyþel ſing, he falls traight_ 
1a c-pting, he will fence with his own ſhadow; If 1 ſhould 


marry him, I ſhould marry twenty husbands » if he would 
de{pile me, I would forgive him, for if he love me to mad- 
neſs, I ſhould never requite him. 

Ner. Whatſzy yeu then to Fauconbridge, the young 
Baron of England? | 
Por. You know | ſay nothing to him, for he under- 
ſtands not me, nor I hym 3 he hath neither Lating, Freneh, 
nor /talzarn, and you come into the Court and ſwear 
that I have a poor penny-worth in the Engliſh : he is a 
proper mans pidtuge, but alas: who gan converſe with a 


his doublet in /raly, kis round hoſe in Frexce, his bonnet in 
Germany, and his behaviour every where. 

- Ner. What think you of the _ Lord: his ncigh- 
bour ? 

Por. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him, for 
he borrowed a box cf the ear of the Engliſh-man, and 
{wore he would pay him again when he was able. ] 
think the Frenchman became his ſurety, and ſealed under 
for another. 

Ner. How like you the young m—_ the Duke of 
Saxorige Nephew ? 

PF. Very vildely in the morning when he is ſober, 
and molt vildely in the afternoon when he is drunk , 
when he is beſt, he isa little worſe then - a man, and when 
he is worſt, he is little better then a beaſt : and the worſt 


deaths head with a bone in his mouth, than to eicher of 


0 N VIORTS 3: oy. 
tonab'e, ior there ' is not one among them bur 1 


doat on his very ablcence + and wiſh them a fair dÞr. 
ture. 4 
Ner. Do you not remember, Lady, in your Father, 
time , a Venetian, a Scholar and a Sovldier thy 
came hither in company of the Marqueſs of Manner. 
rat ? 
Por. Yes, 
he c:11'd. 
Ner. True Madam, he of all the men that ever m 
_—_ eyes look'd upon, was the beſt delerving a fair 
ady, 
Por. Iremewber him well, and, I remember him wor. 
thy of thy praiſe, - H ow no win hat fuws ? 


yes, it was Baſſario, as I think, lo Was 


Enter @ Serving-man. 


Ser. The four ſtrangers ſeek you Madam to take their 
leave: and there is a fore-runner come from a fiſt, 
The Prince of Morecco, who brings word the Prince his 
Maſter will be here to night | 

Por, It I could bid the aſt welcome with ſo good heart 
as I can bid the other ſcur farewe!, 1 ſhould be glad of 
his approach : if he have the condition of a Saint, and 
the complexion of a Devil, 1 had rather he ſhould fſhrive 
me than wive me, Come Ner:ſ/a, berg before; whil 
we ſhut the gate upon one Wwooer , another knocks at the 


Enter Baſſanig with Shylock the Jew. 


Shy. Three thouſand Ducats) well. 

Baſſ. Ayſir, for three months. 

Shy. For three months} well. 

Baſſ. For the which , as Itcld you, 
Anthonio ſhall be bound. 

Shy. Authonio ſhall become boundg well. 

Baſſ. May you gd me ? Will you pleaſure me? 
Shall | know your an{wer? 

Sby. Three thouſand Ducats for three months; 
And A4=thonto bound. 

Baſſ. Your anſwer to that, 

Shy. Anthomo is a g00d man. 

Baſl, Have you heard any imputation to the con- 
trary. 

Shy, No, no, no, no ; my meaning in ſaying he is a 
good m:n, is to have you underſtand megthat he is ſuffi 
cient, yet his means are in ſuppoſition: he hath an Argo- 
iw bcund to Tripgolis, znother 10 the Indies; 1 under- 
ſtand moreover vpon the Reyalto, he hath a third at Me- 
XicO, a fourth for Ergland, and other ventures he hath 


men, there be Lzr:d Rats, and Water Rats, Water thcives 
and Land Theives, 1 mean Pyrafs ; and then there is the 


fall chat ever f.11, I hope I ſhall make ſhiſc to go without 
him. 

' Ner. If he ſhould offer to_chuſe, and chuſe the right 
Casket, you ſhould refuſe to perform your Fathers will, | 
if you ſhould refuſe to accept him, 

Por. Therefore for fear of the worſt, I pray thee ſet 
a dzep Glaſs of Renuiſh-wine on the contrary Casket, | 
for if the Devil bz within, and the temptation without, | 


{ will &e married to a ſpunge. 


ons, which is indeed to return to their home, and to trou- 
ble you with no more ſuit, unlets you may be won by ſome 


J other fort than your Fathers impoſition, depending on the 


Cickets, 
Per. If I live to be as old as S:billa, I will die as chaſt 


as Diane.: uale(s I be obtained by the manner of my Fa- 
thers will - I am glad this parcel of wooers are fo rea- 


I know he will chuſe it. Iwilldo any thing Neriſa ere | which your Prophet the Nzzarite conjured the Devil in- 
[tor 1 will buy with you, fell with you, talk with you, 
Ner, You need not fear Lady the having any of theſe | walk with you, and ſo following 3 but I will not eat with 
Lords, they have acquainted me with their determinati- | you, drink with you, nor pray with you. 


peril of Waters, Wirds, and Rocks: the an is notwith- 
ſtanding ſufficient; three thouland Ducats;” Ithink 1 may 
take his bond, | 


wank CTFUNCMN Vern og, Excom| 


(quandred abroad, but Ships are but boogds, Sailers but| 
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Baſſ. Be aſſured you may. 

Jew. 1 will be aſſured I may 
ſured , 1 will bethink me, may 
mo. 

B-ſſ. If it pleaſe you to dine with us. 

Zew.' Yes, to {mcll pork, to cat of the Habitation 


and that 1 may beal- 
1 ſpeak with Antho- 


What news on the Ky who is he comes here ? 
EnteÞ Anthonio, 


Baſſ. This is S:gnior Anthonio, // C) 
Jew. How like a fawning publican he looks. / Arild 
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[ hate him, for he is a Chriſtian; 
But more for that in low ſimplicity | 
He lends out money gratis,and brings down 
The rate of uſance here with us in Venice. 
[f I can catch him once upon the hip, _ 
| will feed fat the antient grudgd bear him. 
He hates our facred Nation, and he rails | 
Evinchere where Merchants moſt do Congregate 
On me, my bargains, and my well-woen thrift, 
Which he calls intereſts Curſed be my Tribe 
If I forgive him. 
Baſſ. Shylock, do you hear? 
Shy. I am debating of my preſent ſtore, 
And by the near gueſs of my memory 
| cannot inſtantly raiſe up the groſs 
Of full three thouſand Ducats : what of that ? 
Tuba, a wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe 
Will turniſh me 4 but ſoft, how many Months 
Do you defire ? Reft you fair good Signior, 
Your worſhip was the laft man in our mouths. 
eAnth. Shylock, "x I neither lend nor borrow 
By taking, nor by givihg of Exceſs, 
Yet to ſupply the ripe wants of my friend, 
PlCbreak a cuſtom : is he yet poſſcſt 
How much he would of ad 
Sby. hree thouſan ats. 
a9 kd for three months. | 
Shy. 1 had forgot, three months,you told me ſo. 
Well then, your bond. : but let me fee, but hear you, 
Me thoughts y ou ſaid,you neither lend nor borrow 
Upon advantage; 
Anth, 1 do never uſe it | 
Shy. When Faceb graz'd his Uncle Labar's ſheep, 
This Facob from our holy Abraham was 
( As his wiſe Mother wrought in his behalf J 
The third poſſeſſer,Ay, he was the third. 
eAnth. And whatof him, did he take int? ereſt ? 
Sby: No, not take intdreft, not as you would ſay 
Dire&ly incerIR, mark what F« cob did, X 
When Laben and himfelf were compr{{niz'd / 
That all the euelings which were ſtrea\'d and pied A 
Shoyld fall as W's hire? the Ewes being rank, 


TAR. 
A 


A 


Inend of Autumn turned to the Rams, 

d when the work of generation was, 
tween theſe woolly breeders in the Act, 
The skilful ſhepheard pd me certain wands, 

And in the doing of the deed of kind, 
He ſtuck them up before the fulſome Ewes, 
Who then conceiving, did in yeaning time 
Fall party-colour'd Lambs, and thole were Jacobs. 
This was a way to thrive, and he was bleſt : 
And thrift is bleſſingyf, men ſteal it nor. 
Anh, This was a venture,ſir, that Facob ſerv'd for, 
A thing not in his power to bring to pals, 
But ſway*d and faſhion'd by the hand of heaveny 
Was this inſerted to make intereſt good ? 
Or is your gold and fjlver Ewes and Rams? 
Sby. I cannot tell,Emake it breed as faſt, 
But note mPSignior. 
eAnth, Mark you this Baſſanmo, 
The Devil can cite Scripture for his purpoſe. 
An evil ſoul producing holy witneſs, 
ls like a villain with a ſmiling cheek, 
A goodly apple rotten at the heart. 
Q what a goedly outſide falſchogd hath. 
Sby. Three thouſand Ducats, *tis a good round ſum. 
Three months from twelve, then let me ſeeghe rare. 
Anth. Well Shylock, ſhall we be hold you ? 
Shy. Signter Anthonio,many a time and oft 
In the Rguleo you have-rated me 
About my moneys and my uſances : 
Still have | born it with a patient ſhrug 


( For (ufferance is the badger Tribe) £ 
You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog, 
* 


FAk. 


ulhoug 


And ſpit upon my Jewiſh gab7rdine, 

And all for uſe of that which is mine own. 

Well then, it now appears you need my help ! 
Go to then, you come to me, and you ſay, 
Shylock, we would have moneys; you ſay o : 
You that did void your rheume upon my beard, 


[ 


MA: 


And foot me as you ſpurn a ſtranger cur 
Over your threſhold, moneys is your ſuit, 
What ſhould I ſay to you ? Should 1 not ſay, 
Hath a dog money ? isit poſlible | 
A cur ſhould lend three thouſand Ducats? or 
Shall I bend low, and in a bondmans key) 
With bated breath, and whiſpring humbleneſs, | 
Say this : Fair fir, you ſpet on me am Wedneſday laſt ; 
You ſpurn'd meſuch a day ; another time . 
Youcall'd me dog ; and for theſe curtefics 
PiElend yon thus much moneys. 4 311 

Anth. 1 am as like to call thee fo again, 
To ſpet on thee again, to ſpurn thee too. 


if chou wilt lend this moneys: lendit 
As to thy friend, for when did rienig ak 
4 


A breed of barren metal of his friend?” 
But lend it rather to thine enemy, - | + 
Whoif he break, thou maift with better face 
Exa& the penal F 

Shy. Why how you ſtorm, 
[ would be friends with you, and have your love, 
Forget the ſhames that you have ſtain'd me with, 
Supply your preſent wants, and take no' doit 
Of vufange for my moneys, and you'llnot' hear me 3 
This, 1s kigdI offer; | + + +» 


| {-B&f- This were kindneſs, | 


Sby. This kindnefs wilLI ſhow ; 
Go with me to a Notary, ſeal me there 


| 


Your fingle bond, and in a merry ſpott 
If you repay me not on fuch a dayy 

In ſuch a place, ſuch ſum: or fums as are 
Expreftin the condition, let” the forſeit 
Be nominated for an<qual pound 


In what part of your body ite: 
Anth. Content in faith, PlEſcal t 

And ſay there is much kindneſs in the Few. 
Baſ. You ſhall not ſeal to ſuch a bond for me, 

IIErather dwell in my neceſſity. 
Anth. Why fear not man,1 will not forfeit it; 

Within theſe two months, (that's a month before 

This bond expires$1 do expeR return 

Of thrice three times the value of this bond. { 
Shy. O Father «Abrabem, what theſe Chriſtians arc, + 

Whoſe own hard dealing*reaches thent,ſulpeR 

The thoughts of others # Pray you tell me this, 

If he ſhould break his day, what ſhould I gain 

By the exa&tion of the forfeiture ? 

A pound of mans fleſh, taken frem a man, 

Is not ſo eftimable;profitable<aigier, 

As fleſh of Muttons, Beefs , or Goats, Ifay, 

To buy his favour, I extend this friendſhips 

If he will takeit, ſo ; if not adieu, 

And for my love I pray you wrong me not- 
eAmnth. Yes Shylock, I will ſeal unto this bond, 
Shy. Then meet me forthwgh at the No 

Give him direion far this merry bond, 

And 1 will go and purſe the Ducats ftraight z 

See to my houſe, leffin the fearful guard 

Of an unthrifty knave : and preſently 


|Tbe with you. Ext. 
Anth. Hye thee gentle Jew: This Hebrew will turn 
Chriſtian, he grows kind. 
Baſſ. llike not fair terms, and a villains mind. 
eAnth, Come on, in this there can be no diſmay, 
My Ship's come home a month before the day. [3 
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Aftus Secundus. J ED. 


PP elmont- 


CWorochins a tawny Moor all white, and three or 
fanr followers accordingly, with Portia, 
Nerriſſa and ber tram, 
© Flo, Cornets. 


Mor. Miſlike me not'for my completion, 
T he ſhadowed livery ofwthe buroifh'd Sun, 
o whom 1 am a neighbour, and near bred. 
ring me the faireſt creature Northward Born, 
here Phoebus fire ſcarce thaws the gficles, 
nd let us make incifipn for your Love, 
Fo prove whoſe Bloodis redceft, his or mine; 
cel the&Lady this'aſpe@ of mine 
ath feard the valijant;:(by my love I fwear) 
he bcft regarded Virgina of -our Clime | 
ave loy'd it too : I would not _— _ hue, 
«cept to ſteal your thoughts my gentle Queen. 
Por. In —_— Sin not led Jt, 
y nice dire&ion of a maidenseyes $2Þ—+ Por 
elides, the lottery of- my deſtiny - | 


ars me the right of voluntary chuſing « 
ut if my father had not.{canted me, 

nd hedg'd me by his wig to yield my ſelf 
is wiſe, who wins me by that means I told you; 
our ſelf ( renowned Prince,) then ſtood as fair 

s any comer I have look'd on yet, 
or my affe<&ion. ; 

Mor. Evta for that I thank you, 
herefore | pray you lead me to the Caskets 

o try my fortune + By this Symitar 
hat l:w the Sophy, and a Perſian Prince, 

hat won three fields of Sultan Solyman, 
would aþe-{t:re the ficrneſt eyes thatlook : 
ut-brave the heart moſt daring on the earth : 
luck the young ſucking Cubs from the ſhe Bear, 
Yea mock the Lion when he roars for, prey, 
o win theLady. But alas the while] 
f Hercules and Lychas play at Dice. 

hich is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from, the wcaker hand : 
So is Alcides beaten by his Page, 
And ſo may I, blind'fortune leading me, 
Aifs that which one unworthier may attain, 
Ard dye with grieving. | 
' Por. You muſt take your chance, 
And either not attempt to choole at all, 

Q {wear before you chooſe, if you chooſe wrong, 
] Never to ſpeak to L:dy afterward 
In way of Marriage; therefore-be advis'd 
Mpr. Nor will.not ; come bring me unto my chance; 
Por, Firſt forward to the temple, after dinncr 
Your hzzird ſhall be made. þ 


Mer. Good fortune then, ' Cornet? 


Cls. Certainly, my conſcience will*fecve me to run 
| rom this Jew my Mafter: the fiend is at mine elbow, 
and exempts me, faying to me bf Lewnceler feblopood 
Launcelt, or good: Gobfe or $004” Lanncel '&ob$, uſe 
your Legs, take the fart, run away z my conſcience ſays 
no ; take heed honeſt Lawncelis, take hced honeſt Fobb 
or as afore-laid honeſt Leuncelet $obbs, do not fun, 
ſcorn ruuning with thy heels well , the moſt couragi- 
ops fiend- bids me pack, 4 fays the fiend, away ſay+ 
the ficod, for the heavens roſe up a brave mind ſays 


—— _—_ CO—_— —_— 


ake me bli{t or curſed'R among men. Exennt, 
ein te ht . 
ene NF” Os clip al: _ Wer, 


| ſay in plain terms, gore to heaven. 


-| fiend, my heels are at your commandement , L. wi 


the ficnd, and run; well, my conſcience hanging about 
| the neck of my heart, ſays very wilely to me, My ho- 
nelt friend Launceld5” being an honeft mans: fon, or r4- 
ther an honeſt womans fony- for indeed my Father did 
lomerhing ſmack, ſomething grow too 3, he had a kind of 
taſte 5-wcll, my conſcience ſays Leuncelst budg&not, budgp 
lays the fiend; budge not ſays my confcienccy conſcience 
lay 1 you counſel well, fiend tay I you counſel wall, 
to beruPd by my con{cience I ſhould tay with the Jew 
my Maſter, who ( God bl+ts thawwark ) is a kind of 
Devil 3; andto run away trom the Jew 1 ſhould beruled 
by the fiend, who ſaying your reverence is the Devil him- 
felt: certainly the Jew is the very Devjl,incarnafien, 
and in my confſcieace, my conſcience is, kind of hard 
conſcience, to offcr to counſel me to ſtay with the Jew; 
the fiend gives the more friendly counſel ; 1 will ”— 


runs 


| Gb. Alack firl ain (and blind, I know you not. 


Enter old Gobbo with a Backet. 


Gob, Maſter young-man, you 1 pray you, which is the 
way to Maſter Jews ? | 

Laun. O heavehs, this is my true begotten Father, who 
being more then ſand-blind, high gravel blind, knows me 
not,I will try confuſions with him, 

Gob. Maſter young Gentleman, I pray you which is the 
way to Maſter Jews. 

Lawn. Turn upon your right hand at the next turning, 
but at the next turning of all on your left 5 marry at. the 
very next turning, turn of no hand, but turn down indi- 
rely to the Fews houſe. 

Geb. By Gods fonties *twill be a hard way to hit ; can 
you tell me whether one Laxnc.lt that dwells with him, 
dwell with him or no? 

Lann, Talk you of young Maſter Launceler? mark me 
now, now willIraife the watcrs; talk you of young Ma- 
ter Lau" celer? 

Goh, No Maſter fir, but a poor mans ſon, his Father 
tho/l fay*cis an honcſt exceecing poor man, and God be 
thanked well to live. le / 
Laun, Well, let his Father be what A will, we talk of 
young Maſter Launcelet, 

Geb. Your worſhips friend and Launceler. 

Laun. But | pray you Ergo,old man Ergo | beſeech you, 
talk you of young Maſter Launcele? * 

Gob. Of Launcelet, an*t pleaſe your Maſterſhip. 

Laun,- Ergo Maſter Laurcela talk not of maſter Lann- 
cel:t Father,tor the young gentlemanaccording to fates and 
deftinies, and ſuch odd ſayings, rke*fiſters three, and fuch 
branches ot Learning is indeed deceaſed, or as you would 


Geb. Marry Go4 forbid, the boy was the vergy ſtaff of 
my age, my very prop. 

Laun. Dol look 1:ke a cudgel or a hovel-poſt, a tif 
or a prop? do youknow me Father ? 

Geb, Alack the day, 1know you not young Gentleman, 
but I pray you tel! me is my boy, Ged reſt his ſoul, a- 
ave or Ge. d. 

Laun, Do you not know me Father ? 


Lawn. Ny, inceed if you had your eyes you might 


4 


fail of the knowing me : it is a wiſe father that knows 
his own Child, Weil, cl} man, 1 will tell you news of your 
Son, give me your blefiing, truth will come to light, 
murder cannot be hid long, a murs {on may, butin the cad 
truth will nor. 

Gob. Pray you fir ſtand up, I am ſure you are not} 
Linncelet my boy. 

Laun. Pray you let's have no mere fooling about it, but 
give me Your blcfſing , I am Lannceler your boy that was || 
your fon that is, your child that ſha!l be, 

Gob I cannet think you are my ton. 

Laun. | know not what I ſhall rhink of that: but I am 


Launcelet |, 


— 


n—_—_—l 
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Launcelet the Fews man, and I am ture Margery your wite\ 


; ther. | 
: — Her name is Margery indeed, PIT be ſworn if thou 


fleſh and blood : Lord 


be Laufelet, thou axt mince own 
worſhip,might be be, what a beard halt thou got 3 thou 
haft Sor more hair on thy Chin,thaa Dobbin my Þhilhorſe, 


his tail ' 
— It ſhould ſeem then that Dobbins tail grows back- 


ward. 1am ſure he had more hair of his tail than I have 
on my face when I laſt ſaw him» 

Geb. Lord how art thou chang'd ! how doft thou and 
thy Maſter agree? | have brought him a Preſent; howgree 
you now ? : 

Laun. Well, well, but for mine own part, as I have ſet 
up my r<ſt to run away, {o 1 will not reſt till | have run 
ſome ground 3 my Maſter's a very Jew, give hima preſent, 
give him a halter, 1 am famiſht in his fervice. You may 
tell every finger | have with my Ribs : Father, | am glad 
you are come.give me your preſent to one Maſter Baſſan's, 
who indeed gives rare new Liveries; if | ſerve not hum, | 
will run as tar as God has any ground.O rare Fortune, here 
comes the man, to him Father, for | am a Jew if I ſerve the 


Jew any longer. "the ©) » UW 


Enter Baſſanio with a follower or two. 


Baſſ. You may do fo, but let it beſo haſted, that ſup- 
per be ready at the fartheſt by five of the Clock : lee thele 
Letters delivercd, put the Liveries to making, and deſite- 
Gratiano to come anon to my Lodging. . 

Laun, To him Father. 

Gob. God bleſs your worſhip. 

Baſſ. Gramercy, would thou ought with me ? 

Gob, Here's my ſon Sir, a poor boy. 

Lann, Not a poor boy Sir, but the Rich Jews man that 
would Sir, as my Father ſhall ſpecify, | | 

Gob, He hath a great infeRion fir, as one would fay to 
(erve, 

Laun. lndeed the ſhort and the long is, I ſerve the Jew, 
and have a defire as my Father ſhall ſpecify. 

Gob. His maſter and he(faving your worlſhips reverence) 
are {carce caterconns, 

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the Jew 
having dohe me wrong, doth caule mg as my, Father bing 
L hope an old man ſhall frutify unto you 

Gob. 1 have here adiſh of Doves that I would beſtow 
upon your worſhip, and my ſuit is. ——" 

Laun, In very brief, the ſuit is impertinent to my {elf, 
as your worſhip ſhall know by this honeſt old man ; 
and though I ſay it, though old man, yet poor man my 
Father, , ; 

Baſſ. One ſpeak. for both, what would you ? 

Laxn, Serve you (ir. 

Gb. Thisis the very defe& of the matter fir. 

Baſſ. 1 know thee well, thou haſt obrain'd thy ſuit,” 
Shylock, thy Maſter ſpoke with me this day, 

And hath prefer'd thee, if it be p: eferment, 
To leave a rich Jews lervice, to become 
The follower of fo poor a Gentleman. 

Clo. The old proverb is very well parted between my 
Maſtet Shylock and you fir, you have the grace of God fir, 
and he hath enough. 

Baſſ. Taou ſpeak'ft it well ; go Father with thy ſon, 
Take leave of thy old Maſter, and enquire 
My Lodging out; give him a livery, 

More garded than his fellows: fee it done. 

Cle. Father in, 1 cannot peta ſervice, no,” I have ne*re 
a tongue in my head welt any man in /taly have a fairer 
table which doth offer to ſwear upon a book, | ſhall bave 
goodfortuneJFb roo, here's a ſimple line of life heres a ſmall 


ſimple {capes ! well if Fortune bea w-1man, ſhe's a good 
wench for this gere » Fathey come, Vib take my leave of 
the Jew in the twinkling, of-«a 4c 

Exit Clown. 
Baſſ. I pray thee good Leonards, think on this, 
Thele things being bought and orderly beſtowed, 
Return in haſte, for 1 do feaſt to night 
My beft efteem'd acquaintance, hie thee, gone. 
Leon. My beſt endeavours ſhall be done herein. 


Pp . 
CITES 16 Exit, Leonato. 


* Enter Gratiano, 
Gra. Where's your Maſter. 
Leon, Yonder fir he walks, 
Gra., Signior Baſſanio, 
Baſs /Dratians. 
Gra, | have a ſuit to you. 
Baſ, You have'obtain'd it. 
Gra. ou muſt not deny me, I muſt go with you to 
Belmont. 
Eaſ. Why then you muſt : but hear thee Gratiano, 
hou art roo wild, too rude, ai.d bold of voice, 
Part» that become thee happily enough, 
And in fuci) eye> as, ours appear not faults ; 
But where thEFarCnot known, why there they ſhow 
Something tov libcral, pray thee cake p:in 
To allay with fome cold drops of modefty 
Ihy Skipping ſpirit, let tarough thy wild behaviour 
| be milconſtg#* in the place I go to, 
And loſe my hopes. 
Gre. Signior Baſſanio, hear me, 
if I do not put on a lober habit, 
Talk with re{pe&, and ſwear bu: nowand then, 
Wear prayer-books in my pocketgJook demurely, 
Nay, more, while Grace 1+ {aying, hood mine eyes 
bus with my. hat; and fig hand ſay, Amen; 
Uſe all the o>ſcevance of civility, | 
Like cne well fiudied in a (ad ofterit 
To pleaſe his Grandamy never truſtme more. 
Baſ. Well, we {hall fee your bearing. 
Gra. Nay but Þbar to night; you ſhall not g1ge me 
By what we do to night. 
Baſ. Noythat were pity. 
| would entreat yop rather to put on 
Your. boldeſt ſuit of mirth, for we have friends 
That purpoſe n:erriment : but fare you well, 
| have tome buſineſs . , 
Gra And muſt to Lorenzo and thereft; | 
But we will viſit*you at ſypp-r-time; Exennt. 


Enter J- flica and the Clown. 


Zeſ. 1 am ſorry thou wilt leave my Father ſo, 
Our houſe is hell, and thou a,Devil mery 
Did'ſ rob it of ſome tafteof Tediouſnefs ; 

But fare thee well, there is a Ducat for thee, 
And Lancelet, foo {upper ſhalt thou fee 
Lorenzo, who is thy Maſters gucft, 

Give him this Letter, doit {ecretly; 

And fo farewel : I would not have my Father 

See me talk with thee. . 

Clo, Adicu, tears exhibit my tongue; moſt beantiful 
Pagan, moſt tweet Jew,! if a Chriſtian did not play the 
knave and get thee, I am much deceived ;, but adieu,theſe 
fooliſh drops do ſomewhat drown wy manly ſpirit : 
adicu. Exit. 

Feſ. Farewel good Lancele. 

Alack, what hainous (in is it in me, b 
To be aſham'd to be my Fachers Child; 
But tho I am a Daughter to his Blood, 


trifle of wives, alas fifteeu wives is nothing, 


of my Liſe with the edge of a Feather-bed , here arc 


_—  ——_— 


I am not to his manhers{ O Lorenzo, 


dows and nine maids is a ſimple @@ming in for one man If thou keep promiſe, I ſhall end this ſtrife, 
and then'to ſcape Crowning thrice, and to be in peril) Become a Chriſtian, and thy Loving Wife. 


N 3 


+ 


"its ; 
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2. Junr_V 


T be Marchant of Venice. Y 


Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Sal:rino, and Solani© 


Ls. Nay, we will link away in ſupper-time, 
Dilgviſc us at my lodging, and return all inan hour, 

Gra. We have not made good preparation. 

Sal. We have not ſpoke as yet of Torch-bearers. 

Sol. "Tis vile unleſs it may be quaintly orderfd, 
And better in my mind not undertook. 

Loy. *Tis now but four a clock, we have two hours 
To furniſh us þ- friend Lance/dt what's the news ? 


Enter Lancelot witha Letter. © 


Lan. And it ſhall pleaſe you to break up this, it ſhall 
ſeem to ſignify. 

Lo. | know the hand, ip, fajh *tis a fair hand, 

And whiter than the papegit writ on, 
the fair hand that writ. 

Gra, Love-news in faith. 

La. By your leave (ir. 

Lor. Whether goeſt thou ? 

La. Marry to bid my old Maſter the Jew to ſup to 
night with my new Maſter the Chriſtian: 

Lor. Hold here, take this, tell yur Feſſics 
[ will not fail her, ſpeak it privately s 
Go ay OY will you prepare you for th Mask to 

night 2 
I am i «oo of a Torch-bearer, { Exit Clown, 

Sal. Aymarry, I'lbe gone about it ſtraight, 

Sol. And fo will I. - 

Loy. Mcet me and Gratianoat Gratiano's-lodging 
Some hour hence. 

Sal. *Tis good wedo ſo. 

Gra. Was not that Letter from fair Feſſica ? 

Lo. I muſt nceds tell thee all, ſhe hath dir«ed 
Howl ſhall take her from her fathers houſe, 
What Gold and Jewels ſhe is furniſht with, 

What Pages ſuit ſhe hath in readineſsy 

If ere the Few her Father come to heaven, 

[t will be for his gentle daughters ſake ; 

And never dare misfortune croſs her foot, 

Unleſs ſhe do it under this excuſe, $7”: 

That ſhe is iſſue to a faithleſs Few $ 

Come go with me, peruſe this as thou goeſt, Shs 
Fair 7eſjica ſhall he my Torch-bearer. [ Exit, 


Ce . | 
Enter Jew, and 8 mar that was phe Clown. : . 


Few. Well, thou ſhalt ſee, thy eyes ſhall be thy judge, 
The difference of old not fs Baſſamo z 


Exv 


What Fe/ica;thou ſhalt not gyrmandize ___. 
As thou haſt done with me4 what Fefica? —— 
And ſicep, and ſnoxe, rend apparel out. 
Why Feſſical ſay. / 
Clo. Why Feſſica. #' 
Shy. Who bids thee call? 1 dg not bid thee call, 
Clo. Your worſhip was wont to tell me 
I could do nothing without bidding. 


Enter \cſlica. 


Feſ. Call you? what is your will? 
Shy. I am bid forth to ſupper, Feſſica, 
There are my Keys: but wherefore ſhould I go ? 
I am not bid for love; they flatter me, 
But yet PlEgo in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Chriftian. Feſſica my girl, 
Look to my houſe, I am right loath to go, 
There is ſomeill a brewing towards my reft, 
For I did dream of money-bags to night. _- 
Clo. I beſeech you fir go, my young maſter 
Doth expe your reproach. 
Shy. So dol his, 
; Cs, And they have conſpired together, 1 will not ſay 


I have a Father, you a Daughter loft. 
by Irs V Hl. 


” s . >> T"— 
you ſhall fee a Mask, but if you do, then it was nor for 


nothing that my Noſe fell a bleeding on black Mpnday 
laſt, at fix a clock i*th* morning, falling out that year on 
Aſh-wedneſday was four year inthe afternoon. 

Shy. VVhat are thejfg. Mas ks 7 hear you megFeſſica, 
door when you hear the Drum 1 
And the vile ſquxFÞng of the wry-neckt F.fe, . / qau« | 
Clamber not you up to the Cafements then, A Q 
Nor thruſt your head into the publick Rreet 
To gaze on Chriſtian fools with varniſltdfaces ; 

But ſtop my houſes ears, | mean my Cafementss, 

Let not the found of ſhallow foppery enter 
My ſober houſe. By Facobs ſtaff I ſwear, 

| haveno mind of Feafting forth to night : 
But I will go ; go you before me Sirrab. 
Say I will come, q 

Clow, | will go before Sir, 

Miſtreſs look out at window for all this; 
There will come a Chfiftian by, / 
Will be worth a Few$jcye. Ext: 

Shy. _ ſayes that fool of Hagars off.ſpring ? 

a 


a HS M0. ty pony ns 


Ze/. His words were fare well Miſtriſs, nothing elſe. 
Shy. The patch is kind enough, but a hugs feeder ; 
Snail-ſlow in profit, byg ſleeps by day V 
More than the wild cat, drones hive not with me, 
Therefore Ipart with him, and part with him 
To one thatl would have him help to waſte. 
His borrowgd purſe. Well 7-ſſica goin, 


Perhaps I will return immgdiately ; 
Do as I bid you, ſhut doors after you, faft bind, faſt 
find, PA 
A proverb never ſtale in thriſty mind. Exit, 
Feſ. Farewel, and if my fortune be not croſt, 
Exi. 


Enter the Makers, Gratiano and Salino; 


Gra. This is the penthouſe uader which Lorenzo 
Deſired us to make a ſtand, 
Sal. His hour is almoſt paſt. 
Gra. Andit is marvel he out-dwells his hour, 
For loversever run before the clock. 
Sal. O ten times faſter Venus Pygeons flye 
To fteal loves bognds new made, than they are wont 
To kcep obliged faith unforfeited: | 
Gra. That ever holds, who riſeth from a feaſt 
With that keen Appetite that he fits down ? 
Where is the Horle that doth untread again 
His tedious meaſures with thF unbated fire 
That he did pace them firſt ? all things that are, 
Are with more ſpjrit chaſed than enjoy&d. 
How like a younger or a prodigal 
The $karfed bark puts from her native bay, 
Hug'd and embraced by the trumpet wind 3 
How like a prodigal ſhe doth return - 
With over-wither*d Ribs and ragged fails; 
Lean, rent and begger'd by the ltrumpet wind ? 


Enter Lorenzo. 


$S alino. Here comes Lorenzo, more of this hereaf- 
ter. 
_ Sweet friends, your patience for my long a- 
©, 
Not Lþbut my affairs have made you wait z 
When you ſhall pleaſe to play the thieves for Wives 
PIC watch as long for you ther,; approach ; err 
Here dwells my Father Few. Hoa, who's within p\ 


Feſſica above. 
* 


Feſ. Who are you ? tell me for more certainty, 
Albeit PlCſwear that 1 do know your tongue. 
* 


_—— 
— —c 


Lor.\ 


— 
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Lo. Lorenzo, and thy Love. 
Feſ. Lorenzo certaingnd my Love indeed; 
For who Love | fo much ? and now who knows 
But you L-re220, whether | am yours ? 
Lo. Heaven and thy thoughts are witneſs that thou art, 
Feſ. Here, catch this casket, it is worth the pains, - 
| am glad *:is night, you Co not look on me, 
For I am much atham'd of my exchange 3 
But Love is blind , and Lovers cannor fee 
The pretty follies that themſelves commit, 
For if they could, Cupid himſelf would bluſh 
Toſce me thus transformed to a boy. 
Lor. Deicend, for you muſt be my Torch-bearer. 
Feſ. What, mult I hold a Candle to my ſhame? 
They in themlelves goodfoorh are tootoo light. 
Why, *tis an office of diſcovery, Love, 
And I ſhould be obſcur'd. 
Lor. $0 you are {weet, 
Evenin the lovely garniſh of a boy z but come at oncey- 
For the cloſe night doth play the run-away, 
And we are ftaid for at Baſſanio's Feaft. 
Feſ. 1 will make faft the doors, and guild my felf 
With ſome more Ducats, and be with you ſtraight. 
» Gra, Now by my Hood, a Gentile, and no Jew. 


——___ 


And weigh thy value with an even hand; 

If thou beeſt rated by the eſtimation, 

Thou doſt deſerve enough, and yet enough 

May not extend fo far asto theLady ; 

And yet to be aſgard of my Celerving, 

Were but a weak diſabling of my ſelf, 

As much as I deſerveJwhy that's the Lady. 

| do in birth deſerve her, and in fortun es , 

[n graces, and in qualities of Breeding : 

But more than theſe, in love I do deſerve. 

What if I ftray'd no farther, but choeſe here ? 
Let's fee once more this ſaying Grav'd in Gold. 
Who chqþſeth me, ſhall gain what many men defire + 
Why that's the Lady; all the world defires her : 
From the four corners of the Earth they come 
To kifs the (brine, this mortal breathing Saint. 
The Hircanian Delerrts and the 
Of wide Arabia are as through Fes now 
py Princes to come view fair Portia. 

The Wathry Kingdom, whoſe ambitious head 
Spets in the face of heaven, is no bar 
To ſtop the forrfin Spirits, but they come 
As 0're a Brook to ſee fair Portia. 
One of theſe three contains her heavdaly pifure: 


Lor. Belhrew me but I love her heartily, 
For ſhe is wiſe, If I can judge of her, 

And fair ſhe is, If that mine Eyes be true, 
And true ſhe is, as ſhe hath prov'd her felf; 
And therefore like her (elf, wiſe, fair,and true, 
Shall ſhe be placed in my conſtant Soul, 


Enter Jcflica, 


Ic like that Lead contains her? *twere damnation 
To think fo baſe a thought; it were too groſs 
To rib her ſearcloth in the obſcure Grave g 
Or ſhall [| think in Silyer ſhe's immur* 
Being ten times undervalued to trifd Gold - 
O fintul thought, never fo rich a 

have in England 


A 
in Gold, bur that's inſculpt-upon : 


Ms. OT 


What, art thou come ? on gentlemen, away, | 
Our masking mates by this time for us ſtay. Exit. 
Enter Anthonio. 


Ant, Who's there ? 

Gra. Signior eAnthorio. 

Ant. fie, fie, Gratiano, where are all the reſt ? 
'Tis nine a clock, cur friends all tay for you; 

No mask to night, the wind is come abour, 
Baſſano preſently will go ahoord, 

. 


Gra. 1am glad on't,I defire no more delight 
Than to be under Sail, and gone to night. Exeunt. 
Enter Portia with Morrocho, and both their Trams. 


Pro, Go, draw alide the Curtaingand diſcover 

The ſeveral Caskets to this noble Prince / the. (as he be 

Now make your choice. dibeomery.f/ 
Mor, The firſt of Gold, whg this inſcription bears, 

Who ch{ſeth me, ſhall gain what men deſire. 

The (econd Silver, which this promiſe carries, 

Who ch&$leth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves. 

This third, dull Lead, with warning all as blunt, 

Who ch{$ſeth me, muſt give and hezard all he hath. 

How ſhall | know if 1 do ch&bſe the right ? 

Por. The one of them contains my Pifture, Prince, 

if you chooſe that, then I am yours withall. 

ar, Some God dire my judgment{et me ſee, 

I will furvey the inſcriptions, back again ; 

What fays this Leaden Casket ? 

Who chooſeth me, muſt give and hazard all he hath, 

Muſt givgfor what ? for Lead? 

This Casket threatens.men thathezard all, 

Do it in hope of fair CO 

A _ mind ſtoops not to ſhows of Droſs, 

P|Cthen nor give nor hazard ought for Lead. 

What ſaycs the Silver with her virgin hue ? 

Who chqþleth me, ſhall get as much as he deſgrves. 


Was ſet in wotſe then Gold ! 

Coit\that bears the fgare of an Angel 

Stun 

But here an Arigel it z Golden Bed 

F all within; Didliver me the Key; / 
ere do I chq6(e, and thrive I at 'itiay: 
Poy. There take if Prince, 

Then 1 amyours. + © 


Mor. O hell ! what have 
Within whole empty eye there is a woidcer-ſcrow! ; 


A! that gliſters 5s not gold, 
Often have you heard that told ;, 
Many a man his life bath ſold, 
But my out fid# * 

Guilded orms infold 8X" | 
Had you been as wift as bold, 
Young in4imb3, in jad gent old, 
Your anſwer bad not beeninſcrold; 
Fare you well, your ſuit is cold 


Mor. Cold indeed, and labonr loft; . 
Thenefarewel heats and welcome froft : 
Portia adicu,/ 1 have too griev'd a heart 
To take a tedious leave : thus lofers part; 
Por. A gentleriddance : draw the Curtains, go"; 
Let all of his compl«&ion chaple mg ſo. 
A Feene | X. 
Enter Salarino and Solanio, 
Flo. Cornets. | 


Sal. Why, man I ſaw Baſſanio under ſail, 


With him is Gratsgno gone along y \ © 

And in their hip £ Im ſure Lore not. 
Sol. The villain Few with outcries rais'd the Dake 

Who went with oc to ſearch Baſſanso's ſhip. 


Sal. He ces too late, the ſhip was under fail ; 
But there the Duke was given to underſtand 
That in a GondFawert ſeen together 
Lorenzo and his amorous Feſſics * 
Beſides, Anthonio certified the Duke 
They were not with B«ſſ«nio in his ſhip. 
Sol. I never heard a paſſion ſo confus'd, 


As much as he delervesy pauſe there Morrochttad 
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So ſtrange, outragious, and fo variable, 
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The Merchant of V enice. 


As the Dog Few did utter in the ſtreets ; 
Da, O my Ducats, O my Daughter, 
4 with a Chriſtian, O my Chriftiah Ducats ! 
ſiſtice, the Law, my Ducats, and my Daughter 3 
a ſealed Bag, two ſealed Bags of Ducars , 
Of double Ducats, ſtoln from me by my Daughter, 
And Jewelstwo.rich and precious Stoncs, = > Jh2g 
Stoln by my Daighter , Juſticefind the Girl, 
She hath the Stones upon her, and the Ducats. 
Szl. Why all the Boys in Yenice follow him, 
Crying his Stones, his Daughter, and/his Ducats. 
Sol. Let good Anthonio look he keep his day, 
Or he ſhall pay for this. 
Sal. Marry well remembred, 
I reaſon'd with a Frenchman yeſterday, 
Who told me, in the narrow {eas that part, 
TheFrerch and Engliſh, there miſcarried 
A Veſſcl of our Country richly” fraught : 
| thought upon Anthonio when he told me, 
And wiſhtin filence that it were not his, 
Sol. You were beſt to tell vAnthonio what you hear, 
Yet do not ſuddenly, for it may grieve him. 
Sal. A kinder Gentleman treads not the Earth , 


I ſaw Baſſanioand Anthonto part, 


| Baſſavio told him he would make ſome ſpeed 


Of his return : he anſwered, do not ſo, 

Slubber not buſineſs for my lake) Baſſanio, 

But tay the very riping of the time; 

Andfor the Few's bond which he hath of me, 

Let it not enter in your mind of Love $ 

Be merry, andemploy your chiefeſt thoughts 

To Courtfhip, and ſuch fair oſtents of Love 

As ſhall conveniently become you there 9 

And even thercjhis eye being big with tears, 

Turning his face, he-put his hand behind him, 

And with affe&ion wondrous ſenſible 

He wrung-Baſſaniy's hand, and ſo they parted. 
Sal. 1 think he only loves the world for him, 

[ pray thee/let us go and find them our, 

And quicken his embraced heavineſs 

With ſome delight or other. 


| Sal, Doweſo. | W/ ->X. = 


Enter Neriſſaand 4 Servitor. 


Ner. Quick, quick] pray thee, draw the curtain ſtraight, 
The dna a. bath tahe his oath, | 
Ard comes to his elcRion preſently. 


Enter Arragon, bis Train, Portiay 
Tio. Cornets. Jae har bet 


Por. Behold there ſtand the ca5kets,noble Prince, 
If you choſe that wherein I am contain'd_ 
Straight ſhall our nuptial rights be ſolemniz'd: 
But it thou fail, without more ſpeech, my Lord, 
You muſt be,gone fram hence immediately. 
Ar. 1 am enjoyn'd by oath to obſerve three things ; 
Firſt never to unfold to any one 
Which casket *twas I choſe 3 next, if I fail 
Of the right casket, never in my Life 
To wooea Maid in way of Marriage : 
Laftly, if Ido fail in fortune of my choice, 
Immediately to leave you, and be gone. 
P.y. To tbeſe injunRions every one doth ſwear 
That comes to hazard for my worthleſs ſelf. 
Av. And ſo have I addreſt me; fortune now 
To my hearts hope { Gold, Silver, and baſe Lead. 
Who chuſeth me, muſt give and hazard all he hathi 
You ſhall look fairer ere I give F hazard, 
What {ayes the Golden Cheſt,” ha, let meſce: 
Vh. chuſeth me, ſhall gain what many men deſire: 


What many men defireythat many may be meant | 


CA rt 


| By the fool muliitude that ctiufe by ſhow, 
Not learpirg more than the ford eye doth teach, 
W hich Pays not to th'interior, bublike the Mart'ct 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 
Even in the force and r&teof catu:ltv, 
| will not chuſe what miny mcn delire, 
Becauſe I wili not jump with common ſpirits, 
And rank me with the barbarfous multitudes. 
Why then to thee thou Silver Treafure-houſe, 
Tell me once more, what title thou doſt bear 3 
Who chuſerh me, ſhall get as much as he defcrves 5 
And well ſaid too, for who ſhall go about 
To Cczen Fortune, and be honourable 
W:thout the ſtzmp of merityglet none preſume 
T:: wear an und. fcrved dignity : 
O t!14t cſtaces, d-grees, and offices, 
| Were not deriv'd corruptily, and that clear honour 
Were purchaſt by the merit of the wearer { 
How many then ſhould cover that ftand bare ? 
How many be commandedthat command ? 
How much low pttraſantry would then be gleaned 
From the true ſeed of honour ? And how much honour 
Pickt from the chaff and ruin of the times, 
To b: new varniſhÞ? Well, but to my choit ; 
Who chuſerh me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves, 
[ will aſumedeſert ; givere a key for this, 
And inſtantly unlock my fortunes here, 

Por Too long a paule for that which you find there, 

Ar. What's here the portraic of a blinking idiot, 
Preſenting me a fchedulc? I will readit ; 
How much unlike art thou to Portia ? 
How much unlike my hopes and my deſerving? 
Who chufeth me, ſhall have as much as he delerves. 
Did I deſerve no more than a fools head ? | 
|s that my prize? are mydelerts no better ? 
| Po. To offend and judge are diſtin offices, 
' And of oppoſcd natures, 
Ar. What is here ? 


_— ſeveh times tried this, 
Sev#n times tried that judgment is , 
That did never chyſe amiſs. 

Some there be that ſhadows kiſs, 
Such have but a ſhad-ws blifs : 
There be fools alive I'wis , 

Silver'd o're, and ſo was this: 
Take what wife you will to bed, 

F will ever be your head : 

So be gone ſir, you are ſped. 


Ar. Still more fool I ſhall appear 
By the time I linger here. 
With one fools head I came to wooe, 
But I go away _ two. 
Sweet adieu, PlCkeep my oath, - 
Patiently to bear ——— x1 /- 
Por. Thus hath the candle fing'd themoth : 
O theſe deliberate fools;when they do chuſe, 
They have the wiſdom by their wit toloſe, 
Ner. The ancient ſaying is no hereſie, 
Hanging and wiving goes by deſtiny. 
Por, Come draw the curtain Nerrsſſa: 


Enter Meſſenger. 


Meſ. Where is my Lady ? 

Por. Here, what would my Lord ? 

Meſ. Madam, there is alighted at your gate 
A young Fenetian, one that comes before 
To ſignify th*approaching of his Lord, 
Frow whom he bringeth ſenſible regreets : 
To wit (beſides commends and courteous breath ) 
Giſts of rich value z yet 1 have not ſeen 
Solikely an Ambaſſador of love, 
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The Merchant of Venice. | 
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_— 
a day in Apr#l never came to tweet, 


ow how coſtly Summer was at hand; 
= = fore-ſpurrer comes before his Lord, 
Por. ,No more] pray tance I am half afgard 
Thouwmlt ſay anon, he is ſome kin to thee, 
Thou ſpend'ft ſuch high day wit in praiſing hum : 
Come, core, Nerriſſa, for | long to lee 
Quick Cupid's Polt, that cores ſo mannerly. 


Ner. Baſſanio Lord, lovegif thy will it be. Exeunt. 


——— 
CC, 


Aftus T ertius. JH CEMA- | 
V £m LCC 


Enter Sddanio and Solarino. 


 —C 


Sol. Now, what n:ws on the Ryalto ? | 
S$al.Why, yet it lives there uncheckt,that Anthonio hath a 
ſhip of rich Iading wr&kvon the narrow Seaszthe Gooawins, 
| think, they call the place; a very dangerous flat, and fa- 
on where the carcaſſes of many a tall ſhip le buried, as 
they ſay, if my goſſipyreport be an honeſt woman of her 
word, | 
Sol. 1 would ſhe were as lying « Goſſip in that, as ever 
knapt Ginger, or made her neighbours believe ſhe wept for 


mm... 
—_—_— 


ſlips of prolixity, or crofling the plain high-way of talk, that 
the good Anthonio, the honeſt Antho —O that I had a title 
good enough to keep his name company ! 

Sal. Come, the full ſtop. 

| Sol. Ha, what ſayeſt thou? Why the end is, he hath loſt 
a ſhip. 

Sal. I would it might prove the end of his loſſes, 

{ Sol. Let me ſay Amen betimes, left the Devil croſs my 
prayer ; for here he comes in the likeneſs of a Few. How 
now Shylocks, what news among the Merchants ? 


Enter Shylocks. 


Sby. You knew none ſo well, none ſo well as youJoſ my 
daughters flight. 

Sal. That's certain; I for my part knew the T aglor that 
made the wings the flew withal. 

Sol. And Shylockg for his own part knew the bird was 
fledgd, and then it is the complexion of them all co leave 
the Dam. 

Sby, She is damn'd for it. 

Sal. That's certain, if the devil may be her Judge» 
Shy. My own fleſh and blood to rebel/ 

Sol. Out upon it, old carrion, rebels it at theſe years 
Shy. I ſay, my daughter is my fleſh and blood, 

Sal. There is more difference between thy fleſh and hers, 
than between Jet and Ivory; more between: your bloods, 
than there is between red wine and rhenniſh.: But tell vs, 
do you hear whether Anthems have had any los at fea, or 
no ? | 


2 


Shy. There I have another bad watch; a bankreuy/? pro- 
digal, who dare ſcarce ſhew his head on the Kyatd, a beg- 
gar that was us'd to come fo {mug upon the Mart 7 let him 
look to his bond 3 he was wont to call me Utſurer ; let him 
look to his bond 3 he was wont to lend money for a Chri- 
tian cfrtſie; let him look to bis bond. 

Sal.” Why am ſure if he forfeit, thou wilt not take his 
fleſh: whar's that good for ? 

Shy. 'To bait fiſh withal, if it will feed nothing elſe, it 
will fed my revenge 4 he hath diſgrac'd me, and hindred 
me half a million, laught at my loſſes, mockrt at my gains, 
corned my Nation, thwarted my bargaips, _—_ my 
friends, heated mine enemies 3 and what's Seaſon ? lam 
a Few: Hath nota Few eyes? Hath not a Few hands, or- 
Sans, dimenſions, ſenſes, aff:ions, paſſions? fed with the 
lame food, hurt with the ſame weapons, fubje& to the ſame 


the death of a third husband « but it is true, withont any | 


| two thouſand Ducats in that, and other precious, Precious 


the ſame Winter and Summer as a Chriftian is? If you prick 
us, do we not bleed? if you tickle us, do we not laugh ? 
if you poylon us,do we not die? and it you wrong vs, (hal: 
we not revenge ? if we arelike you in the reſt, we will rc- 
ſemble you in that, If a Few wrong a Cariftian, what is his 
humility? revenge ? If a Chriſtian wrong a Few, what 
ſhould his ſuffcrance be by Chriſtian example ? Why, re- | 
venge. The villany you teach mFFwill execute, and it ſhall 
go hard but I will þ:tter-the inſtruction, 


Enter awm3n from A-\thonio, 


Gentlemen, my Maſter Anthonjois at his houſe, anddeſircs 
to ſpeak with you both. 
Sal. We have bcen up and down to fe:k him, 


Enter Tuball. 


Sol. Here comes another of the tribe ; a third cannotbe | 
matcht, unleſs the devil himſelf turn Jep. 
[Eccunt Gentlemen, 


Shy. How now A. what news from Geniva ? haſt 
thou tound my daughter 2 
R Tub. I often came where 1 did hear of her, but cannot find | 
er. 


Sby, Why there, there, there, there/ a Diamond gone | 


coſt me two thouſand Ducats in Frankfer#; the curſe ne- 
ver fell npon our Nation till now, I never felt it till now! 


Jewels 7 I would my daughter were dead at my foot, and. 
the Jewels in herear ; would ſhe were hcarſt at my foor, 
= the Ducats in her Coffin + no news of them ; why 
ſo? and I know not how much is ſpent in the ſearch {7 
why then loſs upon loſs; the thief gone with fo much, 
and ſo much to find the thief; and no fatisfation, no re- 
venge, nor no ill luck ſtirring, but what lights @my ſhou!: 
ders , no ſighs but@ my breathing, no tears buta@ my ſhed- 
ding- 

T«b. Yes, other men haveill luck toog Anthoxio, as !heard 
in Genous, 

Sby. What, what, what; ill luck, il] luck ? 

Tub. Hath an eArgoſie caſt away, coming from Tripo- 
li 


- 


s, 
Shy. I thank God, + thank God ; is it true 2 is it 
true ? 


Tub. 1 ſpoke with ſome of the Saylors that eſcaped the | 


wreck. 


Sby. [ thank thee good TabeF; good news, good news > | | 


ha, ha ghere in'Genona. 

Tx. Your daughter ſpent in Genoxs, as I heard, one night | 
fourſcore Ducats. | 

Sky. Thou ftick'ſt a Dagger in me; I ſhall never fee my 
gold again, fourſcore Ducats at a ficting, fourſcore Du- 
cats } | 

Tub. There came divers of eAnthonio's Creditors in 
my Company to Fence, that ſwear he cannor chuſe but 
break. 

Shy. I am very glad of it; FlEplague him, Viftortute. 
him ; 1 am glad ot 1t. | 

Tab. One ot them fhewed me a Ring that be had of your 
Davghter tor a Monky. 


—_—— CF 


—— 
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M0: upomher, thou tortureſt me, Txbah, it was my 
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Tub. But Anthonio is certainly undone. 
Shy. Nay, thar's true, that's very true 3 go, Tuba3, fee 
mean Officer, be-ſpeak him a fortnight before, | will tiave 


the heart of him, if he forfeit ;, for were he o of Ve- 
nice, | can make what merchandize 1 will ; go, 
meet me at our Synagogue3z go, good Tuba, at our Syna- 


gogue, Tabalt” Fx eu h Þ 


Enter 


diſeaſes, healed by the {Ame means, warmed and cooled by 
. 


— 


ee. Rn 


what, and | 


| 1 had it of Leab when I was a Batchelor z 1 wouls |, 
ſlot have given it for a wildernetls of Monkics. 


Thbe Merchant of Venice. 


A . 
Sent tl.  elmonts 

Enter Baſſanio, Portia, Gratiano, 4zd all their train. 
Tie, Cachets are Sof- 0 ut- 

Pey, 1 pray you;tarry, pauſe a day or two 
Before you hazard; for in chuſing wrong 
| loſe your company ; +hevefore forbear a while, 
There*s ſom<thing tells m tit is not lovg), 
[ would not loſe you, anFou know your ſelf, 
Hate counſels not in ſuch a quality g 
But left you ſhould not underſtand me well, 

Ard yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought, 

I would detain you here ſome month or two, 
Before you venture for me. Icould teach you 
How to chuſe right , but then I am forlworn; 
So will I ncver beg ſo may you miſs me z 
But if you do, you'llmake me wiſh a (in, 
That I had been forſworrty Beſhrew your eyes, 
They have o*re-look*d me, and divided me ; 
One half of me is yours, the —_— ; 
Mine own, [woe LE — ine, then yours, 
And fs all yours F,S theſe naughty times 
Putebars between the owners, apd their rights: 
And fo tho'yours, not yo oveit ſo), 
Let Fortune go to hell for it, not e-+ 
| ſpeak too lon 'tis to peigf” the time, 
To wh and draw it out in length, 
To ffay you from eleRion. 

Baſſ. Let me chuſe; 
For as Iam] live upon the rack. 

Por. Upon the rack, Baſſanio, then confeſs 
What treaſon there is mingled with your love. 

Bafſ. None but that ugly treaſon of miſtruſt, 
Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love : 
There may as well be amity and life,. 

*Twecn ſnow and fire, as treaſon and my love. 

Ir > amp [ fear you ſpeak upon the rack, 
Where'mhen enforced do ſpeak any thing. | 
Baſſ. Promiſe me life, and Vit confeſs the Fruth, 
Por. We<ll then, confeſs and live. 

Baſſ. Confeſs and love 


Had been the very ſum of my confcſſion » 


O happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth ceach me anſwers for deliverance 


| But let me to my Fortune and the Caskets, = 


Por. Away then, I am lockt inone of them, 
If you dolove me, you will find me out. 
Nerriſſa, and the reſt, ſtand all aloof, 

Let muſick ſound while he doth make his choice z 
Then if he loſe, he makes a Swar-like end, 
Fading in mulick., "That the compariſon 
May ftand more/proper, my eye ſhall be the tream 
And watrydeath-bed for him: he may win, 
And what is mufick then ? Then muſick is 
Even 2s the flouriſh, when true ſubjeAs bow 
To anew crowned Monarch : Such it is, 
As are thoſe dulcet ſoundsin break of day, 
That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear, 
And ſummon him to marriage. Now he goes 
With no leſs preſence, but with much more love, 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The Virgin-tribute, paid by howling Troy 
To the Sea-monſter : I ſtand for ſacrifice, 
The reft aloof are the Dardanian jwives ; 
With bleared viſages come forth to view 
The iſſue of th* exploit » Go Hercules, 
Live thov, I live; with _ diſmay 
I view the fight, than thou that mak'ft the fray. 

| Here Muſick, 


A Song the whilſt Baſſanio commments on the Caskets 
ro himſelf. 


Tell me where is fancy bred, 
Or ©: the beart, oy in the head : 


*| Toentrap the wiſeft. The 


—— 
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| And leave it ſelf unfurnitht : Yer look how far 


-Slobe be moderare, allay thy cxtafie, 


How begot, how nouriſhed. 
It is engendred in the eyes, 
With gazing fed, and fancy dies 
In the tradle where it ls : 
Let wa all ring Fancgs knell, 
I'Cbegin it, 
Ding, dong, Bell. 
All. Ding, dong, Bell. | 
Baſſ. So may the outward ſhows be leaſt themlclves, 
The world is till deceiv'd with ornament. 
In Law what Plea fo tainted and corrupt, 
But being fealon'd with a gracious voice, 
Obſcures the ſhow of evil? In Religion, 
What damned error, but ſome ſober brow 
Will bleſs it, and approve it with a rext, 
Hiding the groſsneſs with fair ornament * 
There is no vice {o ſjmple, but aſſumes 
Some rark of virtue on his outward parts 
How many cowards, whole hearts are all as falſe 
As ſtairs of ſand, wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules and frowning Afars ? 
Who inward (earcht, haye livers white as milk, 
And theſe aſſume but Valour's Txcrement, 
To render them re-doubted. Look on beauty, 
And you ſhall ſee*cis purchaſt by the weight, 
Which therein works a miracle in nature, 
Makgtiiem lighteſt that wear moſt of it : 
So are thoſe criſped ſnaky golden locks 
Which makesſuch wanton gambols with the wind 
Upon ſuppoſed fairneſs, often known 
| To be the dowry of a ſecond head, 

The ſcull that bred them in the Sepulcher, 
Thus ornament is but the gnilded ſhore 
To a moſt dangeroyz fea ; the beautious ſcarf 2 
Villiog an Indian : In a word, Dow TY 
The ſeeming truth which cunning times put or 
thou gaudy gold, 
Hard Food for Midas, I will none of thee, 

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge 
"Tween man and man ; but thov, thon meager lead, 
Which rather threatneſft than doſt promiſe ought; 
Thy paleneſs moves me more than eloquence, 
And here chuſle I, joy be the conſequence: 

Por. How all the other paſhors fleet to air, 
As doubtful —_ and raſh embrac'd deſpair 
And ſhuqeri fear, and green-ey'd jea'oulie, 


In meaſure rain thy joy, ſcant this exceſs, 
_ _ _ thy bleſſing, make it leſs, 

or fear , 4, 

Baſſ. WhathrF 1 ag. oy 

Fair Portia's counterfeit? What demy-god 
Hath ccme fo near creationg move theſe eyes? | 
Or whether riding on the balls of mine 
Seem they in mozicn ? Here are ſever'd lips 
Parted with ſugar, breath; ſo ſweet a bar 
Should ſunder tuch ſweet friends : here in her hairs 
The Painter plays the Spider, and hath woven 
A golden meſh t* intrap the hearts of men 
Faſter than Gnats in Cobwehs : but her eyes, 
How could he ſ.e to do them ? Having made one; 
Mecthioks it ſhould hays powtr to ſteal both his, 


0 ww 


The ſubſtance of; my praiſe doth wrong this ſhadow 
In underprifing ; fo far this ſhadow 

Doth limp behind the ſubſtances Here's the ſcrowl, 
The continent, and ſummary of my Fortune. 


You that conſe not by the view, 
Chance as fair, aud chuſe as true 
Since this fertune falls to you, 
Be content, and ſeth no new. 


If you be w-ll pleaſed with this, 
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1 be Merchant of Venice. 


And hold you fortun* for your bliſs, 
Turn you where your Ladyis, 


And claim her with a loving kiſs. 


A gentle ſcrowl ; Fair Lady, by yourleave, 
[ come by note to give, ard to receive, 

Like one of two contending in a Prize, 
That thinks he hath done well in peoples eyes 
Hearing applaule and univerſal ſhout, 

Giddy in pirit, (1! gazing in+doubt, 

Whether thoſe pegls of praiſe be his or noj 
So(thrice fair Lady)ſtand [| evenlo, 

As doubtful whether what I fee be true, 

Until contirm'd, ſign'd, ratifged by you. 

Por. You fee, my Lord Baſſanio, where Iſtand, 
Such as I am; tho for my felt alone, 

[ wou!d not be ambitious ia my wiſh, 

To wiſh wy ſelf much better ; yet for you, 

[ would be trebleJ twenty times my elf, 

A thouſand times more fair, ten thouſand times 
More rich, that,to ſtand high in your account, 

[ might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends, 
Exceed account z but the full ſum of me 

[s ſum of nothing 3 —_— term in grols, 

Is an unleſſon& Girl, unſc > * HAI : 
Happy is this, ſhe is not yet fo © F "Ro? 
But he may learn 3 ter then in this, —_— / | 
She is not bred ſo dull but ſhe can learn 1 

Happieſt of all is, that her gentle ſpirit 

Commits it {elf to yours to bediredted, 

As from her Lord, her Governour, qo King: 

My felf, and what is mine, to you and yours 

ls on converted, But no I w4 thetort Lad 
Of this fair Manſion, Ataftte of my Servants, <4 ſhefo 
Queen o're my ſc1f; and even dow y but aow, " 

This Houſe, theſe Servants, and this ſame my ſelf 

Are yours, my Lord; | give them with this Ring, 

Which when you part from, loſe, or give away, 

Let it preſage the ruin of your love, 

And be my vantage to cxclaim on you. 

Baſſ. Madam, you have bereft me of all words, 

Only my blood ſpeaks to youin my veins; 

And there is ſuch confuſion in my powers, 

As after ſome oration fairly (poke 

By a beloved Prince, there doth appear 

Among the buzzing pleated multitude, 

Where every ſomething, being blent rogether, 

Turns to a wild of nothing, fave of joy 

Expreſt, and not expret q but when this Ring, 

| Parts from this finger, then parts life trom hence ; 

Othen be bold to ſay, Badſſanis's dead. 

Ner. My Lord and Ldy, it is now our time, 

That have ſtood by, and {cen our wiſhes proſper, / 

Tocry good joy, good joy, my Lord and Lady. 

Gra. My Lord Baſſanio, and my gentle Lad 
[ wiſh vou all the joy that you can wills > þþ 
Fo?I am ſure you can wiſh none fronſime:| 7 «: 
And when your honops mean to folemnize 
The bargain of your Faith, I do befcech you 

Even at that time I may be married tco. 

Baſſ. With all my heart, ſo thou.canſt get a Wie. ' 
Cra. I thank your Lordſhip, you have got me one, 
My eyes, my Lord, can look as ſwift as yours : 
Youſaw the' Miſtr$\ I beheld the Maid ; 

You lov'd, I lov*djfor intermiſſion. 

No more pertains to me, my Lord, than you « 

Your Forrune ftood upon the caskets there, 

And fo did mine too, as the matter falls : 

For wooing heK; until I ſweat, again, 

And ſwearing till my very rough wasdry 

With Oaths of love, at laſt, if promiſe laſt, 

| got a promiſe of this fair one here,. 

To haye her love provided that your Fortune 
Atchfy'd her Miſtrits. 
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Por, Is this true, Nerriſſa ? 
Ner Madan, it is ſo youftand pleas'd withal. 
Baſſ. And do you, Gratiano, mean good Faith ? 
Gra Ycs Faithymy Lord, 
Baſſ. Our Feaſt ſhall be much honourdd in your Marri- 
age, 
Gra. We'll 
Ducats. 
Ner, What, and take down ? 
Gra. No, we ſhall ne're win at that ſport, 'and ſtake 
down, 
But who comes here ? Lorenzo and his Infidel ? | 
What, and my old Venetian Friend, Salere89-? @H4 0 
I CENCE NI. 
Enter Lorenzo, Jcſlica, and Sdlevias A140, 
« 


play with them, the firſt boy for a thouſand 


Baſ. Lorenzo and Salaww, welcome hither, 
[f that the youth of my new# intereſt here 
Have power to. bid you welcomes by: your leave, 
| bid my very Friends and Country-men,_ 
[Sweet Portia welcome. ; 
Por. So 6 1, my Lord; they areintirely welcome. 
Lor. 1 thank your honour : For my part, my Lords 
My purpoſe was not to haye fcen you here Th 
But meeting with Salwse by the way, 
He did intceat me paſt all ſaying nay, 
To come witch him along. 
Sa I did, my Lord, 
Andſhave reafon torJt, ſignior Anthonio 
Commends him to you. G wes 
Baſ. E*ce ] opee@his Letter 
[ pray youtell me how my good Friend doth, 
Sal, Not lick, my Lord, unleſs it be in mind ; 
Nor well, unlc{sin mind ; his Letter there 
Will ſhew you biscttate. 


[3a Jon 4s . Opens the Letter, 


Gra. Nerriſſa, cheer yond ftranger, did her welcome. 
Your hand, Saldex? what's the news from Yenzce ? 
How doth that royal Merchant, good Anthonio? 
[ know he will be glad of our ſucceſs: 
We are the 7eſons, we have won the fleece. 
Sal $nould you had won the fleece that he hath loff. 
Por. There are ſome ſhrewd contents in yond ſame Pa- 
per, | 
That Reals the colour from Baſſanio's cheek : 
Some dear Friend dead ; elſe nothing in the world - 
Could turn ſo much the conftitution | 
Ot any conſtant man. What, worſe. and worle ! 
With, leave, Baſſano, I am half your ſelf, 
And muſt Szzy bave the half of any thing 
That this ſame paper brings you. 
Biſ O (weet Portia ! 
Hereare a few of the unpleaſant't words 
That ever blotted paper. Gentle Lady, 
When 1 did firſt impart my love to you, 
I freely told you, all the wealth I had 
Ran in my veins, I was a Gentleman; 
And then I told you true ; and yet dear Lady, 
Rating my ſelf at nothing, you ſhall fee aw 
How much I was a ', when | told you A 7 
My ftate was nothing, | ſhould then have told you, 
That I was woric than nothinge For indeed 
I haveengag'd my ſelf toa dear Friend; 
Engag'd my Friend to his meer Enemy, 
To feed my means. Hereisa Letter, Lady 3 
The paper gs the body of my Friend, 
And every word in it a gaping wound, - » 
Ifſving life-blood. But is it xrue, S, 7 
Hath all his ventures faitd ! what, not one hit ! 
From Tripoli, from Mexico, end England, 


From L:;bon, Barbary, and India, 


frog 


| And not one Veſſel ſcape the dreadful touch 2 
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s Merchant-marring Rocks ? 


[t will go hard with poor Anthonio. 


| The beſt 


For you ſhall hz our ing.day: _ 
| our Friends welcome ; ſhow a merry cheer : 


tors grow cruel, my Eſtate is very low, my Bond to the Jew is 


I58 


7 he Merchant of Venice: 


Sat. Not one, my Lord. 

Beſides, it ſhould appear, that if hehad 

The preſ:nt money to diſcharge the Few, 

He would not take it C Never did I know 

A creaturg that did bear the ſhape of man; 

So keen and greedy to confound a man. 

He plies the Duke at morning and at night, 
And doth impeach the Freecom of the State, 
[f they deny him Juſtice. Twenty Merchants, 
The Duke himſelf; and the Magnificoes 

Of greateſt port have all perſ(gaded with him, 
But none can drive him from the envious plea 
Of Forfeiture, of Juſtice, and his Bond. 

Feſ. When | was with him, I have beard him ſwear, 
TaTwbatand toChw, his Countrymen, 

That he would rather have Antbonio's fleſh 
Than twenty times the value of the fum 

That he did owe him ; and Iknow, my Lord, 
If law, authority, and power deny not 


Por. Is it your dear Friend that is thus-in trouble? 
Baſ. The deareſt Friend tome, the kindeſt man, 
conditipn'd, and unwearygd fpirit, 

In doing courteſies ; and one in 

The ancient Roman honour more appears 

Than any that draws breath in /taly. 

Por, What ſum owes he the Few ? 

Baſ. For me three thouſand Ducats: 

Por. What, no more ? 

Pay him (ix thouſand, and deface the bond ; 
Double fx thouſand, and then treble that, 
Before a Friend of this deſcription 

Shall loſe a hair through my Beſſanis's Fault. 
Firſt go with me to Church, and call me Wife, 
And then away to Yerice to your Friend : 

For never ſhall youlie by Portse's fide 

With an urquiet ſoul. You ſhall have gold 

To pay the petty debt twenty times over. 
When it ispaid, bring your true Friend along + 
My Maid Nerriſa, and my ſelf mean time, 
Willlive as M:ids and Widows : Come away 


4 


ht, I will love you dear. 


Since you are dear þ 
| _ . * 

Sweet Baſſanio, my Ships bave all miſcarrigd, my Creds- 
orfeit ; and ſince cn paying it, it ig, 4 we ſhould leve, all 
7m are cleared between you and 1 I might ſee you at my 
death : Notwithſtanding uſe your pleaſure : if your love do not 
perſmade you to come, let not my Letter. 


Baſ. Since I have your good leave to go away, 
Nor reſt be interpoſer *twixt us twai , Exeunt, 
Es Piece). = 


Por, O love ! diſpatch all buſineſs, and be gone. 
[ will make hafte 3 hut till | come apain, 
No bed ſhall ere be guilty of my ftay, 
Enter the Jew, and , 4nd Anthonio, and the 
Jaylor. 


Few. Jaylor, look tohijm : tell not me of mercy: 
This is the Fool that lenqyout money grats-. 
Jaylor, look to him. , 

Ant. Hear me yet, good Shylocks. 

Few. PIE have my bond; fpeak not againſt my bond - 
I have ſwarn an Oath that 1 will have my bond. 
Thou ik me dog before thou haglt a caule ; 
But ſince lam a dog, beware my Fangs: 
| The Duke ſhall grant me Juſtice. 1 do wonder, 
Thou naughty Jaylor, thatthou art fo fond 


; 


bs 


Ant, | pray theeghear me ſpeak. 


To ſhake the head, relent, and (igh, and yicld 
To Chriſtian interc«fſors. Follow not ; 
IiEhave no {peaking ; I will have my bond. 
Sol. It 1s the moſt impenetrable cur 

That ever kept with men, 

Ant. Let him alone 

PIC follow him no more with bootleſs praydts, 
He leeks my life ; his re:{on well I know ; 

| oft d:liver'd from his Forfciturcs 

Many that have at times made moan to me 5 
Therefore he hates me. 


to hold. 
Ant. The Duke cannot deny the courſe of law 
For the commodity thar ſtrangers have 
With us in Ferice, if it be denied, 
Will much impeach the Juſtice of the State, 
Since that the trade and profit ot the City 
Conſiſteth of all Nations. Theretorr go, 
Theſe griefs and lofics have fo bated me, 
Thar 1 ſhall harCly ſpare a pound of fleſh 
To morrow to my bloody Creditor, 
Well, Jaylor, on ; pray God Baſſanzocome 
To ſce me pay his debt, and then I care not. 
5 EMP- Ve Elm o 
Enter Portia, Nerriſſa, Loren 28, Jcſlica, 


Loy, Madam, althoughl ſpeak it in your preſence, 
You have a noble and a t1uve conceit, 
Of god-like amity, »which appears moſt Alrongly 
In bearing thus the abſence of your Lord. 
But if you knew to whom you ſhew this honour, 
How true a Geatleman you ſend relief, Go, 
How dear a lover of my Lord, your husband, 
I know you wouldhte prouder of the work, 
Than cuſtomary bounty can enforce you. 
Por. | never did repent &# doing good, 
Nor ſhall not now ; for in companions 
That do converſc and waſte the time together, 
Whoſe ſouls do bear an equal yoke of love, 
There muſt be needs a like proporticn 
Of lineaments, of manners, and of ſpirit; 
Which makes me think that this Anthonie, 
Being the boſom-lover of my Lord, 
Muſt needs be lize my Lord. If it be fo, 
How little is the coſt | have beſtowed 
in purchaſing the ſemblance of my ſoul 
From out the ſtate of helliſh cruelty. 
This comes too near the praiſing ot my ſelf z 
Therefore no more of it : hetwother thingsz 
Lorenzo, I commit into your ſands 
The husbandry and manage of my houſe, 
Until my Lorc*s returne For mine own part, 
[ have towdrd heaven breath'd a {ccret vow, 
To live in prayer and contemplation, 
Only attended by Nerrsſſa here, 
Until her husband and my Lord's return, 
There is a Monaſtery two miles off 
And there we will abide. I do defire you 
Not to deny. this impoſition, 
The which ny love and ſome neceſſity 
Now lays upon you. 
Lor. Madam, withall my heart, 
| ſhall obey you in all fair commands. 
Por. My people do already know my mind, 
And will acknowledgeyou and Feſſica 
[n place of Lord Baſſanio and my ſelf. 
So fare you well till we ſhall meet again. 
Lor, Fair thoughts and happy hours attend on. you» 


To come abroad with him at is requeſt. 
| 


—_ 


Few, I'lE have my bond : I will not hear thee ſpeak : 
PlEhave my boid 4 and therefore ſpeak no more; 
PIE not be made a {oft and Cull-ey'd Fo: l, 


[83 xit Jew 


Sal. | am fure the Duke will never grant this Forfeiture 


[Even 


Mp. iFkoco 


7. 
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The Merchant of Venice, 


15c 


m—_ 


Feſ. I wiſh your Ladyſhip all hearts content. 

Por. 1 thank youfor your with, and am well pleas'd 
To wiſh it back ©n you : Fare you well Fe/ſica/Je[Fxcunt. 
Now Balthazar as | have ever found thee honeſt, true, 
$9 let me find thee ſtill : take this ſame Letter, 

And ufe thou all the endeavour of a man 3 A) TP. 
In {peed to Marte, lec thou render this += A | 
[Into my Couſin's hand, Dottor Bellario, 

And lock what notes and garments he doth pive thee, 

Bring _ 0/2 thee with imagin'd fpecd 

Unto the Tr 1h, to the common Ferry 

Which trades to Venice : waſte no time in words, 
But get thee gone ; I ſhall be there before thie. 

Bil. Madam, I go with all convenient ſpeed, 

Por. Come 0n,Nerriſſa, Ihave work in hand 
| That you yet know not of : we'llſee our husbands 
; Before they think of us #. 

Ner. Shall they fee us ? 

Por. They ſhall, Nerrsſſa; but in ſuch a habit, 
That they ſhall think we are accompliſhed 
With that we lack. PIC hold thee any wage 
When we are both aceeutreg like young men, 
PIE prove the prettier Fellow of the two, 
And wear my Dagger with the braver grace, 
And ſpeak between the change of- man and boy, 
With a reed voice ; and turn two mincing ſteps 
Into a manly ftride, and {peak of Frays, 

Like a fine bragging youth ; and tell quaint lies, 
How honourable Ladies fought my Love, 
Which I denying, they fell lick and Cigd, 
| could not do withal : then I'\Crepent, 
And wiſh for all that, that I had not kill'd tkem + 
And twenty of theſe puny lies VIE tell, 
That men ſhall ſwear L-have diſcontinutd ſchool 
Above a twelvemonth, I have wxehin my mind 
A thouſand raw tricks of theſe bragging Jacks, 
Which1 will praQice. 
Ner, thall we turn tomen ? 
Por, Fie, what a queſtion's that, 
If thou wert near a loud interpreter f z 
But come, VIE tell thee 21l my whole device 
When am in my Coach, which Rays for us 
At the Park Gate; and therefore halte away 3 
For we muſt meaſure twenty miles to day. 
Cempe UV! 
Enter Clown and ]cllica 


—_— 


[ Exit 
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Clown. Yes truly: For look you, the fins of the Father 
are to be laid upon the children 3 therefore | promiſe you, 1 
fear you, | wasalways plain with you z and tonow Ifpeak 
my agitation of the matter : therefore be of good cheer ; 
for truly I think you are damn'd : there is but one hope in 
it that can do you any good, and that is but.a kind of ba- 
ſtard-hope neither- 

Feſ. And what hope is that I pray thee ? 

Clow. Marry you may partly hope that your Father got 
you not, that you are not the Few's Daughter, 

Feſ. That were a kind of baftard-hope indeed 3 fo the 
fins of my Morher ſhonld be viſited upon me. 


here he comes; 


Lor. I ſhall grow jealous of you ſhortly, Launcelet, if 


you thus get my Wife into corners. 
Je/. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo ; 


Lancelot and 


| are out 5 he tells me flatly, there ig no mercy for me in 


Heaven, becauſe 1 am a Few's daughter ; and he ſays, 


you are no good member of the Commonwealth ;' for in | 
converting Fews to Chriftians, you raiſe the price of 


Pork. 


is with child by you, Lancelee. 


N 


fon: but it ſhe be leſs than ary honeſt woman, 
more than 1 took her for. 


courſe grow commendable in none 
firrah, bid them prepare for dinner. 

Clow. "That is done, fir; they have all tom 
them prepare dinner. 


Lor, Will you cover thenyfit ? 


bid them cover the table, ſerve” in the meat, 
come in to dinner. 
C/ow. For the table, fir, it ſhall be ſerved inz 


why let it be as hutmors and conceits 


Loy. O dear diſcretion, how his words 
The Fool hath planted in his memory 
An Army of gobd words z and/1do know 
A many, Fools that ſtand in- better place, 
GarniſhIlike hin, that for a trickſie word 
Defie the matter : how eheerft thou Foſſice ? 
And now, good ſweetyfay thY opinion, 
How doſt thou like the Lord Baſſa#io's wiſe ? 

Fe. Paſt all expreſſing: it is very meet 
Thc Lord Baſſanio live an uprightlife - 
For having fuch a bleſſing in his Lady j- 
He finds the joys of heaven here vn earth : 
And it on earth he do not went ,'it | 
[xreaſon he ſhould never come to heaven. 


Lor, I ſhall anſwer that better.to the Commonwvelth 
than you can the getting up of the Negro's belly : the Afoor 


Clow. It is much that the Moor ſhould be more than rea- 


ſhe is indeed 


Ler. How every Fool can play upon xe-word ! I think 
the beſt grace of wit will ſhortly turn into filence, and diſ- 
only but Farrits, Goin, 


acks. 


Lor. Goodlp Lord, what a wit-ſnapper are you / then bid | 
Clow. That is done too, fir, only cover is the word. 


C low. Not lo fir, neither ; I know my duty. 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occaſion ! wilt thou ſhew 
the whole wealth of thy wit in an inſtant ? I pray theg un- } 
derſtand a plain manin his plain meaning : go to thy fellows ;| 


and we will 


for the meat | 
ir, it thall be covered ; for your. coming in to dinner, fir, | 


—- Clown. | 


ited ! 


FALL 


Why, if two gods ſhould play fome heavInly match, 


And on the wager lay two earthly women, 
And Portia one, there muſt be fomething elſe 


Pawn'd with the other ; fomthe poor rude world - 


Hath not her Fellow. 
Lor. Even tech a husband 

Haft thou of me, as ſhe is for a wife, 
Feſ. Nay, but a:k my opinion/too of that; 
Lor. 1 will anon: firſt let us po to dinner. 


Then howſoge're thou ſpeak*ſt*mongſt other 


Clow. Truly then I fear Jo are damned both by Fa- 
ther aud Mother : thus w Fhun Sylla, your Father, 
fall into Chartbdis, your Mother : Well, you are gone both 
ways. 

Feſ, I ſhall be ſaved by my husband ; he hath made me 
a Chriſtian, 

vet Truly the more to blame he ; we were Chriſtians 
wee efore, ene as many as could well live one by another: 
this making of Chriſtians will rai{@ the price of Hops, if we 
grow all to be Pork-eaters, we ſhall not ſhortly have a raſh- 
er on the coals for money. | 


Enter LorenZ9. 


——— — 


[ ſhall digeſtit. © + 
7eſ. Well, PIE ft you forth. 


if 3% OE” I ER 


Zeſ. Nay, let me praiſe'you while I have a ſtomach 
L or. No, pray thee, let it ſerve for table-talk ; 


things, 


Exeuxe. 


Aus Quartus. - Jumw 


| Enter the Duke, the Metall! Anthonio, Baſſanio, and 


Gratiano. 


| Duk, What, is Anthonio here ? 


Feſ. VIE tell my Husband, Lancels, what you fay : 
- ; 


nt, Ready, fo pleale your Grace. 
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{ A weight of carrion fleſh, than tg reecive 


a. 


| Cannot contain their Urine for 


{ Muſt yield to ſuch inevitable ſhame, 


{I bear Anthons?, that | follow thus 


1 Toexcuſe the current of thy cruelty. 


| You may as well go ſtand upon the beach, 


oY 
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| What if my houle be troubled with a Rat, 
{| And I be pleas'd to give ten thouſand Ducats 


1 be Merebant of Venice. 


———_— 


Dk. I I forry for thee 5 thou art come to aniwer 
A ſtony advertary, an inhumanewretch, 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 
«nt. | have heard 
Your Grace hath ta'ne great pains to qualifie 
His rigrous courſe: but fince he ſtands obdurate, 
And that no lawful means can carry me 
Out of his envigs reach, I do oppoſe 
My Patience T6 his Fury, and am arm'd 
To ſuffer with a quietnels of ſpirit 
The very tyranny and rage of his. 
Ds. Go ong and call the Jew into the Court. 
Sal. Hels ready at the door : he comes, my Lord. 


Enter Shylocke. 


Dak. Make room, and let him ſtand before our Face. 
Shylocks, the World thinks, and I think fo too, 
That thou but lead this Faſhion of thy Malice 
To the laſt hour of a&, and then *cis thought 
Thov'lt ſhew thy Mercy and Remorle more firange 
Than is thy ſtrange apparent cruelty, 

And where thou now cxaQſ the penalty, 
Which is a pound of this poor Merchant's fleſh, 
Thou wilt not only loſe the Forfeiture, 

But touch'd with humane-gentlenels and love, 
Forgive a moiety of the principal; 


| Glancing an eye of pity on his loſſes, 
That have of late ſo hudled on his back, 


by 


Enow to preſs a toyal Merchant down, ” 
And pluck commileration of his Rate 
From braſſig boſoms, and rough hearts of fling, 
From ſtubborn Turks, anc T artar never train'd 
To offices of tender courtelic. | 
We 3ll expe a gentle anſwer, F-w. 
Few. I have poſſ:ſt your Grace of what I purpoſe, 
And by our holy Sabbath have | ſworn 
To have the Due and Forfſeit of my bond. 
If you deny it, let the danger light 
Upon your Charter, and your Citips Freedom, 
You'llask me why I rather chule ts have 


Three thouſand Ducats ? PiCnot anſwer that. 
But ſay it is my humour; is it anſwered ? 


To have it bain'd ? What, are you an{wea'd yet ? 
Some men there arc love not a gaping pig; 
Some that are mad, if they behold a Cat ; 
And others, when the Bag-pipe ſings i” th* noſe, 
aff: ion” /*<F- 44 My & Me 
Maſters of paſſion ſwaysis,to the mood [_*? effecks od 
Of what it likes or loaths.” Now for your anſwer. * 
As there is no firm reaſon to be rendred 

Why he cannot abide a- gaping pig, 

Why he a harmleſs neceſſary car, 

Why he a wol'en bag-pipe, but of force 


As to offend, bimlſelf,. being offended ; 
So can I give no reaſon, nor | will not, 
More than a lodg'*d hate, and acertain{oathing 


A loſing ſuit againſt him. Are you anf werel ? 
Beſ. This isno anſwer, thou unfecling man, 


Few. Iam not bound to pleaſc thee with my anſwer, 

Baſ. Doall men kill the thing they do not love ? 

Few. Hates any man the thing he would not kill ? 

Baſ. Evdry offence is not a hace at firſt. 

Few, What, would't thou have a Serpent ſting thee 
twice ? 

Ant. | pray you;think you queſtion with a Few. 


Ore as wy ule queſtion with the Wolt, Tit ney 


And bid the main flood beet his utual height, 


The Ewe beat for the Lamb: When you behold, 
You may as well forbid the Mountain Pines 

To wag their high tops, and to meke no noiſe 
When they are fretted with the guſts of heavens 
You may as well do any thing moſt hard, 


| His Fewifh heart TheFefore I do beleech yeu; 


As lſeck to ſoften that, (than wiich wha$harder,) 
: Make no more offers, uſe no farther means, 

| But with all brief and pl.in conveniency 

' Let me have judgment, and the Few his will, 

Ba/. For thy three thouſand Ducats here is (ix. 

7ew. lt evtry Ducat in ſix thouſand Ducats 
Were in {ix parts, and every part a Ducat, 
| would not draw them, I would have my bond, 

Duk How ſhalt thou hope for mercy, rendring none? 

Few. What jucgment ſhall I dread, doing no wrong ? 
You have among you many a purchas'd ſlave, 

Which like your Aﬀes, and your Dogs and Mules, 
You uſe in abjcR and in flaviſh part, 

Becauſe you bought them. Shall | ſay ro you, 

Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ? 
Why ſweat they under burthens ? Let their beds 
Be made as foft as yours, and let cheir pettars ata tes, 
Be ſeaſon'd with ſuch Viands : you will anſwer, 
The ſlaves are ours. So do I anſwer you, 

The pound of fleſh which 1 demand ot bim,. 
Is dearly bought, 'tis mine, and | will haveir. 

If yon deny me, fie upon your Law, 
| There is no force in the decrees of Yerice - 
| ſtand for judgment; anſwer, ſhall | have it ? 

Dk. Upon my powtr 1 may diſm:fs this Court, 
Unleſs Bellario, a learned Door, 

Whom | have ſent for to determine this, 
Come here roday. 

Sal. My Lord, here ſtays without 
A Meſſenger with Letters from the DoQor, 

New come from Padua. 

Di. Bring us the Letters, call the Mcſſcngers. 

Baſ. Good cheer, Anthonis ; What man, courage yet : 
The Few ſhall have my fleſh, blood, bones, and all, 
E're thou ſhaltloſe for me one drop of blood. 

Azs, | am a tainted Weather of the flock, 

Meeteſt for death: the weakeſt kind of Fruit 
Drops earlicft to the ground, {0 let me. 

You cannot better be employ'd, Baſſanio, 
Than to live ſtill, and write mine Epitaph. 


No, not the hangman's Axe,bear half the keenneſs 
Of thy ſharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee ? 
Few. No, none that thou haft wit enough to make, 
Gra. O be thou damn'd inexorable dog, 

And for thy life let Juſtice be accus'd/ 

Thou almoſt mak'ſt me waver in my Faith, 

To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That fouls of Animals infuſe themſelves 

Into the trunks of men. Thy curriſh-{pirit 
Govern'd a Woelf, who hang'd for humaneſlaughter, 
Even from the Gallows did his fell ſoul fleet, 

And whiPft thou laydſt in thy unhallowtd Dam, 
Infus'd it (glf in thee ; For thy deſires 

Are woglyiſh, bloody, iffv'd, and ravenous. 

Jew. lill thou caaft rail the ſeal from off my-bond, 
Thou but offend'ſt thy Lungs to ſpeak 1o loud. 


| Repair 


> ad _ V *- 7 ther —— 
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SNL [/. | 
Enter Nerifſfa. Dr e W, lhe «/ 

Fey y rs Gr . 
- Du.Came you from Padua, from EFellario ? 

Ner. From both Fe 
My Lord Bllario greets your Grace. Jew Ut 

Baſ. Why doſt thou whet thy knife ſo earneſtly 2 55 ky 

Few. Tocut the Forfeirewwe from that bank pthere, May fob 

Gra. Not on thy ſoale, but 6n thy ſoul, harſh Few, *® q, 
Thou mak'ft thy knife keeny but no metal can, w Ul - 


T be Merchant of Venice, 


Repair thy wit, 200d youth, or it will tall 
To endleis ruins, | ſtand here for Law. 
Du. This Letter from Bellario Coth commend 
A young and Learned Door in our Court. 
Where 1s he ? 
Ner. He attendeth here hard by 
To know your anſwer, whether you'ladmit him # 
Ds. Withall my heart. Some Three or Four of you 
Go give him courteous conduRt to this placeg 
Mean time the Court [hall hear Bellario's Letter. 


OUR Grace ſhall underſtand, that at the receit of your 
Letter, I am very ſich,; bursSrthe inſtant that your meſ- 
enger came, in loving viſitation, was wits me a young 
Doftor of Rome, his Name is Balthaſar : I acquainted him 
with the Caſe in controverſie, between the Jew and Anthonio, 
the Merchant : We turn'd &'re many Books together : He is fur- 
niſhed with my Opinion, which, bettered with his own_Learn- 
ing, [the greatneſs whereof I cannot enongh commenay comes | 
with him at my importunity, to fill up your Graces Requeſt in 
my ſtead. I beſeech you, let bis lack of years be no unpedi- 
ment tolet bim lack. a reverend eſtimation : For I n:ver knew 
ſo young 4 body with ſo old a head. I leave him to your gre- 
cious acceptance, whoſe trial ſhall better publiſh bis commenda- 
ion, 


Enter Portia for Balthafar. 2.” / WM - a ws 


Ds. You hear the Learn'd Bellaria what he writes, 
And here,(I takeit) is the Door come: 
Give me your hand, Came you from old Bellareo ? 
Por. I did, my Lord. 
Ds. You tre welcome :itake your place: 
Are you acquainted with. the difference 
That holds this preſent queſtion in the Court ? 


Por. I am informed throughly of the Caſe. 

Which is the Merchant here,” and which the Few ? 
Ds. Anthenio and old Shylocke, both Rand forth, + 
Por. Is your name Shylocks ? e | 
Jew. Shylocks is my name. wo 
Por. Of a ſtrange Natureis the ſuit,you follow, ' | 

Yet in ſuch rule, that the/Yenetian Law 

Cannot impungnd. you, as you do pr s, 

Youſtand Sithin his danger, do-you not ? Fo A Wd £7 

| eAnt Ayo he lays. 5: 2 

Por, Dy you confeſs the bond ? 

Ant, I do. 

Por..Then muſt the Few be merciful, 

Few. On what compulſion muſt I? tell me that. 

Por, 'The quality of mercy is not —_— 

[It droppeth as the gentle rain from heavy 

{Upon the placebeneath. Iris twice bleſt, 

It blefſeth him that gives, and him that takes. 

'|'Tixmightieſt in the mightieſt, it becomes 

The throned Monarch better than his Crown: 

His Scepter ſhews the. force of .temporal power, 

The attribute to Awe and Majeſty , 

Wherein dorh fit the dread and fear of, Kings, 

But Merey is-above this ſceptred ſway, 

lt is enthroned in the hearts of Kings, 

[tis an Attribute to God himſelf ; 

And earthly powlr defh then ſhew likeſt God's, 

When Mercy ſeaſons. Juſtice. - Therefore Few, 

Tho Juſtice be thy plea,/ conſider this, 

That in the courſe of Juſtice none, of us 

Should ſee ſalvation. ; We do pray. for -mercy, 

And that ſame-prayer doth teach us all to render 

The deeds of mercy. + 1 have ſpoke thus much 

To mitigate the juſtice of thy plea ; t- 

Which it thou follow, this tri courte of Yenice 

Muſt needs give ſentence Igainft the Merchant there, 
Sby. My deeds upon wy head{ I crave the Law, 

The Penalty and Forfeit of my bond. 
Por. Is he not able to diſcharge the money ? 


— 


” —— — — 


— 


———— — — uu 


Few Aly his breſt, I 
| So laysthe bead, doth it hokggoble Judg© - % 
Neareſt his heart, thoſe py SM Sea 


roWeigh the 
N | 


Baf. Ys, here | tencer it for him in the Court, 
Yea, twice the ſum, if that will nor tuffice, 
L will be bound to pay it ten times o'ce, 
On forfeit of my hands, my head, my hearr. 
If this will not fuſfice, it muſt appear 
That malice bears down truth, And | befeech you 
Wreſt once the Law to your Authority. 
To do a great right, do a little wrong, 
And curb this crue! devil of his will, 
Por. [t muſt not be, ther* is no power in Vexice 
Can alter a decree cfabliſh:d, 
"Twill be recorded for a Pref ent, 
And many an error by the {ame example 
Will ruſh into the State. It cannot b& x 
few. A Daniel come to judgment; yea, a Daniel. 
O wile young Judgghow do | honour thee ? Þ 
Por. I pray youglook upon the bond. A 
Few. Here *tis, tholt reverend Door, here it is. 


Por. S1ylocks, there*s thrice thy money offer thee. 


Shy. An cath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven. 
Shall I lay perjury upon my fou! ? | 
No, not for Venice. 

Por. Why, this bond is forfeit, 

And lawfully by this the Few may claim 


| 4 pound, of flcth, to be by, him cut off 


Neateſt the Merchant's heart. Be merciful, 
Take thrice. thy money, bi1 me tear the bond. 
F.w. When {js paid according to the tenfirs 
It doth appear you.are a worthy Judge, 
You know the Law, your expoſition 
Hath been mc found. I charge you by the Law, 
Whereof you are a _well-delzrving pillar, 
Proceed to judgment. [By my ſoul 1 ſwear, 
There is no power in. the tongue of man 
To alter me. I Nay here on my bord. k 
eAn. Moſt heartily I do b:ſecch the Conrt 
To give the judgment. | 
Por, Why then thus it is: | 
You muſt prepare your boſom for his knife. _ 
Zew. O noble Judge O excellent young man ! 
Por. For the. intent and purpole of the Law 
Hath full relation to the, penalty, 
Which here appearethdue upon the bond, 


How much morc elder art thou than thy lyvks 
Por. Therefore lay bare thy bulom. wr_—_ 
Got > 


Per. It is fo. Arc*the 
flcſh ? 


Jew. | have them ready. 


To ſtop his wounds, leſt he ſhould bleed to death. 


7ew. [i not.nominated in the bord ? 
Por Mit? not to cxpreft; but what of that ? 


*T were good you do {o much for charity. 
Zew. | cannot find it, *tis not in the bond, 
Por. Come,Merchant, have you any thing ta ſay ? 
ent.) But little : lamarm'dand well prepai*.. 
Give me your hand, Baſſanjo y' Fare you well. . 
Grieve not that I am faln.to this for you.; 
For herein Fortune ſhews her {elf more kind 
Than is his cuſtom. Ir is ſtill her uſe 
Tolet the wretched man out-live his wealth, 
To view with hollow eye, and..wrinkled brow 
An age of poverty. From which lingring penance 


; | Of ſuch a miſery, doth ſhe cur me off. 


Commend me to your honourable Wife ; 

Tell her the proceſs of Anthonio'send ; 

Say how | lov'd you ſpeak me fairindeath : 
And when the tale is told; bid her be judge 
Whether Baſſauia had not once a Loy: ; / 


O2 


4 


tt. 
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Jew. "Tis very true. Ow:ſe and upright Vs 


Por, Have by ſame Surgeon, Shylock, on your charge, 


e_ 


+. 
_- 


; 
Repent | 


— 


He ſhall have meerly juſtice and his bond. 


— i 


— 


160 


'T he Merchant of Veiriice, 


Repent not you that you ſhall loſe your Friend, 
And he repents not that he pays your debt 5 
For if the Few do cut but deep cnough, 
PiE pay it inſtantly with all my heart. 

Baſ. Amthonio, | am married to a wife, 
Which is as dear to me as life it {clf; 
Bat life it felf, my wife, ard all the world, 
Arc not with Ahern above thy life. 

| 


| would loſe allAAacrifice them all 
Htre to this devil, to deliver you. 
Por. Your wiſe would give you little thanks for that, 
If ſhe were by to hear you make the offer. 
Gra, | have a wife whom I proteſt Ilove, 
I weu'ld ſhe were in heaven, fo ſhe could 
Iatreat ſome powcr to change this curriſh Few. 
Ner.*Tis well you offer tt behind her back, 
The wiſh would make clie an unquiet houſe. 


Would any of the'ftock of Barrahas 
Had been her husband, rather than a Chriſtian. 
Wetrifle time, I pray thee purſue ſentence. 
Por. A pound of that ſame Merchant's fleſh is thine, 
The Court awards it, and the Law doth give it. 
Few. Moſt rightful Judge! 
Por. And you muſt cut this fleſh from off his breaff, 
The Law allows it, :nd the Court awards it. 
Few. Moſt learned Judgy a ſentence; come, prepare. 
Por. Tarry alittle, theres ſomething elle. 
This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood; 
"The words . xptcfſly are a pound of fleſh. 
Then take thy bond, take thou thy pound of fleſh; 
Butin the cuttivg it, if thou doſt ſhed 
Oae Crop of Chriſtian blood, thy lands and goods 
Are by the Laws of Yenice confiſcate 


LAs /C 


\|-Unto the State of Venice. 


Gra. O upright Judg$- 

Mark Few, O learned Judge, 

Sby. Is that the Law ? 

Por. Thy ſelf ſhalt ſee the AQ: 

For as thou urgeſt Juſtice, be afſur'd 

Thou ſhalt have juſtice mpre than thou defir#t. 

Gra. Oleartied JudgEmark Few, a learned Judge. 
7ew. I take this offer then, pay the bond thrice, 


/ 


{ And let the Chriſtian go. 


Baſ. Here is the money. / 
Por>Sefbt; the Few ſhall have all juſtice; ſoft, no hafte, 
He ſhall have nothing but the penalty. / 
Gra, O Jew ! an upright Judgg,a learned Judge - 
Por. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the fleſh; 

Shed thou no blood, nor cut thou leſs nor more 

But juft a pound of ficſh : If thou tak'ſt moxe 

Or leſs than a juſt pound, beAt ſo much 
As mak«s it light or heavy in the ſubſtance, 
Or the diviſion of the twentieth part 


Of one poor ſcruple ; nay, if the ſcalewwturn 


But in the eſtimation of a hair, 

Thou dieft, and all thy. goods are confilcate. 

Gre. A ſecond Daniel, a Daniel, Few. 

Now,Infidel, I have thee on the hip. Lhe. 

Por. Why doth the Jew pauſe ? Take thy Forfeiture. 

Sby. Give me my principal, and let me go. 

Baſ.1 have it ready for thee ; here it is. 

Por. He hath refus'd it in the open Court; 

Gra. A Daniel till ſay 1, a ſecond Daniel/ 

| thank theFew for teaching me that word. 
Shy. Shift I not have barely my principal ? 
Por, Thou ſhalt have nothing but the Forfeiture, 

To be takenfs at thy peril, Jew. 

Sby, Why then the Devil give him good of it ; 

PlERay no longer queſtion. 

Por. Tarryyfew, 

The Law hath yet another hold on you : 

le is enaftcd in the Laws of Venice, 


' Few. Theſe be the Chriſtian husbands. I hve a Hh. 


li. 


_— 
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ti irbeproved againſt an Alien, 
That by dire, or indirect attempts, 
He ſeek the life of any Citizen, 
The party *gainſt the which he doth contrive,_ 
Shall ſeize on half his goods, the other half 
Comes to the privy Coffer of the State, 
And the Offender's life lies in the mercy 
Of the Duke only, *gainſt all other voice z 
In which predicament I ſay thou ſtand'k : 
For it appears by manifeſt proceeding, 
That indirectly, and direly too, 
Thou had contriy'd againſt the very life 
Of the defendant ; and thou hatt incurr'd 
The danger formerly by me reheart) 
Down therefore, and beg mercy cf the Duke, 

Gra, Beg that thou maſt have leave to hang thy ſelf: 
And yet thy wealth being forfeit to the State, + , 
Thou haſt not left the yalue of a cord; 


| 


Thexefore thou muſt be hang'd at the Sratd; charce. 
Ds. That thou lee the difference of our ſpirit, 
| pardon thee thy life before thou ak it ; 
For half thy wealth, it is Anthonio's ; 
The other half comes to the general State, 
Which humbleneſs may drive unto a fine. 
Por Agfor the State, not for Anthonioe 
Shy. Nay take my. life and all, pardon not that « 
You take my houſe when you do take the prop 
That Coth ſuſtain my houſe : you take my life 
When you do take the means whereby 1 live. 


ws / | 


LThat lately Role his daughter, 


| The other, that he do record a pift 


Ot grievous penalties, in lieu whereof 
Three thouſand Ducats due unto the Fery, | 
We freely cope your courteous pains withal. 


Inlove and ſervice to you evermore. 


And | delivering you, am fatis 
And therein do account my ſe 
My mind was never yet more mer 
I pray you know me when we meet again. 


Por. What mercy can you render him, Anthonis ? 
Gra. A Haltergrats, nothing elſe for God's (ake,. 
Ant. So pleaſe my Lord, the Duke, and all the Court, 
To quit the fine ff Ghe half of his goods, 
I am content; ſo he will let me have 
The other half invſe, to render it li LL 
4pen his death, unto the Gentleman n 
Two things provided more, that for this Favour. 
He preſently become a Chriſtian ; 


Herein the Court of all he dies poſſe 
Unto his Son Lorenzo, and his Daughter, 

Ds, He ſhall do this, or elſe 1 do recant 
The pardon that I late pronounced here. 

Por. Art thou contented, Few ? what doft thou ſay ? 

Shy, I am contcnt. 

Por. Cigtk, draw a deed of pift. 

Shy. 1 pray you give me leave to go from hence 5 
I am not well ; ſend the deed after me, b> - 
And I will fign ir. 

Du. Get thee gone, but do, it. 

Gra, In Chriftning thou ſhalt have two Godfathers. 
Had I been Jocghtheu ſhould*ſt have had ten more, 
Tobring thee to the Gallow ngtee-the Font, 

Da. Sir, 1 intreat you with me home to dinner. 

Por. I humbly dodeſire your Grac&#b pardon 3 
I muſt away this night toward Padaa, 

And it is meet I preſently ſct forth. 

Da. 1 am ſorry that your leiſure ſerves you not ; 

Anthonis, gratifie this Gentlemian ; 
For in my mind you are much bound to him: 
LL COMP. { Exit Duke and bis train. 

Baſ. Moſt worthy Gentleman, T and my Friend, 

Have by your wiſdom been this day acquitted | 


Ex#. 


Ant. And ftand indebted over and above 
} 
Por, He is well paid thatis well ſatisfigd; 


f og paid 


ary. 


) 


I wiſh 


tt. A trees, Bit 


— 
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The Merchant of Venice. 
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| wiſh you well, and fo I take my leave. 
Baſ. Dear (ir, of force [ muſt attempt you further. 
Take ſome remembrance of us as a tribute, 
Not as. a Fee : grant me two things; I pray you, 
Not to deny me, and to pardon me, OF 
Por. You preſs me far, and therefore | will yield. 
Give me your gloves, lt wear them for your lake, 
And for your love IE take this Ring from youg 
Donot draw back your hand, I'IEtake no more, 
And you in love ſhall not deny me this. 
Baſ. This Ring, good fir, alasit is a trifle ; 
[ will not ſhame my elf co give you this. 
Por. | will have nothing elle but only this, 
And now methinks I have a mind to it. | 
Baſ. There's more depends on this than aa the value : 
| The deareftRing in Venice will 1 give you, 
And find it out by Proclamation 
| Only for this | pray you pardon me. 
Por. | fee fir, you are lideral in offers ; 
You taught me firſt to beg, and now methinks , 
You teach me how a beggar ſhould beanſwer'd. 
Baſe Good fir, this Ring was given me by my wife 3 
And when ſhe put it on, ſhe made me vow 
Thar I ſhould neither ſell, nor give, nor loſe it. 
Por. Thatcuſe ſerves many men to ſave their gifts z 
And if your wife be not a mad woman, 
And know how well 1 have deſerv*d this Ring, 
She wou'd not hold out Wy = we 
or eiving it to me : Well, peace be with you-- | 
{ naing Per by Yer: Extunt- 
Ant. My Lord Baſſanio, let him have the Ring. 
Let his deſervings, and my love withal, 
Be valued againſt your wives commangment. 
Baſ. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him, 


Give him the Ring, and bring himif thou canft , _ ; 
Unto Anthonio's houſe : away, make haſte. [Exit Grat1, 
| Exeum 


Come, you and I will thither preſently, 
And in the morning early will we both 
Fly toward B-lmont5 come eAnthonio. 

Por, Enquire the Few's houſe out, give him this deed, 
And let him ſign itz we'away to nighr, 
And be a day before our Husbands home : 
This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 


Enter Portia and Nerriſa. 


Enter Gratiano. 


Gra. Fair fir, you are well oretane : 

My Lord Baſſanioupon more advice, 

Hath ſent you here this Ring, and doth intreat 

Your company at dinner. 

Poy. That cannot be 

His Ring 1 do accept mMeehankſully, 

Ando | pray you tell him : Furthermore, 

[ pray you ſhew my youth old Shylock's houſe. 
Gra, That will 1 do. | (7 P £ 
Nex. Sir, I would ſpeak with you: [49 / 77 

IC fee if I can get my husband's Ring | 

Which 1 did make him ſwear to keep for ever. 


T 


That they did give the Rings away to men 
But we'llout-face them, and out-{wear them too : 
Away, make haſte, thou know'ſt where [ will rarry. 
Ner, Come good fir, will you ſhew me to this houſe ? 


EE _ 


| Excum 


ha 


Por, Thou maſt I warrant. We ſhall have old ſwearing, 


LET 


As far as Belmont. 
Wort luch a night 
Did young Lorenzo ſwear he lov'd her well, 


I 65 


Enter Lorenzo and J.ffica» 


Quintus. Jeeme 'S 
At 


_ 


Lor. The Moon ſhines bright. In ſuch a night as this, 
When the ſweet wind did gently ki: the trees, 
And they did make no poite; in tuck a night, 
Troylus methinks mounted the Trggan wall, 
And figh'd his ſoul toward the Gre:5an tents, 
Where Creſted lay that night. 

Ze/. In luch a night, 

Did Thwby fcarfully o're-trip the dew; 
And ſaw the Lion's ſhadow ere himlelt, 
And ran diſmayed away. 

Lor. In ſuch a night 
Stood Dido with a Willow in her hand 
Upon the wild Sea-banks, and waft her Love 
To come again to Carthage. 

Fe/. In tucha night 
Medea gathered the inchanted herbs 
That did renew old&ſor. 

Lor. Infuch a night» 

Did Zeſjica Real from the wealthy Few, 
And with an unthrift Love did run from Vemee, 


Stealing her ſoul withymany vows of Faith, 
And ne're a true one, 
Lor. Inſuch a night , p 
-Did pretty 7-/ic (like alittle ſhrgw) 
Slander her Love, and he forgave'it her. 
Ze/- I would out-night you,did no body come : 
But hark, I hear the footing of a man. 


Emer Meſſenger. 


Lor. Who comes (o faſt in ſilence of the night ? 
Meſ. A Friend. 
Lor. -&b$riend? what Friend? your name I pray-you 
Friend ? 
Me. St:phano is my name, and I bring word 
My Miſtr)will before the break of day 
Be here at Belmont ; ſhe doth ſtray about 
By holy croſſes, where ſhe kneels and prays 
For happy wedlock kours. 
Lor, Who comes with her ? 
4c}. None but a holy Hermit and her maid. 
I pray you is my Maſter yet return'd ? 
Lor. He is not, nor we have net heard from him z 
Bur go we inyl pray thee Jeſſica,* 
And ceremoniouſly let us prepare 
Some welcome for the Miller the houſe, 


Enter Clonnuu1. ee bo 


Clow. Sola, ſola 3 wo ha, ho, ſola, fola! 
Lor. Who calls? , 
Clow. Sola, did you ſee M.\Lorenzo, and Mrs. Lorenzs, 

ſola, fola, 
Lor. Leave, 
Clow. Solaz 
Lor. Here. MN, | 
Clow. Tell him, there's a Poſt come frommy Maſter, with 
his horn full of newsg my Maſter will be here e'ce 
gernng ine foe | 

7. Let's in, and there expeR their coming, 

And yet no matter: why ſhguld we goin? 
My Friend Stephan, fignifiepray you, 
Within the houſe, your Miſtraſisat hand, 
And bring your Muſick forth into the air. 


Ec 


hollowing, man : here. 
where ? where? 
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How {weet the Moor-light ſleeps upon his bank / 
Here will we fit, and l:t the ſounds of Muſick 
Creep in our ears 5 ſoft Rilnels, afid the night 
Become the tytiches of {weer harmony : 

A. how the floor of heaven 


+ Sit om lo 
Is fhick iclayed with patterns of bright gold 


There's not the i{malicſt Orb which tnou beholu'ſt, 
But in his motion like an Angel (ings, 
Sul! quiring to the young ey'd Cherubims z 
Such harmony is in im nortal fouls 5 


But whilſt this muddy veſture of decay — wy 42 
Doth gro{]y clote #ir we cannot hear it N 
Come k@, and wake Diana with a hymn 

With ſweeteſt twiches pierce your Miltr&)ear, 


And draw her home with Mufick. 
Feſ. [lm never merry when T hear ſweet Muſick. 


—Elay-Muſick, 


Lor. The Reaſon is, your ſpirits are attentive 
For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 
Or-race of youthful and unhandled colts, 


[F etching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 


Which is the hot condixion of their blood )) 


"Tf they but hear perchance a trumpet ſound, 


Or any air of Muſick touch therr cars, 
Y ou ſhall perceive them make a mutual ſtand 


Þ, 
Their (ſavage eyes _ = a modeſt g-ze . == 
By the {ſweet power of muſic » theretor? the Poet 
Did t Re aptns drew _ ſtones, and fl>ods, 
Since Fght to ſtock:ſh, hard, 4nd full of rage, 
But muſick tor the time doth change his Nature 4 
The man that hath no muſick in himſelf, 
Nor is not move,with concord of {ſweet ſounds, 
Is fit for treaſons, ſtratagems, and ſpoils; 
Tne motions of his ſpirit are dull as night, 


And his affeRions dark as Erebws : 
Let no ſuch man be truſted+—-mark the Muſick. 


Enter Portia and Nertifſa. 


Por. Thatlight we ſee is burning in my hall : 

How far that little candle throws his beams, 

So ſhines a good deed in a navghty world, 
Ner. When the Moon {hone, we did not fee the cance. 
Por. So doth the greater glory dim thelels ; 

A ſubſtirute ſhines brightly as a King, 

Until a King be by, and then his ſtate 

Empries it felt, as doth an inland brook 

Into the main gf, waters? Muſick, hark;,, _ 
Ner, It is muſick, Madam, of ouſe. 
Por. Nothing 15 good | fee without reſped- 

Methinks it founds much ſweeter than by day- 
Ner. Silence beftows that vertue on it, Madam- 
Por. The Crow Goth fing as (weetl yas the Lark 

When neither is attended ; and I think 

The Nightingale, if ſhe ſhould lng by day, 

When every Gooſe is cackling, would be thought 

No better a Muſician than the Wren, 

How many things by ſea{on feaſon'd are 

To their right praiſe and true perfe&tion { 

Peace, how the Moon (eeps wit h Endim;on, 

And would not be awak'd ! 


Muſick, 


Muſick ceaſes. 


. 4 y 
 Lor, That is the voice, 


Or | am wuch deceiv'd, of Portia, 
Por. He knows me as the blind man knows the Cuckow, 
by the bad voice. 
Lor, Dear Lady, welcome hore. 
Por. We have been praying for our husbands welfzre, 
W hich ſpeed, we hope, the better ſor our words - 
Are they return'd ? 


Lor. MaCarm, they are nor vet 
But there is come a mef{.nger beſore, 
[o ſignifie their coming. 

Por. Got Nerriſſa, 
Give order to my {rr vants, that they take 
No note at all of our being abſent hence,* 
Nor you,L:renzo, Teſſicanor you. 


A Tuckzet |. unds. 


' Tor. Your husband is at hand, 1 hear his Trumpet : 
We are no tell-tales, Madam, fear you not. 
Por, This night methioks is but the day-light fick, 
Itlooks alittle paler; *tis a day, 
Such as the day is when the Sun iz hid, 


Enter Baſſanio, Anthonio, G 
Followers. 


tlano, and their 


' Baſ. We ſhould ho'd day with the Antip:ds, 
If you would walk in ablence of the Sun. 
Por. Let me give light, but fer me not be light z 
For alight Wife doth mke a heavy husband, 
And never be Baſ[anio \o from me ; 
But God fort all? you ze welcome home, my Lord. 
Baſ. | thank you, Madam: give welcome to my Friend ; 
| This is the man, this is Anthorio, 
To whom I am fo infinitely bound. 
Por. You ſtould in all ſenſe be much bound to him ; 
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. 
Ant. No more than ] am well acquirted of, 
Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our houſe z 
[r muſt appcar in other ways than words ; 
Therefore I ſcant this breathing courteſie, 
Gra. By yonder Moon I ſwear youdg,me wrong ; 
In Faith 1 gave itto the JudgS Clerk ; //O 
Would he were gelt that had for my part, 
Since you do take it, Love, {o mpch at heart, 
Por. A quarrel, hoe, already 4 what's the matter ? 
Grg. About a Hocp of Gold, a paltry Ring 
That ſhe did give me, whoſe Pocſic was 
For all the world like Catlers Poetry 
Upon a Knife 5 Love me, and leave me net. 
Ner. What talk you of the Poeſie or the value ? 
You ſwore to me when I did give it ycu, / 
That you would wear it till hour of death, - we oh 
And that it ſhould lgEwith you in your grave, 6 
Tho notfor me, yet for your vehement Oaths, 
You ſhould haye been reſpeRive, and have kept it» 
Gave it a Jude. Clerk ! but w: ll I know 
The Clerk will ne*re- wear hair on's Face that had it. 
Gra, He will, an&if he live to be a man 
NerfAlty, if a woman live to be a man. 
Gra. Now by this hand I gave it to a youth, 
A kind of boy, alittle ſcrubbed boy, 
No higher than thy ſelf, the Judgh, Clerk, 
A prating boy that begg'd it asa Fee ; 
[ could not for my heart deny it him. 
| Por, You were to blame, | muſt be plain with you, 
| To partſo ſlightly with your Wives firſt gift, 
A thing ſtuck on with Oaths upon yonr Ginger, 
And riveted with Faith unto your fleſh ; 
| gave my Love a Ring, and made him ſwear 
Never to part with it, and here he ſtands : 


G/ 


I dare be {worn* him, be would not leave it, 
Nor pluck it from his finger for the wealth 
That the world maiters. Now in Faith, Gratiaxo, 
You give your Wife too unkind a canſe of prief: 
Ange 'twere to me 1 ſhould be mad at it. 

Baf. Why | were beſt to cut my left hand off, 
And ſwear I loft the Ring defcnding it. 

Gra. My Lojd Baſſanio gave his Ring away 
Unto the Judggthat begg'd it, and indeed 


Deſerv'd it t00 5 and then the boy, his Clerk, 
That 
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That took ſome pains in writing, 5e begg'd mine, | in each eye one, {wear by your double elf, 
And neither Man not Maſter would take ought And there's an Oath of credit. 
30t the two Rin2s. Baſ. Nay, but hear mie: 
Por, What Ring gave you, my Lord ? rardon this Fault, and by wy foul | ſwear, 
Not that, 1 hope, which you receiv'd of me. I never more will br6ak an Oath with thee, : 
© Bal. If | could add a Lie unto a Fault, Ant, | once did lend my body for twy=wealth, hb 2/0 fra 
weld deny it; bur you ice my finger Which but for him that had your husbaRo*s Ring) © 
Hath not the Ring upon it, It 1s gune. Had quite — I dare be bound again, 
Por. And evcn to void is your talle heart of truth. My ſoul upon the Fortcit, that your Lord 
By heaven, I will nc're come in your bed Will never more break Faith adviſedly. 
Natil 1 fee the Ring. | . Por. Then you ſhall be his furety ; give him this, 
Ney. Nor 1 in yours, till I again fee mine, And bid him keep ic better than the other. 
Baſ. Sweet Portia, Ant. Here, Lord Baſſanio, ſwear to keep this Ring, 
If you did know to whom I gave the Ring, Baſe By heavtn it is the ſam I gave the DoGtor. 
[f you did know for whom [ gave the Ring, Por. 1 had it of him : pardon, afſamo ; 
And would conceive for what 1 gave the Ring, For by this Ring the DoCtor lay wuh me. 
and how unwillingly | left the Ringy Ner. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano, 
When nought would be accepted bur the Ring, For that ſame ſcrubbed boy, the DoRor's Clerk, 
You would abate the ftrergth of your diſpleature, In lieu of this, laſt night did ligewith me. 
Por, If you had known the vertue of the Ring, Gra. Why, this is like the thending of high ways 
Or half her worthineſs that,gave the Ring, In Summer, where the ways are fair enough: . 
Or your own honour to geptain the Ring, _ What, are we Cuckolds e*re we have deſery*dit ? 
You would not then have parted with the Ring. Por. Speak not {ogroſly ; you are all amiaz'd j 
What man is there ſo much unreafonable, Here is a Letter, read it at your leiſure ; \ 
[f you had pleas'd to have defended it It comes from Padxa from Bellario : 
With any terms of Zeal, wanicd the modeſty T here you ſhall find that Portia was the Door, 
To urge the thing held as a Ceremony ? ' | Nerriſſa there her Clerk. Lorenzo here 
Nerriſſa teaches me what to believe, Shall witnels I ſet forth as ſoon as you, 
Pibdic for'c, but ſome Woman had the Ring. And biit even now feturn'd : I have not yet 
Baſ. No, by mine honour, Madam, by my foul, Entrtd my houle. Antbonio, you arc welcome, 
No woman had ir, but a civil Door, | And I have better news ſtore for you 
Which did refule three thouſand Ducats of me, Than you expe ; unſeal this Letter ſoon, 
And begg'd the Ring z the which I did deny him, There you ſhall find three of your Argoſies 
And ſufter'd him to goditpleay'd away 5 @ 4) WW Are richly come to harbour ſuddenly. . | 
Even he thathed-heid-p the very life A You ſhall not know by what ſtrange accident 
Of my dear FriedY. What ſhould 1 lay, ſweet Lady ? | chanced on this Letter. 
| was@\forc'd to {nd it after him ; Ant. Iam dumb; | | 
[was beſct with ſhame and courtelie Baſ. Were you the DoQor, and I knew you not? 
My honour would not let ingratitude Gra. V/ere you the Clerk that is to make me Cuckold ? 
So much be-ſmear it. Pardon me, good Lady, _. Ner Ayr the Clerk that never means todo it, 
And by thcle blefſed candles of the nighr, Unlets he live until be be.a man. © 
Had you been there, I think you would have begg'd Baſ. (Sweet Door) yop ſhall be wy bedſellow; 
The Ring of me, to giye the worthy Door, When | am abſent, then lig,with oy Wife. = 
Por. Let not that DoRor <&';e come ncar my houſe, Ant (Sweet Lady Jyodhave given melife and living 
Since he hath got che Jewel that | lov, | For here | readfor certaio, that my ſhips 
And that which you did {wear to kezp for me : Are ſafely come toiRtbeusss 4, | 
| will become as liberal as you, Por. How now, Lorenzo? 
[IE not deny hin any thing | have, My Clerk hath ſome good comforts too for you. 
No, not my body, nor my husband's bed ; Ner Ay and Fig give them him without a Fee: 
Know him | ſhall, I am well ſure of it. us There d61 give to you and Feſſica, 
hor a night from home : Watch me like Argay: From the rich Few, a ſpecial dced of giſt, 
IF youdo not, if | be lefc alone, N Aſter his death, of all he dies poſſcſs'd of, 
Now by mine honour, which is yet mine own, Lor. Fair Ladies, you drop Manna in the way 
'& have the Door for my bedfellow, | Of Rtarved people. 
Ner, And | his Clerk : therefore be well advis'd | Por, It is almoſt morning, = 
How you do leave me to mine ggrn protetion, And yet | 2m ſure youare not ſatisfied 
Gra. Well, do you fo, let not me take him then 3 Of theſe events at full. Let us goin, 
For if 1 do, IQ mar the young Clerk's pen. And charge us there upon interrogatories, 
Ant. Tam th* unhappy ſubje& of theſe quarrels. And we will anſwer all things faithfully. 
Pop. Sir, grieve not you, Gra. Let it be ſo: the firſt interrogatory 
You Ire welcome notwithſtanding. That my Nerr;ſſa ſhall be ſworn on, is, | 
Baſ. Po, tia, forgive me this entorced wrong, Whether till the next night ſhe had rather ftay, 
And in the hearing of theſe many Friends, ] Or goto bed, now being two- hours to day. 
Lſxear to thee. even by thing own fair eyes, But were the day come, | ſhould wiſk it dark, 
Wherein | ſeemy ſelf Till I were couching with the DoQor's Clerk. 
Por. Mark you but that / Well, while | live, I1Cfear no other thing. © p— 
la both mine eyes he doubly ſees himſelf ; So ſore, as Keeping fafe Nerriſſs Ring. / Exennt.| ( 
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Adtus Primus. Scena Prima. {yer Nh _w_ 

Ols 

"I" thou | 

tict 

Enter Orlando and Adam. | throat, till this other had pu'Fd out thy tongue for ſay- on 

Orlands. ing ſo; thou haſt rail'd on, thy ſelf, refolt 

S METOINer) Adam, it was upon this | eAdam. Sweet Maſter be patient; for your Fathers re. felloy 

x queathed me by will, but a | membrance, be at accord. every 

"*F poor t uſand Crowns, and as thou Olz. Let me go I lay- zgain 

loft, charged my brother on his blel-| Orla, 1 will not till I pleaſe : you ſhall hear me g my tion; 

ing to breed me well z and there be- | ther charg'd you in his will to give me good education: And 

gins my ſadneſs*« My brother Jaques | you have train'd me vp like a peaſant, obſcuring and hi- ſlight 

; he keeps at ſchool, and report ſpeaks | ding from me all gentleman-like qualities the ſpirit of my thee, 

goldenly of his profit : for my part,] father grows ftrong in me, and } will no longer endure thee 

he keeps me ruſtically at home, or (to | it: therefore allow me ſuch exerciſes as may become z he hi 

ſpeak more properly ) ſtays me here at home unkept; for | gentleman, or give me the poor allottery my father left me [affu 

call you that keeping for a gentleman of my birth, that | by teſtaments, with that I will go buy my forcunes, one { 

differs not from the ftalling of an Oxe? his horſes are | Ol, And what wilt thou dos beg when that is ſpent? hrot 

bred better;for beſides rhat chey are fair with their feeding, | Well Sir, get you in. I will not long be troubled with as ht 

they are taught their manage; and to thatend Riders dear- | you: you ſhall have ſome part of your will, | pray you and 

ly hir*d : but Lf his brother, Min nothing under him | leave me. Cl 

but growth, for” the which his Animals on his dunghills O-la. I will no further offend you, than becomes me for com: 

are as much bound to him as I« beſides this nothing that | my good. |alon 

he (o plentifully gives me, the ſamething that nature gave | O{. Get you with him, you 014 dog. keex 
me, his countenance ſeems to take" from mee he lets me | Adam. Isold dog my reward ? moft true I have loft 

feed with his hinds, bars me the place of a brother, and | my teeth in your ſervices God be with my old maſter, he 0 

{ as much as in him lies, mines my gentility with my edu- | would not have ſpoke ſuch a word, 21.2, [Exit Orl. Ad. ſter 

cation. This is it, Adaws that grieves me; and the ſpirit | O15. Is it even fo, begin you to grow upon me? | will kno 

of my Father, which I think is within me, begins to mu- | phyſick your rankneſs, and yet give no thouſand crowns tle, 

tiny 2gainſt this ſervitude, 1 will no longer endute it, | neitherg holla, Dennis: | of ; 

| tho yer L,know no wilt remedy how to ayoid it. | Enter Dennis: the 

Enter Oliver. CWCENL- [l. Den. Calls your worſhip. wh 

Adam, Yonder comes my Maſter, your brother. Oli. Was not Charles,the Duke's Writer here to ſpeak it | 

Orlan. Go apart Adam, ard thou ſhalt hear how he : with me? . , [10 

will ſhake me vp; d als Den. $o pleaſe you, he is here at the door, and impor: 001 


Oli. Now Sir, what make you here? rune acceſs to you. ee = 
Orla. Nothing : I am not taught to mzke ary thing. Oli, Call him in j=will be a good way 3 and to mot- 
Oli. What war you then Sir ? row the wrzftling 4s. _ 
Orla. Marry,Sir, 1 ath helping you to mar that which Exter Charles. 

] God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours with idle- | Char. Good morrow to your worſhip, 


neſs. —_ '/ Oz, Good Mounſicur (harlesy what's the new news 
Oli. Marry Sir, be better employed, and be a | at the new Court ? 


while. | Cbar. There's no news at rhe Court, Sir, but the old 
Orla. Shall I keep your Hogs, and eat Husks with them? | news; that is, the old Dukeyis baniſhed by his younger 
what prodigal portion have [ ſpent, that I ſhould come to | brother the new Duke, and three or four loving Lords 


| ſuch penury ? have put themſelves into@ voluntary exile with him; whoſe 
Oli, Know you where you are fir? Lands and Vevenues enrich the new Duke, therefore he 
Orla. O,fir, very well; here in your Orchard. gives them good leave to wander, 
: Ol;. Know you ms pre. ? Oli, Can you tell if Roſalind the Dukes daughter be bi 
O-la.Ay better than " I am before,. knows me\ I | niſhed with her Father ? 


know you are my eldeſt brother, and in the gentle con- | Che. Ono; for the Dukes Daughter her Couſin ſo loves 
dition of Blood you ſhould ſo know me : the courteſy of | her, being ever from their Cradles bred together, that ſhe 
Nations allows you' my better, in that you are the firſt | would have followed their exile, or have died to ſtay behird 
born; but the ſame tradition takes not away my Blood, | her.z. ſhe is at the Court, and no lefs beloved of her Unkle, 
were there twenty brothers betwixt usq T have as much | than his ownDaughter,and never twoladies loved as they do. 
of my Father inme, as you; alþcix [confeſs your com-| Os. Where will the old Duke live ? 

ing before me is nearer to his re Cha. They fay he is already in the Forreſt of Arden, 
Ol5. What Boy/ " ( this. | and a many merry men with him ; and there they live 
Orla. Come, come,elder brother, you are too young in like the old Robin Hood of England, tney lay, many young 
Ots. Wilt thou lay hands on me villain ? | Gentlemen flock to him every day, and fleet the timecare- | 
Orla. I am no villain : | am the youngeſt Son of Sir | leſly,as they did in t golden world. 


T—  — — FF 


| Rowland de Boyds ; he was my Father, and he is thrice a | O/s: What, you wrjſtle to morrow before the new Duke? | 

villitn thar ſays ſuch a Father begot villains : wert thou Charl. Marry do'l,fir , and I come to acquaint you | 
not my brother, I would not take this hand from thy | with a martery I am given, ſir, ſecretly to under{tand,that 
| NG 
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Jour younger brother Orlando hath e GCilpofition ro come 
F* diſgeis'd 29ainſt me to try a fall; ro morrow, fir, 1 
of tie for my credit, and ke that eſcapes me without 
wt. »roken limbs. (hall acquit him well z your Brother is 
0 oung and render, and for your love 1 would be loath 
ile him, as I muſt for mine own honour if he comein ; 
\herefore out of my love to you, 1 came hither to acquaint 
hs withal, that either you might ſtay him from his in- 
:endment, or brook ſuch diſgrace well as he ſhall run into, | 
- that ic is a thing of his own earch, and altogether a- 

:nft mv Will. | 
Fo Charks: I thank thee for thy love to me, which 
hou ſhalt find 1 will mo# kindly zequitee I had my ſelf 
notice of my Brothers purpoſe herein and have by under- 
hand means laboured to difſezade 1 'Trom ic; but he is 
reſolute, 1 tell thee, Charles, It is the ſtubborneft young 
fellow of France, full of Ambition, an envious Emulator of 
every mans good parts, a ſecret and villanous Contrivcr 

aint m2 his natural Brother; therefore ule thy Diſcre- 
tion; | had as lief thou didit break his neck as his finger. 
And thou wert beſt look to't; for if thou doſt him any 
ſight diſgrace, or it he do not mightily grace himſclf on 
thee, he will praQtice againſt thee by poyſon, to entrap | 
thee by ſome treacherous 'device; and never leave thee till 
he hath tane thy life by ſome indirect means or other : for 
[affure thee, (and almoſt with/tears | ſpeak ir) there is not 
oneſo young, and fo villahous this day living. I ſpeak but 
brotherly of him ; but ſhould I anatomize him to thee , 
a5 he is, I muſt bluſh and weep, and thou mult look pale 
and wonder, | : 

Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to you: if he 
come to morrow, Pl&pive him his payment z tt ever hego 
lone again, I'lEnever wriſtle for prize more; and ſo God 
| keep your Worſhip. "al 


dans Exit. 

0h. Farewel good Charles, « Nawwill I ſtir this Gar 
er; 1 hope I ſhall ſee an end of him, for my ſoul, {yet 1 
know not why J7 hates nothing more than hep yet he's gen- 
tle, never ſchool'd,- and yet-learned, full of noble device, 
of all ſorts enchancingly befoved; and indeed fo much in 
the heart of the World; and eſpecially of my own people, 
who beſt know him, thar'l am Weſter mifpriſed z bur 


it ſhall nor be ſo lobgy 3 this Wrgtler ſhall clear all : 


Game- | Y 


ter: therefore my ſweet Roſe, my dear Roſe, be merry, 

Roſ. From henceforth 1 will, Coz, and deviſe ſports: let 
me lee, what think you of falling in love ? 4 

Cel. Marry I prthe do, to make ſport withal z but 
love no man in goodearneft, nor no further in ſport neither, 
than with tafcty of a pure bluſh, thou majit in honour come 
off again. 7 "IRE 

Roj. What (hall be owe ſport then ? | 

Cel. Let us fit and mock the good houſewife Forrane 
jo wheel, that her gifts may henceforth be beſtowed 
equally, 

Roſ. 1 would we could do fo; for her benefits are migh- 


tily miſplaced, and the bountiful blind Woman doth moſt 


miſtake in her gifts to Women. 
Cel. *Tis true; for thoſe that ſhe makes fair, ſhe ſcarce, 
makes honeſt y and thoſe that ſhe makes honeſt, ſhe wakes 
very ill-favouredkp:; | 
Roſ. Nay now thou goeſt from Fortunes Office to Na 
tures: Fortune reigns 1n gifts of the World, not in 
linecaments of Nature; 


Enter Clown, 


$ 


: 


Cel. No { when Nature hath made a fair creature,, may 
ſhe not by Fortune fall into the fire? Tho Nxture hath gi- 
ven us wit to- flout at Fortune, hath not Fortune feat in | 
this fool to cut off this argument ? 


Rof. Indeed Fortune is there too hard for Nature, want 


Fortune makes Natures natural, the-cutter off 


of Natures: 
wit, | 


Cel, Peradventore this is not. Fortunes work neither, S 


but Natures, who perceiving our, na -wits tou dull 
to reaſon of ſuch goddeſſes, hath fent this Natural for 
our whetſtone : for always the dulneſs of the fool, is the 
etFogs of the wits, How now Wis, whether wander 
ou | 

Clow. Miſtreſs, you muſt come away; to your father; 
Cel.. Were you made the Meſſenger? - 


Clow. No,by mine, hongur,but | was bid tocome for you. | 


*=® - 


Roſ. Where learned you that Oarhfool ? 
(lo. Of a certain Knight, that ſworg.by his Honqur 
they were good Pancakes, and, ſwore. by his Honour the 


Muſtard was naught: Now LidRtagd to-it, the Pancakes 


, [nothing remains, but that I kindle t 


e boy thither, which 
now 1'16 go abdur. : 


ſro 


Scena 


Enter "Roſalind and Celia. 


Cel, 1 pray thee Roſalind, ſweet my:\Coz, be merry. 

Ro. Dear Celiay | ſhow more mirth than I am Mi- 
ſtreſs of; and would you yet; were merrier unlels you 
could teach me to forget a baniſhed Father, you muſt not 
oy me how - to remember -my extraordinary - plea- 


Cel. Herein 1 ſee thou lov'ſt me not with the full weight 
that 1 love theeg if my Uncle, thy baniſhed Father, had 
baniſhed thy Uncle the Duke my Father, ſo thou hadſt 
deen ill with me , 1 could+ have taught my love to 
take thy Father for mine; ſo wouldft chou, if the truth of 
= love to me were lo righteouſly tewper'd, as mine is to 
thee. . +3550 

Roſ. Well, 1 will forget the condition of my eſtate, to 
rejoyce in yours. Mg 
Cel. Youknow my Father hath no- Child but4, nor none 
is like to have, and truly. when he dies, thou ſhalt be his 


force, I will render thee apzin in AﬀeRtion; by mine ho- 
nour I will; and when | break that Oath, let me turn mon- 


———_—_—_ 


Sopot [ 1 
\ efkeve Dukes La Cn 


heirZ' for what he hath taken away from thy Father per- | 


were naughr, and the Muſtard was gdod,- and yet wasnot 
the Knight forſwarn,) Fel9-M0P i fa. 1 
| Cel, How prove you that in the; great: heap of your 
knowledge | 

Foſ.Amarry, now .unmuzzle your wiſdom. 

Clo. Stand you both forth now; ftroke your chins, and 
{wear by your beards that I am a knave, 

Cel. By our beards,F if we had them 3; thau art. . 

Clo. By my knavery{ſt1 had it3thent were} but if you 


| was this Knight (wearing by his Honour, for hEnever had 


{aw thoſe Pancakes, or that Muſtard, 
Cel. Prathee, who is that thou means* ? 
Cls, One that old Fredfick. your Father loves. 


ſpeak no more of him; you'll be whipt for taxation, 
of theſe days. 


Cla. The moye pi 
what wile men do fooliſhly. » - 


Cel. By my troth thou fſaigſt true : For, ſince the little 
wit that fools have was 


wiſe men have makes a great ſhewy Here comes Mounſiear 
Le Bew. \  HACEALE- V: 
Enter Le Beuz 


| Rof. With his mouth foll of news. 
Cel. Which he will put on us, as Pigeons feed theit 

young. 

| Roſ. Then ſhalt we be news-cram'd, 


Cel. [ 


——_—I__ 


any ; or if he had, he had ſworn it away, beſore ever he | 


that fools may not ſpeak wiſcly ,. 


, the little foolery that | 


LY 


"CC... 
SS » A  - 


ſwear by that that is not, you are not forſworn y no more ; 


Roſ. My Fathers love is enough to honour hincenough { ; 


— 


| 


—— A _—_ 


_ 


Es, 


_— — — 


| © Dub, How now; daughter and Cgfin ; 
þ Are you crept hirhe 


'tand ſec it. 


pt ey 


Ax you he it. 
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Cel. All the better 4 we ſhall be the more matkerarle | 
Boen-jour Mounſieur le Bru; what news? | 

Le Ben. Fair Princels, 
You have lot much port. 

Cel. Sport 3 of what colour ? 

Le Beu. What colour Madam ? How ſhall 1 anſwer 
ou f? 
- R,oſ. As wit and fortune will. 

. Or as the deſtinies decrece. 

| Cel. Well faid, that was 1:id on with a Trowel. 
(fo. Nay, if I keep not my rank— — 
R ſ. Thou loſeſt thy old {mell. 
Le Ben. You amafe me Ladies : Iwould have told you 
| of good wraſtling, which you have loſt 2 light of. 

Rof. Yet tell us the manner of the wrzftling. 

Le Bew. 1 will tell you the beginning y an if it pleaſe 
your Lſhips, you may fee the end, for the beſt is yet to 
_—_ ere where you are, they arc coming to perform 


the beginning that is dead ard buried. 
ere comes an old Man, and his three Sons. 
match this beginning with an old tale. 
Le Bex,” Three proper young men, of excellent growth 
and preſchce, 

Roſ. With” bills on their necks : Be it known unto all 
men» by theſe preſents, 
| Le Beu. Theeldeſt of the three, wraltled with Charles 
he Dukes &, which Charles in a moment threw 
him, and broke three of his Ribs, that there is little hope 


1;of life in him: So he ſerv'd the ſecond, and fo the third : 


'yonder they le, the poor old man their Father, making 
ſuch pitiful over thetn, that all the beholders take 
| his/part with weeping. 

| Ro. Alas/ 7 | 
Clo, But what is the ſport Mounſieur, that the Ladies 
have loſt ? | 

Le Bex. Why'thiszzthat I ſpeak of. | 

Clo. Thus men may grow wiſer every day. Its the firſt 
time that ever +I heard of breaking of Ribs was ſport for 
Ladies. 

Cel. Oc I, I promiſe thee. 

Roſ. But is there any elſe longs to ſee this broken Muſick 
in his ſides ? Is there Fer another doats upon Rib*breaking ? 
Shall we ſee cis ſing Cifin ? | 

Le Beu. You muſt i 
place appointed *for wr 
form it. . 

Cel. Yonder {ure they are' coming: Let' us now ſtay 


© Hahe V- 


Flowriſh, *Enter Duke, Lords, Orlando, Charles 
and Attendants. 


you ſtay here, for here is the 
ling, and they are ready to per- 


Duk, Come on, ſince the youth will not be entreated; 


|| His own peril en his forwardnels. 


Roſ. Is yonder the man? 
Le. Even he, Madan. | 
Cel. Alas, he is too young; yet he looks ſucceſsfully. 


r to ſee the wriſtling ? 

Ro/. Aymy Liege, ſo pleaſe you give us leave, 

Du-You wilF take little delighrin it, 1 can tell you 
there is ſach odds in the : -ln pity of the challengers 


{| youth, I would fain difimadce him, ' but he will not be 
entceated. Speek to him Ladies, (ee if you can move 
him. 


Cel. Call him hither, good Mounſieur I. Ben, 
Duke. Do fo ; 1'lEnot be by. 
Le ex, Mounſieur the Challenger, the princeſs calls for 


you. | 

Orla. I attend them with all reſpe& and duty. 

Koſ. Young man, have you challeng'd Charles the 
Wrijttler ? | : 

Ort. No fair princeſs ; he is the general challenger; | 


| 


come but as others do, to try with him the ſtrength of 
my youth. 

Cel. Young Gentleman, your ſpitits are too bold fy 
your yezrs: you have fcen crucl proof of this man; 
ſtrength, if you ſaw your iclf with yuur eycs,. or knew 
your {clf with #our judgm:nt, the fear of your adver. 
ture would counfel you ro'a more equal enterprile. We 
pray you for your 0vn ſake to embrace your own lafery, 
and give over this atrewpr. 

Ro/. Do,young fir; your reputation ſhall not therefore 
be miſpriſcd ; we will make it our {uit to the Dake, that 
the wrgſtling might not go forward. 

Orl. Ibelcech you, punniſh me not with your hard 
thoughts , wherein 1 contels me much guilty to deny f@ 
fair and excellent Ladics any thing. Eut let your fair 
eyes, and gentle wiſhes go with me to wy trjaly where. 
in if I be foil'd, there is but one ſham'd th2t was never 
gracious ; it kiPd, but one Cead that is willing to be fo; | 
ſha ll do'my iriendsno wrong, for | have none to lament 
me ; the world noinjury, for init | hzve nothing; only 
in the world I fl up a place, which may be better it ppige, 
when | have mace it empty. v 

Roſ. The little ftrengrh that 1 have, I would it were 
with you. 

Cel, And mine to eck-out hers. 

Roj. Fare you well : pray heaven [I be decciv'd in you, 

Cel. Your hearts deſices be with you. 

Char, Come, where is this young gallant , that is f 
deſirous to lye with his mother earth ? 

Orla. Ready fir; but his will hath in it a more modeſt 
working. | 

Duk. You ſhall try but one fall. 


Char. No, I warrant your Grace you ſhall not entrext 
him to a ſecond, that have ſo mightily perſwaded him frog 
a fifft, X 

Orla. You mean'to mock me after ; you ſhould nt 
have mockt before : but come your ways. / 

Roſ. Now Hercules be thy ſpeed young mang 

Cel. I would I were inviſible, to catch the ſtrong fell 
by the leg. |They IWraſt, 


Re/. Oh excellent young man./ 
Cel. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, Ican te) who 
ſhould down. Shou. 
Duk. No more, no more. 
: Orla. Yes I beſeech your grace; I am not yet well brea- 
thed. 
Duk. How do'lt thou Charles ? 
Le Beu, He cannot ſpeak my Lord. off 
Duk.*Bear him awayg * 
What is thy name young man ? 
O-. Orlando my Liege, the youngeſt ſon of Sir R, 
land Me Bayes. 
Duk, | would thou had'& been ſon to ſome man llc 
The world efteem'd thy father honourable, 
But I did find him till mine enemy : 
Thou ſhould'ſt have better pleas'd me-with this deed, 
Had'ſt thou deſcended from another houſe g | 
But tare thee well, thou arc a gallant youth, | 
[ would thou hadft gold meof another Father. | 
<_/CEML_ VI). [Exit Dk 
Cel. Were [my Father; Cozy 3,would | do this *. | 
Orl, I am move proud to be Sir Rowlands ſon, | 
His young: ſorl, and would not change that calling 
To be adopted heir to FregFick. | 
Roſ. My Father lov*d Sir Rowland as his ſoul, + 
And all the world was of my Fathers mind, 
Had [ before known this young man his ſon, 
I ſhould have given him tears unto entreaties, 
Ere he ſhould thus have ventur'd . 
Cel. Gentle Cqfin, 
Let us go thank him, and encourage him 5 
My Fathers rough and envious diſpoſition | 
Sticks me at heart q Sir, you have well deſerv'd; | 
lf you do keep your promiſes in love,. 


—C 4 W- _— 
- ” 


4 


[Charles ts Hh Son; | 


i 


———— 
— — 


3 


> TC _— 


—_.. 
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As you like it. 
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Put juſtly as you have exceeded alkis promile, 
Your Miſtr&s/ſhall be heppy. 

Reſ. Gentleman, 
Wear this for me 
That could give more, 


one out of ſuits m_ _—_ 
but that her hand lacks means, |. 
Shall we go C0ze ? Arn o (ham [ram 
Cel. Arg ;fare you well,fair Gentleman: | 
Orla” Can I not ſay, I thank you ? My better parts 
are all thrown down, and that which here ſtands up 
1s but a quinfine, a mgre lifeleſs block. _ 
Ref, He calls us back : my pride fell with my fortunes. 
216,ak him what, he would + Did you call Sir ? 
gr, you have wrgftled well, and overthrown 
More _—_ _ : 
el, Will you go Coze : | 
Bi a = . you: fare you well. Ros.b-Cel. _ 
07. What paſſion hangs theſe weights upon my Tongue * 
cannot ſpeak to her; yet ſhe urg'd conference. 


Enter Le Bev. 


0 poor Orlando ! thou att overthrown; 
Or Charles, or ſomething weaker, maſters thee. 
Le Bex, Good Sir, 1 do in friendſhip counſel you 
Toleave this place : Albeit you have deſerv'd 
High commendation, true applauſe, and love z 
Yet ſuch is now the Dukes condition, 
That he miſconfters all that you have done. 
The Duke is humorous z; what he is indeed 
More ſuits you to conceive, than | to ſpeak of. = 
0rl, 1 thank you, Sir z, and pray youtell.me this7 
Which of the two was Daughter to the Duke, 
That here was at the Wriltling ? | 
Le Bex. Neither his Daughter, if we judgeby 
But yet indeed theater is his Daughter, 
The othesZis Daughter ro the baniſh'd Duke, 
And here detain'd by her uſurping Uncle 
To keep his Daughter company, whoſe loves 
Aredearer than the natural bond of Siſters 4 
Bat can tell you, that of late this Duke ; 
Hath tant diſpleaſure *gainſt his gentle Neice, 
Grounded upon no other argument, 
1But that the people ptaile her for her vertues, 
And pity her for her good Fathers fake ; 
And on my life, his malice *gainft the Lady / 
Will ſuddenly break _ Sir, fare you well; 
Hereafter in a better wbrld than this, 
[ſhall deſire more love and knowledg of you. 
Orl, 1 reſt much bounden to you: fart yo 
Thus muſt I from the ſmoke into the mother,” 
From tyrant Duke, ungo a tyrant Brother 
But heavenly Roſalind / 


manners; 
> 


— 


Fecy 
oe) ! 


[peir 


| S 


Scena Tertie. ///. 


JReEnter Celia, and RoſalinC 


Cel. Why Cofin, why Roſuind; Cupid have mercy, 
Not a word { 

Roſ. Not one to throw at a dog. 

Cel, No, my words are too precious to be caft away 
upon curs, throw ſome of them at me; come, lame me 
With reaſons. 

Roſ. Then there were two Coſins laid up, when the one 
-4g be lam'd with reaſons, ahd the other mad without 
Cel. Butis all this for your Father 


yr 
Ref. No, ſome of it is for my Childy. Fathers Oh how 


WL. 


4 of briets is this working day-world/ 


De E_ 


tAs IdotruftT am notJ5then dear Unkle, 


| 


Cel. They are but Burs, Colin, thrown upon thee jo 
holiday foolery; if we walk notin the trodden paths, our, 
very petticoats will catch them. : on £1 ed 

R of. 1 could ſhake them off my coat; theſe Burs are in 
my heart. 

- Cel. Hem them away. 

Ref. 1 would tryjif 1 could cry hem, and have him. 

Cel. Come, come, wrzftle with thy affe&tions. _. 

oP O;jthey take the part of a better wriſiler than my 

elf. | ; 
Cel. O, a good wiſh upon you { you will try. in tine in 
deſpight of a fall; but turning theſe j-ſts out of ſervice, let | 
us talk in good earneſt; Is it poſſhble on ſuch a ſudden | 
you ſhould fall into ſo ſtrange a liking with old Sir Rowlands 
youngeſt fon ? | 

Roſ. The Duke my Father loy'd his Father dearly. 

Cel. Doth it therefore enſue that you ſhould love his | 
Son dearly ? By this kind of chaſe, I ſhould hate himg} 
for my Father hated his Father dearly; yer 1 hate not 
Orland. 'F - 

Roſ. No faith, hate him not, for my ſake. | 

Cel, Why ſhould I nat ? doth not he deſerve well? 


CEMLE T Xe. 
nter Duke with Lofds. | 


Roſ. L*t me love him for that; and do you love him, } 
Becauſe I do. Look, here comes the Duke. | 
Cel. With his eyes full of anger. | 
Da. Miſtrs{,diſpatch you with your ſafeſt haſt, 
And get you from gur Gourt. | 
Rf. Mc Undel X 
Dk. You Gola, . . EE 
Within theſe ten days if that thon beeft found | 
So near our publick Court as twenty miles, 
Thou dieſt for it, | 
Roſ. Ido beſeech your Grace, 
Let me the knowledgeoof my fault bear with me : 
If with my {If I hold intelligence, 
Or have acquaintance with mine own deſires, 
If that I Sonot dream, or be not frantick, 


Never fo much as in a thought unborn,. 
Did I offend your Highnefs, 
Dak. Thus do all Traitors ; | 
If their purgation did conſiſt in words, | 
They are as innccent as grace itſelf; | 
Let it ſuffice thee that 1 truſt thee nor. 
Roſ. Yet your miſtruſt cannogmake me a Traytor 3 
Tell me whereon the liflihood depends ? 
Du\, Thou art thy Fathers daughter, there's enough. 
Ro/. So was | when your Highneſs took his Dukedom, | 
So was | when your Highneſs baniſh'd him ; | 
Treaſon is not inherited my Lord; 
Or if we did derive it from our friends, f 
What's that to me,” my Fathgr was no Traytor : oj 
Then good my Leige, miſtake me not (o much, 
To think my poverzy is freacherous. 
Cel Dear vorerRign Near me ſpeak: | ; 
Duk, Aſfelia, ws Raid her for your ſake, = 
Elſe had ſhe with her Father rang'd along. + 
Cel. I did not then intreat to have her ftay; 
It was your pleaſure, and your own neon 
[ was too young that time to value her; 
But now | know her if ſhe be a Trahtor , 
Why foam 1 ; we ſtill have fl:pt together, 
Roſe at an inſtant, learn'd, plaid, eat together, 
And whereſcere we went, like Janos Swans, 
Still we went coupled and inſeparable. 
Dk. She is too ſubtile for thee; and her ſmoothne(s ) 


Her very filence and her patience , 
Speak to the people; and they pity her: 
Thouart a fool; the robs thee of thy name, 

And thou wilt ſhow more bright, and ſeem more vertuous 


— "- 


When ſhe is gone z then oprnnot thy lips; 


——_—__ —_wAweee www AC. 


Fircaþ 


- - 


— j 
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*# As you ltke it. 
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Firmp-and irrevocable is my domb, | 
$ Bs hd 
Which 1 have paſt upon hcry ſhe is baniin'. + 
Cel. Pronounce that ſentence then on me , my Liege, 
[ cannot live out of her company. | 
Duk. Youare a fool ; you Neice provide your ſelf; 
If you cut-ſtany the time, upon mine honour, 


And in the greatneſs of my word, youdie. 
- CA UL 


[_Exit, Duke &c. 
Cel. O my poor Roſalind, whither wilt tbou go ? 
| Wilt thou change fathe? ? I will give thee mine - 
| charge thee be not thou more griev'd them | am. 
 Rof. 1 have more cauſe. 7 
Cel. Thou haſt 0, a Ing 
Prgthee be cheerful; know'ſt thou not the Duke, 
LT2ch baniſh'd me his Daughter ? 
Roſ. That he hath nor. | 
Cel. No] hath nor ? R ofalindlacks then the love 
Which teacherh thee that thou and I-az oneg 
Shall we be ſundred ? ſhall we part ſweet girl ? 
«1 No, let my Father feck another heir # 
Thercfore deviſe with me how we may fly, 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us; 
And do not ſeek to take your charge upon you, 
To bear your griefs your {elf, and leave me out - 
For by this heaven;Fnow as our ſorrows pale 37 
Say what thoucanſt, Pit go along with thee. 
Roſ. Why, whither ſhall we go ? . 
Cel. To ſeck my Unkle in the Forreſt of Arden. 
Roſ. Alas, what danger will it be to us, 
| {Maids as we are zo travel forthio far Y 
Beauty provoketh thieves ſooner than gold- 
Cel. VIE put my ſelf in poor and mcan attire, 
And with a kind of umber ſmutch my face; 
The like do you; 40 ſhall we paſs along, 
And never ftir aſſailants. 
R:ſ. WerC&it not better, 
Becauſe that Iam more than common tall, 
That L did uit, all points like a man; 
A gallant curtelax upon my thigh, 
A bore-ſpear in my hard, and(in my heart 
Tere what hidden womans fegr there wil 
llhave a ſwaſhing and a mari! outſide, 
As manv other mannifh cowards have, 
That do outface it with their ſemblances. 
Cel. What ſhall I call thee when thou art a man? 
Roſ. 11Uhave iffworſe a name then Zoves own Page, 
And therefore look you cali me G animed,; 
{ But what will you be call'd ? 
Cel. Something that bath a reference to my ſtate : 
No longer Celsa, but Aliens. 
Roſ. But Colin, what if we afſaid to ſteal 
| The clowniſh Fool out of your Fathers Court ? 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel ? 
| (1. Hell goalong ore the wide world with me, 


'Leave me alone to wooe him ;, Let's away, 
[out 


1 And get our Jewels and our wealth together 
| Actus Secundus, Scena Prima. 


—_—— 


th 


T6 liberty and not to baniſhment. 


— — 
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Devile the fitteſt time , and ſafeſt way 
To hide us from purſuit that will be made 
Aſter my flight : now go we in cqntent 
AM DFores | 
Enter Duke Senior, Amgens, and two or three Lorde 
like Forreſters. 

Dk. Sen. Now my Coe-mates, and brother in exile / 

Hath not old cuſtome made this life more ſweet 


Than that of painted pomp ? Are not theſe woods 
More free from peril than the envious Court ? 


: 644 
Here feel we nat the penalty of 4{dam, 
The feaſors difference; as the Icie phangy 


And churliſh chiding of the winters wind, 
Which whenit b##8 and blows upon my body, 
Even till I ſhrink with cold, Iſnile, and ſay, 
This is no flattery : theſe are counſellors 

That feelingly perſuade me what I am « 

Sweet are the uſes of adverſity, Q 
Which like the road, ugly and vengmous, 
Wears yet a precious Jewel in his head : 

And this our life,exempr from publick haunt, 
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks, 
Sermons in ſtones, and good in every thing, 

Amien. | would not change it; happy is your Grace 
That can tranſlate the tubbornnebs of fortune 
Into ſo quiet and ſo tweet a ſhyle. 

Dx}. Sen. Come, ſhall we go and kill us veniſon ? 
And yet it irks me, the poor dafiled tools 
Being native Burg es of this deſftt City, 
>hould,in their own confines, with forked heads 
Have their round haunches goarl, 

I. Lord, Indeed my Lord, 

The melancholy Faques grieves at that, 
And in that kind ſwears you do more uſurp 
Than doth your brother that hath baniſh*d you: 
To day my Lord of Amiens, and my elf, 
Did ſteal behind him as he lay along 
Under an oak, whoſe os 6 out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood; 
To the which place a poor ſcqueſtred Stag 
That from the _ had tane a hurt, 
Did come to Languiſh z and indeed my Lord, 
The wretched animal heav'd forth fuct groans, 
That their diſcharge did ſtreatch his lethern coat 
Almoſt to burſting, and the big round tears 

urs'd one another down his innocent nofe 
[n piteous chaſe; and thus the hairy fool, 
Much marked of the melancholy Faquer, 
Stood on th'extreameſt verge of the twift brook, 
Augmenting in the tears, 

Duk. Sen, But what ſa Faques ? 

Did he not moralize this ſpeQacle ? 

I. Lord. O yes, into a thouſand ſimilies- 
Firft, for his weeping inte the needleſs ſtream 3 
Poor Deer, quoth he, thou mak*ſt a teſtament 
As wot ldlings do, giving thy ſum of more 
To that which had roo much » then, being alone, 
Left and abandoned of his velvet friend*; 
'Tis right, quoth he; thus mifery doth part 
The Flux of compagy : anon a careleſs herd 
Full of the paſture, jumps along by him, 
And never ſtays to greet him : oth Faques, 
Sweep on, you fat and pe Citizens, 
"Tis juſt the faſhion; wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken hankrupt there ? 
Thus moſt inveRively he pierc&h through 
The Body of the Country, City, Court, 
Yea, and this our life, ſwearing that we 
Are meer uſurpers, tyrants, and whats worſe, 
To fright the Animals, and to kill them up 
In their aſſign'd and native dweling place. 

Du. Sen. And did you leave him in this contemplation? 


Upon the ſobbing Deer. 


2, Lora. We did my Lord, weeping and cowmehting| 


Ds. Sen. Show me the place, 
| love to cope him in theſe ſullen fits; 
For then he's full of matter 
2, Lor. ViCbcing you to him ſtraight, 


Scena, 


Exeunt | 


—_— —— — 


— 
_— 


OT we C95 eat - I» 


=== 


They found the Bed untreaſur'd of their Miſtrb. 


| nl 
— nt 


_— — — 


"Y a FY 


Ar you like it. 


Scena S ecuyda. | 
The tat 44 an 
Enter Dukes with Lords. |, 


Dub. Can it be poſſible that no man ſaw them? 
[t cannot be, ſome Villains of my Court 
Are of conſent and {ufferance in this. 

1. Lord, | cannot hear of any that did ſee her, 
The Ladies, her attendants of her Chamber, 
$aw her abed, and in the morning early 

2. Lord, My Lord, the royniſh Clown, at whom ſo oft 
Your Grace was wont to laugh, is alſo milling: 
Hiſperia, the Princeſs Gentlewoman , 


| 


Confeſſes that ſhe ſecretly ore-heard 

Your Daughter and her Colin mych commend 
The parts and graces of 'the Wraftler 

That did but lately foil the fingwy Charles 5 
and the believes where ever they are gone, 
That youth is ſurely in their company- 

Duk. Send to his Brother, fetch that Gallarit hither; 
If he be abſent, ,bring his Brother to me, 
PiCmake him find him z do this ſuddenly y 
And let not ſearch and inquiſition quail 
To bring again theſc fooliſh runaways. 


—— 
— i » 


— 


Scena T ertlay, *R 
O UwWearrs WS EC. 
Enter Orlando, «and Adam: 


0rl. Who's there ? | 

Ad. What'my young maſtery oh my gentle maſter, 
Oh my ſweet maſter, O you memory 

Of old Sir Rowland? Why, what make you here? 
Why are you vertuous £ Why do people love you ? 
And wherefore are you gentle, ſtrong, and valiant ? 
Why would you be fo fond to overcome 


.[The bonny priſer of the humorous Duke ? 


Your praiſe is come roo {wiftly home before you, 
Know you not, Maſter, to ſome kind of men, 
Their graces (ſerve them but as enemies,/ 
Nomore do yours 3 your vertues gentle Maſter, 
Are.ſanQtified and holy Traytors to you e 
Oh what a world .is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it 
Orl. Why, what's the matter ? 
Ad. O unhappy Youth, 

not within theſ: doors; within this roof, 

enemy of all your graces lives: 


| [Your Brother,/no, no Brother, yet the Son 


(Yet not the Son, 1 will not call hi 
Of him I was about to call his Father 
Hath heard your praiſes, and this night he means 
Tobbrn the lodging where you uſe to ligg- 

and you within it ; if he fail of that, 
Hewill have other means to cut you off; 

| overheard kim, and his Pratices : 

sno place, this houſe is but a butchery ; 


Son) 


- | Adhor it, fear it, do notenter it. 


Orl. VVhy, whither, Adam would*thou have me go? 
eAda. No matter whither, fos you come not h:re. 

Orl,. What, would'ſt thou have me go and beg my food, 
Or with a bzſe and boiſtrous Sword enforce 

Athieviſh living on the common rgge? 

This 1 muft do, or know not what to G0: 

Vet this | will not do, do how | can : 

rather will ſubje& me to the malice 


Of a diverted blood, and bloody Brother. 


Ada. But do not ſo; | have five hundred Crowns, 


A. 


| 


The thrifty hire | faved under you Father , 
Which did ſtore to þe tny foſter Nurſe;- 
When ſervice ſhould in my old limbs lie lam? ; 
And unregarded age incotners thrown; 
Take that; and he that doth the Ravens feed, 
Yea providently caters for the Sparrow, 
Be comfort to my age þ here is the gold, 
All this | give you, let me be your fervant z 
Tho 1 look old, yet Iatn ſtrong and luſty ; 
For. in my Youth I never Cid apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood, "0/7 
Nor did ith unbaſhful forhead woo 
The means of weaknels and debility, 
Therefore my age is as a luſty winter; 
Froſty, but kindly ; let me go with youy 
i&do the ſervice of a youriger man 
In all your buſineſs and necefhties. 
Orl. Oh good old man, how well in thee appeaty 
The conſtant ſervice of the antics world, 
When ſervice Tweat for duty, not 'formeed? 
Thou art not forthe faſhion of theſe times, 
Where hone will ſweet, but for promotion, 
And having that,do choak their tervice up, | 
Even with the having ; it is not ſo with thee; __ 
But poor old man, thou prun'ſt a-rotten tree, 
That cannot fo much as a bloſſom yield, 
In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry 
But come thy ways, we'll go along together, 
And ere we have thy youthful wages ſpent, 
We'lllight upon ſome ſettled lc w content. 
eAda. Maſter,go on, and I will follow thee 
To the laft gaſp with truth and loyalty. 
From ſeventy Years, till now almoſt tourſcore 
Here liv*d I, butnow live hete no mage. 
At ſeventeen Years, many their fortunes ſeek, 
But at fourſcore, it is too late a week,” 
Yet fortune cannot recompence me better 
Than to die well, and not my Maftcgs debter. 


—G 


” 
—_—_— —— 


| 


- : _ 
Scena Quarta. Sie fe? 


Enter Roſalind for Ganimed, - Celia for Alienay 
aud Clown, alias Touchſtone. 


Roſ. O Jupiter, how merry are my ſpirits/ 


Clo. | care not for my Spirits, if my legs were not. 


Weary. "1 


Roſ. | could find in my heart to diſgrace my mans | 
apparel, and ro cry like a Woman; bur 1 muſt comfort | 
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the weaker veſſcl, as Doublet and Hoſe ought to ſhow it | 3 


{elf couragious to a Petricoatz therefore courage , 
Alieng. 
Cel. | pray you bear with me, Ican go no further. 


Clo. For my part, I hadrather bear with you, than bear 
you,” for} 


you; yet | ſhould bear no croſs if I did bear 
think you have no money in your purſe. 
Roſ. Wel), this is the Foreſt of Andean. 
Clo. 
at homeT was in a better place z but Travellerymuſt be cons 
tent. "By 


Enter Corin, and - a 


Roſ. Ay be ſo good Tonchſtone ; Jagk..you who comes 
here, thawg man and an old, in { pale. 5.1.65 
Cor, That is the way to make her {corn you Mill 
Sil. O Corin, that thou knew'ſt how | do love her, _* 
Cor. I partly gueſs; for I have lov'd exe now. | 
$4, No Corin, being old, thou can'f$ nor gueſs, 
Tho'in thy Youth thou walt as true a Lover, 
As ever bgh'd upon a midnight pillow 3 
Þ | 
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,nowam I in Ardes, themore fool I; when las | 
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Ac you like tt: 


But if thy love were && like to mine 

(As ſure 1 think did never wan love fo} 

How many aQions moſt ridiculous, 

| Haſt thou been drawn to by thy fanta 

; Cor. 15to a thouſand that ] have forgotten. 

" ! - $4. Ohythou didft then nevee love ſo heartily 3 
If chou remembreſt not the ſlighteſt folly, 
'Tnat ever love did make thee run into, NN 

Thou hzft not lov'd. 
[Or i! thou haft not ſate as I do-now, 
'Wearying thy hearer in thy Miſtasſpraiſe, 
[Thou haſt nor lov'd. 
'Orif thon haſt not broke ſrom company, 
 Abruptly as my paſſion now makes me, 
Thou haſt not lov'd. , 
O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe. 
| R of. Alas poor Shepherd ! ſearching of 
I have by hard adventure found mine own. 
'} Clo. And I mine ; I remem;ber when I was in love, E 
broke my ſword upon a ſtone, and bid him take that for 


fl. Exvune- ! 
Res wound, 


of her batlct, and the Cows dugs that her pretty chopt 
hands had milk'd ; and I remember the wooing ok a peal- 
icod inſtead of her, from whom 1I took two cods, and giv- 
ing her them agaio, ſaid with weeping tears, wear theſe for 
my ſake ; we that are true Lovers run into ſtrange capers ; 
[but as all is mortal in nature, fo is all nature in love, mortal 


; 
: 
[ 


' Ro). Thou ſpeak'R wiſer than thou art ware of. 
. Cle. Nay, I ſhall ne*'re be ware of mine own wit, till 
[ break my ſhins againſt it. 
| Rf. Fove/Fovey this Shepherds paſſion 
Is much upon my faſhion. 
| Clo. And mineg,but it grows ſomething Rtale with 
mc. 
; Cel. I pray you, one of you queſtion yor'd man, 
[If he for gold will give us any food, 
* | I faint almoſt to death 
Clo, Holla ; you Clown. 
1 Roſ.. Peace foul, he's not thy kinſman» 
; Cor, Whocalls ? 
; Clo, Your betters Sis, 
» Cor. Elſe-aze thi very wretched. 
Roſ. Peace Tay z good even to you friend, 
Cor, And to you gentle Sir, and to you all, 
| R-ſ.-1prgthee, Shepherd, if that love or gold 
\ Can inthis Deſert place buy entertainment, 
Brjng us where we may reft our ſelves, and feed ; 

cre*s* a young Maid with travel much oppreffel, 
And faints for fuccour. 

Cer. Fair fir, I pity her, 
And wiſh ſor her ſake more than for mine own, 

y fortunes were moreable to relieve her; 

t] am ſhepherd roanother man, 

And do not ſheer the Fleeces that I graze ; 
My waſter is of churliſh diſpoſition, 
And little s to find the way to heaven 
By doing deedsof hoſpitality: 
Beſides his Coatghis flocks, and bounds of feed 
Are now on (ale, and at our ſheep-costnow 
"By reaſon of his abſcace there is nothing 
That you will feed on 5 but what is, come ſee, 
' And in my voice moſt welcome ſhall you be. 

Roſ. What is he that ſhall buy his flock and paſture ? 

_ That yourg Swain that you ſaw here but erc- 
while, . 
That little cares fot buying any thing, 

Roſ. I pray thee, if it ſtand with honeſty, 
Buy thou the Cottage, and&thepaſture, and the flock, 
| And-thouſhalt have to pay for it of us. 

Cel. And we wili mend thy wages, 
Tlike this place, and willingly could 
Waſte my time in-it. 


> 


Go with me, if you like,upon report, 
The ſoil, the profit, and this kind of life, 


[ will your very faithfu! Feeder be, 
And buy it with your gold right ſuddenly. 


ſtews. 


coming a nights to Jane Swile; and I remember the kiſhng | ) 
| Jaq- More, more, I c more, | 


day to look yod. 


| He is toodiſputable for my company : 


Come, warble, come. 


Scend Quinta 


Enter Amyent, Jaques, axd others, 


' Song, 

Under the greenſfbod tree, 

who loves to lye with me, 
Lind turs his merry Note, 

unto the ſweet Bird: throat ;, 
Come buther, come biygher, come hither ; 

Here ſhall he ſee no enemy, 
But winter and roughWeather. : | 


Amy. It will make you melancholy, Mounfieur F aques, 
Jas. | thank it 5 More, I prighee (ore; "_ 
I can tuck melancholly out of a"ſong. 
As a Weazel ſucks eggs , More, I prythee more. 
Amy: My voice is r{ged, I know 1 cannot pleaſe you. 
Fa. I do not deſire you to pleaſe me, 
I do deſire you to ſing; | 
Come, more, another ſtanzo: Call you'em ſtanzo's? 
Amy. What you will,Mounſiecur Faques. pe 
Jag. Nay, Icare not for their names, they own me 
nothing. Will you ling. g/ 
eAmy. More at your requeſt, than to pleaſe my elf. 
Faq. Well then, if ever I thank any man, PI& thank 
you 3 but that they call complement is like th*cencounter 
of two dog-Apes. And when a man thanks me heartily, | 
methinks | have given him a penny, and he renders me the 
begggrly thanks, Come ſing, and you that will not, hold 
our tongs 
Amy. Well, Plgend the ſong. Sirs, cover the while; 
the Duke will under this tree ; he hath been all this 


Faq. And have been all this day to avoid him « 


[ think of as many matters as he, but I give | 
Heaven thanks, and make no boaſt of - them. | 


——_——_—_ TEX 


Song. 
Who doth ambition ſhun, 
and loves to lye ©th Sun, 
Seckin g the food be eats, 
And pleas'd with what be gets ; 
Come hutber, come hither, come hither ; 
Here ſhall be ſee, no enemy, 
But Winter and rough Weather, 


| Faq. Tidgive youa verſe to this note, 
That made yeſterday in deſpight of my invention. 
eAmy. And VIT ſing it- 
7q. Thus it goes, 
If it do come to paſs, 
That oops turn Aſs; . 
[4 68jng bls wealth and eaſe, 
7 Fable 


Here ſhall he ſee, groſs faols as he, 
And if he will come to me. 

eAmy. What's that Ducdame ? 

Faq. *Tis a Greek invocafion; to call fools into a cir- 

cle. PlEgo ſleep if I can ;z if I cannot, PiCrail againſt all 


Amy. And VIE go feck the Duke; 
Scend 


the firſt born of Egypt. | 
His bankt is prepar'd, [Exeug 


—— —_— " [ _ = 
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As you like i. 
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E-ena Sexta. 


Enter Orlando, and Adam. 


Adam. Dear pm—n_ go no further j 
ie for food, Herelge I down, 

ons out my —_—_ arewel kind maſter. 

0-1. Why how now, Adem/ No greater heart 1n 

ive a little, comfort a little, cheer thy felf a little. 

If this uncouth Forr«ſt yield any thing lavage, 

[ will cither b: food for 

Thy conceit is nearer death, than thy powers. 

for my fake bz comfortabſe, hold death a while 

At the arms end : | 

And if I bring thee not ſomething to eat, | 

| will give theelcave to die ; but if thou dieft 

Before | come, thou art a mocker of my labour. 

Well ſaid, thou look'ſt cheerly, | 

And P|Lbe with thce quickly ; yet thou liſt , 

In the bleak air- Come 1 will bear thee 

To ſome ſhelter, and thou ſhalt not cie 

For lack-of adinnery 

It there live any thing in this Delert. 

—_ good Adam, 


| will here be with thee preſently, 


thee} 


it, or bring it for food to thee: 


bog 


[zee 


Scena $ eprImg, 


Enter Duke Scn, and Lerds like out-laws, 


| Ds. Sen. I think he he transform'd into ab:aſt, 
For I can no where lind him, like a man. 


Here was he merry, hearing of a Song. 

| Du. Sex. It hecompatt of jarss, grow Mulical, 
We ſhall have ſhortly diſcord in the Spheres : 

Go ſeek him, tell him I would ſpeak with him. 


Entcr J:ques 


That your poor fri:nds muſt woo your companys 
What, you look merrily. 

Faq A tool, a fool; I meta ol; ch Foreeſt , 
A motley fool ( a milerable Þ 
As Idolive by food, | met a fool, 
Who laid him down, and bask'd him in the Sun, 
Andrail'd on Lady Fortune in#good tecms, 
Ingood ſet terms. and yet a motley fool. 
Good morrow;fool,( quoth 1: ) noSir, quoth he, 
Call menot fool, tl heaven hath ſent me fortune ; 
And then he drew a Dial from his poak, 
And lookiog on it, with Jack-luſtrecye, 
Says, very wilcly, it is ten a clock - 


D 


G— 


'Tis but but an hour ago ſince it was nine, 
And after one hour more, *cwill be eleven; 
And fo from hour to hour, we ripe, and ripe, 
And then from hour to hour, we rot, and rot, 
And thereby hangs a tale. When I did hear 
The motley foo!, thus moral on the time, 
My Lungs began to crow like Chanticlecr, 
That foo's ſhould be ſo deep contemplative : 
AndI did laugh, fans intermiſſion 
An hour by kis Pial, Oh noble fool, 
A worthy fool./ Motley's the on'y wear. 
Ds. Sen. What Fool is this ? 
7aq. O worthy fogl { one that hath been a Cour 
And fays, if Ladies bf young, and fair, 
| They have the gift to know it : and in his brain, 
{ Which is as dry as the remainder bisket 


 ——— 


Thus we may ſeexf quoth he, how the world wags: 


Til le Set of? 


| 1. Lord. My Lord, he is but even now gone hence, 


1. Lord, He faves my |Four by his own approach. ; 
Ds, Sen, Why how now,Monſi:ur, what a life is this, 


tier, 
/ 


After a voiage : He hath ſtrange places cram'd 
With obſervation, the which he vents 
in mangled forms. O that [ were a ſool,/ 
[ am ambitious for a motley coat. 
Ds. Sen, "Thou ſhalt have cne. 
Jag Itis my only tvir; 
Provided that you weed your better judgments 
Of all opinion that grows rank in them, 
That 1 am wiſe, Imuſt have liberty 
Withal, as large a charter as the wind, 
To blow on whom I pleaſe, for fo fools have; 
And they that are moſt gauled with my folly, -_. 
They moſt muſt Lavgb: And why ſigmult they fo ? 
The why is plain, as way to Pariſh Church; 
He, a fool doth very wilely hit, 
Doth very tooliſhly, altho he ſmart 
Seem fſen{cleſs of the bob. If nor, 
'The wiſc-man's folly is anatomiz'd 
Even by the ſquandring glances of 'a fool, | 
Inveſt me in otley z Giveme leave Il 
To {peik my mind, andI will through Ming h : 
Cleanſe the foul body of th'infeRed world; 
It they will patiently reccive my medicine. | 
| Du. Sen. Fieon thee, I can tell what thou wovldſt do} 
Jaq. What, for a Counter, would 1 do, but ? 
Ds. Sen. Moſt miſchievous foul fin, in xr ow | 
For thou thy {elf haft been aLibertine, 
As ſenſual as the bruitiſh Ring it ſelf; 
And all th@nboſſed ſores, and headed evils, 
That thou with licenſe of free foot haſt caught, 
Would'it thou diſgorge into the general world» 
J aq. Why who crics out on pride, 
That can therein tax any private party 
Doth ic not flyw as hugely as the Sea, , 
Till that the wee .very means do ebb. 
What woman inthe City do I nam, 
When that Iſay- the City woman bears 
The coſt of Princes on unworthy ſhoulders? 
Who can come in, and ſay that I mean her, 
When ſuch a one as ſhe, tuch.is her neighbour 7. 
Or what is he of baſe fun&ion, 
That ſays his bravery is not on my coft,. Pp 
Thinking that I mean tim, but therein ſusts- 


His folly to the mettle of my ſpeech, | 4 
fe mbereid 
ight; © . 


There then; how then? whaeekdy? let 
My tongue hath wrong'd him; if it do him r 
Then he hath wrong?d himſelf”; if he be free, 
| V Vhy then my taxing like a wild-Goofe flies 
Unclaim'd ot any man. But who cores here ? < // 
Enter Orlando, ev 4% ks Se 
Orl. Forbear, and cat no more, 
Faq. VVhy l have cat none yet. 
Orl. Nor ſhalt not, till neceſſity be ſery'd. 
Faq. Of whatkind ſhould this Cock come-wf?  - © 
Ds. Sen. Art thou thus bolden'd man by thy diftres# 4 
Or eltc a rude deſpiier of good manners, % 
That in civilty thou ſeem'ſt ſo empty? : 
Orl. You touch'd my oj at firſt, the thorny point 
Of bare diſtrels;#hethath tanefrom me the ſhew 
Of ſmooth civility z yet amlin land bred, | 
And know ſome nurture ; But forbear, lfay, 
He dies that touches any of this fruit, . 


. 
. 


Tilt 1, aqglany affairs are anſwered. - 
Jag. you will not be anſ{wer'd with reaſong 
1 mutt die, 


Ds. Sen, .V'Vhat would you have ? 
Your ger:tlenets ſhall force, more than 
Move us to gentleneſs, | 6 $--*: 

Orl. I almoſt dic for food, andletme have its . © _- 

Du, Sene Sit down and ſeed, and welcome to ob table | © - © 

Orl. Speak you fo gently ? Pardon me, Ipray you,  - bk 5A 


p | 
F . 


your force ; 


| thought that all things had been ſavage here, 
And therefore put. on the countenance 


_ ſtern commandment. But what.e'ce you are « 
L 


| 179 | As you like it. | - 
| Thar in this defarr inaccclib/e, Thy tooth «5 not ſo "9 5 C - wo 215 Viet Fam. 
Under the ſhade of m l:ncholy boughs, | Altho tky "i be rude, x [ i 
[Lak ad agen the crimp hour of tim | ee Engel s J- 
If ever been where B: 11; have knol'd ro Church of friendpupis x þ I as res. - 
[f ever fate at any good mans feat ; This Is is moſt 4 th 
O wb from _ eye-lids wip'd a tear, ; OE mt 
nd krow what *cis to pity, an itieds | | . ; | 
CE ao eforemme be, ſovts, Bins the dive dts 6 APD 
la te which hops I buſh and hide my Sword. Tho thou the waters war forget. 7 | - 
Du. Sen. True is it that we have (cen better day, Fi ranks y rug. not ſ- jÞarp, on 
And have with holy bell been knowld to Church, Heizh þ, fue &6 emen rot, b 
_—_ at =_ _— feaſts, and wip'd our eyes ; | 
rops, that ſacred pity hath engendred : 
And therefore fit you ven in dd, Ws Nh we _ nn ws the good fir Rowlands ſon, W 
And take upon command, what help we have, Ard as mine eye corh bis in } you were, 
That to your wanting may be miniſtred. Moſt truly As "4 and " : —_ witnels, 
Or1. T hen but forbear your food a little while, Be truly welcome hich 1% your-Wan ( 
Whiles like a Doey | go to find my Fawn, That lov'd your fath _ + LY 0n 
Ard give it food, There is an old poor man, Go to m | mo "a c Reſidue of your fortune, | 
Who after me hath many{weary ſtep Thou _ ht : tell me, Gyod old man, #P 
Lows -p pure love z till he be firſt ſuſſic'd, Support hin by cen RY e' oe |fav 
r k p, r Udall 
4 _— - _— evils, age and hunger , And let me all your fortunes underſtand : ſfxrun = 
Da. Sen. Go find him out, |; ; her 
Re 4 _ nothing waſte till you return. mn ( 
| Orl. Ithank ye;and be bleſt for your g903 comfort p oo 
Du Sen. Thou {zeſt we are not if ” - unhappy: Ef Actues Tertius Scena Prima. 
This wide and univerſe] Theatere Sat Dake | AGACL, 
po more woſul Pageants than the Scene | ke, Lords, an: Oliver, 
crein we play-tft; ” im ſince ? Si 
Jag. All the Jorlds a ſtage, a 69 f Ties ©, cas Tome be: 
| And all the men and women, meerly Players ; bed noe lie ob ter part Mace MEicy, 
1 They have their Exits and their Entrances ; J-, [Of myreven < thou nn ags., comes he 
And one man in tis time plays many parts; a [fied oveth | br " ent : but look to it, | 
His Ads being ſeven ages: Athicit the Infant Seek him with Candle: nom wa | 
hu) Mewling, and pukiog in the Nurſes arms: 7 Within this twelremo th _— — 
nd Then, tie whining School boy with his Satchel To ſeek a livin "ama; Te ar bong a -102 
And ſhining morning face, creeping like Snail Thy Lands wr (hi Roe a 
Unz illingly to School, And then the Lover Worth feizure, do w —— — 
Sighing |:ke Furnace, with a woful Ballad ; | Till thou canſt - —_— —_— 
Made to his Miſtrefs eye-brow. Then a Soldi-r Of what we think. — my WEE 
Full of range oaths, and bearded like the Pard ; OL. Oh that —_ _ 
ar in ons, comers and quick in quarrel, : [ never lov'd my ns, Hon life oO: | 
ecking the bubble Reputation Te 
y—_ in the — ag —_ And then the Juftice FO rm fie —— och —_ So A N 
n f.ir 10und beily, with good Caponlin'd M.; ke an extent upon hi qa 
With eyes ſevere, and Bear & on ; pen Ti Tlevſe end Landy: oy 
Full of iſe faves, -— 1. oyſte erm Do this expediently, and turn hico going. ( Exeun, ierd 
And fo he plays his part. The fixt age ſhifts - 
od Lv _— lipper*d Pantaloon, —— D., 
ith ſpeRacles on noſe, and po : _ ” C7. 
His youthful hoſe well fav'd, oats Scena Secunda. Si he ral "A 
For his ſhrunk ſhank} and his big manly voice, Exter Oriando. w 
Turning again toward childih treþbleypipes, Orl. H te 
And whiſtles in his ſound. Laft Scene of all rt. Hang there, my verfe, in witneſs of my love; 
That ends this ſtrange eventful hiſtory _ thowthrice Crowned Queen of night, ſurvey ; qr” 
Is ſecond childiſhneſs, and meer oblivion = thy chaſt eye, from thy pale ſphere above E - 
Sams teeth, fans eyes; fans ats. Gets roul FR. 5 : —_— name, that my full life doth [way. 4 Pen 
Sent. | hey - » thele Trees ſhall be 1ay Books, 7; 
Enter Oclando with Adam, an Oy - Pit charaRter, en 
', Which m this Forxeſt looks 
Du. Sex, We ; Shall ſce thy virtue witneſs l |Fealo! 
Wy oe -.-- wry : ſet down your venerable burthen, | Run, run O-lando, —_ bat. C_ *|Devil 
Orl. 1 thank you mcſt for him. The fair, the chaſte, and unexpreſſive ſhe. [Exi oy 
eAd. So had you need, ] Co 
[ ſcarce can ſpeak to thank you for my ſell. Enter Cortn and Clown. Broth 
Da. Sen. Welcome, fall too : 1 will not trouble you C 
As yer to queſtion you about your fortunes « ) p $ And how like you this Shepherds life M. Touch/tont? 
Give vs ſome muſick, and good Couſin, ſing. * bye Truly, ſhepherd » in reſpeft of ir felf, it 1s 3 
. row , rt oonkeyor it is a Shepherds life, it 
Bliw, blo Jong, ny an er apeonaraes 5g} 
OY Wore. w, thou winter windg, * n gle” w 4 & that it is private, ic is a very vile life. Now 
{ The art not ſo unkind, as mans ingratitude ;, rel] <Q t 1c 1s1n tne fields, ir pleaſerh me well z but in 
=; pet it is not in the Courr, it is txdivus. As it is a ſpare 
;þ 
ws [|_ 
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[reaſonable watch. 
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AS you like it. 


H_— — * £ 
life (look yo uit fits my humour well - but as there is no 
more plenty in ity it, goes much againtt my ſtomack. Has'r 
any Philoſophy in thee, Shepherd ? 
Cor. No more, but that I know the more one ſickens, 
the worle at caſe he is : and that he that wants money, 
means, and content, is without three good friends. That 
the property of Rain is to wet, and fire to burn : That 
oood paſture makes fat ſheep and that a preat cauſe of 
the night, is lack of the Sun :* That he that earned 
no wit by Nature, nor Art, may complain of breed- 
ing, or comes of a very dull kindred, MN 

Clo. Such a one is a natural Philoſopher. 6 
Was't ever ii Court, Shepherd ? 

Cor, No truly. 

Cle. Then thou art damn'd, 

Cor. Nay, | hope. 

Cle. Truly thou art damn'd, like an ill roafted Ezg, all 
on one ſide, 


| Cor, For not being at Court? your reaſon. 


| good manners; If thou never ſaw'ſt good manners, 


Clo. Why, if thou never was't at Court, thou never 


then thy manners muſt be wicked : and wickednels is fin, 
and fin is damnation : Thou art in a parlous ſtate, Sh. p- 
herd. 

Cor, Not a whit, Touchſtone : thoſe that have good 
manners at the Court, are as ridiculous in the Countrey, 
2 the behaviour of the Countrey is moX mockaole at the 
Court. You told me, you ſalute notat the Court, but 
you kiſs your hands z that courteſy would be uncleanly, if 
Courtiers were Shepherds, 

Clo, Inſtance, briefly ; come inſtance. 

Cor, Why we are till handling our Ewes; and their 
Fels, you know, are grealy. 

Clo, Why, do noc your Courtiers hands ſweat ? and 
snot the greaſe of Mutton as wholſome as the ſweat of a 
man? Shallow, ſhallow ; a becter inſtance, I ſay : Come. 

Cor. Beſides, our hands are hard. , 

.Clb, Your lips will feel them the ſooner. Shallow agen : 
2 2age [under inſtance, come. | ; 

Cor, And they are often tarr'd overwith the ſurgery 
of our ſheep ; and would you have us kiſs Tar > The 
Courtiers hands are perfumed with Civer. 

(lb. Moſt ſhallow man: Thou worms meat, in re- 
ſpe of a good piece of fle(h, indecd , learn of the wile 
and perpend; Civet is of a baſer birth than Tar; the 
= uncleanly flux of a Cat. Mend the inſtance, Shep- 


Cor. You have too Courtly a wit for me; 1|&reſt. 

Cl, Wilt thou reſt damn'd ? God help thee, ſhallow 
Man; God make inciſion in thee, thou art raw. 

Cor, Sir, | ama true Labourer, I earn that [eat ; get: 

at I wear; owe g0 man hate, envy no mans happinels ; 
gd of other mens good, content with my harm ; and 
the greateſt of my pride, is to ſee my Ewes grzz, and my 
Lambs ſuck. 
Clo. That is another ſimple ſm in you, to bring the 
Ewes and the Rams together, and to « ffer to get yourli- 
ing, by the copulation of Cattel;, to be a Bawd to a 
ent pp » and to betray a ſhe-Lamb of a twelve- 
Jonth\ 0 a crooked pated old Cuckoldly Ram, out of all 


; It thou be*ſt not damned tor this, the 
Devil himſelf will have no Shepherds 3 1 cannot ſce how 
thou ſhoul&& ſcape. 

Cor, Here comes Mr. Ganimed, my new Miſtreſſes 


Brother. SEM [I 
Eiter Roſalinde. Hh o Vaguams 


Roſ. From the Eaſt to Weſtern Ade, 
no jewel ss like Roſalinde, 
Her worth being mounted on the wind, 
throuzh all the World beards Roſalind. 
All the Piftures faireſt Lind, 


Let no face be kept in mind, 
but the moſt fair Rolalind. 


Clo, Fikriae you ſo, eight years together; dinners, 
and ſuppers,/nd flegping hours excepted : it is the right 
Butter-womens rank to Markct. 

Roſ. Out Fool! 

Clo, For a taſte, 


If a Hart do lack a Hind, 
Let him ſeth out Rolilind & 
If the Cat will after kind, 
ſo be ſure will Roſalind »y 
Wainter Garments muſt be lin'd, 
ſo muſt ſlend:r Roſalind 3 
T hey that reap muſt ſheaf and bind, 
then to Cart with Rolalind. 


Sweeteſt meat hath ſowreſt rind, 
ſuch ankt is Rolalind. 
He that ſweeteſt roſe will find, - 
muſt find Loves prick, and Roſalind; 


This is the very falſe gallop of Verſes z why do you infet 
your ſelf with them ? 

Koſ. Peace, you dull fool, I found them on a tree. 

Clo. Truly,the tree yiclds bad fruit. P 

Roſ. VIE graff it wich you, and then I ſhall graff it 
with a Medler : then it will be the earlieſt fruiti*th* coun- 
trey ; for you'll be rotten e'ce you be half ripe, and that's 
the right virtue of the Medler. 

Clo. You havefaid ; but whether wiſely or 


A—— 
Enter Celia with a Writ 
Rof. Peace, here comes my liter re 
Cel. Why ſbould this deſert be, 
for it 1s unpeopleaf 
Tongs lf hang on ever 
that ſhall crvil ſays 
Some, how brief the life 0 
runs his erring pilgrimage, 
That the ſtretching of a ſpan, 
buckleſs in his ſum of age, | 
Some of wiolated wIws, , 
"twixt the ſouls of fiiend and friend; 
But upon the faireſi o_ $ 
or at every ſentence end 
Wil ] Rofalinda write; 
teaching all that read,. to know 
This quinteſſence of every ſprite, 
heaven would in tittle ſhow, 
Therefore h: aven Nature changp*d, 
that one body ſhould be fill "4 
With all Graces vwide enlarg'd, 
Mature preſently diſtilPd 
Helen's cheeks, but not bis beard; 
Cleopatra's Majzfty ; 
Atvalanta's better part ; 
ſad Lucretia's Modeſty. 
Thus Roſalind of many parts, 
by Heavenly Sinod was devis'd, | 
Of many faces, eyes and bearts, 
to have the touches deareſt priz/d. 
Heaven would that ſhe theſe gifts ſhould bave, 
ard I to live and die ber ſlave. 


| 


Roſ. O moſt gentle Fupiter | what tedious homily of | 
Love have you wearied your Pariſhioners withal, gnd | 
never crijd, Have patience good peoples _ | 
Cel. How now ! *'back friends s Shepherd go off a little: F | 
g0 with him, ſirrah. Þ< 
Cls. Come Shepherd, let us make an hononrable re 


are but black.to Roſalind ; 
* 


—— 


treat, tho not with bag and beggage, yet with ſcrip and} 
P 3 ſcrippage,| 


—_*©C. 


OE 


——— 
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As you like tt. 


(er e. 4 | - /[Ex&@ 

. E Fight thou HTO AE 

| - Boſ. O yes, | heard them all, and more tpo; for ſome 
of them had in them more feet than the Verfes would 

beer. | 

Gt That's no matter; the feet might bear the Verſes. 

þut the feer were lame, and could not bear chem- 


Ro). 
tees tour the verlc, and therefore Rood lamely in the 


le. | 
Oe But didſt thou hear without wondring, how thy 


name ſhould be hang'd and carved upon thcte trees ? 

Roſe. | was ſeven of the vine days out of wonder, before 

youcame: for lopk here what | found, on a Palm tree ; 

| was never ſo befim'd ſiee Pythagorar time that E was an 

Iriſh Rat, which © can hardly rem:mber, 

Cel. Trowyou,who hath done this ? 

Koſ Is it a man? 

Cel: And a chain,that you once wore, about his neck : 

change your, colour ? 

Roſ. I prhthee who ? ; 

Cel. O Lord, Lord, it is a hard matter for friends to 

meet ; but Mountains may be remor*d- with Earthquakes, 

and ſo encounter. 

' Rof, Nay, but whois it ? 

Cel. Is it poſſible ? i 

Roſ. Nay, _ now, with moſt petitionary vehe- 

mence,*tell me who it is. 

' Cel, O wonderful, wonderful, and moft wonderful wor- 

d<rful, and yet again wonderſul, and after that out of all 
PIN —_—— 

Godin complexion, doft thou think rhough | 


Cel. There lay he ftretch'd along like a Wounded 
knight. 

Roſ. Thd it be pity to ſee ſach a ſight, it well become, 
the ground. 

Cel. Cry alla, to th roygue , I prgthee: it curve, 
unſeaſonably. "He was fofniſh'd like a hutiter. 

Roſ. O,ominous, he comes to kill my Hafr. 

Cel. 1 would fing my fong without 4 burthen; thoy 
bring*{ me out of tune, W, 

Ref. Do you not know I am a woman, whea I think 1 


- n, G 
muſt ſpeak lweet, or ems Vl, mY 
Enter Orlando and Jaques. / hf 

Cel. Youbring me out. Soft, comes he not tear ? 

Ro. *Tis he, fling by, and note him, 

Fg. | thank you ior your company z but good faith, 1| 
had as lief have been my lelf alone. _ 

Orl. And ſohad I; but yet for faſhion ſake , 
| thank youroo, for your ſociety. 

Faq. God ou, let's meer as little as we can- 

Orl, 1do defirewe may be better ſtrangers, | 

Faq. 1 pray you, marre no more trees with Writing}, 
Love-for:gs in their barks, 

Or1. | pray you,marre no more of my verſes with read-| 
ing themNfavouredly. | 

Faq. Roſalind is your loves name ? 

Orl. Yes, Juft. 

7 aq. 1 donot like her name. 

Orl. There was no thought of pleaſing you whien ſhe 
was chriſten'd, 


Faq. What ſtature is ſhe of ? 


pnid like a man, I have a doublct and a = 
i:ion? Oae inch of delay more, is: a fourh- 
prythee tel me, who is itquickly, and 
Wd thou couldt Rtammer, that thou 
TFoncealcd man out of thy mouth, as 
a narrow-mouthjd bottle 5, either too 
much at once , Gr none at all. I prqthee take the Cork 


out of thy mouth, that [may drinkthy tidings. 
C-l. So you may puFa man in your belly. 
| Roſ. Is heof G:d:making ? What manner of man ? 
Is his head worth a hat? or hischin worth a beard ? 


” Nay, he hath but a little beard. 
of. Why,God will ſend more, if the man will be thank- 
fulz let me iy the growth of his beard, if thou delay me 
not the knowledge of his chin, 

Cel. It is young O-lando, that tript up the Wryillers 
heels, and your heart, both in an inftant. 
Roſ. Nay, but the Devil take mocking : ſpeak ſad brow, 
and true maid. 

Cel, Ptaith Cf z) tis he. 
Roſ. Orlando | 
Cel. Orlando. 


found you. 


I am weary of you. 


{hall {ce him. 


Or. Juſt as high as my heart, 

Faq. You are full of pretty anſwers ; have you not been 
acquarnted with gold{imiths wives,& cogd them out of rings: 

Orl. Not ſo: but 1 anſwer you right, painted cloath,]| 
from whence you have ſtudied your queſſions on Hes h 

Faq. You have 'a nimble wit; I think *twas made of|, 
eAttalanta's heels. W:l you fit down with me, and Wel 
two will rail againft our Miſtreſs the' world, and all ovr 
miſery, 

Orl. 1 will chide no brefher in the world but my {elf 
againft 'whom I know no faults. WK 
Faq The worſt fault you have, is to be in love, 

Orl, *Tis a fault I wit not change for your beſt virtue 5 


Faq. By my troth, I was ſecking for a Fool, when I| 
O-r1. He is drown'd in the brook; look but in, and you 


Jaq. There I ſhall fee mine own figure; 
Or/. Which I take to be either a Fool, or a Cipher. 


Ro). Alas the day, what ſhal] I do with my doublet 
and hoſe ? What did he when thou ſaw'ft him ? What | 
he here ? Did he ask for me ? Where remains he? How 
Anſwer me in one word. : 


Cel. You muſt borrow me Garpantuas mouth firſt: 
*ris a Word too great for any mouth of this Ages (ize: to 


he Wrzſtled ? . | 
Cel. It is as eaſie to count Atomes ag to reſolve the pro- 
policions of a Lover : but take a taſte of my finding him, | 


tree like a dropp'd Acorn. 
{uch fruit. 


Cel. Give me audience, good Madam. 
' Roſ. Prececd. | 


{aid he ? How look'd he? Wherein went he? What makes | fieur Melancholy. 


parted he with thee ? And fhen ſhalt thouſee him again ? that habit play the knave with him: do you (ar Forceſter. 


layAyand no, to theſe particulars, is more than to anſwer | clock in the Foreſt. 
in aCatechiſo. 


Roſ. Bur doth he know that I 2m in this Forreft, and| ſighing every minute, and groaning every hou 1d de- 
in mans. zpparel? Looks he as freſhly as he did the day te the |: zy ſoot Sn wy as cs 


that been as proper ? 
and reliſh it with good obſervance. I found him under ay, with Civers perſons; VIC 


al, who time trots withal, who time gall; chal. and 
Rof: It may well be cal'd Joves tree,when it drops forth | who he ſtands {till with " o time gallops withal, a 


the contra of her marriage, and the day it is folemniz'd : 


or Love. 


J4q. IEtarry no longer with you, farewel good 
STERN VII FEr 
Ort. | am glad of your departure : Adieu good Mon- 


__ 


Ro. 1 will ſpeak to himlike a ſawcy La nd under| 


Orl. Very well; what would you ? 
Rof. 1 pray you, what ig't a clock ? 


Orl. You ſhould ask me what time o* day 3 there's no 


Roſ, Then there is no true Lover in the Forseſt; elſe] 


Orl. And why not the ſwiſt foot of time ? Had not 


paces, } 


tc]] you who Time ambles with- 


Roſ. By no means fir; Time travels in divers 


Orl. ] gc oth he trot withall ? 
Ref. Marry he trots hard with a young maid, between 


is 


_ ” 
— — _——_— 
4 


—_ — Dl 
—_ —_— 


SB SBOQOE RCYyY x: = 


SB NR ErRTT 8B 


2 =”... 


os 0g "TY 
As you like it. - 147% 
.- +. interim be but a ſennight; Times Pace is fo hard Rof. Love is meerly a madneſs, andT tcll you, deſerves 
oo © from the length of ar Bean as well-a dark houſe, and a whip, as mad 'men do : and 
' Or. Who ambles time withal ? Fm the reaſon why they are not fo penifl'd and cured, is tht 
- With a Prieſt that lacks Latin, and a rich man | the Lunacy is ſo ordinary, that the whippers are in love 
that hath not the Gout; for the one ſl:eps eaſily b&cauſe | too : yet 1 profeſs curing it by counſc]. 

he cannot ſtudy, and the other lives merrily, becauſe he Orl. Did you ever cure any ſo ? ON os 
feels no pain: the one lacking the burthen of lean and | Rof. Yes one,*and in this manner. He was to imagine 
waſteful Learning z the other knowing no burthen of heavy | me his Love, his Miſtreſs : and 1 fer him every day towoo 
tedious penury.. Theſe time ambles withal. me, At which time woutd1, being but a mooriiſh youth, 
0:1, Whom doth he gallop withal ? grieve, be effcminate, changeable;longing,and liking,proud, 
of. With a thief to the gallows: for though he go fantaſtical, apiſh, ſhallow; inconftarit, tull of "tears, full of 
1s ſoftly as foot can fall , he chinks himſelf roo ſoon lmiles ; for evety paſſion ſomething, 4nd for 'no paſſion 
there. truly any thing, as boys atid women are for the moſt 
0:4, VV hom ſtays it till withal ? : part cattle of this c6!ottf j would now ike him, noiv loath 


Boſ. V Vith Lawyers in the vacation ; for they ſleep be- | him z then entereain him, then forfwear him 3 now weep 
:ween Term and Term, and then they perceive not how | for him, then ſpitat him ;' thatf Urave4h4 fuitor foe Fis 


> nn. mad-humour of love; ro' a tiving 'Huth6yr of madneſs , 

"_ VVhere dwel! you,pretty youth ? which was to forſwear'the full ſtream" of the world, and 
Reſ, V Vith this ſhepherdels my fifter ; here in the | to live in a nook meerly Monaftick ; and thus I cur'd him, | 

ckirts of the Foreeſt, like fringe upon a petticoat. and this way will I take upot ime' to waſhyour Liver as | 


0-1. Are you native of this place ? | #f.1 clear as a {ound ſheeps heart, that there ſhall not be one | 
Reſ, As the Cony that you ſee dwell where ſhe is kind- | ſpot of love int, 4 9 6 

led. Orl. I wou'd notbecur? youth; 4D 

| Orl. Your accent is ſomething finer, than you could | Ref. I would cure you, if you wobld Sit call me Roſe-| 
rchaſe in ſo removed a dwelling. | lind, and come evety day to my Codehd ee. > - 
Roſ, 1 have been told fo of many ; but indeed, an oldre- Orl, Now by the faith of my love, 1 will, Tell me 
ligious Unkle of mine taugbt me to ſpeak, who was in where it is: - ITY 5 41-0 200 (+ OE OV 
his youth an.inland man, one that knew Courtſhip too Roſ. Go with me to it; aritl* FICfhew*ir you; and'by 
well ; for there he fell in love, 1 have heard him read ma-| the way, yeu ſhall tell me where in the Foreſt you live: 
ny LeQures againſt it, I thank God, I am not a VVoman,| Will you go? *'* » TOREck ch 

to be touch'd with ſo many giddy offcnces as he hath | Or#, With all dy heart, good'youth,' * Þ 
generally tax'd, their whole ſex withal. | Ref. Nay, Nay, youmutt call me Roſalind : Com 

0rl. Can you remember any of the principal evils that will you go ? Lads 
he laid to the charge of women ? 

Reſ. There were none principal, they were all like one 


another, as half-pence arez every ones fault ſeeming mon- Step 4. L: enffe / '*s 


frous, till his fellow fault came to watch it. 
Orl. 1 preghee recount ſome of them. Enter Clown, Audrey, and ]aques. 


Reſ. No 1 will not caſt away my phyſick, but on thoſe | DA 
that are fick] | There is'a man haunts the Foreeft, that 'a- | Clo, Come apa od 'Awarey,"'F will ferch up Four 
buſes our young plants with carving Roſalind on their Goats, Andrey; and'' now © Audrey," km I the man yet ?. 
barks 3 hangs Odes upon Hawthorns, and Elegies on bram- Doth my ſimple feature concent you # ' COLE I 
bles ; ally£ forſoothy)- deifying the name ot. Roſalind. 1f | 4x4. Your features, Lortl warrant vs what featutes? | 
[could meet that Fancy-monger, 1 would give him lome Clo.-I am here with thee, and thy Goats, *is* the moſt 
good counſel, for he teems to have the Quotidian of Love | ©2PFicious Poct hork\ſt Ovid was among the Goths. / 
upon him. | J4q. O knowledgeill inhabited, worſe'than Fove in a 
Orl. 1 am he that is ſo Love-ſhak'd ; Ipray you,tcll me thatch'c houle, ys a .- 
your remedy. Clo. When a mans verſes cannot be underftood, nor 2 
 Reſ. There is none of my Unkles marks upon you j mans good wit ſeconded with che forward child, ' under- 
he taught me how to know a'manin lovez- in which cage ſtanding , it ſtrikes a man more dead than a' great T 
of ruſhes,.l am ſire you are not priſoner. ing in a littleroom ;, truly, I would the Gods had made } 
| Orl. What were his marks ? | | thee Foetical, | Maes 
Ref. A lean cheek, which you have not; a blek© eye | Hud. | do not know what Poeticial is ; [4s it honeſt in| 
and funken, which you have not ; an unqueſtionable ſpirit, | deed and word 7'is is a true thing ? * " nk 
which you have not 5 a beard negleRed, which you haye.|, Clo. No truly ; for the trueſt Poetry is the moſt fain- 
not 5 but I pardon you for that, for ſimply your having 86-| 'Ng» ard Lovers are given to Poetry z and what they | 
. |deard, is a younger brothers revenue 7; then your hdTe | ſwear in Poetry, may be faid as Lovers, they doe feign. f 
ſhould be ungarter'd, your bonnet unbanded, your fl:eve | 4#4. Doyou wiſh then that the Gods had mide me 
unbutton'd, your ſho@ unti'd, and every thing abour you Poetical ? FA 
demonſtrating a careleſs deſolation; but you are no fuch | Clo. I do truly ; fot thou Coyeart'to me thou art ho- 
Man, you are rather a point device in your accoufttements, | neſt z Now if thou wert a Poer, | might have ſome hope | 
a5 loving your ſelf , than ſeeming the Lover of any other: | thou didlt feign, 902 97" | 
Orl. Fair youth, I would I could make thee blieve | £4#4. Would you not have me honeſt ? | , 
| Love. | Clo. No truly, unleſs thou wert hard-favour'd : for 
Roſ. Me helieve it ?You may as ſoon make her that you | honeſty coupled to beauty, is to have Honey aſawce to | 
Love believe is, which 1 warrant ſhe is apter to do, than | Sugar. BO / | 
to confeſs ſhe do& 3 that is one of the points, in the which |  7q. A material fool. SS. of: | 
women fill give the lye to their conſciences. Butin good Aud. V9c1l,1 am not fair, and thetefore 1 pray the Gods] | 
(goth, are you he that hangs the verſes on the trees, where- | make me honeſt, render oa 
in R:ſalind is ſo admired ? Cle. Truly, and to caſt 4way honefty R's foyl ſlur, os 
Orl. 1 ſwear to thee youth, by the white hand of Re. | were to put good mextinto aft unclean df _———— — 
ſalind1 am hes that unfortunate he. *'þ Aud, 1am not aflut, though I thank the Gods, 1 am 
Ref. But are yqu ſo much in love as your r3ees ſpeak ? | foul. tri 
Orl. Neither rune nor reafon can exprels how much. Clo, Wcll, praiſed be the Gods for thy ſoulneſs 
K tm A 
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Nuttiſhneſs may come hereafter. But bz it, as it may be, 
| will marry thee : and to thit end, 1 have been with Sir 
Oliver Martext, the Vicar of the next Village, who hath 
| promis'd to meet mein this place of the Forzeſt, and to 
couple ut. 

7ag. 1 would fain fee this meeting. 

Aud. Well, the Gods give us joy. 

Clo. Amen, A man may, if he were of a fearful heart, 
Rzpger in this attempt; ſor here we haveno Temple but 
the Wood 4 noaſſcmbly but Horn-beaſts. But what tho ? 
Courage. * As horns are odious, they are neccflary. It 1s 
laid, many a man knows no end of his goods z right : ma- 
ny a man has good Horns, and knows no end of them. 
| Well, that is the dowry of his wife, *tis none of his own 
getting 3; horns-even ſopoor men alone4-No, no, the no- 
bleſt Deer hath them as huge as the Raſcal: Is the ſingle 
man therefore bleſſed ? No, as a wall'd Town is mere wor- 
thier thana village, ſo is the forchead of a married man 
more honourable than the bare brow of a Batchellor ; 
and by how much defence is better than no skill, by ſo much 
is a horn more precious than to wang 

Enter Sir Oliver Mar-text- 
Here comes Sir Oliver : Sir Olsver Mar-text, you are well 
met. Will you diſpatch us here under this tree, or ſhall 
we gowith you to. your Chappel ? 

Ol. Is there none here to give the woman ? 

Clo. 1 will not take her on gift of any man. 

Ol.”Truly ſhe muſt be given,or the marriage is not lawivul, 
aq. Proceed, proceed ! Plegive her. 

Clo. Good even, good M7? What ye calls: how do 
you, Sir, you are very well met: godild you for your laſt 
company, lam vety glad toſee you; even a toy in hand 
here Sir : Nay, pray be covered. 

JaqgiaWill you be married, Mectley ? 

Clogs the Ox hath his bow, fir, the horſe his curb, 
and the Fxcon his bells, ſo man hath his defire, and as 
Pigeons bill, ſo wedlock wonld be nibling. 

7ag. And will you,F being a man of your breeding, be 
marricd under a buſh like a beggar? Get you to Church, 
and have a good Prieſt that can tell you what marriage 1s 3 
this f.l|ow will but joyn you together as they joyn Wain- 
(cot; then one of you will prove a ſhrunk pannel, and like 
green timber, warp, warp. 
| Clo, I amnot in the mind, but I were better to be mar- 
ried of him :han of another ; for he isnot like to marry 
me well ; and not being well. married, | will be a good 
excule for me hereaſtet to leave my wife. 

Jag. Go thou with me, 

And ct me counſel thee. 

Clo. Come ſweet Audrey s 

We muſt be married, or we muſt live in bawdry - 
Farewel good M. Oliver : Not O {weet Oliver, O brave 
Oliver, leave me not behind thee ; But wind away, be gone 
[ fay, 1will not to wedding with thee. 

Ol. *Tis no watter ; ne're a fantaflical knave of them 
all ſhall Aout me out of my calling. Exeunt, 


<—— 


Scena Qrratta- XC. 


Enter Roſalind an4 Celia. 


Roſ. Never talk to me, Iwill weep, 
(«L Dol prgthee, but yet have the Grace to conſider 
thac tears do n6t become a man, 
| Roſ. But have I not cauſe to weep? 

Cel. As good caule as one would deſire, 
Therefore weep. 
Roſ. His very hair 
ls of tie diſſembling colour. 
Cel. Something browner than 7udas's : 
Marry his klfſes are Fu4as's own children. 
Rofſ. Vfaith his hair is of a good colour. 
Cel, An excellent colour ; * 


Your Che!nut was ever the onely colour: 
Roſ. Ard tis kiſſing is as full of tonRiity, 


As the touch of holy bregl. 


Cel. He hata bought a pair of ehaft lips of Diane ; a| 
nun of winters ſifterkood kiſſes not mere religiouſly; the | 


very ite of chaſtity is, in them, 
Ro/. But why did | 
and comes not ? | 
Cel. Nay certainly there is no truth in him- | 
Ro/. Do you think to ? 
Cel. Yes, | think he is not a pic} -7urſe, nor a horſe. 
cr; but for his verity in love, | do think him as concaye 
as a covered goblet, or a worm-eatcn nut. 


Roſ. Not true in Iove ? 

Cel. Yes, when he is in; but I think he is not in, 

Roſ. You have heard him fwear downright he was, 

Cel. Was, is not is : beſides, the oath of a Lover is no 
ſtronger than the word cf a taper; they are both the con. 
firmerSof falſe reckonings; he attends here in the torra(t on 
the Duke, your Father 

Roſ. 1 met the Duke yeſterday, and had much queſti- 
on with him : he askt me of what parentage was ;1 told 
him of as good as hezſo he laugh', and let me go.Bur what 
talk we of Fathers, when there is tuch a man as Orianas? 

Cel. O that's a brave man, he writes brave verlc:, ipcaks 
brave words, {wears brave oaths,and breaks them bravely, } 
quite travers athwart the heart 0! his lover, as a puilny 
Tilter, that ſpurs Y horſe but on one fide, breaks his 
Raff like a notices t. but all*s brave that youth mounts, 
and folly guides who comes here # 

' Enter Corin. of t- 

Corin, Miſtreſs and Maſter, you have enquir/d 
After the Shepherd that complain'd of ove, 
Whom you ſaw fitting by me on the Turt, 
Prailing the proud dildainful Shepherdels 
That was his Miſtreſs. 

Cel. Well, and what of him? 

Cor, If you will ſee a pageant truly plaid | 
Between the pale complexion of true Love, 
And the red glow of ſcorn and proud dildaing 
Go hence a little and I ſhall conduA*you, 
if you will mark it. 

Roſ. O comeglet us remove, 

The ſight of Lovers feedeth thoſe in love : I 4 


Bring us to this ſight, and you {hall fay 
PIC prove a buſy aRor in their play. E xeunt, 


Whoſe heart th? accuſtom'd ſight of death makes hard, 
Falls not the axe upon the humblcd neck, 


Than he that 


That eyes that are the frail'ſt and ſofteſt things, 


Or if thou can'ſt not, oh for ſhame, for ſhame, 


Scena Quinte. XX [| 


Enter Silvius and Phebe. 


Sil. Sweet Phehe do not ſcorn me, do not, Phebe, 
Say that you love me not, but {ay not ſo 
[n bitterneſs; the common executioner, 


_ 


and-yves by bloudy drops ? 
Enter Roſalind, Celia, and Corin, 
Phe, | wou!d not be thy executioner, 
[ flie thee, for | would not injure thee g 
Thou telP me there is murther in minceye$ , 


But ſi:ſt begs p nds you ſterner be 


{wear he would come this morning, | 


"Tis pretty; ſure, and very probable, 


Who ſhut their coward gates on atomies, 

Should be called tyrants, butchers, murtherers. 
Now I do frown on thee with all my heart, 

And if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee : 
Now counterfeit to {woflney, why now fall down; 


[ye not, to ſay mine eyes are murtherers 
Now ſhew the wound mine eye hath made in thee; 
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 


Sowe | 
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ene icar of it: Lam 0.4T Up 23 4 ruin, 
The Cicatrice and capable impreſfure 
Thy Palm ſome mom-nc Keeps ; but now mine eyes, 
Which have darted at thee, burt thee not; 
Nor, 1 am furs, ghere is no force in eyes 
That can do, rare. 
Sil. ear Phebe, 
If ever ( as that ever may be near ) 
You met in {me freſh check the power of fancy, 
Thes ſhall you know the wounds invilible 
That loves Keen arrows Make. 

Phe, But till that time 
Come not thou near me 3 and when that time comes, 
Afl;& me with thy mocks, pity menor, 

As till chat time I ſhall nor piry thee. 

Reſ. And why I pray you; who might be your mother, 
That you inſult, exulr, and dem Bern, 
Over the wretched ? What though you have #6, beauty 
As by my faith, I ſee no more in you 
Than without Candle may go dark to bed - 

Muſt you be thercſore proul and pirilels ? 

Why what means this ? why do you look on me ? 
| ſeeno more ia you than in the ordinary 

Of natures (;le-work gdds my little life, 

| think ſh? means to rangle mine eyes too : 

Noyfaith, proud Miſtrefs, hop: nor after ir; 

'Tis nor your inky brows, your black filk hair, _ 
Your bugle eye-balls, nor your check of cream = 
That can entame my ipirits ro your worthip. | 
You fooliſh Shepherd, wherefore do you follow her 
Like foggy South, puffing with wind and raing 
Youare a thoutand times a properer man 

Than ſhe a woman. *Tis ſuch fools as you 

That makes the world full of ill-favoured children 
Tis nother pla is, but you that flatter@her, 

And out of you ſh: {:es her fe!f myureproper 

Than any of her lineawents can ſhuw her 4 
ButyMiſtreſs,, know your (clf, down on your knees, 
And thank Heaven, fafting,for a good mans love ; 
ForI mult tell you triendly in your ear, 

Sell when you c2n, you are not for all markets : 
- the maa mercy, love himy take his offer, 

Foul is moſt faul, being foul to be a (cer, 

So take her to thee, Shepherd; fare you well. 

Phe, Sweet youih, | pray you chide a year together; 
[ had rather hear you chide than this man wooe- 

Rof. Hes falln in love with foulneſs, and ſh:'1! 
Fall in love with my anger. It it be ſo, as faſt 
As ſhe anfwers thee with frowning looks, ViÞ ſauce 
Her with bitter worJs : Why look you fo upon me ? 

Phe, For no iil will 1 bear you. 

Rſ. Ipray yowdo not fall in love with me, 

For | am falſer than vows madeln wine; 
Belides, Il:ke you note if you will know my houſe, 
Tis at the tuft of Olives, here hard by : 


WW 


Will you go Siſter ? Shepherd ply her hard : 
Come ſiitcr; Shepherdels, look on him berter 
And be not proud? thoall the world could (ce, Ur- 
None could be fo abuſed in light as hp. 0 
Come to our flock. [ſes Gl: (ov. Exaul 

Phe. D-ed Shepherd, now | find chy ſawof might, 
Whoever lod, that lov'd not at firſt ſizhr ? 

Sil. Sweet Ph.be/ 

Phe. Hih : what faycſt thou Syruns ? 

Sil. Seer Fhebe, pity me. 

Phe. Wiy,l am forry for thee, gentle Sylvins. 

Sil. Waiere ever forrow is, relict would be 
If you dv» torrow at wy grict in love, 
By giving love, your forrow and mv grief 
Were both extermin'd. 

Phe. Thou haſt my love, is not that neighboucly ? 

Si, I would have you. 

Phe. Why that were covetouſneſ, » 


* 


) 


Sfvins , the tim: was, that I hated thee 3 
* 


,.  R 


And yet It ls nct that | bear tace love, 

But ſince that thou canſt talk of love ſo well, 

Thy company, which erſt was irkſome to me, 

[ will endure ; and TiCemploy thee too : 

But do not look for further recompence. 

Than thine own gladne(s, that thou art @&nployed. 
Sg. So holy, and foperfc& is my love, 

And ſuch a poverty of grace, ley of 

That I ſhall think ic a moſt plent@us crop 

To glean the broken ears after the man 

That the main harveſt reaps : 16] now and then 

A lcattered (mile, and that Tiglvevpon. ( whle? 
Phe. Know'lt thou the youth that ſpoke to meere- 
$1. Not very well, but I have met him oft; 

And he hath bought the Cottage and the bounds, 

That the old Carlos once was Maſter of. 
Phe. Think not 1 love him, tha l ask for him 3 

Tis but a peeviſh boy, yet he talks well, 

But what care | tor words ? yet words do well, 

W hen he that ſpeaks them pleaſes thoſe that hear : 

[rt is a pretty youth, not very pretty; 

Bur fure h&'s proud, and-yet his prige becomes him ; 

H.Imake a proper man ; the heſt thing in him. 

Is his complexion; and faſter than his rongue "PP 

Did make offence, his eye di! heal it up: 

He is notazez3-4all, yet for his years he's tall ; 

His legis but fo fo, and yet *cis well ; 

There was a pretty rednels in his lip, : 

A little riper, anc more luſt y red | 

Than that mix'd.in his checck ; *twas juit the difference 

B:twixt the conftant red, and. mingled Damask. 

There be forme women, Splvins, tad they mark'd him 

In paxcels as I 1d, would have gone near 

To fall-in love with him 7 buttor my part 

| love higg not, nog hate him got 3 and yet 

| 1ave niore cauſe to hate him than to love himz 

For what head he to do to chide at me ? 

He ſaid mine eyes were lack, and, my hait black 

Ard now 1 am remembred, icoxn'd at me ; 

[ marvel why 1 anfwereJ-not again, - 

But that's all one 3 omittance isno quittance. 

l'|{write ro him a very taunting Letter, 

And thou ſhalt bearit F wilt thou, Syvins ? 

Sl. Phebe, with all my heart. 

Phe. PlEwrite it firaight ; 

The watters in my head, and in my heart, 

| will be bitter with him, and paſſing ſhort 

Go with mc, Spivius, 


\/inun 
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Attus Quartus. 
Enter Roſalinds, and Celia, and Faquer. 


Fag. 1 pryhee, pretty youth, lct me be better acquaint- 
ed with thee, 

R of. They ſay you are a melancholty fellow. 
Faq. Ilamlo 5, Idolove it better than laughing. 
_ Ro}. Thoſe that are in extremity of cither,. are abomai- 
-rable fellows, and betray themſelves to every modern 'cen- 
(ure, worſe than drunkards, , | 
7aq. Why, tis good to be fad, and ſay nothing, 
Koſ. Why then *tis good to be a poſt. "I 
74g. 1 have neither the Scholars melancholly , which 


the Courtiers, which is proud ; hor the Soulkdiers, which 
is ambitious 3 nor the Lawycrs, which is politick ; nor 
the Ladies, which 13 nice; nor the Lovers, which is 
all theſe z but itis a melanchoRly of mine own, compound. 
ed of many fimples, extrated from many objes, and in- 
deed the fundty contemplations of #favels, in which my 
often rumination wraps me in a moſt humorous (ad- 
nels. 
| Rof. A Traveller! 


by my faith - you have-great reaſon. 
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o be (ad : 1 fear you have fold your own Lands, to fee 0- 
ther mens ; then, to have {een much, and to have nothing» 


is ro have richeyes apd poor hands, 
Faq Yes, | have gaiu'd experience. 


Enter Orlando. 


R of. And your experience makes you ſad - I had rather 
havea tool to make me merry,than «xperience to make 
meſad, and to travel for it too. i 

Orl. Good day, and happineſs," dear Roſalinds. 

Jag. Nay then God I you, and you talk in blank 
verſe. - * 644-2 . | L_ Exin. 
Roſ. Farewel Mounſicur Traveller ; lpok you' liſp, and 
wear ſtrange ſuits; diſable all the benefits of your own 
Country; be out of love with your nativity,and almoſt 
chide God for making yon that countenance you are, or | 
will ſcarce think you have ſwam in a GandAld, Why, 
how now, Orlando, where haye you been all this while? you 
a lover ? an&youſerve me ſuch another trick, never come 
in my ſight more. AS 

Orl. My fair Roſalinds, I come within an hour of my 
promiſe, _ 

Roſ. Break an hours promiſe in love 7 he that will di- 
vide 2 minute into a thouſand parts, and break but a part 
of the thouſaud part of a minute in the affairs of love, it 
may be {aid of him, that'Cupid hath clapt him oth” ſhoul- 
der, but ViE warrant him heart-whole. 

Orl. Pardon me dear Roſalinds. : 

Ro. Nay, an& you be ſo tardy, come no more in my 
ſight; 1 had aslief be Wood of a Snail. 

Ol. Of a Snail ? ET. 

ho Apt a Snail 3 for tho he comes ſlowly, he carries 
his houſe on his head : a better jointare,l think than you 
make a woman : beſides, ke brings his deſtiny with 
him. | 

Orl. What's that ? 

Ref. Why horns 3 which ſuch asyou are fain to be be 
holds to your wives for : but he comes armed in his for- 
tune,” and prevents the ſlander of his wife, if 

Orl. Vertuc is no horn-mak<cr j and my Reſalinds is ver- 
tuous. 

Roſ. And Iam your Roſalinde. 

(el. It pleaſes him to call you ſo ; but he hath a Roſa- 
kinds of a better leer than you. 

Roſ. Come, woo me, woo me; fornow I am in a ho- 
ly-day humour, and like enough to conſent - What would 
you ſay to me now, and I were your very, very Rſa- 
linde ? 

Orl | would kiſs before 1 ſpoke, 

Roſ. Nay,you wete better ſpeak firſt, and when you 
were gravell'd for lack of matter, you might take occaſion 
to kifsg very good Orators,when they are out, they will 
ſpit; and for lovers, lacking, CGod warn us matter, the 
cleanlieft ſhift is to kiſs. 

Orl. How if th: kiſs be denied ? 

Roſ. Then ſhe puts you to entreaty, and there begins 
new matter. 


01 


ftrel: ? 
Roſ. Marry that ſhould you if I were your Miſtreſs, or 


Grecian (club, yet ie £16 whit Þ& could tr 4 |: (ere, ang 
he 15 one ot the Parteyns Gt jove, I er et f wadal 
have liv'd many a leir ye:r, tho Zero kat 11:70) Nun, jp 
it had not been for a hot Mitinmmer-rivht, for © pore 


youth )) he went but forth to wifb in the IHelleipont, arg 


being taken with the cramp, wes GCrown'd; and the feoliſh 
CLEA, of th:t 2pc, fornd it was [zero of Seſtos.| 
But thcleare all hc; men have cied from time to time, anc 
worms have eaten them, but not for Ive, 

Orl, I would rot have my rigiit Hofalinge of this ming} 
for I proteſt her frown mignt kill me. 

Rof. Ey this hand, it will cot kill a flie ; but COME; now 
| will be your Roſali;nds in a more coming-on Cilpoliticn ; 
and ask me what you will, 1 will grant ir, 

Orl. Thenlove me, Roſalinae. 

Roſ. Yes faith will 1, Fridays and Saturdzys, and 
all. : 

Orl. And wilt thou have me ? 

Roſ.Ay,and twenty luch. 

Or [What {aft thou ? 

Roſ. Are you not good? | 

Orl. 1 hopelto. 

R oſalinds. Why then, can one deſire too much of 2 
good thing? Come ſiſter, you ſhall be the Fricf, and mar. 
ry us + give me your hand Orlando: V Vhat do you {iy 
ſiſtey ? 

Orl. Pray thee marry us. 

Cel. | cannot fay the words, 

Roſ. You muſt begin, will you Orlan/o— — — 

Cel. Goto will you Orlando have io wife this Roſa 
linds? 

Orl. | will. 


Reſt when ? 

Orl. V'Vhy now, as faſt as ſhe can marry us. 

Roſ. Then you muſt fay, | t:ke thee Keſalinde for 
w e. 

Orl, Itzke thee Reſalinds for wile. 

Roſ. | might ask you for your commiſſion, 
But | do take thee Orlardofor my husband : there's 2 viel 
goes before the Priett, and certzinly a womans thought 
runs before her aRions. 

Orl. So Cq all thoughts; they are wing'd, 

Roſ. Now tell me how long you would 


Jlavgh like a Hyen, and that when thou art inclin'd to 


Orl. Who could be out, being before his Beloved Mi- | 


I ſhould think my honeſty ranker than my wit. 
Orl. What, of my ſuit? 
, Roſ. Not out of your apparrel, and yet out of your| 
uit. | 
Am not I your Roſalind ? 
Orl. 1 take ſome joy to {ay you are, becauſe I would be 
talking of her. 
Roſ. Well, in her perſon, ] ſay I will not have you. 
Orl. Then in mine own perſon, I dye. 


Roſ. No faith, die by Attorney ;. the poor world is 
almoſt fix thouſand years old, and -in all this time there 
Was not-any man died in his own perſon, Fvidilicer,Y'in | 


e her, aſter 
you have poſl<ſt her ? is 
Orl. For ever and a dzy. 
Roſ. Say aday, without the ever : No, no Orlando,men 
are «Fpril when they woo, December when they wed : 
Maids are May when they are maids, but the «ky chan- 
ges when they are wives; I will be more jealous of thee, 
than a Barbary cock-pigeon over his hen , more c!amorous 
than a Perit againſt rain; more new-fangled than 
an ape; more gidcy in my defires than a monkey; | will 
weep for nothing like Dias in the Fountain, and | will 
do that when you are Giſpos'd to be merry; | will 
ſleep. , 

Orl. But will my Reſalinds do (0 ? 

Ro). By my lifeſhe will do as | do. 

Orl, O but ſhe is wiſe. 

Roſ. Orelle ſhe could not have the wit jo do. this ; the 
wifer,the waywarder : make the doer{upon a womans wit 
and it will out at the caſement ; ſhut that, and 'twill out 
at the key-hole ; ſtop thar, it will flyewith che ſmoak outat 
the chimncy. 

Orl. A wan that had a wife with ſuch a wit, he might| 
fay, wit whither wilt ? 

Koſ. Nay, you might keep that check for it, till you 
met your wives wit going to your neighbours bed, 

Orl. And what wit could wit have to excuſe that ? 

Ro/. Marry to ſay, ſhe came to ſeek you there : you ſhall 
never take her withuut her ar{wer, unleſs you rake her 
withour her tongue « O phat woman that cannot make hcr 


Acc | | 
fault her hushands , let her never rurle her chiid | 


a love cauir: Trozlus had his brairſ*daſh'd out with a | her {clf, for ſhe will breed it !ike a fool. 


| Orl, 


— 
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* 
» 
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re 


| Orl, With no lels religion, than if thou wert indeed 


As yout 


like it, : 


= ——  — — 
CN SS — 


53/l. For the: two hours, Koſalinds, 1 will leave __ 

Roſ. Alas, dear love, | cannotlack thee two hours. 

Ol. | muſt attend the Duke at dinner, by tWO a clock I 
be with thee again. 

WT go your ways, $0 your ways; I knew what you 

would prove, my friends told me as much, and I thought 


noleſs ; that flattering tongue of yours won me 5 "ris but 
one cg away, and fo come death: two 0 clock 1s your 


101, Acct Reſalinde 

weet Ro . 
, y my troth, and in good earncſt, and ſo God 
mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are not dangerous, 
if you break one jot of your promiſe, or come one minute 
behind your hour, 1 will think you the moſt pathetical 
freak-promiſe, and the moſt hollow lover, and. the moſt un- 
worthy of her you call Reſalinds, that may be choſen out 
of the groſs band of the unfaithful ; therefore beware my 
cenſure, and keep your promile, 


Scena Fertta. |/. 
Enter Roſalinde and Celia. 


Roſ. How ſay you now, is it not paſt two a clock ? 
And here much Orlando. 


Emer Sttoms. - 


He _ ta'ne his ww arrows, and is gone forth 
To ſletp : look who comes here. W 

Sil. My errandis to you, fair youth, S Sy 
My gentle Phebe, bid me give you this : 
l Ka not the contents, but as I gueſs 
By the tern brow, and waſpiſh aRion 


my Reſalindp ;, 10 adieu. | : 

Ref, Well, Tie is the old Juſtice that — 

ſuch offenders, and let timezry + adieu- 
Seent- (Ul 


Cel. You have ſimply miſus'd our ſex in your love-prate : 
we moſt have your doublet and hoſe pluckt over your head, 
20d ſhew the world what the bird hath done to her own 
neft. 
Roſ. O coz, coz, coz 3 my pretty little coz, that thou 
didt know how many fathom deep 1 am in love ; but'it. 
cannot be ſounded : my affection hathan unknown bottom, 
like the Bay of Portagal. 

Cl. Or rather bottomleſs, that as faft as you pour af- 
ſe&ion in, it runs out. 

Ref. No, that ſame wicked Baſtard of Venus, that was 
/hegot of thought, conceiv'd of ſpleeftty and born of mad- 
nefs, that blind raſcally boy, that abuſes every ones eyes, 
tecauſe his own are out, let him be judgg,how deep | 
an in love ; PlC4cl thee eAliena, I cannet be out of the 
fight of Orlande : Vigo find a ſhadow, and (igh till he 


coMe- 
Cel, And Vit leep. | Exenae 


Scena Seeand as, | V- 


Enter Jaques and Lords, Forreſters, 


74q. Which is he that killed the Deer ? 

Lord. Sir, it was L 

74g. Let's preſent him to the Duke like a Roman Con- 
Queror, and it would do well to fet the Deers horns upon 
his head,.for a branch of ViRory ; have you no ſong,Fox- 
reſter for this purpole ? 


— 


Lord. YesSir. 
Faque. Sing it : *cis no matter how it be in tune, ſo it 
make noiſe enough. 
Muſick, my | 
' What ſhals he have that kill#d the Deer? 
His Leather 5kin and_borns to wear ; 
« Thien ſing him home {the reſt ſhall bear this burthens ; 
Take thou no ſcorn fo wear tht born, 0 har, No then 
It was acreſt ere thou waſt born, : 
Thy fathers father wore it, 
And thy, father bore it, 
The horn,the horn,the Iuſty horn, 
Is not a thing to laugh to ſcorn. ſExeunr 
Scena 


Which ſhe did-uſe as ſhe was writing of it, 
It bears anangry reels - pardori me, 
I am but as a gui'tleſs meſſeoger, 
Ro}. Patience her felf would ſtartle at this letter, 


| And play the ſwaggerer; bear this, bear all : 


She ſays I amnot fair, that lack manners, 
She calls me proud, and that ſhe cquld not love me 
Were man as rare as Phenix : dad's. my will,/ 
Her love is not the Hare that I did hunt, 
Why writes the ſo to-me ?, Well Shepherd, well, 
This is a letter of you own device. 
S441. Noz I proteſt; L know not thecontents, 
Phebe did write it. 4 ' 42550005 315 
Ro. Come, come, yourare a fool, 
And turn'd into the extremigy. of -loye: 
I ſaw her hand, ſhe has a _ hand, 
A freetone coloured hand ; 1I verily did think 
; That her old were on, but *twas her hands i 


$ 
q She has & hu wi hand, but that's no watter ; 


I fay ſhe never did invent this letter, 

This is a mans inyention,' and his hand e 
$11, Sure it is hers, 19 
Roſ. Why,*tis a boiſterous and a cruel ſtile, . 

A tile for challengers z why, ſhe defies me, 

Like Turk to Chriſtian 3 womens gentle brain 

Could not drop forth ſuch giant invention, 

Such Ethiop words, blacker in their Eft 

Than io their countenance ; will you the letter ? 
Sl. So pleafe you, for | never heard it yet 

Yet heard too much of Phebeg cruelty. | 
Roſ. She Phebes me 3 mark how the ryrant writes: 
Read. Art thou god,to ſhepherd turn'd ? 

That a maidens heart bath burn'd ? - 

Can a woman rail thus. 
$41, Call you this railing ? 
Roſ. Read. Why, thy godbead laid apart, 

Walt thou with a womans heart ? 

Did you ever hear fuch railing? 

Whiles the eye of man did woog me, 

That could do no vengeance to me, 

Meaning me a beaft. 

If the ſcorn of your bright eyne 

Have power t0 raiſe ſuch love in mine; 

Alack,s n me , what ſtrange effett 

Would they work in mild aſpett ? / 

Whiles you chid me, I did love; 

How then might your prayers woue t 

He that briugs this love to thee, 

Little knows this love in me; © 

And by him ſeal up thy mind, ; 

Whether that thy youth and kind 

Willthe faithful iffer take 

Of me, =o all that I can maks, 

Or elſe by him my love deny, 

eAnd then PIt Pudy hon age. 


Cel. 1 warrant you with pure loye and troubled brain. 


horts 


After: read 


Sil. | 


184 


ROT 


Sil. Call you this chiding } 
Cel. Alaypoor ſhepherd. 
Roſ. Do you pity him'? No, he deſerves no pity : wilt 
| thou love fuch a woman ? What to make thee an Inftru- 
ment, and play falſe ſtr pon thee ? not to be endured. 
Well, go your way ro tier, F for 1 {ce love hath made 
thee a tame lnake 5 and ſay this to her , That if ſhe love 
me, 1.charge her to love thee : if ſhe will hot, 1 will &- 
ver have her, unlets thou entreat for hers if you-bea 
crue lover, hence, and not a word 5, for here comes more 


compar. | Exit. Sil, 
7. 


Enter Oliver. 


Oliv. Good morrow, fair ones : pray you, {4 it you 
Whergin the Purlews of this Forreſt ſtands, 
A theep-coR, fencdd about with Olive-trecs? 
Cel. Weſt of this place down in the neighbour bottom, 
The rank of Ofiers, by the murmuring ſtream 
Left on your right hand, bringyou to the place; 
But at this hour the houſe doth keep it ſelf, 
There's none within, 
Ols, If that an eye-may profit by a tongue, 
Then ſhould 1 know you by deſcription, 
Such garments, and fuch years: the boy is fair, 
Of female favour, and beſftows himſelf 
Like a ripe Siſter :«Bur'the woman low, 
And browner than her brother are not you | 
The owner of the houſe I did erquire for ? wy 
Cel. It is no boaſting ask'd, to ſay we are. 
Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both, 
' And to thac youth hecafls his Roſalinde, 
He ſends this bloody Napkin's are you he? 4 
Roſ. I am ; what muſt we underſtand by this ? 
Oli. Some of my ſhame, if you will know of me 
What man | am, znd how, and why, and-where 
This handkerchtf- was ftitin?d, t + ay 
Cel. «#7 19 He LAG U FS7 VE 220 5 | 
Oli, When laft the young Orle##do pirted from you, 
He left a promiſg to return again I HG 
Within an hour7 and pacing through the Forseſt, 
Chewing th: fopd of ſweet and bitter fancy, 
Lo what befel { he threw his eye aſide, 
And mark. what obje@t dif preſent it ſelf - Mo 
Under an #i& Oak, whole boxks were moſs'd with age, 
And high” top bald dry antiquity ; 
A wretched ragged man, ore-grown with hair, 
Lay ſleeping on his back z about his neck 
A green-and guilded ſnake had wreath'd it ſelf, 
Who with her head, nimble in threats approach'd 
The opening of his month; but ſuddenly 
Seeing Orlando, jt uolink'd it lelf, 
and with indented glides did ſlip away 
Into a buſh, under whete buſhes ſhade 
A Lionefs, with udders all drawn dry, 
Lay couching head on ground, with catlike watch 
When that the ſ1:eping man ſhou'd ſtir; for *cis 
The royal diſpoſition of that beaſt 
To prey on nothing that doth ſeem as dead 5 
This ſeen, Orlando did approach the man, 
And found, it was his brother, his elder brother, 
Cel. O,I have heard him ſpeak of that ſame brother, 
And he did render him the moſt unnatural 
That liv'd kmongf men. 
Oli. And well he might ſo do; 
For well I know he was unnatural. 
Roſ. But to Orlando ;, did he leave him there 


| Food to the ſuck'd and hungry Lioneks ? 


Oli. Twice did he turn his back, and purpos'd fo $ 
Bat Kindneſs nobler ever than revenge, 

And nature ftronger than his juſt occaſion, 

Made him give hattel to the Lioneſs ; 

Who quickly fell before him, in which hurtling 
From miſerable ſlumber I awaked, 


| "4s you The it. 


know, -| Committing me unto my brothers love, 


Cel. Are you his brother ? 
Roſ: Wa®*'t you he reſcu'd ? 
Cel. Way't you that did ſo oft contrive to kill him } 
Oli, *Twas 1; bur *tis not 1 ; 1do not ſhame 
To tell you what I was, fince my convet fion 
So ſweetly taſts, being the thing I am. 
Roſ. But for the bloody napkin ? 
Ol. By and by. _ 
When from the firſt to laſbetwixt us two, 
Tears our recountments had moſt kindly bath'd, 
As how I catne into that deſfift place. 
In brief, he led me to the gentle Duke, 
Who gzveme freſh array, and entertainment, 


Who led me-inſtantly unto his Cave, 
There ſtript himſelf, and here upon his arm 
The Lioneſs had torn ſome fleſh away, 
Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted, 
And cryd in fainting upon R oſalinde, 
Brief, 1 recover*d him, bound up his wound, 
And after ſ{dme {mall ſpace, being ſtrong at heart, 
He ſent me hither, ſtranger as 1 am, 
To tell this, Fat you might excuſe 
| His broken promiſe, and to give this napkin, 
| Died in his blood, unto the Shepherd youth,. ; 
| That hein ſport doth call his Reſalinde. Ros. amt? 
Cel. Why how now Ganimed, ſweet Ganimtd? 
Oli. Many will ſwoon when they do look on blood. 
. Cel. There is no more in it ; Coſin Ganimed, 
Oli. Look he recovers, 
Roſ. +would I were at home. 
Cel. Well lead you thither, 
[ pray youake him by the arm: 
Oli, Be bf good cheer, youth ;. you a man ? 
You lack a mans heart. 
Roſ. | do fo, | confels it. 
Ah ſirza, a body would think this was well counterſeited, 
I pray you tell your brother how well ] counterfeited: 
heigh-ho. | 
Oli, This was aot counterfeit, there is too great teſti- 
mony in your complexion» that it was paſſion of car- 
neſt, 
R,oſ.- Counterfeit, I aſſure you, 
Oli. Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit to 
be a man. 
Roſ. So Ido: but i'faith, 1 ſhould have been a Woman, 
by right, 


homewards ; good fir, go with us. 
Ols. That will 1; for I muſt bear anſwer back 
How you excuſe my brother, Roſalizae. 
Ref. 1 ſhall deviſe ſomething ; butl pray you commend 
my counterfeiting to him ; will you go? 
| / Exennt; 
(0 


Aftus Quintus. Scena Prima. 
| Q EFF, © 


_ oy Ae NOTES T7 , 
nter Clown and —_ 


Clo. We ſhall find a ti Pati . 
A a a timy «Andriagpatience gentle As; 


ad. Faith the Prieft was good enough, for all the old 
gentlemans ſaying. 

(>. A moſt wicked Sir Oliver, Audrity 5 moſt vile Mar- 
text, But ro there is a youth fitre in the Forreſt 


lays claim to yo 


Aud Al know who *fis 3 he hathno intereſt in me in 
the world; here comes the man youmean. 


| Enter William. 
Clo. It is meat and drink to me to ſeea Clownz by my 


. 
ov aa. co a NXcw- 2. __ 


Cel. Come, you look paler and paler j Pray you draw 


troth 


te 


F"—_srT TY r—— IS. TY 
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Cans 


As you like it. 


i85 


. 


TT —— - a - 
we that have good Wits have much to anlwer for: 


oth 
= ſhall be flouting : we cannat hold, 


Wall. Good ev'n, Audrey. A! 
Aud. God ye good evin, —_ 
/ And good ev'n t9 you, lir. | 

th T's, gentle Friend. - Cover thy head, cover 
thy head 3 Nay, prgthee be cover d. How old are you, 
Friend ? Y 

will. Five and twenty, fir. | 

Cl. A ripe age : is thy name Willzam ? 

ill. William) fir. 

mh A fair name. Wag't born i* th' Forxeſt here ?. 

willAyſir, I thank God. 

Clo, Thank God : a good anſwer : 
Art rich ? 

will. Faith fir, fo, fo. 

Clo. $0, ſo, is good, very good, very excellent good ; and 
et itis not 5 it is but ſo, ſo. 
Art thou wile ? | 

Will. Ayfir, 1 have a pretty Wit. | 
| Co. Why, thou ſayeſt well : 1 do now remember a ſay- 
ing; The Fol doth think he is wiſe, but the wile man 
knows himſelf to be a Fool. The Heathen Philoſopher, 


- | when he had adeſire to eat a Grape, would open his lips 


when he put it into his mouth, meaning thereby, that 
Grapes were made to car, and Lips to open. 
You do love this maid ? | 

Will. I do, fir. 

Clo. Give me your 

WL. No, fir. =2 

Clo. Then learn this of me, To have, is to have. For it 1: 
a Figure in Rhetorick, that drink being-poured out of a cup 
into a glaſs, by filling the one, doth empty the othec. For 
all your Writ:rs do conſent, that pe is he ; now you are not 
ipſe ; for | am he. . 

Wil; Which he, fir ? 

Clo. He,fir, that wwſt marry this woman : Therefore you 
Clown, abandon : which is.in the vulgar, 1:avc the focie- 
[ty: which in the booriſh, is company, of this Female ; 
which in the common, is woman : which together, is, a- 
bandon the ſociety of this Female ; or, Clown, thouperiſh- 
eſt: or to thy better underſtanding, Cieſt 3 or (to wit) 1 
kill thee 3 make thee away» tranſlate thy life into death, 
thy liderty into bondage, I will deal in po#{on with thee, 
or in baſtinado, or in ſteel : I will bandy with thee in fa&ti- 
on, I will o*ce-run thee with policy z I will kill thee a hun- 
dred and fifty ways therefore tremble and depart, 
Aud. Do, go0d Willtam. 
| YFill. God reſt you merry, (ir. 


hand : Art thou Learned ? 


Enter Corin. 


Cor, Our Maſter and Miſtris ſeeks-you : come away, a- 


{ mand 


way. 
Clo. Trip eAudrey, trip «Andrey, | attend, 
[ attend, 


Scena Secunda. 


Exter Orlando and Oliver. 


Or. gc poſſible, that on fo little acquaintance you ſhould 
like her ? that, but ſecing, you ſhould love her ? 

And loving woo? and wgoing, the ſhould grant ? And will 
you per{:vere to enjoy her ? 

Of, Neither call the giddinefs of it in queſtion, the pee 
ergy, of her, the ſmall acquaintance, my ſudden wooing, 
nor,lud 


xudcen conſenting 5, but fay with mz, I love Alien ; 
lay with her, that ſhe loves me z conſent with both, that 


we may enjoy each other : it ſhall be to your good ; For | 


—_—_— cu__ 
Ne —_—_—_ 


—_— 


my Father's Houſe, and all the Revenue, that was old Sir 
Rowland's, will I eſtate upon yous. and here live and Gie a 
Shepherd. 


Enter Roſalird; 


Pri. You have my conſent. | 
Let your Wedding be to marrow ; thither will | 
Invite the Duke, and all*#Contented followers : 
Go you, and prepare Alena; tor look you, 
Here comes my Roſaliadg 
Ro). God ſave you, brother. 
Orl. And you, fair ſiſter. 
Roj. Oh my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to ſee thee 


wear thy heart in a ſcarf./ 

Orl. It is my arm. 

Ry/. I thought my heart had been wounded with the claws 
of a Lion. 

Ort. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a Lady. 

Ro/. Did your brother tell you how 1 counterteited to 
[wo when he ſhew'd me your handkerchiet ? 

Orl Ag,and greater wonders than that, 

Ro/.”O, I know where you are : Nay, 'tis true: there 
was never any thing fo ſudden, but the fight of two Rams, 
and Ceſar*s Thralonical brag; of, I came, ſaw, and overcame: 
For your brother, and my litter, no ſooner met, but they 
look'd 3 no ſooner look'd, but they lov'd ; no ſooner lov'd, 
but they ſigh'd ; no ſooner ſigh'd, but they ask'd one ano- | 
ther the realon ; no ſooner knew the reaſon, but they ſought 
the remedy ; and in theſe degrees have they made a pair of! 
ſtairs to marriage, which they will climb incontinent, orellſe 
be incontinent before marriage z they are in the very wrath 
- Love, and they will together. Clubs cannot part 
taem, 

Or. They ſhall be married to morrow ; andI will bid the 
Duke to the Nuptial. But O, how bitter a.thing it is to look 
into happineſs through another man's eyes) by fo. much'the } 
more ſhall I ro morrow be at the height of heart heavineſs, 
by how much I ſhall think my brother happy, in having what 
he wiſhes for, 

Roj. Why then to morrow I cannot ferve your turn for 
Roſalindet+ | 

Or. 1 can live no longer by thinking. 5h c . 

Rof. 1 will weary you then no longer with icle talking. 
Know of me theny.{ for now I ſpeak to {ome purpolgy 
that I know you are a Gentleman of good conceit. 1 ſpzak 
not this,. that you ſhauld bear a good 
knowledge; inlomuch-tI fay Fj I know, Su are; neither | 
do Llabour for a' greater eſteem than way in me lictle 


ro 


We. 
pinion ot my, | 


meaſure draw a belief from you, to do your elf good, 
and not to grace me. Believe then, if you pleaſe» that 
I can do ſtrange things ; I have fiacel was three years old, 
converſt with a Magician, moſt profound in his keart, and 
yet not datnnable. If you do luve Roſalinde fo near the 
heart, as your geſture cries it out, when your+brother } 
marries Aliens, you ſhall marry her. I know into what 
(treighygot Fortune ſhe is driven; and it is not impoſſible 
to me, iF:it appear not inconvenient to you, to ſet her betore | * 
your eyes to morrow; humans as ſhe i, and without ayyÞ 
danger. 
o: Speak'it thou in ſober meanings ? 
Ro. By my Life,l do; which I tender dearly, tho I fay I 
am a Magician: Therefore put yougn your beſt array, bid |. 
your Friends : For if you will be married to morrow, you 
(hall, and to Koſalinds, if you will. 
 egnt- (li 
Enter Silvius,- and Phebe. 


, | 
I 


I—_s 


Look, here comes a Lover of mine, and a Lover of hers, | 
Phe, Y outh, you have done me mnch ungentlenels, | 
To ſhew the Letter that I writ to you. 
R of. I care not if I have ; itis my ſtudy 


To fcem difpiteful 2nd ungentle to you : | | 
£8 Q You | 


"Om 


| 
| 
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et — 


om 


| As you like it. 


— 


You arc there ſolluw<d by a faithful Shepherd ; 
Lovk 1 p20 him, lovs him; he worſhips you, 

Phe. Good Shepherd, tell this youth what 
| $.L. tt is to bz male all of ſighs and tears , 
And fo am for Fhebe. 

Ph-. An! i for Ganimed. 

Or. And 1 for Roſalind, 


"tis to love- 


Roſ. Art | for no women. 

Sil. It is to be all made'vi faith and ſervices 
And to att 1 for Phebe. 

Ph: And | for Ganimed, 
. Or, And 1 far Ro/aiimd. 

Ref. And 1tor no woman- 

$1/.]t i5 to be all made of fantaſie, 
A'l made of pzſhon, and a!l made of wiſhes, 
All adoration, duty and oblervance, | | 
All kumb!cnels, all patience, and impatience, 
All purity, all trial, all obſervancc z 
And 'o am I for Phebe. 

Phe. An! {o am 1 for Gaximed. 

Or. 4nd to am | for Roſalind. 

Koſ. Aud ſo am | for no woman. 


Cn 


Or If this be ſo, why blame you me to love you ? 


ou ? 

Or. To her that is not here, nor doth not hear, = 

Roſ Pray you no more of this; "cis like the howling of 
Iriſh Wolves againt the Moon; I will help you if I eh; I 
would love y.u if I could: To morrow mect me all together; 
1 will marry y6v, if ever I marry Woman, and Vifbe marri- 
ed to morrow : 1 will ſatisfic you, if ever | (atisf'd man, and 
you ſha'l be married tomorrow. I will content you, if what 
pleaſes you contents you, and you ſhall be married to mor- 
row. As youlove Roſalind meet, as you love Phebe meet, and 
as I love no woman, i meet. So fare you well; | have left 
you comm inds. 
£1. lc nor fail, if Iive, 
Th: Norl. 
Or.N xr l. | Exewn, 


| 


ah. 


Scena Ferttn. [V. 


Enter Clown and Audrey. 


Cle. To morrow is the joyſul day; Aadrey, tomorrow 
will we be married. 

 4n, | dodeſire it withall my heart; andI hopeitis no 
diſhoneſt deſire, to defire to be a woman of the world, 
Here come 1woof the baniſh'd Duke's Pages. 


Enter two Pages, 


r. Pa. Well met honeſt Gentleman. 

Clo By my troth well met: come, (it, fit, and a ſong, 

2 Pa. We arc for you, fit "ch? middle. 

3. Pe, Shall we clap in:o'croun2ly, without hapking, or 
ſpitting, or fzying we arc hvarle, which are the only pro- 


{logues to a bad voice. 


2. Pa, VfaichVizith, znd both in tune, like two Gypſ:s Cn 


| a ho:1e. 


Song. 
It was a Lever and bu Laſs, 
With « hey and a bo, and a hey nonino, 
That o're the prcen corn field did paſs L 
In the ſpring time ;, the only-pretty 
When birds do fing, bey ding a ding, ding, 
Sweet Lovers love the ſpring. 


tine, 


The. li this be ſo, why blame you me to love you? #16 
$:1. If this be {o, why blame you me to Jove you ? ÞÞ Mp 


Reſ. Why do you ſpeak tos? Why blame you me to love | 


And tlerefore take the preſent time, 
With a hey, and a bo, and a bey nonin 1 


For laye is eronned with the prime, 
I Foring-time Cc. 


Between the acres of the Rix, 

With a hey, and a bo, as hey nonino ; 

Theſe pretty Country. folks weuld tie, 
In the ſpringtime, &c. 


The Carrol they began that heur, 

VVith a bey, and a bo, and a hey nonino 

How that a Life was but a Flower, | 
In the ſpring-time, QC. 


Clo. Truly young Gentlemen, though there was no great 
matter in the ditty, yet the note was very untunable. 
1. Pa. You are deceiv'd»lir, we kegpTime, we loſt not our 
time. £ 
Clo. By my troth, yes: I count it but time loft to hear ſ1ch 
a fooliſh ſong, God bly you, and God mend your voices, 
—_ Audrey. [_Exeun. 


Scena Quartm: V. 


Enter Duke Senior, Amyens, Jaques, Orlando, Oliver, 
; Celia. 
a* 


Ds. Sen. Doſt thou believe, Orlende, that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath promiſed ? 

Or. 1 ſometimes do believe, and ſometimes do not ; 
As thole that fear they hope, and know they fear. 


Enter Roſalinde, Silvius, ad Phebe. 


n Rof. _—_ once more, While our compaRt is  urg\ ; 
ou lay, if Ibring in your Roſalinds, He Z wht 
You will beſtow her on Orlando here? 1 

Du. Sen. That would 1, had | Kingdoms to give with her. 


Or. That would 1, were l of all Kingdoms King. 
Rf. You f:y-you'lfwarry me, if I be willing. *// 
Phe, "That will I, ſhould | die the hour after. 
Ref. Butif you dorefuſe to marsy me, 
Yo.'l/give your elf to this moſt faithſul Shepherd. 
Phe. So is the bargain, 
Ro. You ſay, that you'l have Phebe, if ſhe will > /Jb 
Sil. Tho to have her and death were both cone thing 
Roſ. | have promis'd to make all this matter even : 
Keep you your word, O Duke, to give your Daughter ; 
You yours, Orlanas, to receive his Daughter : 
Keep you your word, Phebe, that you'l[marry me 
Or elle refuſing me, to wed this ſhepherd z 
Keep your word, Syviws, that you'lmarry her, 
It ſhe refuſe me; afid from hence | go 
T o make thele doubts all even, 


Pele 


Exit Roſ' and C:lia. 
Ds. Sen. 1do remembet in this ſhepherds boy, 
Seme lively touches of my daughter's favour, 
Or. My Lord, the firſt time that lever ſaw him, 


Re. And you lay you will have her when I bring her vo ( 


hb 


of 


Methought he was a brother to your daughter ; 
But my good Lord, this boy is Foreeſt born, 
And hath been tutor'd in the Rudiments 

Of many deſperate ſtudies by his UncHe, 


Who,kec reports to bea great Magician pk 


ExterGlownrand-Audrey.  Jeerma_ VI 


Obſcured in the circle of this Forreft, Zalem Cimers 


| Faq: Thereisſure another flood toward, and theſe cou- 


ples 


a 


_ —_—_— 


— wo tw oc «ws _ ac Es As Cz A cum 


- Ifcllow, 


_——— 


R— —— 


| _ As you like it. 


| coming to the Ark. 
aſs, © ich in all roncues are call/d Fools. 

Cle. Salutation and greeting to you all? 

Faq. Good my Lord bid him welcome, This 1s the Mot- 
ley-aunded Gentleman that | have {© often mer in the Fog- 
reſt: he hath bren a Courtier he {wears, : 
CLif any man dcubt that,let him put me to my purgation, 
[have trod a mcafure, I have flattred a Lady, I have been 
poliftck with my friend, {mooth with mine enemy, I have 
undone three Tapors, I have had four quarrels, and like to 
have fought one. 

Faq. And how was that tane up? 
Cl,. Faith we mct, and found the quarrel was upon the ſc- 
yenth caule. 


Faq. How the leventh cauſe? Good my Lord, like this 


Dy. Sen. I like him very well, ; 
Cle. Godild you fir, | defire you of 'the like : I preſs in 
here, fir, amongſt the reft of the Countrey copulatives, to 
(wear, and to forſwear, accordiug as Marriage bids, and 
dlood breaks : a poor virgin, fir, an ill-favour'd thing, fir, 
hut mine 0wn3 2 poor humour of mine, fir, to take that that 
no man elſe wills rich honeſty dwells like a miſeg, fir, in a 
poor houſe, as your Pearl in your, Oyſter. ; 

Ds. Sen. By my Faith he is vety ſwift and ſententious- 
Cle, According to the Fool's bolt, fir, and ſuch dulcet dif- 


caſes. 


Here comes a pair of very 


Good Duke receive thy daughter, 
Hymen from heaven brought her, 
Tea, brought her hither, 
That thou might'ſt joyn ber hand with his, 
Whoſe heart within his boſom: is, 


Roj. To you 1 give my ſelf; for 1 am yours. 
Or. To youl give my ſelf; for | am yours. 
Da. Se. If there betruthin fight, you are my daughter. 
Or. It there be truth in ſight, you are my R oſalind. 
Phe. If ſight and ſhape be true, why then my Love adiev. 
of. I'& have no Father, if you be not he ; 

Ple-have no Husband, if you be not he 3 F 

Nor ne're wed Woman, if you be not ſhe, 
Hy. Peace hoa? I bar confuſion 3 

*T'is,I muft make concluſion 

Of theſe moſt ftrange events : 

Here's eight that muſt take hands, 

To joyn in Hymens bands, 

If truth holds true contents, 

You and you no crots ſhall part 1 

You and you are heart in heart ; 

You to his Love muſt accord, 

Or have a Woman to your Lord. | 

You and you are ſure together, 

As the Winter to foul weather : 

Whiles a Weelock Hymn we ſing, 

Feed your ſelves with queſtioning: 


7-9. Bur for the ſeventh cauſe ; How did you find the 
quarrel on the ſeventh caule ? 
Clo. Upon a Lie ſeven times removed; (bear your body 
more ſeeming AxdrJ): as thus, fir ; [did diſlike the cat-of a 
certain Courtier's beard; he fent me word, If 1 faid his 
beard was not cut well, he was in the mind it was: this is 
call'd the retort courteous, If I ſent him word again, it was 
well cut, he would fend me word, he cut it to pleafe him- 
ſeife this is call'd the quip modeſt. If again, it was not well 
cut, he diſabled my judgment : this is calld the reply chur- 
liſh. 1f again, it was not well cut, he would anfwer, I ſpake 
not true: this is call'd the reproof valiant. If again, it was | 
not well cut, he would ſay, 1 lied this is cali'4 the counter. 
check quarrelſome : and fo to the Lie circumſtantial, and'the 
Lie dire&. 
Faq. And how oft did you fay his beard was not well 
cut ? 
Clo. Idurft go no ſurther than the Lie circumſtantial ; nor 
he durſt nor give me the Lie direQ z and fo we meaſur'd 
[yords, and parted. 
: 7eq. Can you nominate in order now the degrees of the 
ie 
Clo. O fir, we quarrel in Print, by the book ; as you have 
books for good manners a I will name you the degrees -The 
rſt, the Retort courteous; the ſecond, the Quip modeſt; 
the third, the Reply churliſh z the fourth, the Reproof va. 
liant ; the fifth, the Countercheck quarrelſome; the ſixth, 
the Lie with circumſtance; the ſeventh, the Liedire@&. All 
theſe you may avoid, but the Lie dire; and you may a- 
void that too, with an If, I knew when leven Juſtices could 
not tie up a Quarrel, but when the parties were met 
themlclyes, one of them thought but of an If 3 as, If you 
laid fo, then I ſaid ſo: and they ſhook hands, and ſwore 
- mon Your lt is the only peace-maker ; much virtue in 
Jag. 1s not this a rare fellow, my Lord ? He's as good at 
any thing, and yet a Fool. 
Du, Sen. He ulcs his Folly like a ſtalking-horſe, and un- 
Ger the preſentation of that he ſhoots his Wit. 
Ent.r Hymen, Roſalind, and Cclia. _ 


Still Muſick, 


Fymen: Then « there mirth in h aven,. 
When earthly things made even 


| That reaſon, wonder may diminiſh 


ht 


1 


How thus we met, and theſc things figgſh, 
Song. , 


Wedding us great Juno's crown, 
O blefſed bond of board and bed / 

*71s Hymen peoplerevery town, 

High wedlock then be honoured : 
Honour, high honour and renown 
To Hymen, God of every Town/ 


- - De. Sex. Omyy dear Neece, welcome thou art to me; 
Even daughter, welcome, in no leſs degree. 
Phe. 1 will not eat my word, now thou art mine, 


Thy Faith, my Fancy to thee doth combige. 
To -/ - 
Enter Second\Brother: ./4 4 uze20 oy 


2. Bro Let me haveaudience for a word or two: 
[ am the ſecond Son of old Sir Rowland, 
That bring theſe tidings.co this fair Aſſembly. 
Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day w-Y 
Men of great worth reſorted to this Forseft, 
Addreft a mighty power which were on foot | 
In his own conduct, purpoſely to take 


His brother here, and put him tothe ſword : 
Where meeting with an old religious wan, 
After ſome qu«ſtion with him, was converted 
His Crown bequeathing to his banjſh'd Brother, 
And all their Lands reſtor'd toki $8an 

true, 
[ doengage my life. 

Du. Sen. Welcome, young man : 

To one,his Lands with-held, and to the other, 
A Land itſelf at large, apotent Dukedome. 
That here were welt begun, and well begot ; 
And after, every of this happy number 
Sha'l ſhare the good of our returned Fortune, 
According to the meature of their ſtates. 


22h 


J 


attane zogether, 


o 


And to the skirts of this wild Waod he came y 
Both from his enterprize, and from the world ; 
That were with him exiPd. This t 

Thou offer fairly to thy brother's wedding ; 
Firſt, in this Forreſt, let us do thoſe ends 

That haye endur'd ſhrewd days and nights with us, 
Mean time, forget this — — 
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T be taming of the Shrew. 


we fall into our Ruſtick Revelry - 
Play Muſick; and you Brides and Bridegrooms all, 


With meaſure heap'd in joys to th' Mealures tall. 


' Faq. Sir, by your patience fl heard you rightly, 
The Duke hath put on a religious Liſe, 
And thtown into negle& the pompous Court. 
2. Bro. He bath. | 
74g. To him will 1: out of theſe convertites 
There is much watter to be heard and learn d: 
You to your former Honour, | bequeath —o 
Your patience, and your vertue well deſervevit : _ 
You to 2 Love that your true Faith doth merit » To Or ta. 
You to your Land, and Love, and great Allies 3 /Þ 0 
You to a long and well.deſerved bed 3 To 5 , 
And you to wrangling 5 for thy loving Voyage / _- 
L; but for two months viAuall'd : So to your pleaſures3 
{ am for other than for = mealures. 
Ds. Sen. Stay, Jaques, Nay. 

«4. To lee - haltime, 1 : what you would have, | 
run; to know at your abandon'd cave. it. 


Hhe D whe 


Ds. Ser. Proceed, proceed, we will begin thele ri 


| fie, bid me farewel. | 


As we do ruſt, they'end,in true delignts. | 
Roſ. It is not the faſhion to lee the Lady the Epilogue: 
but it is no more unhandi:.me than to fee the Lord the Fro. 


logue. If ir be true, that good #/ ne needs no Buſh, *tis krue,! 


that a good Play needs no Epilogue, Yct to good Wine 
they do uſe good Buſhes ; and good Plays prove the better 
by the help of good Epilogues. What a cale aml1 in then, | 
that am neither a good Epilogue, nor cannot inſinvatewith | 
youin the behalf of a good Play? 1 am not furniſh'd like a 
Beggarz therefore to beg will not become me, My way 
is to conjure you ;, and PlEbegin with the women. 1 charge 
you, {© women} for the lovg,you bear to men, to like as! 
much of this Play as vleales 88: And 1 charge you (0 
men_),for the love you bear to women,(as I perceiveby your! 
ſimpring, none of you hate+them), that between you and' 
the women, the Play may pleaſe. * if 1 were a wontln, It 
would kiſs as many of ycu as had beards that pleagd me,! 
complexious that lik'd me, and breaths that 1 defyd not: 
And I amſure, as many as have good beards, or good faces, 
or ſweet breaths, will for my kind offer, when 1 make Gart. 
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Scena Prima. 


U 
Enter-BeggarawdHaltcls, Chriftophero Sly. 


bs 
Th.- 
I, 


'Le pheezg you in Faith. | 
Hoſt. A pair of Stocks, you Rogue. 
Beg. Yare a baggage ; the Slies are 

no-Rogues. * Look in the Chronicles, 

we came in with Richard Conqueroxr ; 
therefore Paucus pallabri, let the 
> world ſlide: Sefſa. 

Hoſt. You will not pay for the glaſſes 
you baye burſt ? 

Beg. No, not adenicre : Bo byS. Ferawmg;go to thy-egld 

bed, and warm thee. hore - 
Heft. | know my Remedy; I muſt go fetch the kiearibo- 

rough. 

Beg- Third, or fourth, or fifkBorough, 'lCanſwer him by 

L:w ; 1'iE-not budg an inch, boy; Let him come, and 

kindly. cone IN. {Falls aſteep. 


Wind horns. Enter a Lord from hunting, with bs train. 


Le. Huntſman, I charge thee tender well my hounds{ 
Merriman, the poor Cur is imboſt; | 
And couple (lowder with the deep-mouth'd brach. 
$a thou not, boy, how Ss/ver made it ; ood 
At the hedgecorner, in thecoldeſt fault, 
1 would rot loſe the dog for twenty pound. 
* 


th. 


| 


—_ 


Eun. Why, Belmas is as good as he, my Lord; 
He cried vpon it at the meereſt lots, 
And twice to day pick'd out the dulleſt Ent : 
Truſt me, I take him for the better dog. 

Lord. Thou art a Fool; if Eccho were as fleet, 
| would eſtecm him worth a dozen ſuch. | 
But ſup them well, and look unto them all, 
To morrow | intend to hunt again. 

Hun. | will, my Lord. 

Lord. What's here? one dead, or drunk ? See, doth he 
breathe ? 

2. Hun, He breathes, my Lord, Were he not warm'd with 
Ale, this were a bed but cold to ſleep fo ſoundly. 

Lord. © monſtrous beaft ! how like a Swine he lies! 
Grim death, how foul and loathfom is thine image ! 
Sirs, I will praiſe on this drunken man- 
What think you if he were convey'd to bed, 
Wrap'd in {weet cloaths ; Rings put upon his tingers 
A molt delicious danquef' by his bed, 
And brave attendants near him when he wakes, 
Would not the Beggar then forget himſcl(? 

1. Hun, Believe me, Lord, Ithink he cannot chuſe, 

2. Hun. It would ſcem ftrange unto him when he wak'd, 

Lord. Even as a flat'cing dream, or worthleſs fancy. 
Then take him up, and manage well the jeſt ; 
Carry him gently to my faireft Chamber, 
And hang it round with all my wanton piQures ; 
Balm his foul head48 warm diftilled waters, d 
And burn ſweet wood to make the Lodging ſweet : 
Procure me Muſick ready when he wakes, 

To 
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The T aming : of the Shrew, 


Tn * 
To mak? a dulcet and a Heavenly found ; 
andif hs chance to ſpeak, be ready ſtraight . 
LE And with a low (ubmiſſive reverenc 
Say, what is it your Honour will command 2 
Let one attend him with a filver Baton : 
Full of Roſe-watcr, and beſtrew'd with Flowers, 
Another bear the Ewer ; the third a Diaper, 
And {ay , willfpleaſe your Lord ſhip cool your hands ? 
®ame one be ready with a coftly ſuit, 
And ask him what apparel he will wear ; 
Another tell him of his hounds and horſes p 
and that his Lady mourns at his diſeaſe 
Perſaade him that he hath, been Lunatick , 
And when he ſays hes 6) that he dreams, + 
For he is nothing but *a mighty Lord : 
This do, and do it kindly, gentle firs; 
It will be paſtime paſling excellent, 
If it be husbanded with modeſty. 
1. Hun. My Lord, I warrant you we wallplay our part, 
As he ſhall think by our true diligence, 
Heis no leſs than what we ſay he is. 
Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with him, 
And e:ch one to his cffice when he wakes. 


S ound Trumpets. 
Sirrah, go ſee what Trumpet *tis that ſounds , 

Belike ſome noble Gentleman that means 

( Trav-lling ſome journey) to repoſe himfrtHhere, 


Entty Servingman, 


How now ? (who is it} 
Ser, An t pleaſe your hcnour, Playrs 
That offer ſervice to your Lordſhip; 


Enter Players, 


Lord. Bid them come near : 
Now tellows, you are welcome. 
Pla. We thank your honour. 
Lor. Do you intend to ſtay with me tonight ? 
2. Pla. So pleaſe your Lordihip to accept our duty. 
Lord. With all my h:art, This fellow 1 rememb:r, 
Since once he plaid a Farmer's c!deft ſong 
'Twas where you woo'd the Gentlewoman fo well : 
I have forgot your name; but ſure that part 
Was aptly fitted, and naturaliy perform'd 
Sim, | think *twas Soro that your honour means. 
Lord. *T's very true, thou Cidft it excellent : 
Wellyou are come to mein happy time, 
The rather for | have ſome ſport ia hand, 
Wherein your cunning can alliſt me much. 
There is a Lord will hcar you play to night ; 
But I am doubtful of your modeſtics, | 
Leſt over eying of his odd behaviour, 
(For yet his honour never heard a Play,) 
You break into ſome merry paſſion, 
and ſo offend him : for I tell you firs, 


If you ſhould ſmile, he grows impatient. 

Pla, Fear notymy Lords we can contain our ſclyes, 
Were he the verifft antick in the world. 

Lord. Go firraFtake them to the Buttery, 


Let them want nothing that oy GE ouſ: affords. 


S - Exit one with the Players, 
vifra go you to Bartholfiew my page, 
And (ce him dreft :n all ſuits like a Lady : 
That done, condu&t him to the Drunkards chamber, 
And call him Madam, do him obtilance # 
Tell him from m«y(as he will win my love J 
He bear himſelf with honourable ation, 
Such as he hath obſerv'd in noble Ladies 
Unto their Lords, by them accompliſhed); 
Such duty to the Drunkard let him do z 
With (oft low tongue, and lowly courteſy; 
- 


— 


| And baniſh hence th 


And tay: What is't your Honour will command, 
Wherein yeur Lady, and your humble Wife, 
May ſhew her duty, and make known hr love? 
And then with kind cmbracements, tempting kiſſes, 

And with declining head into his boſome 

Bid him ſhed tears, asbeing overjoyed 

To ſee her noble Lord reftor'd to health, 

VVho for this ſeven years hath eſteemed him 

No better than a poor and loa:hiom begggt : 

And if the boy have not a wom: ns gitt 

To rain a ſhower of commandcd tears, 

An Onion will do well for ſuch a fhifc, 

VVhich in a Napkin (being cloſe convey'd) 

Shall in deſpight enforce a watry eye 4 

See this diſpatch'd with all the hatic thou canſt, 

Anon ViE-give thee more inſtructions, 

Exit « Servingman, 


| Know the boy will well uſurp the grace, 

Voice, gate, and ation of*a Gentlewoman. 

[ long to kear him call the Drunkard, husbandz 

And how my men will ſtay thecatclves trom laughter, . 
VVhen they do homage to this Gmple peaſants 

PlCin to counſel them :- haply my prelcnce 

May well abate the over merry ſpleen, 


VVhich otherwite would grow 1ato extreams. 
cent IV AR ur 


Enter aloft the Drunkard with att:ndants, ſome with apparel, 
Baſon and Ewer, and other appurtenances,, and: Lord. 


Beg. For Gods ſake a pot of ſmall Ale. 

1. Ser, Wille pleaſe your Loreſhip drink a cup of ſack ? 

2. Ser. Wilt pleaſe your Honour taſte of thele Con- 

ſerves ? 

3- Ser. What raiment will your Honour wear to day ? 

Beg. 1 am Chriſtophero Sly, call not me honour, nor 
Lord(hip: 1 nere drank ſatK in wy life : and if you give 
me any Conferves, give me Conferves of Beef: ne&re ask 
me what raiment PlEwear, for | have no more Doublers 
than Backsz no more Stockings than Leggs3 nor no 
more Shoaes than Feet, nay ſometimes more Fect than 


| Shoes, or ſuch Shoees as my Toes look through the over- 


leather. < | 

Lor, Heav:n ceaſe this icle humour in your Honour, 
Oh that a mighty man of ſuch deſcent, 
Of tuch poſſ. ſſi»ns, and ſo high elteem, 
Should be infutcd with fo foul a ſpirit) 

B g. What, would you make memad.? Am not 1Chri- 
ſtophero Sly, old Shs {on of Bioron-heath, by birth aPed- 
fr, by defleation z Card-makcry: by tranſgwvutation a bear- 
herd, and now by pre{ent profeſſion a Tinker?) Ask MHar- 
rian Hacket the tat Ale-wiſe of Wincct, if ſhe know me 
not; if ſhe ſay ] am not xiv.d. on.the {core for {heer Ale, 


- +. 


am not beſtraughr : here's Be”: 
i. Man. Ohyhis it is that makes your Lady mourn, | 
2. Man. Ohythis is it that makes. your ſervants droop. 
Lord. Hence comes -it that your. kindred ſhuns your | 

As beaten hence by your firange Lunacy. (houſe, 

Oh Noble Lord, bethink thee of thy birth, ——- 

Call home thy ancieng thoughts from baniſhmcat, 

4abjet lowly dreams + 

Look how thy fervants do attend on thee, 

Each in his office ready at thy beck. 

Wilt thou have Mulick ? Heark, Apollo plays, 

And twenty caged Nightingales do fing. 

Or wilt thou ſlcep? We'l]have thee to a Couch, 

S1ſter and ſweeter than the luſtful bed. 

On purpoſe trimmed up for Semiramis. 

Say thou wilt walk , we will beftrow the ground: 

Or wilt thou ride ? thy horſes ſhall be trapp'd, 

Their harneſs ſtudded all with Gold and Pearl. 

Doſt thou love hawking ? thou haſt Howks will. ſoar 

Above the morning Lark. Or wilt thou hunt * 


Muſick. | 
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1 be i ating of a Shrew, 


Tr —_—_ 


Thy Hounds ſhall make the Welkin anſwer them, 
And fetch ſhrill ecchoes from the hollow earth. 
- 1. Man, Say thou wilt courſe, thy Grayhouncs are as 
As breathed Stags :Ay,flecter than the Roe. $26 
2.M.Doſt thou love piftures ? we will fetch thee ftrai 
Ador.is painted by a running brook, 
And Cyberea all in ſedges hid, 
Winch ſcem to move, and wanton with her breath, 
Evdn as the waving ſedges play with wind. 
Lord. We'llſhew thee Fo, as ſhe was a maid, 
And how ſhe was beguiled and furpriz'd, 


| As lively painted, as the deed was done. 


3. Man.Or Daphne rofhing through a thorny wood, 
Scratching het Legs, that one {hall {wear ſhe bleeds, 


And at that ſight ſhall ſad Apollo weep, 

So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 
Lord: Thou art a Lord, and nothing but a Lord : 

Thou haſt a Lady far mor: beautiful, 


——_— 


Than any woman in this waining age. 
1. Mas. And till the tears that The hath ſhed for thee, 
Like envious floods, 0*rerun her lovely face, 
She was the faireft creature in the world, 
And yet ſhe is inferior to none. 
Beg. AmlIa Lord, and have I ſuch a Lady ? 
Or do I dream ? or have I dream'd till now ? 
'74o not ſleep : I ee, I hear, I ſpeak ; 
[ ſmell {weet favours, and | feel ſoſt things: 
Upon my life;] am a Lotd indeed, 
And not a Tinker, nor Chrsſtoph:ro Slig. 
Well, bring our Lady hither to our fight, 
And once againza pot O*ch' ſmalleſt Ale. 
2. Man. witt pleaſe your Mightineſs to waſh your 
hands ? / 
Oh how we j2y to ſee your wits reſtor'd, / 
Oh that once more you knew but what you are : 
"Theſe fifteen years you have been in a dream, 
Or when you wak'd, fo wak'd asif you flept. 
Beg. Theſcfiſteen years; by my fay, a goodly nap; 
But did 1 never ſpeak'of all that time ? 
1. Man. Oh yes, my Lord, hut very idle words, 
For tho you lay here in this goodly chamber, 
Vet would you {ay, ye were beaten out of door, 
And rail upon the Hoſtels of the houſe, 
And {ay you would preſent her at the Leet 
Becauſe ſhe brought Srone Jugs, and no feal'd quarts : 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacker, 
Beg Ay,the womans maid of the houle. 
3 = Why,fir, you know no houſe, nor ao ſuch maid, 
Nor no ſuch men as you have reckon'f, up, 
' As Stephen Slug, and old Fobn Naps ece, Joun. 
And Petey T, and Henry Pimpernell, 
And twenty more {och names and men as theſe, 
Which gever were, nor no man ever ſaw, 


hd 


/ 


| Beg- Frogs by thanked for my good _ 
Hh RO Yonfe Thank Tre oc Lov wt wad * 
Py Al hs 7 & ripe x Y/ 
Chat © Emer Lady wit ” Loon hm! 


Vos : Sor) ARS is recite bh thy Jerarr ov Jura 
Beg. 1 thank thee, thou ſhalt not loſe by it. 
dy. How fares my noble 
Beg. Marry 1 fare welf for here is cheer enough. 
Whereis my Wiſe ? 

Ls. Herepoble Lord, what is thy will with her ? 

Beg. Are you my Wife, and will not call me Husband ? 


\ My zen ſhovld call me Lord, 1am your good man, 


Le. My Husband and my Lord, my Lord and Husband, 
i am your Wife in all obcdjcace. 

Beg. | know it well; what muſt [calf her ? 

Lord: Madam. PR 

Beg. Alce Madam, or Jones Madam ? 


-j4 Lord. Madam, and nothing elſe, ſo Lords call Ladics: 


7 yr wife, they ſay that | have drean'd, 
4nd fiept about ſome fifteen yeatand more. 


Ledy Ayand the time ſcems thirty unto me, 


—_—. 


Beiag all this time abandon'd from your bed, 

Beg. Tis much, fervants jeave me and her alon 
MaCam undrets you, and come now to bed. /im 
La. Thrice noble Lord, let meentrear of you, 

To pardon me yet for anight or two : 
Or if not ſo, until tie Sun be ler? 
For your phyſicians have expreſly charg'd, 
In peril to incur jour former malady, 
That I ſhould y:t abſent me from your bed 5 
| hope this reaton Rands for my cxcule. 
Beg. Jy it ftands fo that I muy hardly tarry fo long ; 
Bur | world be loth to fall into my dreamsagain; | will 
therefore tarry indeſpight of the f&{h and the blood, 


kr 


{ My truſty ſervant well approy'din all, 


WS; l. 


Meſ. Your honours Players, hearing your amendment, 
Are come to play a pleaſant Comedyz 
For fo your DoQors hold it very meet, 
Seeing&o8 much ſadneſs hath congeal'd your blood, 
And melanchotty is the Nurle of trenzy, 
Therefore they thought it good you hear a Play, 
And frame your mind to mirth and merrimenr, 
Which bars a thouſand harms, and lengrhens life, 
Beg. Marry] will; let them plays is it not a Comon- 
ty, a Chriſtmas gambols, or a tumbling trick? 7 
Lady. No my good Lord, it is more pleaſing Ruff, 
Beg. What, houſholdſtuff ? 
Lady. It is a kind of hiſtory. 
Beg. Well, we'llſee*t - 
Come Madam Wife, fit by my ſide, 
And let the world flip, we ſhall ne*ce be younger. 
arm mn Hhe Shruw Act (- Teene | 


Floxriſh: Lucentio, and his mar Tranio, 


u O- 
Luc. Tranis, lince for the great defire I had 
To fee fair Pads, nurſery of Arts, 
| am arriv'd {&f Yfuirful Lanbardy, 
The pleaſant garden of great [taly, 


| And by my fathers love and leave am arm*d 


With his good wil), and thy good company, 


Here let os breathe, and happ]y inſtitute 
A courſe of Learning, and ingenious ſtudies. 


| Ps/azrenowncd for grave Citizens, 


Gave me my being, and my father firſt 
A Merchant of great Traffick through the worldy 
e of the Bentsvolis,” 


Vipcentio's C 
poten ff n, brought up in Florence, 
[rThall b(come to ſerve all hopes conceiv'd 


To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds : 
And therefore Trane, for the time I ſtudy, 
Virtue and that part of- Philoſophy 

| Will I apply, that treats of happineſs, 


By virtue ſpecially to be atchicy'd. 
Tell me thy mind, for I have P;/a left, 
And am to Padaz come, as he that leaves 


| A ſhallow plaſhy to plunge him in the deep, 


And with fatiety ſeeks to quench his thirſt, 
Tra, Me Pardonato, gentle maſter mine, 


| I am in a'l affeted as your elf; 


Glad that you thus continue your reſolve, 
To ſuck the fweets of ſweet Philoſophy; 
Only,(good maſter, )}while we do admire 


{ This virtue, and this moral diſcipline, 


Let's be no Stoicks, nor no ſtocks, 1 pray 5 

Or ſo devote to eArifteles chicks, 

As Ovid be an outcaſt quite abjur®d g 

Falk L__ _ "5. 9p mp that you have, 

praftice Rhetorick in your common talk; 

_ _ _ uſe toquicken you, wy 
e Mathematich and the Metaphyſicks 

Fall co them as, r flomack ET s 

No profit grows, where is no pleaſure tage - 
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[a brief fir, Rudy what you moſt affet, = good, here is none will hold you @ our love is not ſo greay 
Luc Gra neg THe well doſt thou adviſe; —_- , but we may blow our nails together, and faft 
If Bi-ndellozthotrwert come aſhore, it fairſy out, Ovurcake's dow on both ſides. Farewel 
We could at onc: put us in reaCinels, yet for the love I bear my ſweet Biancs, if I czn by any 
And take a lodging fic to —_— ad _ light on a fir man to teach her that wherein ſhe de- 
cuch friends;Fas time Yin Padua ſhall beget. ights, I will wiſh him to her father. 
= ſtay a while, what company is this ? Hor. So will I,Signior Gremio: but a word pray ; tho | 
Tra- —_—  .”” to —_— us to Town. the nature of our quarrel yit never brook'd parles, know 
RE t- now upon advice, it toucheth us both y that we may yet 
Enter Baptiſta with his two daughters , Catherina and | again have :cceſs to our fair Mittrefs, and be h = 
Bianca, Gremio a Pantalogn, Hortenſio 4 Snitor rivals in Biaxc4's love, to labour and effeRt one thing pe 
to Bianca, Lucen. Tranio, ſtand by. cially, | ; | 
Gre, What's that,I pray? ' 
Bap. Gentlemen ——_ me no farthex, | Hor. Marry ſir, jo ger a husband ſor her ſiſter, 
For how I firmly am ref{olv'd you know ; Grs#, A husband ! a Devil. 
| That is, not to beſtow my youngeſt daughter, Hor. | lay,a husband. , 
Before | have a husband for the elder : Gre. Ifay a devil « Thinks thou, Hortenflo, though her 
| if —_ - you both = _—_— . _ _- very rich,any man is {o very a fool to be married 
Becauſe I knuw you well, and love you well, to hell 
Leave ſhall you have td court her at your pleaſure. Hor, Tuſh, Gremio ;, thd it paſs your patience and mine 
re, To carther rather. She's too rough _ M2, to endure her lewd alaruins, why man, there be good fel- 
There, there, ortenfio, will you any Wite lows in the world, anda man could light on them, would. 
Lat. 1 pray you fir, is it your will } a1 ny & take her with all her faults, and money enough. 
Tomake a tale of me amongſt thoſe mates ? Gre [I cannot tell ; but ] mes: licf take her dowry 
Hor. _—_ how mean you that ? with this condition , ro be whiÞpat the high crols every 
No mates for you, morning. 
Unleſs you were of gentler milder mould. Hor. Faith ;f as you fay, >there's {mall choicein rotten 
Kat. Pfaith fir, you ſhall never need to fear, apples : core, fince this bar in law makes us friends, ic 
[ wigit is not half way to her heart : ſha!l be fo forth friendly maintain'd, t:ll by helping Bap- 
But if it were, doubt not, her care ſhall be, tifta', eldeſt daughter to a husband, we let his young: Rt free 
To comb your noddle with a three-legg'd ſtool , for a husband, and then have to'r afreſhs Sweet Biancaf 
And paint your face, and uſe you like a _ —_ happy man be his dole { he that runs faſteſt gets the Ring 3 
= _— all fuch _—_— _ Lord, deliver 8s, How ſay you, Signior Gremio? ; . 
—- _ + ors A” r Grem. I am agreed, and would had given him the be!t 
, 74. Rylne-malter, here's 1ome good Pa —_ toward, horſein Padxa to begin his wooing that would throughly 
_ _ is _ _ —_— froward. __ her, wed her, and bed h:s, and rid the houſe of her. 
. Butin the others ſilence $+ oce 0n. | 
—_ behaviour and ſobriety. [Exeap ambo. Mang: Trails and Lacdil 
eace;7r 8140, CERES IV: 
Tra, WW {aid, Maſter; mum, and gaze your fill, Tra. 1 pray,fir ell me, i{oolile 
a \ — that I may loon make good That love ſhould on a ſudden take ſuch hold ? 
at 1 Nave lail, bzanca get you In, Luc. Oh Tramo, till 1 frund it to' be true, 
And let it not difpleafe thee, good Bianca, | never thoughria poſſible or likely. Y 
for [ will love thee ne're the _ girl, Burt fee, while idly I ſtood looking on, 
+.» mn peat, it is belt pur finger in the eye, [ found the eff: & of e in idlencſ5; 
ane ſhe knew why. | And now in plainnefs@ocontels to thee 
Bian, Siſter content you in my diſcontent. That art to = 2s 0 Ver as dear : 
Sir, to your plealur e humbly I fub{cribe : As Ana to the Queen of Carthage was 3 
My books and inſtruments ſhall be my company, Tran | burn, | pine, I periſh, 7ramio, 
Oa them co look and praRtice by my ſelf. > | atchieve not this young modeſt girl: 
=_ _—_— F _— ſpeak. Countel me,7ranio, for 1 know thou cant ; 
. SIgnuor Bapraſta, wil you be to trange, Aſſiit me T7430, for I know thou wilt, 


Sorry am I that our good will effe&s Tra. Maſter, it is no time to chide you now; 


Branca's grief, ; : AﬀcQiqn js not rated from the heart@# 
Gre, Why will you mew her up» if love'fodch's you, nought remains but fo, 
f Signior Baptiſta; tor this fiend of hell, Redime te Captum quam queas M1111, 

And make her bear the peyance of her rongue ? Luc. GramercLzd ; go forward, this contents, | 
Bep. Gentlemen content ye; 1 am reſoly'd 1 The reſt will coir, for thy counſel's ſound. + . 
Go in Bianca. ExX& JOronce . Tra. Maſter, you look'd fo longly onthe Mad , 
And for.l know ſhe taketh moſt delight | Perhaps you marked not what's the pithof all. | 
ln Muſick, Inftrumeats, and Poetry, Luc. O yes, I ſaw fweet beauty in her face | 
school-maſters will I xeep within.my hovuſe, Luch as the daughter of «Fgenor had, | 

Fit to infſtru& her youth. If you Hortenſio, That made great ove to kumble him to her hard, 

Or fignior Gremio, you know any. ſuch, When with his knees he kiſt the Creran ſtrand. 

Prefer them hither ; for to cunning men, Tra. Saw you no more ? mark*d you not how her fiſtex 

| will be very kind, and liberal, = Began to ſcold, and raiſe up ſuch a ſtormy , TY 
To mine own children, in good bringing up,” That mor ral ears might hardly endure the din ? 

Ando farewel : Katherina you may ſtay, Luc. Tramo, | \aw her coral lips to move y wh 
For | have more to commune with Bianca. [Fxi. And with her breath ſhe did frefume the air; «if 
W at. Why, wad [ cruſt | may go roo, may not ? Sacred and ſweet was alll law in her. _—_——— 4 

hatzſhall I be appointed hours as tho, Tra. Nay, then'*tis time to ftirhim from his trance ; 

TBelike Hl knew not what to take, | I prayjawake, fir 3 if you love the Maid 

And what to leave ? Ha! CEMM- Ul. [Exi. Bend thoughts and wits to atchieveher, Thus it ftands : 


Gre, You may go to the devils dam : your gifts are ſo | Her eldeſt fiſter is fo curſt and ſhrewd, 
* 


Tha 
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192 i be 1 aming of the Shrew | | 
That wh the facher rid hs bands of her, — tte Edu "4 
Matter, your love muſt!:ve a maid ar home, Pf Me, [Irfo re Hor hens 195 Hougs, uy - 
And wy he cluſely mew'd h-T up, T_T. Man. My Lord Fou nor, you Co not mind they” - 
Bccavie ſhewll rot be annoy'd with ſuitors, play. oy 

Lus. At\Tranio, what a cruel Fathers be f keg. Yes by Saint Ann do 1, a gcod matter lurely; oy 

Bui art thou not advis'd, hz took fome care Comes there any moie of it? ” 
| Co get her cunning School-maſters toinſtruR her? Lad. My Lord *tis but b guy. | rey 
| ny -x | ir, and now *tis plotted. : Peg: 'Tis _ REN piece of work, Madam On 
| Luc. haveic Tram. ady :-w.uld *i were done. They ſit and mark. 
' T-4. Maſtcr, for my hand, ng © Peeentnns : - - Y 
Bo h cur inventions meet and jump in one, Enter Petruchio, avd bis man Grumio. - 

Luc, Tell we thine firft. -n 

7+4. You will be ſchool-miſter, Pet. Verona for awhile | take my leave, ohe 
Ard undertake the teaching of the maid : | To ſee my friends in Padua ; but of all af 
That's your device. My beſt beloved and approved friznd, \ | 

Luc. It is: May it be done ? Hartenfio, and | trow this is the kouie - 

| Tra. Not poſſible: for who ſhall bear your part, Here firra, Graumio, knock | lay, = "_ 
| And be in Padua here Yincentio's ſon, 7. Rnock (ir 5 whow tnould Ikaock ? Is there any ( 
| Keep houle, and ply his book, welcome his friends, an has rcbus'd your worſhip ? | I 
Viiit his Countreymjn, and banquet them F Pet. Villian {iay, knock me here ſoundly. | h 

Luc. Baſtz, content thze z for I have it full, Gray. Rnock you here fir ? Why fir, what amI fr, | 
We have not yet been ſeenin any houle, hat I ſhouldknock you here fir ? h 
Nor can we be diſtinguiſh'd by our faces, Pet. Villian 1 fay knock me at this gate, 1 
For man or maſter : then it ſollows thus Fg nd rap me well or Plc knock your knaves pate, J 
Thou ſhalt be maſter, Trenio,in my iteg ; Gr#. My Maſter is grown quarrellome : I'w 
K:ep houſe, and port, and ſervants, as | ſhould, ſhould knock you firſt, | 
| will Come other be, ſome Florentine, , nd then I know after, who comes by the wo;{kt Wi 
Some Neapolitan,or mean'r man of Piſa. Pi#. Will it not be ? | Bro 
*T'rs batch", a d ſhall bz fo; T7179, at once ith firra, and you'll not kneck, Ple ring it, Het 

| U-cafe thee? take iny colourtd hat and cloak, le try how you can So, Fa, and fog ir. Is.t 
When B.ondelo comes, he waits on thee, He ring: bim by the Ear. ny 
But yy charm him firſt to keep his tongue. Grg. Help miſtris help, my m2ſt-r is mad. Thi 

Tr4. S$had yeu need: Peat, Now knock when | bid you: ficra villain. Iw 
In brief'$1f, fith ic your pleaſure is, _ [ 
And1 ain tied to be obedient, Ott Emer Hortenſio. | Tel 
For fo your father charg'd me at our parting ; For 
B2 lerviceable romy ſon;Equoth he 3, Hor, How now what's the matter ? My old friend W 

(Altho | think *rwas 1n another [cnge) rumio,/and my good friend Petruchio ? How do you all | F 
| am content to be Lucento, t Verona ? | ay 
Zeczule io well | love Lucentio. Pet. Signior Hortentio, come you to part the fray? | Her 

Lu:. 7; anio,be to, becaule Laoentio loves: ontutti le core bene trovatto, may | fays___ _* F Ren 
Ard ler me be-a ſlive, CVatchieve that maid, For. <Allanoſira caſa ben venato multo honorato ſignior. F 
ww holc ſudden fight bath thraPd my wounded eye. mio Petruchio, as, And 

| ile Grumzo, we will c:mpound this quarrel. l wi 
Enter Biondcl!lo, | Gru. Nay *tis no matter fir, what he leges in Latine. If And 
L this be not a lawſul caulz for me to leave his ſervice, look 
Here comes the rogue. Sirra, where have you been ? you fir : He bid me knock him, znd rap him ſoundly (vr. 

Bion. Where have I been? Nay, how now, where are[| Well, was it fic for a ſervant to ufe his maſter fo, being C 
you Miſter, has mpdellowd, anio tol'n your clothes z| perhaps ( for ought | ſec ) two and thirty, a peep outs m 
or you Ns both ? Pcayywhat's the news ? Whom would to God | had well knock't at firſt, then had} ; 

| Lac. Sirr& come hither; *cis no time to jcft, not Grumio come by the worl?. | 

| And th:refore frame your manners to the time, Pet, A ﬀencelels villain : good Hortentio _ 
Your feilow T74nio here to ſave my life, | bad the raſcal knock upon your gate F 1 
Puts my apparel an&my count'nance on, And could not get him for my heart todoit. thre 
And I for my eſcape have put on bis : a Grh. Knock at the gate ? O heavens : fpeak you not that 
For in a quarrel (ince I came aſhore, theſe words plain ? Sirra, Knock me here: rap me here: 
I xil7d a may, and fear 1 am delcried : | knock me well, and knock me ſoundly ? And come you « 
Wiit you on him, I charge you, as becomes; © now with knocking at the gate ? F 
While 1 m:ke way from hence to ſave my life x P:t. Sirra, be gon, or talk not I adviſe you. ” | 
You undzrftand ...* OY Hor, Petruchio patience, | am Gramio's pledg : His 

Fon. Air, ne're a whit. Why this a heavy chance 'twixt him and you And 

Luc. And not ajotof 7ranoin your mouth, Y KR ſty pleaſant ſervant PR R 
Tr 2340 is Chang'd into Lucentio. JF what happy gale F w 

Bron. The betcer for him, would I were ſo too, Blows you t0 Paiua here, from old Verona 7 , I 

Tr8. <0 would I, *{aith boy, to have the next wiſh af-| Pet Such wind as ſcatters youns men through the world, Tha 
ter, that, Lucentzo indeed had Baptsſts's youngeſt daughter. | To ſeck their Fortunes farther than at home, The 
But firra; nor for my take, bur your maſters, 1 advite you | Where ſmall experience grows;but in a few Th 

- | uſe your manners Cilcreetly in all kind of companies : | Signior rg, thus it Reads with me, 5 Tal 
Whenl am alone, why then | am 77anio; but in all places | eAntonio my father is decea F< 
elſe, your Maſter Tacenti, and I havethruſt my {lf into this maze, 'Ati 

Lac. Traniolet's go : Happy to waive and thrive, as beſt | may : | £& 
One thing more reſts, that thy (elf execute, Crowns in Wy purſe | have, and goods at home Ang 
'To make one *mong theſe wooers; if thou ask me why,” And ſo amcome abroad to fce the world. ; | To 
Sufficeth my reaſons arc both good and weighty, )Eyewn f Hor, Petruchio, ſhall I then come roundly to thee, F , Wel 
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| T be taming of the $brew. 192 | 
Es roa {hrew'd il!.favour'd wite ? Thar fo I may; by this device ar leat 
\nd ), p =_ me but a little for my countcl 3 Have leave _ {<ilure ro ke love to her, s | 
- yet V1 promiſe thee ſhe (hall - m_ , And unſuſpeRed court her by her ſelf, 
7 +v rich: but th%rt too much my iriend, / 
_ wer} 't wiſh thee to her. : wi E.:ter xa Ed b. &:ſauiſcd. 
"As 6ion'or Hortegfio, *owixt ſuch friends as ez | | | 
Few words lufhce 3 and therefore,.if thou know * Gru. Here*s no knavery,” See, to deguile the old folks, 
One rich enough to be Petruchio's wile ; - | how the young ſclks lay their, heads together. <Maftex, 
( As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance ) maſter, look abvut you : Who goes there? ha. 
Be ſh: as foul ag Was Florentins Love 0 Hor. Peace,Grumio,wt'is the Rival of my Love. 
as old as Spilgas curſt and ſhrew'd Petruchio, ftand bv a while. 
As Socrates Kantippes Or a worle Gru, A proper ftripling, and an amorovs. 
She movcs me not, of not removes, at leaſt, Gre, O,very well; | have perus'd the norte. 
aff:Qtions edge in vie. Were ſhe as rough Hark you, IChave them very fairly bound; | 
As are the ſwelling Adriatic (eas All books of Love, fee that at any hand; 
» || come to wive it wealthily in Padua: And fee you read no vther L:&ercs to her : 
If wealthily, chen happily in Pagud. You underſtand me, over and beſide 
Gru. Nay, look you fir, he tells you flatly what his Si nior Baptsſta's Liberality, 
nindis : why give him Gold enough, and marry him to a | Vie mend ic with a Largeſs. Take your paper488y 
Puppet,or an Aglet baby, or an old crot with ne're a tooth | And let me have them very well perfum'd, | 


:: her head, tho'{he have as many diſeaſes as two and fifty | For ſhe is ſweeter than perfume it (elf 
horſes; Why nothing comes amiſs, fo money comes with- | To whom they go 4: what will you read to her ? | 
} Luc. Whatere 1 read to her, 1iEplead for you, 


Hor. Petruchio, ſince we are Rept thus far in, As tor my Patron, ſtand you fo aſſured ; | 
[ will continue that 1 broach'd in jcft, As firmly as your ſelf were till in place, | 
| can Petruchio, help thee to a wite Yea and perhaps with more ſucceſsful words 
With wealth enough, and youug and beautwus, Than you y, unleſs you were a ſcholar, fir. 
Brought up as be becomes a Gentlewoman. Gre, Oh this learning, what a thing it is: 
Her only fault, and that is fault enough, Gru. On this Woodcack, what an af it is; 
[s, that ſhe is intolerable curſt, Pet, Peace firrahy, 
Andſhrew'd, and froward, ſo beyond all meaſure, Hor. Gru "tram? God ſave you fignior Gremid. 
That were my ftate far worſer than it is, Gre. And you arewell met, Signior Hortexfio. 
| would not wcd her for a mine of Gold. Trow you whither I am goiag ? To Baptiſta Minolag 
Pet, Horterifio peace; thou knowſt not golds effe; | promis'd to enquire carefully 
Tell me her fathers name, and 'tis enough : About a. School-maſter for the fair Zi4ncs, 
For | will board her, tho ſhe chide as loud And by good fortune I have lighted well 
As thunder, when the clouds in Autumn crack, On this yonng man : For learning and behaviour 69a 
For, Her father is Baptiſta Minola, Fit for her turn, well read in Poetry, th 
Anzffable and courteous Gentleman; And other books, good ones, I wartant ye. 
Her name is Kdtherina Mineola, Hor. *Tis well 3; and I have met a Gentleman 
Renown'd in Padus for her fcolding tongue. Hath promis'd me to helpbi&to another, 
Pet. | know her Father, tho I know not ker, A fine Muſician to inftruR chr Miſtreſs; 
And he knew my deceaſed Father well ; So ſhall I no whit be behind in Guty 
| will not ſleep Horterſcotill I {ce her, To fair Bianca,lo belov'd of me. | 
And therefore let me be thus bold with you, Gre. Belove of me, and that my deeds ſhall prove- 
To give you over at this firſt encounter, Gru. And that his bags thall prove. 


Unleſs you will accompany me thither. Hor, Gremnio, *(i5 now no time to vent our love, 
Gru, | pray youyhr, let him go while the humour laſts. | Liſten to me, and if you ſpeak me fair, 
ſy word, an&ſhe knew him as well as I do, ſhe would | PIE tell you news indiffcrent goed for either, 

ink ſcolding would do little good upon him. She may | Here is a Gentleman whom by chance] met, | 
perhaps call him half a ſcore Knaves, or fo: bo 67 7: Upon agreement fon us to his liking, L 
nothing ; and he begin once, he*Krail in his r s. | Will undertake to'woo curſt KFtharine, | 
PIEtell you what,ſir, ane ſhe ftand him buta little, he will | Yca,and to marry her, if her dowry pleaſe, 
throw a figure in her face, and fo disfigure her with it, [| Gre. $9 ſaid, ſo done , is well ; 
that ſhe ſhaſl have no-more eyes to ſee withal than a Cat : | Hortenfio, have you told him all her faults ? 


you know him not,lir. | Pet, | know ſhe is an irkſome brawling ſcold 
Hor. Tarry Petruchio, I muſt go with thee, If that be all, Maſters, I hear no \ ] 

For in Bapriſta's keep my treaſure is : Gre, No,ſaytt me ſo, friend RN tCountreyman?* |} 

He hath the Jewel of my liſe in hold, | Pet. Born in Ferona, old Butogee's {1 3 4 

His youngeſt daughter, beautiful, B:zanca, My Father*dead, my fortune lives for me, 

And her with-holds he from mey\, Other more And Ido hope, good days and long, to fee. | | 

Sutors to her, and rivals inmy Love ; Gre, Ohgs, fuch a life with ſuch a wife were range 3 | 

Suppoling it a thing impoſhble, But if you havea ſtomach, to'ta Gods name, - 

For thole defeQts 1 have before rehearth,d You ſhall have me aſliſting you in all, | 

That ever Catherinawill be woo'd But wi'l you wooe this Wild-cat ? 

Therefore this order hath Baptiftstane, Pet. Will 1 live ? 

That none ſhalt have acceſs unto Bianca, | Gru, Will he woogher ? or Chang her. 

Till Catherine the Curit have got a husband. Pet. Why camel hither, btt to that intent ? 

Gra. Catherine the curſt/ Think you alittle din can daunt mine ears ? 

Atitle for a maid, of all titles the worſt. Havelnotin my time heard Lions roar ? 
| Hor. Now ſhall my friend Peirwehio do me grace, Have I not heard the ſea, puſt up with winds, | 

And offer me diſzuis'd in ſober robes, Rage like an angry Boar, chafed with ſweat ? | 
(To old Baptiffe as a ſchool-maſter. Have I not heard great Ordnance in. th- field ? | 

Well ſeen in Muſickzo inftruR- Boarca, | And Heavens Artillery thonder ia the $kies ? | 

Have} 4 
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T be taming of the Shrew. 


Hzv: Inot in a pitched battel heard 

Loud Larums, neighing ſeeds, and trumpets clangue ? 

And do you tcll me of a womans tongue 

| That gives not halt ſo great a blow rogear, 

As will a Chef:nut in a Farmers fize 

Tub, tuſh, fear boys with bugs. - 
Gru#. Forhe tears none. 
Gre. Hortenfio bark : 

Tais Gentleman is happily arriv'd, 

My mind preſumes for his own good, and pours. 
Hor. Tpromis'd we would be Contributors, 

Aud bear his charge of wooing, whatſocher. 
Gre. And ſo we will, provided that he win her. 
Grs. 1 would I were js fure of a good dinner, 

 CERNEL. VU 


Enter Tranio brave, and Biondello. 


Tra. Gentlemen,God ſave you. If I may be bold, 
Tell me,1 beſcech you, which is the readieſt way 
To the houſe of Signior Beptiſts Mino/a ? 

Bio, He that has the two fair davghters! ist he you 
mean? 

Tra. Even he,Biondells, ; 

Gre. Hark youſir, you mean not her to — 

Tra. Perhaps him and her , what have you to do ? 

Pet, Not her that chides, fir, at any hand,l pray. 

Tra. 1love no chiders,fir : Biendells, lex'yamay. 

Luc. Wcll begun Tranio: / Av'oe, 

Hor. Sir, a word ere you £0: 

Are you aSvoitor to the Maid you talk of, yea or no ? 

Tra. And if I be, Sir, is it any offence ? 

Gre. No; if without more wordsyou will get you hence, 

Tra. 'Why,fir, I pray,are not the ſtreets as ſtee 
For me, as for you ? 

Gre, Burt ſo is not ſhe. 

Tra, For what reaſon,l beſeech you” 

Gre. For this reaſonjf you'l]know, 
| Fhe+ (he's the choice love of Signior Gremio, 

Hor. That ſhe's the choſen of -Sigrier Hortenfio, 

Tra. Softly,my Maſters ; If you be Gentlemen, 
Do me this right ; hear me with patience, 

Baptiſte is a noble Gentleman, 

To whom my Father is not all unknown, 
And were his daughter fairer than ſhe is, 
She may more ſutors have, and me for one: 
Fair Ledahs daughter had a thoufand wooers; 
Then well may one more fair, Brazea have, 
And fo ſhe ſhall. Lucextio ſhall make one, 
Tho'Paris came, in hope to ſpeed alone. 

Gre. What/this Gentleman will out-talk us all. 

Ls. Sir, give him head, I know he'l{prove a Jade. 

Pet. Hortenfio, to what end are all theſe words ? 

Hor. Sir, ct me be fo bold, as to ask you, 

Did you yet ever ſee Baptsfta's daughter ? 

Tra. No fir but hear I do that he hath two : 
The one as famous for a ſcolding tongue, 

As is the other for beauteous modeſty. 

Pee, Sir, fir, the firſt's for me, let her go by. 

Gre, Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules, 
And let it be more than Alcides twelve, 

Pet, Sir, underſtand you this of me; inſooth +: 
The youngeſt daughter, whom you hearken for, 

Her f.ther keeps from all accefs of ſuitors, 
And will not promiſe her to any man, 
Until the elder ſiſter firſt be wed? 

The younger then is free, and not before. 

Tra. If it beſo,fir, that you are the man, 
Muſt ſteed us all, and me amongſt rhe reſt ; 
And if you break the ice, arid do this trol” 
Atchieve the eldcr y ſet the younger tree, 
For our acceſs; whoſe hap ſhall be to h ave her, 
Wl not fo graceleſs be, to be ingrate. 

Hor. Sir you ſay well, and well youdo conceive; 


And ſince you do profelsto be a ſiftor, 


| 


þ 


call'd fatherins, 


You muſt as we do, gratific this Gentleman, 

ro whom we all reſt generally behold. 

Tra. Sir, | ſhall not be lack; in ſign whereof, 

Pleaſe ye,we may congive this afternoon, 

And quaft carowſes to our Miſtreſs health, | 

And do as adverſaries do in law, 

Strive mightily, but eat and Crink as friends. | 
Gru. Bion. O excellent motion ! fellows let's be gene, | 
Hor. The motions good indeed, and be ito, ' 

Petruchio, 1 ſhall be your Ben venuto, (Exeun 

, Y Act ff. SeEenc. |. [Rap hu/H2s Houge rRe © 


Enter Kat | Saga, 


atharina 44d Bianca. 


Bian. Good ſiſter, wrong menot, nor wrong your {| 
To make a bondmaid and a flave of me; 
That I diſdain: bur for theſe other p&6ds, 
Unbind my hands, PlEpull them off my Telf, 
Yea, all my raimenr, to my petticoat, 
Or what you will cemmand me wilIdo ; 

So well I know my duty to my elders. 

Kat. Of allthy fuiters here 1 charge thee tefl | 
Whom thou lovſt beſt -; ſee thou diflemble nor. 

Bian, Believe me,ſiſter, of aIl|+he-men alive, 
[ never yet beheld thar ſpecial face, 
Which 1 could fancy more than any other. 

at, Minion, thou lyeft, is it not Horteyſpo ? 

Bian- If you affe& him,ſiſter, here ſwear 

PFIEplead for you my ſelf, but you ſhall have him. 
at. Oh then belike you fancy riches more, 

You will have Gremio,to keep you fair, 

Bian, Is it for him you Env me 4s? 
Nay,then you j«{t, and now 1 well perceive 
You have but jeſted with me all this while ; 
I prathee (iter Kate, urtie my hagds, "* 

@ If that be jeſt, then all the reſt was (0; |Serikes ber 


Enter Baptiſta, 


Bay, Why, how now Dam?, whence grows this inſo- 
ence ? 

Bianca ſtand alide, poor girl ſhe weeps; 
Go ply thy Needle, meddlenot with her, 
For ſhame thou Hilding of a deviliſh ſpirit; 
Why dolft thou wrong her, that did nee wrong rh "Y 
When did ſhe croſs thee with a bitter word ? 

{t. Her (ilence flouts me, and I'iCbg reveng'd. 

| Flies $ANCE. 


Enter Gremio, Lucentio 


| Bap. What,in my ſight ? Bianca pet thee in, © | Exi 

at « Wit will you not ſuffer ns, Nay Thee _ 

She is your treaſure, ſhe muſt have a husband, 

| muſt dance bare-foot on her wedding day, 

And for your love to her lead apes in helly 

Talk not to me, I will go fit and weep, 

Till Ican find occaſion of revenge. ExA Cath 

Bap. Was ever Gentleman thus griev'd as1 ? 

But who comes here ? 

L/Ceme_ [| 

Booty habit of a mean man, Pe- 
hb” bis boy bearing a Lute and| 


truchio with 
Books. 


Gre, Good morrow, neighbour Baptiſta, | 


Bap. Good morrow, neighbour Gremzs : God fave you 
Gentlemen. 
Pet. And you good fir; pray have you not a daughters 
fair and vertuous ? | 
Bap. | have a daughter fir, cali'd Fatherins, 

Gre, Youare too blunt, goto it orderly, 

Per. You wrong m&gfigntor Gremio, give me leave. 
lam a Gentleman of Yerona, fir, 

That hearing of her beauty and her wit, 

Her affabiliey :nd baſbful modeſty , 

Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour; 

Am bold to ſhew my ſelf a forward gueſt : | 


Within 
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The 7 aming of the Shrew: 


PITT : 

kn your hou'c, to M-Ke mine eye the witaels 
of 1 ly which 1 lo oft have heard, 
And for an entrance to my entertainment, | Pre ſeating Her 
| doprefent you with a man of mine, 
Cunning in Muſick, and the Mathematics, 
Toinſtrudt her fully in thole ſciences, 
Whereof 1 know ſhe is not 1gnorant : 
Accept of him, or elſe you do me wrong, 
His name is Licio, born in Mantua. 

Bap. Yare welcome,f1r, and he for your good fake. 
But for my daughter {athering, this | know,  * 
the isnot for your turn, the more's my grief, 

Pet: I ſee you do not mean to part with her, 
Or cl(e you like not of my company. 

Bap. Miſtake me not, | ſpeak but what | find, g 
Whence are you ſir? What may I call your name: 
| Pet. Petruchio is my name, Antonis's fon, 
' A man well known throughout all /caly. 
| Bap. | know him well : you are welcome for his ſake. 
| Gre. Saving your tale, Perruchs I pray let us that are 
poor petitioners [peak roo ? Bactare| you are marvailous 
forward. 

Pet. Oh, Pardon me fignior Gremie, I would fain be do- 


iN - 
re 1 doubt ir not, fir, -But you will curſe 

Your wooing-neighbours-{ this is a gift 

Very grateful, I am ſure of it, to expreſs 

Thelike kindneſs my ſelf, that have been 

More kindly beholditi-to you than any j 

Free leave give wato This young Scholar, that hath . . of 

Been long ſtudying at Rhghes] as cunning [Pref corny & 

In Greek, Latine, and other Languages, 

As the other in Mutick and Mathematicks ; 

His name is Cambio ;, pray accept hus ſervice. | 
Bap. A thouiand thankgſignior Gremiio : 

Welcome good Cambio. Bur gentle fir, | 

Methinks you walk like a ſtranger, {'ho Tranyo 

May | be fo bold, to know the cauſe of your coming 2 
Tra, Pardon me, fir, the bolanefs is mine own, 

Thatbeing a ſtranger in this City here, 

Do make my elf a {uitor to your Daughter, 

Unto Brancs, fair and vertuous: 

Nor is your firm reſolve unknown to me, 

In the preferment- of the eldeſt ſitter, 

This liberty is all that I requeſt, 

That upon knowledpeof my parentage, . 

[may have welcome *mong the reſt that woo, 

And free acceſs and favour as the reſt. 

Aid towzrd the education of your Daughters, 

| here beſtow a fimple inſtrumenc, 

and this ſmall packet of Greek: and Latins books, 

|f you accept them, then their worthis greate 74,, great 
Bap, Lucent» is your name? of whence [ pray? proevalJC 


Tra. Of Pia fir, fon to Vincentio, 

Bap, A mighty man of Psſaby report, 
lknow him well ; you arc very welcome, fir « 
Tike =_ the Lute, and you the ſet of books, 
You ſhall go (ce your pupils preſently. 

Holla, within: 


(7 ers 22, 


Enter a Servant. 


Sirraead theſe Gentlemen | 
Tomy two Daughters, and then tell them bot 
Theſe are their Tutors, bid them uſe them well,/ £xi4 /arv 
e will go walk alittle in the Orchard, /ap/tt H0v# 
and then to dinner + you are paſſing welcome, ſas* 
and fo I pray you all to think your ſelves, 
Pet. Signior Baptiſta, my buſineſs asketh haſte, 
And every day 1 cannot come to woo, 
You 0K my Father well, 2n4 in him me, 
Left foly heir to all his Lands and Goods 
Which 1 have bettered rather then decre2d; 
hen tell me, if 1 get your Daughters love, 


Z 


#2 DR 


That ſhake not, tho 


Or ſhall I ſend my daughter Kare to you. 


hearing. 


What dowry ſhall I have with her to wife? 
Bap. Aſter my death, the one halt of my Lands; 
And in poſſeſſion, twenty thouſand Crowns. 
Pet. And tor that dowry, II affure herof for 
Her widow-h ood, be it that ſhe ſurvive me; 
In all my Lands and Leaſes whatſoever; 
Let ſpecialities be therefore drawn between us, 
That covenants may b: kept on either hand. 
Bap.Ay,when the ſpecial thing is well obtain'd, 
Thatys, her love; for that is all in all. 
Pet, Why that is nothing : for tell you Father, 
| am as peremptory as ſhe proud mindede- 
And where two raging fires meet together, 
They do conſume the thing that feeds their fury- 
Tho lictle fire grows great with lirtle wind, 
Yet extream guſts will blow out fice and all : 


| | So Ito her, and fo the yiclds to me, 


For 1 am rough, and woo not like a babe. 
Bap. Well maytthou woo, and happy be thy ſpeed | 
But be thou armed for ſome unhapy words. 
Pet. Agto the proof, as Mountains are for winds, 
blow perpetually, 
CNL Nt 
Enter Hortenfio with bis head broke. 


Bap. How now, my friend, why doft thou look ſo pale ? | 


Hor. For fear, I promiſe you, if I look pale. 
Bap. What, will my Daughter prove a good Muſician ? 
Hor. I think ſhell ſooner prove a fovldier; 


Iron may hold with her, bur never Lures. 


Bap. Why then thou cart not break her to the Lute ? 
Hor, Why, no,for ſhe hath broke the Lute4o'me 
| did but tell her ſhe miſtook her frets, N 
And bow'd her hand to reach her fingering, 
When& with a moalt impatient deviliſh ſpirit” 
Fretscall you thel&? <quoth ſhe:) id furne with thers : 
and with that word ſhe truck me 6n the head, 
And'rhrough ay inftrument my-pate made way, 
And taere I ſtood amazed for a while, 
As on a Pillory, looking through the Lute; 
White. ſhe did call me Raſcal, Fieler, 
And twan ing Jack, with twenty ſuch vil@terms; 
As hay ſhe ſtudied to-miſuſe me (6, 
Per.. Now, by the world; it.is a luſty Wench; 
I love her ten times more thenere I did; / 
Oh, how I lorg r0 have ſome chat with her. 
Bap. Well go with me, and be not fo diſcomfited. 
Proceed-in praQife-with my younger Daughter, 
She's apt'to learn, and thankful for good turns ; 
Signior Petruchio ; will you go with us, 


; Ext Mznet Pettuchio. 

Per. Ipray youdo. Iattend her here 
And woo her with ſome ſpirit when the comes. 
Say that ſhe rail, why then VIUtcll her plain 
She ſings as ſweetly as a Nightingal 
Say that (he frown, le ſay ſhe looks as cleat 
As morning Roſes newly waſh'd with Dew z 
Say ſhe be mute, and will not ſpeak a word, 
Then PlEcommend her volubility, 
And {:y,ſhe uttereth piercing eloquence: 
If ſhe do bid me pack, I'lEgive her thanks, 
As tho ſhe bid me ſtay by her a week 3 
If ſhe deny to wed, Plecrave the day 
When I ſhall ask the banes, and when be married, 
But hcre ſhe comes, w/ now,Petrk:hio ſpeak. 

\./ AMA | 


Enter Ka ina. . 


Good morrow Xatezfor that's your name I hear: 


Kat. Well have you heare, but ſomething hard of 


as, 1 
They call me Cotefine., that do talkof me, Fe 


— 


» 2s.” —_ 


* 


- 


Mk _L. 
a... A MM Mtn MM bn the 


vs 


a3 
= 


—— 


Ty 


And bonny Kate, and ſometimes Kate the curſt: 
But Kate, the prettieſt Kate in Chriſtendom, 

Kate of Kate-hall, my ; 
_ daintiesare all Categand therefore Kate, 


Hearing thy mildnefs prais'd in every Towns 
Thy vertucs ſpoke of, and thy beauty ſounded, 
Yer not fo deeply as to thee belongs; 


T {ower. 


{ Thou can't not frown, thoucan'ſt not look a-ſcance, 


The 7 aming 


of the Shrew. 


Pet. You lg& infaith, for you are call'd plain K ate, 


rhe dainty Kate, 


ake this of me, Kate of my conſolation, 


My felt am moy'd to woo thee for my wiſe. ; 
Kat. Mov'd\, in good time; let him that mov d you 
hither, 
Remove you hence; I knew you at the firſt 
You were a Moyable. 
Peet, Why, what's a movable ? . 
Fat. A joyn'd tool. 
Per. Thou haft hit it; come it on me. 
Cat. Aſſes are made to bear, and fo are you. 
Pee. Women are made to bear, and fo are you. 
Lat. No ſuch Jade, fir as.you, if me you Mean. 
Pet. Alas,good Kate, I will not burthen thee, 
For knowing thee to be but young and light —t2. 
Too light for ſuch a twain as you £0 Catcn, 
Ard yet as heavy as my weight ſhall be. 
Pet, Should be, ſhould : buz. 
Cat. Well tane, and like a buzzard, 
Pet. Oh flow-wing'd Turtle, ſhall a Buzzard take thee * 
Cat. 1, for a Turtle, as he takes a buzzird. 
Per. Come, come you Waſp, Faith you are too an- 


r 
"y e, If I be waſpiſh, *beſt beware my ſting, 
Pet. My remedy is then to pluck it out, 
Gr. 1, If the fool could find it where it lies 
Pet, Who knows not where a Waſp does wear his ſting ? 
in his tail, 
Cat. In his tongue ? 
Pet, Whoſe tongue ? 
Cat. Yours if you talk of tales, and ſo f:re well. 
Pet. What with my tongue in your tail. 
Nay, come again , good Kate, I am agentleman. 
Ct: That Ve try. ſhe ſirihes bim. 
Pet, 1 {wear Ile cuff you, if you ſtrike again. 
Gt. So may youloſe your arms. 
If you ſtrike me you are no gentleman, 
And if no gentleman, why then no arms. 
Pet. A Herald Kate? Ohput me in thy books. 
£zt. What is your Creſt, a Coxcomb ? 
Pet. A combleſs Cock, {o Kate will be my Hen: 

. No Cock of mine, youcrow too like a craven. 
Pet. Nay come Kate; come ; you muſt not look fo 
lower. 

Kat. It ismy faſhion when | ſee a Crab. 
Pet, Why here's no Crab, and therefore look not 


Kat. There is, there is; 

Per. Then ſhew it me: 

Kat. Had I a glaſs, I would. 

Pet. What, you mean my face. 

Kat. Well aim'd of ſuch a young one: 

Per. Now by S. George | am too young for you. 
Kat. Yet you are wither'd. 

Pet. 'Tis with cares, : 


Pet, Nay hear you Kate. Inſooth you ſcape not fo. 

Kt. I chafe you if 1 carry ; Let me 0. 

Pet. No, not a whit, I find you paſſing gentle : 
*T'was told me you were rough, and coy, and ſullen, 
And now I find report a very liar; 

For thou art pleaſant, gameſome, paſling courteous, 
'Buc ilow in ſpeech, yet ſweet as ſpring-time flowers. 


Nor b.te the lip, as angry wenches will, 
Nor haft thou pleaſure to be croſs in talk; 
But thou with mildnc(s entertain'ſt thy wooers, 


| Pet. Did ever Dian 1o become a Grove, , 


With gentle conference, toft, and affaile. 
Why does the world report that Kate doth limp? 
Oh ſland*rous world : Kate,hike the H:z'e twig, 
ls Araifike, and ſlender, and as brown in hue 
As Hazle Nuts, and ſweeter than the Kernels# 
Ohylet me fee thee walk : thou doſt not halt. . 
at, Go fool, and whom thou keep \command, 

As Kate this chamber with her princely gate p 
O,be thou Dzar, and let her be Kate, 
And then let Kaze be chaſt, and Dias ſportful. 
Kate. Where did you Rudy all this goodly ſpeech? 
Pet. It is extewpore, from my mothcr wit: 

ate, A witty mother, wigleſs elſe her ſon- 
Pet. Am1 not wiſe ? 

ate. Yes, keep: you warm. 
Pet. Marry fo I mean;{weet 
And therefore ſetting all this chat aſide, 
Thus in plain terms : your father hath conſented 
That you ſhall bemy wife; your dowry 'greed on, 
And will you, nill you, 1 will marry you. 
Now Kate, Iam a husband for your turn» 


—For by this light, whereby 1 ſee thy beauty, 


Thy beauty that doth make me like thee wells, 
Thoumuſt bemarried tono man but me. 


Emer Beptifts- Green Treyno. 
For Il amhe am born to tame you Kate, 


And bring you from a wild Kat to a Kate, 
Conformable as other houſhold Kates ; 


atherine to my wile 


Per. How but well fir? how but well? 
[t were impoſſible | ſhould ſpeed a mits. 
Bap. Why, how now Daughter {atherine, in 
Kar. Call you me daughter ? now I promile you 
You kave ſhew'd a tender fatherly regard, 
To wiſh me wed to one half Lunatick, 
A madcap rufhian, and a ſwearing Jack, 
That thinks with oaths to face the matter out: 


That talk'd of her, have talk*d amiſs of her ; 
If ſhe be curſt, it is for policy, 
For ſhe's not froward, but modeſt as the Dove; 
She is not hot, but temperate as the morn z 
For patience ſhe will prove a ſecond Grsſſchy 
And Roman Lycyece for her chaſtity « 
And toconclude, we haveFgreed to well together, 
That upon Sunday is the wedding day. 
Kat. TICEfeg thee hang'd on Sunday firft. 


If ſhe and I be pleay'd, what's that to you? 
'Tis bargain'd *ewixt us twain being alone, 
That ſhe ſhall ill be curſt in company. 

| tell you *tis incredible to believe 

How much ſhe loves me ; oh the kindeft Kate,/ 
She hung about my neck, and kiſs 8d kifs 

She vyd {o faft, proteſting oath on oath, 

That in a twink ſhe won me to her love, 

Oh you are novices?tis a world to ſee 

How tame(when men and wom:n are alone, ) 
A meacock wretch can make the curſteft Shitw 
Give me thy hand, Kate, I will unto Venice 

To buy apparel *gainft the wedding day ; 
Provide the feaſt Father, and bid the gueſts, 

[ will be ſure my {atherine ſhall be fine. 


God tend you joy, Petruchio! 'tis a match. 
Gre. Tra. Amen ſay we, we will be witneſſes. 
Per. Father, and Wife, and Gentlemen, adieu; 


—— 


rr —— Ee 


atherine in thy bed : 


Here comes your father, never make denial, Pap Gre Nh, 
I muſt, and yyill hay {? anon] 
Bap. NoW Sigfior Petruchio, how ſpecd you with my} 

| 

(dumps? 


Per. Father, 'tis thus; your ſclf and all the world 


Gre. Hark | Petruchio, ſhe ſays ſhe'l ſee thee hang 
Tra.Is this your ſpcedigg? nay then good night our pat 
Pet. Be patio geadages, chooſe her for my {clf; | 


Bap. 1 know not what to, ſay, but give me your hands 


your 


] 


——_ —_—_——_—_——— m"_—_ 


/ 


(firſt 


| 
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3 will to Venice, Sunday comes apace, 
We will have rings, and things, and fine array,” 
and kiſs me, Kate, we will Þ+-marr + af Sunday. 
+ |[ Exit Pifruchio, and Katherine. 
\UME V 
Gres Was ever matchclapt up ſo ſuddenly ? 
Bap.'Faith,Genclemgn, now | play a Merchant's part, 
And venture madly on a deſperate Marr. 
Tra. 'T was a commodity lay fretting by you 3 
'T4ill bring you gain, or periſh on the ſeas. 
Bap. The gain | ſcek, is quiet Bethe match. 
Gre, No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch: 
But now;Baptiſta, to your younger daughter 3 
Now is the day we long have looked for 5 
| am your neighbour, and was ſuitor firſt, 
Tra. And | am one that love Bianca more 
Than words can witneſs, or your thoughts can gueſs. 
Gre. Youngling! thou canſt not love lodear as 1, 
Tra. Grey-bearg, thy love doth freeze. 
Gre, But thine doth fry : 
Skipper, ſtand back 3 'tis age that nouriſheth. 
Tra. But Youth in Ladies eyes that flouriſheth. | 
Bap. Content you Gentlemen y I will compound this 
ſtrife ; 
Tis deeds muſt win the prize, and he of both 
That can aſſure my Cavghter greateſt dower, 
Shall have Bianca's Love. 
Say;Signior Gremio, what can you afſure her? 
Gre. Firſt, as you know, my houſe within the City 
[srichly furniſhed with plate and gold, 
Baſons and Ewers to lave her dainry hands : 


Bap. Well, Gentlemen, I am thus reſolv'd, 

On Sunday next, you kndY, 
My daughter Katherine is to be married: 
Now on the-Sunday following (hall Bignca 
Be Bride to you, it you make this aſſurance 3 
[f not, to ſignior Gremio ; 
And fo I take my leave, and thank you both, [ Exir 

| Gre, Adieu, good netghbours now | fear thee not : 
Sirrah, young Gameſter, your Father were a fool 
To give thee all; and in his wining age 
Set foot under thy table: tut, a toy { 
An old Italian Fox isnot ſo kind, my boy. 
' Tre A vengeance on your crafty witherdd hide | 
Yet | have fac'dit with a card of ten : 
Tis in my head to domy maſter good : 
[ ſee no reaſon but ſuppos'd Lucentio 
| Muſt get a Father, call'd ſuppos'd Yincegtio ; 
And that's a wonder : Fathers commonly 
Do get their children , but in this caſe of wooing, 
A child ſhall get a fire, if I fail notof my cunning, 


| X 


— —— 
I 


Exit. 


[Extr. 


My Hangings all of Tqri2n Tapeſtry ; 
lnivory Coffers I have {tuſt my Crowns; 
InCypreſs Cheſts my Arras,Counterpei 
Coſtly Apparel, Ten's and Canogies, 
ine Linnen, T#rky Cuſhions bowith Pearl; 
all of Venice gold, in needle-work ; 
Pewter and Braſs, and all things that belongs 
To houſe, or houſe keeping: then atmy Farm 
[ have a hundred milch-iine to rhe Pail, 
Six ſcore fat Ox2n ſtanding in my Stalls ; 
And all things an(wexable to this portions 
My ſelf am ſtruck in years, I muſt confeſs 1 - 
And if I die to morrow, this is hers, 
If whiiRt I live ſhe will be only mine. 
Tra. That only came weil ins Sir, liſt tome; 
Lam my Father's Heir, and only Son 
If Imay have your Daughter to my Wife, 
PlLleave her Houſes three or four as good, 
Within rich P:/« Walls, as any one 
Old Signior Gremio has in Padua ; 
Beſides two thouſand Ducats by the year 
Of fruitful Land; all which ſhall be her Joyntd&,”© 
[What, have I pincht you, ſignior Gremio ? 
| Gre. Two —_— by the year of Land { 
My Land amounts to- {o much in all : 
That ſhe ſhall have, beſides an Argoſie 
That now is lying in ar/ells Road, 
What, have 1 choakt you with an Argoſiz ? 
Tre Gremio, 'tis known my Father bath no leſs 
Than three great Argoſics, beſides two Galliaſles 
And twelve t$ Galliesz theſe I will aſſure her, 
And twice as much, what &re thou offer?ſt next, 
Gre. Nay, I have offer*d all ; I have no more 3 
And ſhe can have no more than all I have 
If you ke me, ſhe ſhall have me and mine; 
Tra Why then the Maid is mine trom all the World, 
By your firm promiſe ; Gr:mis is out-vied. 
Bap. I muſt confeſs your Offer is the beſt 1 
Andler your Father make her the aſſurance, 
She is your on , elſe you muſt pardon me: 
Tf you ſhould cie before him, where's her dower ? 
Tra. That's but a cavil he isc1d, young. 
Gre. Ard may not young men die as well as old ? 


Aus Tertius. Nh, / 
Conkunues tm Padun. 
Enter Lucentio, Hortentio, ard Bianca: 


Luc. Fidler, forbear 3 you grow too forward fir : 
Have you ſo ſoon forgot the entertainment 
Her ſiſter atberine welcom'd you withal ? | 
Hort. But wrangling pedant, +hiis- know Fhy 
The patronelſs of heavenly harkony 3 
ThiF giveme leave to have prerogative ; 
And when in Muſick we have fpent an hour, 
Your LeQture ſhall have leifure for as much, 
Luc. *xcpoſterous Als that neverread (o far, 
To know the cauſe why Muſick was ordain'd ; 
Was it not to refreſh the mind of man 


Then give me leave to read Philoſophy 
And while1 pauſe, ſerve in your barmony. 
Hort. Sirrah, | will not bear theſe braves of thine. 
Eian, Why, Gentlemen, you do me double wrong, 
To ſtrive for that which-refteth in my choice: 
I am no breeching ſcholar in the ſchools 
Pltnot be tied to hour, nor pointed times, 
But learn my Leſſons as | pleaſe my felf ; 
And to cut off all ſtrife, here fit we down, i 
Take you your inſtrument, play you the whiles, | 
His Le&ture will be done e*re you have tun'd. 

Hort. You'llleave his Leture when am in tune? [Fr 
Luc, That will he never: tune'your inftrument. 

Bian. Where leſt we laſt? 

Luc. Here, Madam : Hic ibat Simoie, hic eſt Sigeia telws, 
hic ſteterat Priami regia cel[a ſens. | 
Bian. Conftrue them, 


hic eſt, ſon unto Vircentio of Piſa, Sigeia tellms, diſgyifed | 

ing my Port, celſa ſenis, that we might heguile the old Pan- 
Bian. Let's hear. O fie, the treble jars. 

is, | know younot, bic eſt ſigeia tells, | truſt younot, hic 
Hort. Madam, *tis now in tune, 


thus to get your Love, bis ſfteterat, and that Lucentio that 
taloon. { 
. . bo | 
Luc. Spit in the hole, wan, and tune again. 
ſteterat priami, take heed he hear us not, regiaz prelume nor, 
Luc. All but the Baſe, 


After h s ſtudies, or his uſual pain ? 


Luc Hic ibat, as | told you before, Simosr, lam Lucentio; | 


comes a wooing, Priams, is my Man Trane, regia, bear- 
Hort. Madam, my inſtrument's in tune. 
Bian. Now let me ſee if 1 can conſtrue it: Hic hf fone- 
celſa ſenis, deſpair nor. 
R Hor 
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: Sw; | mult believe my Maſter 


for 


The T aming of the Shrew. 


H.rt. The baſe isright z *cis the baſe knave that jars. 
Luc. How fiery and froward ouf Pedant is ! 

Now for my Life that Knave doth court my Love; 
Pedaſcule, VIEwatch you better yet: 


\ [n time 1 may believe, yet I miſtruſt. 
> AucB544:Miſtruſt it not ;, ſor ſure eEacides 


wes e#jax, cali*d ſo from his Grandſather. | 

elſe I promiſe you, 

| ſhould be arguing ſtil) upon that doubt ; 

3ut let it rſt « now Litzoto you: 

Good maſter?take it notunkindly, pray, 

Chat I have been thus pleaſant with you both. _ 
—Biew You may go walk, and give me leave a while 3 

My Leſſons make no& Muſick in three parts. 

Luc. Are you ſo formal, fir ? well, | muſt wait, 
And watch withal; for but I be deceiv'g, oe 
Our fine Muſician groweth amorous. Aucten; ve 

Hor. Madam, before you touch the inſtrument, 

To learn the order of my fingering, 

[ muſt begin with RuJiments of Art, 

To teach you Game in 2 briefer ſort, 

More pleaſant, pithy, and effeual, 

Than hath been taught by any of my trade 3 

And thereit is in writing fairly _ 
Gian. Why, 1 am paſt my Ga long ago. 
Hor. Yetread the Ga of Hortenſio. 

| Bian. Gamiþ1 am, the ground of all accord j 

Are, to pleaſe Hurtenſio's paſſion : 

Boeme, Bianca take him for thy Lord, 

Cfaut, that rele with all afte&ion 

D ſel re, one Cliff, two Notes have I, 

Elamt, ſhow pity, op | die, 

Call you this G ? tut, I like it not 3 

Ole faſhions pleaſe me beſt ;, Im not ſo nice 

To change true rules for old inventions. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


_N:ck. Miftris) your Father prays you leave your books, 
And help to dreſs your ſiſters chamber up z 
You know to morrow is the Wedding-day. 


Lac. Faith Miſtrsthen I have no cauſe to ſtay. 
Hor. But I have Cauſe to pry into this pedant 3 
Methinks he looks as tho he were in Love : 
Yet if thoughts, Biexca, be fo humble, 
To caft thy wandring eyes on every Rale z 
Seiz* che: to Liſt ; if once l find theeranging, 


Hortenſi: wi why 7 thee by changing. 
J EMA rd 


Enter Baptiſta, Gremio, Tranio, Katherine, Bianca, and 
others, attendants. 


Bap. Signior Lucentso, this the pointed day 
That £atberive and Perrxchio ſhould be married , 
And yet we hear not of our ſon in Law. 

What will be ſaid ? what mockery will it be, 

To want the Bridegroom when the Prieft atrends 
To ſpeak the ceremonial Rites of Marriage ? 
What ſays Lucentio to this ſhame of ours ? 

KE&is. No ſhame but mine 4 1 muſt forſooth b: fore) 

To pive my hand oppoy'd againſt my heart, 

Unto a mad-brain Rudesby, full of fpleen, 

Who woo'd irrhaſtc, and means to wed at leiſure, 

[ told youyl, he was a frantick Fool, 

Hiding his bitter jefts in blunt behaviour 3 

And to be noted for amerry man ; 
Hellwoo a thouſand, 'point the day of Marriage, 
Make Friends, invite y ye$5 and proclaim the Banes ; 
Yet never means to wed Where he hath woo'd. 
Now mutt the World point ar poor Katherine, 
And lay, lothere is mad Petruchso's Wile, 

If it would pleaſe him come and marry her: 

Tra. Patience, good Fatherine and Bapti/ta too 3 


(Ex. 


Biar. Farewel ſweet Maſters both ; I muſt be gone. [bx 
/ E YC {- 


| 


| Much more a ſhrew of thy impatient humour, 
| "iy, WL HI: 


Upon my Life Petruchio means but well, 
Whatever Fortune ſtays him [rom his word, 
Tho he be blunt, I know him paſſing wile 3 
Th6 he be merry, yet withal he's honeſt. 


Kate, Would 


atherine had never ſeen him tho. 

Xt Weeping, 
Bap. Go Girl; I cannot blame thee now to weep ; 
For ſuch an injury would vex a faint, 


Enter Biondelo, 


Bion. Maſter, Maſter 5 news, and ſuch news as you never 

heard of. 

Bap. 1s it new and old too ? how may that be? 

Bio. Why, is it not news to hear of Petrachio's com- 
ing? 

Bap. Is he come ? 

Bo, Why,no fir. 

Bap. What then ? 

Bzo, He is coming. 

Bap. When will ke be here ? 

Bio. When he ſtands wherel am, and ſees you there. 

| Tra. Butſay, what to thifbld news ? 

Bio. Why Petruchio is coming in a new hat and an old 
jerkin; a pair of old breeches thrice turn'd ; a pair of 
boots that have been candle-caſcs, one buckled, another 
lacd an old rufty ſword tane out of the Town-Armory 
with a broken hilt, and chaffeſs ; with two broken poinf; 
his horſe bi with an old mothy ſaddle, the ftirrgps of no 
kindred : belide poſſeſt with the Glanders, and like to mble 
in the chine ; troubled with the Lampaſſe, infeted with the 
Faſhions, full of Windgalls, ſped with Spavins, raied with 
the Tellows, paft cure of: the Hyves, ſtark ſpoil'd with the 
Staggers, begnawn with the Bots, Wai in the back, and 
ſhoulder-ſhotten, net leg'd before, I 
Bit, and a headftall of theep', Leather z which being re- 
ſtrain'd to keep him from fiumbling, hath been often burſt, 
and now repaired with knots ; one Girth fix times piec'd, 
and a Womans Crupper of Velure, which hath two Letters 
for her name, fairly fet down in ſtuds, and here and there 
piec'd with packthred. 

Bap. Who comes with him ? 

Bio. Oh fir, his Lackey, for all the World c@npari- 
ſon'd like the Horfe ; with a Linnen ſtock on one Leg, 
and a kerſey beot-hoſe onthe other, garteed with a red 
| and blew Liſtz anold hat, and the humdf of forty fancies 


' prickt up in't for a feather: a Monſter, a very Monſter in| 


apparel, and not like a Chriftian Foot- boy, or Gentleman's 
Lackey. £ 

Tra. *Tis ſome odd humor pricks him to this faſhion; 
Yet oftentimes he goes but mean apparell'd, 

Bap | am glad he's come, howſoever he comes. 

Bio. Why, ſir, he comes not. 

Bap. Did thou not ſay he comes ? 

Bio, Who ? that that Petruchio came? 

Bap Ay, that Petruchio came. 

Bio. Noyfir ; 1 ſay his horſe comes with him on his back- 

Bap. VVhy, that's all one. 

Bio. Nay, by S*FamyI hold you « penny, a horſe and 3 
man is more thanone; and yet not many. 


EARN [ V. 
pay rea / Grumio. feakudt _ 


Pet. Come, where be theſe Gallants? who's at home ? 
Bap. Y ou-mre welcome fir. 

Per. And yet I come not well. 

Bap. And yet you halt nor. 


Trq, Not fo wellegparcli'd asI wiſh you were: 
Pet. Vere it better, | ſhould ruſh in thug, 
But where is Kate ? where is my lovely Bride ? 
How does my father ? Gentles, methinks you frown; 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company, 
As if they ſaw ſome wondrous Monumear, 
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\me Comet, or ſameunutual prodigy ? ; 

_ V Vhytfir, you know this is your VVedding-Gay: 

Firſt were we fac, fearing Lay would not come 

Now ſaddeththat you comgl nprovided, 

Fie, doff this habit y ſhame to your Eftate, 

An eye-fore to our {olemn feſtival, 

Tra. And tell us what occaſion of import 

Hath all fo long detain'd you from your wife, 

And ſent you hither ſo unlike your felt ? 

Pet, Tedious it were to tell, and harſh to heaT z 
cofficeth 1 am come to keep my word, 

Tho'in ſome part enforced to digrels , 

VVhich at moreleiſure | will ſo excuſe, 

As you ſhall well be ſatisfied withal. 

But where is Kate? I ſtay too long from her, 

The morning wears 3 *cis time we were at Church. 

Tra, Scenot your Bride in theſe unreverent Robes 53 

Gotomy chamber, put on cloaths of mine. 

Pet. Not I; believeme, thus I'|Cviſit her. 

Bap. But thusI truſt,you will not marry her. 

Pet. Good footh, even thus; Therefore hyy done with 
words ; 

To me ſhe's married, not unto my clothes : 

Could I repair what ſhe will wear in me, 

As | could change theſe poor accoutrements, 

'Twere well for Kate, and better for my ſelf. 

But what a fool amI to chat with you, 

When I ſhould bid good morrow to my Bride , 

And ſeal the title with a lovely kils ? 

Tra. He hath ſome meaning in his mad attire : 

We will perſwzade him, be ir poſlible, 

Toput on better ©ce he go to Church, 
Bip. PiLafter him, and fee the event of this, (avi 
Tra, But fir2Lve concernerh us toadd Une . 

Her father's liking ; which to bring to paſs, 

As before I imparted to your Worthip 


| 


lam to get a man py What Cre he be) 

[t «kills not muchy wel fit him to our turn 
And he ſhall >e Yincentio of Piſa, 

And make aſſurance herein Padus 

Of greater ſums than I have promiſed : 

$0 ſhall you quietly @1j2y your hope, 

And marry {weet Bs2nca with conſent. 

Lac, 'V Vere it not that my fellow tchool-maſter 
Doth watch Bzanca's ſteps ſo narrowly, 

Twere good,methinks,to ſteal our Marriage 3 
VVhich once pertorm'd, Ict all the world fay no, 
Pit keep mine own, detpight of all the world, 

Tra. That by degrees we mean to look into» 
And watch our vantage in this buſineſs : 
|VVellover-reach the gray-beard Gremio, 

The narrow prying father X4inola, 
The quaint Muſician amorous Lieo ; 


All for my Maſter's ſake Lucentio. \ JSceML. L/ 


Enter Gremio. 
Who 


vignior Gremzo, came you from the Church ? 
Gre, As willingly as e*re I came from {chool. | 
Tra. And is the Bride and Bridegroom coming home ? 
Gre. A Bridegroom fay you ? *tis a groom indeed, 
A grumbling groom ; and that the girl ſhall find. 
Tra. Curiier than ſhe ? why *ctis impoſſible. 
Gre. V'Vhy he's adevil, a devil, a very fiend. 
Tra. V Vhy he's a devil, a devil, the devil's dam. 
Gre. Tut, ſhe's a Lamb, a Dove, a Fool to him: 
[|Ctell you fir Lacentio , when the Prieſt 
Should ask if Katherine ſhould be his wife ? 
[ by 8095 woons,quoth he z and {wore {o loud, 
That all am;zd the Prieſt let fall the book ; 
And as he ſtoop'd again to take it up, 
his mad-hrain'd bridegroom took him ſuch a cuff, 
That down f-11 Prieft and book, and book and Prieſt. 
N48 take them up,6querh hey if any lift. 


Y 


oo 


Tra. What faid the Wench, when he roſe up again ? 
Gre. Trembled and ſhock 
{wore, 
As if the Vicar meant to coz:n him, 
But after many Ceremonies done, = 
H: calls for Wine: a health quoth he ; as if 
He had been aboard carowging to his Mates 
After a ftorm ; quaft off the Muſcadel, 
And threw the Sops A Y the Sexton's face ; 
Having no other ut that his beard 
Grew thin and hungerly, and ſeem'd to ask 
His ſops as he was drinking. This done, he took 
The Bride about the neck, and kift her lips 
With ſuch a clamorous ſmack, that at the parting 
All the Church did ecet{g? and [ feeing this, 
Came thence for very ſhame ; and after me 
I knpw the Rout is coming: Such a mad Marriage 
Nexer was before. Hark, hark, +heer the Minſtrels 
/UML VI: 


Enter Petruchio, Kate, Bianca, Hortenſio, Baptiſts. 


Pet. Gentlemen and Friends, I thank you for your 
pains : 
| know you think to dine with meto day, 
And have prepar'd great ſtore of Weddin 
But ſo it is, my hafte dothcall me hence ; 
And therefore here I mean tq take my leave. 
Bap. 1s poſſible you May to night ? 
Pet. I muſt away to daybetore night come : 
Make it no wonder; if you knew my bufinefs, 
You would intreat me rather go than ſtay. 
And honeſt company, I thank you all, 
That have beheld me give away my felf 
To this moſt patient,fweet and yertuous Wife : 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me ; 
For I muſt hence, and farewel ro you all. 
Tra. Let usintreat you ſtay till after dinner. 
Pet. It may not be. 
Gre, Let me intreat you,./ *? 
Pet. It cannot be. 
at, Let me intreat you: Df 
Pet, lam content. ' 
Kat. Are you content to ſtay ? 
Per. 1am content you ſhall intreat me ſtay 
But yet not ſtay, intreat me how you can, 
As Now it youlove me ſtay: 
Pe. Grumis, my horlies, 
Gru:Ayſir, they be ready ; the Oats have eaten the 
horſes. 
Kat. Nay then 
Do what thou canſt, I will not go to day 
No, nor to morrow, nor till I pleaſe my ſelf: 
The door is open fir, there ligs your way, 
You may be jogging whiles your boots are green; 
For me, I'lT not be gone till I pleaſe my elf: 
Tis like you*lIprove a jolly ſfurly groom, - 
That take it on you at the firſt ſo roundly. 
Pet. O Kate content thee; prgtheg be not angry. 
Kat. I will be angry ; What haft thou todo ? 
Father, be quiet, he ſhall tay my leiſure. 
Gre. Agparcy fir, now it begins to work. 
Cart. Gentlemen, forward to the Bridal-dinner, 
ſec a woman may be made a fool, 
If ſhe had not a lpirit to refiſt. 
Pet. They ſhall go forward, Kate, at thy command. 
Obey the Bride, you that attend on her :; 
Go to the feaſt, reved and domineer ; 
Carowſe full meaſure to her Maiden-head 
Be mad and merry, or go hang your ſelves; 
But for my bonny £X ate, ſhe muſt with me. 
Nay, look not big, nor ſtamp, nor ſtare, nor fret, 
[ will be Maſter of what is mine own; 


g-cheer x 


.She is my goods, my chatrels, fhergmy houſe, | 
Kay houſhold-tuff my ticld, = barn, 
2 


tt ——. 


; for why, he ſtamp'd and 


lay: 
( Mock Moyo: 


all foul ways: 
| eoweytcaie ? Was ever mar{ ſo weary ? Iam ſent before to make 
© | a fire, and they arecoming after to warm them: now were 


bn ——— 
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My horlc, my oxy, wy als, my any thing ; 

And t.erc ſhe ftands, touch her who ever dare 

If bring a:ine tion on the proudeſt he, 

That fiops ny way in Padua: Grumio, 

Draw forth thy Weapon; we #rc belet with thicves 3 

R. fete thy Mifir&fif thou be a men : 

Fcar notytweer Wench y they tha'l not touch thee Kate 3 
Tid buckler thee againſt a Million. 

} p. Nay, let them go , acouple of quiet ones, 


[74. Ct all mad matchegnever was the like, 

Luc. Miſtra,what's yout opinion of your ſiſter ? 

Bian That being mad her ſelf, ſhes madly mated. 

G»e. I warrant him Perruchiois Kated. : 

Bap, Neighbours and Friends, tho Bride ard Bridegroom 

wants 

For to {upply the places at the table; 
You know there wants no junkets at the feaſt : Lucentzo, 
You ſhell ſupply the Bridegroom, place, 
And let Bianca take her ſilters room. 

Tra. Shall ſweet Bianca praQtice how to bride it ? 

Bap. She ſhall, Lucenzio « Come gentlemen, let's 

A [if SeERL | Sehrnichaa/ Exeunt 
Enter Grumio, On hy Popes Cn 


Gru, Fie, fe on all tired Jades, on all mad —_— and 
Was ever man To beaten? Was ever man fo 


I not alittle pot, and ſoon hot, my very lips might ſreeze 
to my tecth, my tongue to theroof of my mouth, my heari 
in my belly, e'ce I ſhould come by a fire to thaw me ; but | 
with blowing the fire ſhall warm my felf; for conſidering the 
weather, a taller man than I will take cold : Holla, hog Cur- 
14s: 


Enter Curtis, 


Cart. Wha is it that calls ſo coldly ? 

Gre. A pieceof ice ; if thou doubt it, thou maiſt ſide 
from my ſhoulder to my heel, with no greater a run bug my 
head and my neck. A fire,good Carts. 

Cur. Is my Maſter and his Wiſe coming, Gram ? 

Gru, Olly Curtis, Au 2nd therefore face, fire, caſt on nos 
water, 

Cu-. Isſhe ſo hot a ſhrew as ſhe's reported ? | 

Gru. She was, good Cut, before thi&Froft ; but tho 
know'& Winter tamcs Man, Woman and Beafty for it hath 
tam*d my old Maſter, and my new Miftris\ and my felf, fel- 
low Curts. 

Cur. Away you three-inch fool; 1 am no beaſt, 

Gru, Am but three inches? Why thy horn is a ſoot, 
and lo long am1 at the leaſt. But wilt thou make a fire, or 
ſhall I complain on thee to our Miſtriþ,whoſe hand,(ſhe be- 
ing now at hand) thou ſhalt ſoon feel to thy cold comfort, 
for being ſlow in thy hot cflice. 

Cur. 1 prethec, good Gramio, tell me, how goes the 
World? 

Gre. Acold world, Carts, in every office but thine ; and 
therefore fire : do thy duty, and have thy duty; for my Ma- 
ſter and Miſtrgſare almoſt frqzen to death. 

Car. There's fire rcady ; and therefore good Grams the 
news. 

Gre. VVhy; Jack boy, ho boy, and as much news as thou 
wilt. | 

Cur. Come, you areſo full of congeatching, 

Gru.V Vhy therefore fire; for I hive caught extream ccld. 
VVhere*. the Cook ? is ſupper ready, the houſe trimm'd, 
1uſtes frew'd, cobwebs ſwept, theſerving-nen in their new 
Fuſizan, their white ſtockings, and every officer his weddin 
g27ment on ? Be the Jicks fair within, the Jills fair witho, 
Carvets ſaid, and every thing in order ? 

Car, All ready ; and therefore I pray thee, what 
news ? 


( Exeunt P. K3- 


Gre. Went they not quickly, ſhould die with laughing. 


— 


. | vvaded through the dirt to pluck him off me; hovy he ſwore, 


, Let 


Grw, Firſt, know my horſe is tired, my Maſtcr and M;Rrj 
faPn our. 

Cur, How? 

* Out cf their ſaddles into the Cirt ; and thereby hangs 
a tale. 

Car. Let's ha't good Grum's, 

Grx. Lend thine ear. 

Cur. Here. . . 

Gra. There, ſs wikes hem 

(ar. This *cis to feel a tale, not to hear a tale. 

Gru. And therefore tis cail'd a lenfib'!e tale : and this Cyff 
was but to knock at your ear, and blrech hiſtning : now | 
begin : Imprims, we came down a foul hill, my mitter riding 
behind my Maftris{ 

Cur. Both oftone horfe ? 

Gru. VVhart's that to thee ? 

Cur. V Vhyja horſ:. 


Gru. Tell thou the tale « but had'& thou not cruſt me, | 


thou ſhouldſt have heard how her horle fell, and ſhe under 
her horſe: thou ſhould'it have heard in how miery a place, 
how ſhe was bemoil'd, how he left her with the horſe upon 
her, how he btat me becauſe her hotfe tumbled, how (he 


hovy ſhe pray'd that never pray'd before hovy I criftl, bovy 
the horſes ran avvay, how her brid'e vvas burſt, hovv [ loſt 
my crupper; vvith many things of veorthry memory, vvhich} 
novy ſhall die in oblivion, and thou return unexperienc'd to 
thy grave, | 

Cur. By this reckoning he is more ſhrew than ſhe. 

Gru. Ay ,and that thou and the proudeſt of you ail ſhall 
find vvhen he comes home. But vvhat talk I of 'this? Call 
forth Nathaniel, Foſeph, Nicholas, Philip, Walter, Sug) ſop, 
and the reft: let their heads be *y comb'd, their bl 
coats bruſh'd, and their garters of an indifferent knit ; let 
them curthie vvith their lefe legs, :nd not preſume to touch 
a hair of my maſter's horſe tail, till they kiſs their hand- 
Are they'all ready ? 

Cur. They are. 

Gru. Call them forth. 

Cur. Do you hear ho ? You muſt meet my maſter to 
countenance my _ 

Gra. VVhy ſhe hatIYa face of, her ovvn 

Cur. VVho knovvs not that ? 
R Gre. Thou it ſeems, that calls for company to countenance 

er. 
Car, I call them forth to credit her. | 


Enter four or five Serving men. 


Gru, VVhy ſhe comes to borrovv nothing of them. 

Nat. VVclcome home Grueno: 

Phil Hovv novy Grumio ? 

Foſ. What Gramio. 

Nick, Fellow Grams. 

Nath. How now, old Iad? 

Gru, Welcome you 7 how now you ; what you ; fel- 
towyou ; and thus much for greeting. Now wy ſptuce 
companions, is all ready, and all things neat ? 

Nat. All things are ready; ho near is cur maſter ? 

Grsu. E'ne at hand, alighted by þthis ; and therefore be 
not — Cocks paſſion, ſilence,” 1 hear my Ma- 


iter, \ SCLME- UE. 


Entey Petruchio and Kate. 


Pet. Where be theſe knaves? What no man at door to 
hold my ftirrfp, nor to take my horſe ? Where is Nath«- 
uiel, Gregory, Philip? 

All Ser. Here, here,lir, here, fir. 

. Pet. Here fir, here fir, here fir, here, ſir,” 
You loggerheaded and unpoliſht grooms: 
What ? no attendance ? no regard ? no duty ? 
Where is the fooliſh knave I ſent before ? 

Gru. 


— T_T ou. 
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and fits as one new rifen from a Cream, AWay, away, for 


Gru Herefir, as fooliſh as | was before» 


' You pJ:nt, ſwain,you whoreſon malt-horſe drudgF/ he is coming hither. | 
_ - ops meet me inthe Park, SLEAML- (/. 
And bring along the raſcal knaves with thee ? Enter Petruchio. 

Gru. Nathanie!'s coatyfir, was not fully made %- : 
And Gabriels pumps were all unpink't 1h? heel ; Pet. Thus have 1 politickly begun my reign, 
There was no Link to colour Peters hat, And *tis my hope to end ſucceſsfully : 

And Waiters dagger Was not come from ſheathing : My faulcon now is ſharp, and paſſing empty, 
There were none tine, but Adam, RafE; and Gregory, And till ſhe ſtoop, ſhe muſt not be full gorg?d, 
The reſt were ragged, old, and b-ggarly, For then ſhe never looks upon her lure, 

Yet as they re Es come to meet you. Another way | have to man my haggard, 

Pet. Go raſcals, go and ferch my ſupper in. /Ex, Ser,| T'o make her coge, and know her Keepers call : 
Where is the life that late [led ? (/img 5 That is, to watch her, as we watch theſe Kites, 
Where are thoſe-2-Sit down Kate. p That bait and beat, and will not be obedient s 
And welcome. Soud, ſoud, ſoud, ſoud. DO ___ . She eat no meat to day, nor none ſhall ear. 

| Laſt night ſhe ſlept not, nor tonight ſhall not : 
Enter Servents with ſupper. | As with the meat, ſome undeſerved fault 
PlEfind about the making of the bed. 
Why when | fay ? Nay good ſweet Kate,be merry. | And here PIC fling thepillqp,, there the bolſter, 
Of with my boots, you rogues: youvillians, when ? This way the Coverlet, way the Sheets ; 
# and amid this hurlyjViazend, 
It was the Friar of Orders 299, Sings . at all is done in reverend care of her, 
As-he forth walked on his way. And in concluſion, ſhe ſhall watch all night; 
ns And if ſhe chance to nod, I'Crail and brawl, 


/ | ith the clamour keep her ft 

ou rogue,” you pluck my foot awry | And with the clamour keep her ſtill awake 

Tas = As the plucking of the other. {/ hrkes This is a way to kill a Wite with kindnels, 

Be merry Kate: Some water here 5 what hoa! how. | And thus Pldcurb her mad 2nd head-ſtrong humour, 
He that knows better how to tame a (ſhrew, 


Enter one with water. Now let him ſpeak, 'tis charity to ſhew, 

Seenwl Phoum 

Where's my Spaniel Troilus ? Sirrah, get you hence, Enzer Tranio and Hortenſio, 

And bid my Coulia Ferdinand come hither : | 

OnezKare,that you mult kiſs, and be acquainted with, Tra. 1s t poſſible friend Lobo, that Miſtreſs Biancs 

Vhere are my ſlippers ? ſhall I have ſome water ? Doth fancy any other but Zacentio? 

Come Kare,and waſh, and welcome heartily : I tell you fir, ſhe bears me fair in hand. 

You whoreſon villain, will you let it fall ? | Hor. Sir, to fatisfie you in what | have ſaid, 

Kat. Patience, lpray you, *twas a fault unwilling: | Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching, 

Pet. A whoreſon, beetle-headed;flap-ear'd knave ; ] 
Come Kate fit down, Iknow you have a tomack, Enter Bianca: —J u cemT10. 
Will you give thanks, {weet Kate, or elſe ſhall 1? 

What's this, Mutton ? Luc. Now Miſtreſs, profit you in what you read ? 

1. Ser. Ves. Bian. What Mafter read you!firft, reſolve me that ? 

Pet, Who brought it ? Luc, 1 read that Lprofels, the art to love, | 

Ser, I, Bian. And may you prove,fir, maſter of your art? 

Pet. 'Tis burnt, and fo is all the meat : Luc, VVhile you, ſweet dear, prove miſtreſs of my 
What dogs are theſe? where is the raſcal Cook ? heart, # 

How durſt you villains bring it from the dreſſer, Her, Quick proceeders.marry{ now tell me I pray, you} 
And ſerve it thus ro me that love it not ? that durft twear that your miſtreſs Biancs loy'd 61% the} 


There, take it to you, trenchers, cups and all; Hhrows MeV Vorld fo well as Lucentio. 

You heedleſs jolt-heads, ad unmanner'd ſlaves? &< abs Tra. Oh deſpigntful Love, unconſtant woman kind 4 I 

What, do you grumble ? PiEbe-with you raight, /« / * tell thee LoPothis is wonderful. | 
Ka. | pray you,husband, be not ſodiſquiet, Hor. Miſtake no more, I amnot Lifo, | 

The meat was well, if you were {o contented. Nor a Muſician, as I ſeem to be, | 


Per. 1 tell thee) Kate, *cwas burnt and drigd away, But one that ſcorn to live in this diſguiſe, 
And I expreſly am forbid to touch it: For ſuch a one as leaves a Gentleman, | 
For it engenders chokter, planteth anger, And makes a God of ſuch a Cullion' 
And better *ewere that both of us did faſt; Know fir, that I am cal'd Hortentſ6o. 
Since of our ſelves, our (clves are chobrr ici, Tra. Signior Hortenſo, | have often heard 
Than feed,it with ſuch over-r6ſted fleſh : Of yourentire affe&ion to Bianca 
Be patiencſ%o morrow't ſhall be mended, | And fince mine eyes are witnefs of her lightneſs; 
And for this night we'l|faſt tor company. I will with youjif you be fo contented, 
Come | will bring thee to thy Bridal Chamber. Exe. Forſwear Bianca and her love for ever. | 


Hor. Sce how they kils and court Signior Lucentio, 
Enter Servants ſeverally. Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow | 

Never to woo her more, but do for{wear' her, 

As one unworthy all the former fayours 


, 


— —_ 


Nath, Peter, didſt ever ſee the like ? 


Peter He kills her in her own humour. That 1 have fondly flatter'd her withal. 
Gru. Where is he 2 Tre. And here | take thelike iy, > oath, 
Never to marry with her, tho ſhe weuld intreat. | 
Enter Curtis, a Servant. Fie on her, ſee how beaſtly ſhe doth covrr him. 


Hor. VVould all the world bue he had quite forſworn Aer 
Cur.. In her Chamber, making a ſermon of continency | For me, thar I may ſurcly keep mine oathy 

to her, and rails, and ſwears, and rates, that ſhe F poor || will be married to a wealthy Widow, 

loul knows not which way to ſtand, to look, to ſpeak, | E're three days paſs, _ has as long lov'd me, : 
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| As | have lov'd this proud dildainful Haggard» 
. And lo isrewel Signtor Lugentso : 

Kindnels in Women, not their beauteous looks , 
Snall win my Love: and fol take my leave, 

ln refolution as I [wore before. 

Tra. MiſtreſBianca, bleſs you with 
As longeth to a Lover's bleſſed cafe / 
Nay, 1 have tane you napping, gentle Love, 
Ard have forſworn you with Hortenſio, 

Bian. T: naſe jeſt : but have you 


h grace, 


Tra. Viſtrs{ we have. 

L.xc. 'T hen We arerid of ZLoþo. 

Tra, T faith hel have a luſty Widow now, 
That ſhall be woo'd and wedded in a day. 

Bian. God give him joy/ 

Tra, Ayand hel[tame here 

Bian. He ſays ſo,Tranio. 

Tra. Faith he is gone unto the taming ſchool. 


Tre AyMifirsſnd Petruchio is the Maſter, 
That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long, 
To tame a ſhrew, and charm her chattering tongue. 


EMULE V. 
Enter Biondello. 


Ron, Oh Maſter, Maſter, Thave watcht (o long, 
That I km dog-weary z but atlaft I ſpied 
Anancient fregecomin down the hill 
W:ll ferve the turn, 

Tra, What is he, Biondello ? , Lg 

Bio, Maſter, a Mg&can tant, or a pedant 
I know not what; but formal in Brace! 1 
In gate and countenance ſurly, like a father, 

Luc. And what of him, Tranio ? 

Tra If he be credulous, and rruſt my tale, 
PILmake him glad toſeem YVincentio, 

And give aſſurance to Baptiſta Minola, 
As if he were the right YVincentio : 


Entcr a Pedant. 


| Ped. God ſve youlir. 
| Tra, And you fir; you are welcome: 
Travel you far on, or are you at the fartheſt ? 
Ped. Sir, at the farthcft for a Week or two 3 
But thenup farther, and as far as Fome ; 
And {o to Tripoly, if God lend me lifes 

Tra. What Countreyman | pray ? 
Ped. Of Mantus. Jag you! 

Tra. Of Mantra fir ; marry God forbid 
<edtrome to Padua; careleſs of your life ? 


Jo 


Tre. *Tisdcath for any one in Mantus 
To come to Padua ;, know you not the cauſe ? 
Your Ships are ſtaid at Venice, and the Duke 
For private quarrel*twixt your Duke and him 
Hath publiſh'd and proclaim'd it openly: 
*Tis marvel, but that you zee but newly come, 
You might have heardit elſe proclaim'd about. 
Ped. Alay fir, it is worſe for me thanſo; 
For 7 have bills for money by exchange. 
From Florence, and muſt here deliver them, 
Tra. Welljſir, to do you curtelie, 
This will I do, and this 1 will adviſe you ; 
Firſt tell me, haveyouever been at Piſa ? 
Ped Air, in Piſa have I often been; 
Piſa refiowned for grave Citizens. 
Tra. Among them know you one Vincentio? 
Ped. 1 kr.ow him not, but | have heard of him ; 
A Mcrchant of incomparable Wealth. 
Tra. He is my father, fir; and ſooth to ſay, 


Ped, My lifg fir ! how | pray ? for that goes hard. 


£ ExiF Hor: 
uc 


both forſworn me ? 


Bian, The taming ſchool? what is there ſuch a place ? 


/ 
Tak: me your Love, and then let me alone. | Exe Lie s 
| am + 


Tra. To fave your life in this extremity, 
This favour will I ao you for his fake ; 
And think it not the worſt of all your Fortunes 
That you are like to fir Y/#ncentio: 
His name and credit ſhall you undertake, 
And in my houſe you ſhall be friendly lodg'd : 
Look that you take vpon you as you ſhould 4 
You underſtand me, fir : ſo ſhall you ſtay 
Till you have done your buſineſs in the City # 
If this be court'fie, fir, accept of it. 

Pea, Oh, fir ,I do, and will repute you ever 
The patron of my Life and Liberty. 

Trs. Then go with me to make the matter good : 
This by the way I let you underſtand, 
My father is here look'd for every day, 
To paſs aſſurance of a dowre in marriage 
*Twixt me and one Baptiſta's daughter here: 
In all theſe circumſtances I'|EinftruR you : 
Go with me, fir,to cloath you as becomes you. 


_—* (Exeun, 


A | 


Aus [JM Scena Prima. 
Struthers uri, Heuse. 


Enter Katherina ar4Grumio. 


Grs. No, no, forſooth, I dare not for my life. 
at. The more my wrong y the more his ſpite appears: 
What, did he marry me to famiſh me ? 
Beggars that come unto my father's door, 
Upon intreaty have a preſent alms; 


| 


If not, elfewhere they meet with charity : 
But I, who never knew how to intreat, 
Nor never needed thatl ſhould intreaf, 
Am ſtary'd for meat, giddy for lack of ſleep ; 
With Oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed z 
And that which ſpights me more than all theſe Wants, 
He does it under name of perfc& Love z 
As who would ſay, if I ſhould ſl:ep or eat 
*Twere deadly ficknefs, or elfe preſent.death : 
1 prgthee go and get me ſome repaſt ; 
I care not what, 10 it be wholſome food. 
Gra, What ſay you to a Neati-foot ? 
at. 'Tis paſſing good; I prathee let me have it. 
Gra. | fear it is t00 phlepmarick a meat : 
How lay you to a ſat Tripe fincly broil'd ? 
Kat. I like it well; good Grumio fetch it me. 
Gru. I cannot telly | ſear*tis choſerick : 
What ſay you to a piece of Beef and Mnuſtard ? 
' Kat. Adiſh that 1 do love to feed upon. 
— the Muſtzrd is too hot alittle. 
Kat. Why then the Beef, and let the Muftard reft. 
Gra. Nay then I will not ; you ſhall have the Muſtard, 
Or elſ;. you get no Beef of Grams, 
Kat. Then both, or one, or agy thing thou wilt. 
Gre. Why then the MultrCſthou the Beef, 
Kat. Go get thee gone, thov falſe deluding flave, 


| Bears him. 
That feed't me with the very name of meat : | 


Sorrow on thee, andall the pack of you 
That triumph thus upon my aitee ] 


Go get thee gone, I ſay, I Fd CEMLAL 
Enter Petruchio and Hortenfio with meat. 


Per. How fares my Kate ? What, ſweeting, all amort? 
Hor. Miſtris{ what cheer ? 


KGt. Faithyas cold ascan be. 
Pet. Pluck up thy ſpirits ;Icok cheerfully upen me : 


[n count'nance ſomewhat doth reſemble you. /# | Here Love, thou feeſt how diligent I am, 
Bion. As much as an apple Goth an oyſter, and all cne(4To drels thy meat my ſelf, and bring it thee : | 
© * Iam} 
X> [Shys pes] Lo vY Who! wi hh kbeve. ! [Ender Servants) Ar lee a tw T 17 5Þ . 
| 6 
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(ure, lweet Kate, this kindnels merirs thanks. Pet. Oh,mo monſtrous arro L : 
rh not a word ? Nay then, thouloy'ftit not : | Thou lyeft, thou thr&q, . thou nble, Hs u! Him la 
And all my pains 1s forr.d to no proof. Thou yard, three quarters; half yard, quarter ail ; : 
Here take away the diſh. Thou Flea, thou Nir, thou winter-cricket rwed ; 

at #pray you [et it ſtand. HP Brav'd in mine own houſe with a skein of thr& 
"Pet. The pooreſt ſervice is repaid with thanks, Away thou Rag, thou quantity, thou remnant, 
And fo ſhall mine before you touch the meat, Or 1 ſhall ſo be me thee with thy yard, 
fo | thank youjlir. : As thou ſhalt thinfon pratinz whil'R thou liv'R - 
vr. Signior Petruchio, fie you are too blame : | tell thee [, that thou haſt mai?d her gown. 
Come, Miltr8ſKate, 'ICbear you company. T ay. Your worſhip is deceiv'd, the gown is made 
Pet. Eat it up allyortentso, if thou loveſt he —— Juſt as my Maſter had direQion + 
Much good do it unto thy gentle heart 5 Grumio gave order how it ſhould be done. 
Kate cat apace and now my honey love, Gr. I gave him no order, 1 gave him the fluff. 
Will we return. unto thy Fathers houſe, T ail. But how did you deſire it ſhould be made? 
And revel it as bravely as the beſt, Gru. Marry,fir with needle and thrtd. 
With filken coatyand caps, and golden Rings, Tag. But did you not requeſt to have it Cut ? 
With Ruff: and Cuffs, and Fardingals, and things : Gr. Thou haſt fac*'d many things. 
i on] 
elets, is knay*cy. rs. Face not me : thou haft bray? 
1% thou din'd ? The Taylor ſtays thy leaſure, not me L I will neither be fac'd nor err So — 
To deck thy body — rufSing treaſure. | bid thy maſter cut out the gown, but I did not bid him 
Cem. {ll cut it to pieces, Ergo thou licſt. 
Enter Taylor, 4 _—_ here is the note of the faſhion to teftify; 
et. Read it. 
Come Tajlor, let us ſee theſe ornaments, Gru. The note lies in's throat if he ſay I faid fo. 
Tag. Imprimis, a looſe bodied gown. 
Enter Hab: rdaſher. | CO if —_— looſe-bodied gown, ſow me 
in the sKirts of it, an t tt 
Lay forththe gown. What news with you fir? ha. of brown thrW : | — MAES Ca 
gon = _ cap you _ did beſpeak, - _— s 
et. Why this was moulded on a porrenger ad. With a ſmall 
AVelverdith, Fie, fie, *ris lewd and filthy; ; Gra. I confels the Go 
cn Dn Let 
. . L r#. 1 confeſs tw | . 
Amay with it, come,let me have a bigger. Tay. The mas t, 
at. |Ehave no bigger, this doth fit the time Pet. Aythere*s the vil 
And gentlewomen wear fuch caps as theſe. ; Gru mn 7eh bil AR Pth bill : 1 manded 
: - prin are gentle, you ſhall have one too, the ſleeves ſhould be cut our, and fow'd up —— that 
=—_ —_ a ——— {4 7 P . —_ upon thee, tho thy little fing:zr be armed in a 
at. Why fir, 1 truſt I may have leave to ſpeak, Tas. This is true that 1 ſay, and | hee i 
—_ - _ I = ” —_— no babe, © on thou ſhouldſt know it: Ris thnemcan. 
_ _ - _ = = ! ah «a m Gra. 1 am for thee ſtraight : take thou the bill; give me 
My tongue will tell the Lore of 4 io _—_ 7 rams = ary then he ſhall h 
- my heart concealing it will break; odd's, | a 
_ = girl _— _— - _ Pet. Well, fir in brief the gown isnot for.me, 
Pet. Why,thou fay*&t Ara itis a - Itr Ca F ws a —_ m—_—_— I 
A cuſtard coffty a bauble aliken ie 4 ba hex _ — — _— _ Miſtreſs 
|Llove thee well in that f ou lik it not = —_—_ =_ my 004 C0 PIT 
Le | > gown for thy maſters uſe! FB 
a o_ me, m _ — e the cap, Pet. w_ what's your conceit in that ? 
I awd, > p _— __ Grs, Oh,lir, the conceit is deeper than you think for 5 
0 mercy, l _— _ Go ſtuff is yo nz 4 cans oe Ge, A —_— ans IEEE = 
What ? this a flzeve? 'tis like a demi-cannon; 4 Per. Herten Go. ſay thou wilt ſee the Tajlor pai (4 JS 14e- 
any bu _ down _ my - apple. _ ? Go take it ne gone, and ſay no ws. + png A 
"> oo ap nn an 
Why what « Devils name TH pr As ake no unkindneſs of hishaſty words: | | 
—_————— or 1 ou this ? pl Away I ſay, commend me to thy Maſter. (Exir. Tay” 
ry —_ : $ like _ e _ er = = g0W {A Per. Well, come, my Kate, we will unto your fahersy 
HR — = cit. pr = y and well, . Even in thefe honeſt mean habiliments : 
ye vp o _ = = 2 _ =D Our purſes ſhall be proud, our garmentspoor j 
dis wa = ya! . "_ ut . you be remembred, For *tis the mind that mak? the body rich. 
"og " _— o _ And as the Sun breaks through the darkeſt clouds, 
"ee "y : nne _ a So honox peereth in the meancft habit. 
© otra p it __ my cu _ ir : Whag,is the Jay more precious than the Lark, 
< = _ ma O_ be of ir. Becauſe his teathers are more beautiful ? 
vo - = _ -=_ aſhion'd gown, Or is the Adder better than the Eel, 
Belike Os -an . = _— nor o_ commendable ; Becauſe his painted Skin contents the eye ? 
+ rms _ e a puppet of me. Ohno, good Kate F neither art thou the worſe 
by 4 - _ - nm a puppet of thee. For this poor furniture, and mean array. = 
of oF ys your Worſhip means to make a puppet | If thou accounted ir ſhame, lay it on meg | 

c, And therefore frolickg we will hence forthwith F) 

_ . To 


— 
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To feaft and ſport us at thy fathers houle, 
Go cill my men, and let us firaight to him, 
And bring our horſes unto Loxg-lane end, 
There will we mount, and thither walk on foot. 
Let's ſee, I think *cis now {ome ſeven aclock, 
And well we may come there by dinner time. 
Kat. 1 dare aſſure you\fir, *tis almoſt two; 
And *cwill be ſupper time ere you come there. 
Pet, It ſhall be ſeven ere [ go to horſe: 
Lock what | ſpeak, or do, or think to do, 
You areftill croſſing it ; firs let't alone, 
| i will notgo today, andere I do, 
Ic (hall be what a = I of it > —_— 
Hor, Why fo : this gallant will command the lun. 
Soar Exe Dt: wth: v 
Enter Tranio, and. the Pedant dreſt like Vinentio. 


Ped: 2t elſe, and(but I be deceived 
Signior Baptsſia may remember me 
Near twenty years ago in Genoa, 
Faw Where we were Lodgers, at the Pegaſus : 
rg: Th wcll, and hold your own in any caſe 
With ſuch auſterity as longeth to a Father. 


T Lag this is the houſe, pleaſe it you that1 call.” 


Enter Biondello. 
Ped. 1 warrant you: but fir, here comes your boy, 
*'Twere good, Ne were ſchool'd. 


Tra. Fear you not him ; firrah Biondello, 
Now do your duty throughly;kaevilepour 
Imagine *cwere the right YVincentso. 
Bion. 'Tut, fear not me. 
Tr4. But haft thou done thy errand to Baptiſta? 
Bion, | told him that your Father was in Venice, 
And that you lpok't for him in Padra. 
Tre. That's a tall fellow, hold thee that to drink; 
Here comes Rptiſta: ſet your countenance, fir. 


SCEME. V* 
Enter Baptiſta and Lucentio 5, and Pedant boote 
_ andbare-headed. 


| Tra. Signior Baptiſta,you are happily met : 
| Sir, this is the gentleman I told you of 

pray you ſtand, good Father, to me now, 

Give me Bianca tor my patrimony. 

Ped, opal; fir by your leave, having come to Padus 
To gather in ſome debts, my ſon Lacentso 

Made me acquainted with a weighty cauſe 

| Of love between your daughter and himſelf : 

And for the good report hear of you, 

And for the love he beareth to your daughter, 
JAnd ſhe to him z to ſtay him not too long, 

[ amcontent in a good fathers care 

To have him matchtgandif you pleate to like 

No worſe than I,fir upon ſome agreement, 

Me ſhall you find moſt ready and moft willing 
With one conſent to have her ſo beſtowed : 

For curious 1 cannot be with you, 

Signior Baptiſta, of whom 1 hear ſo well. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to ſay, 

Your plainneſs and your ſhortneſs pleaſe me well : 
Right true it is, your ſon Lucentio here 

Doth love my daughter, and ſhe loveth him, 

Or both difſemble deeply their affe&ions 3 

And therefore if you ſay no more than this, 

That like a Father you will deal wich hjm, 

And paſs my hter a ſufficient courey 

The match is'natle and all is done, 

Your ſen ſhall have my daughter with conſeng, /; 
Tra. 1chank youſir, where then do you+wow beſt 
{ We be affied, and ſuch affurance taſſe 

1 As ſhall with cither parts agreement and? 

| Bap. Not in my houſe Lucentio, for you know 


-\ Bion, I cannot tarry ; I knew a wench married in an af- 


Pitchers have cars, an!) have many ſervants, 
Beſides old, Gremio is harkning fill, 
And haply we might be interrupted. 

Tra. Theh at my lodging, ansit like you fir ; 
There doth my father lj ; and there this nighc 
We'll paſs the buſinefs Privately and well : 

Send for your daughter by your ſzrvant here, 
My Boy ſhall fetch the Scrivener preſently, 
The worſt is this, that atfo ſlender warning, 
Youre like to have a thin and ſlender pittance. 
] Bap. Itlikes me wells {o 


ſtraight : , 
And if you will tell what hath hapned, Aw-re.; 
Lucentio's Father is arriv'd in Padus, 4 
And how ſhe's like to be Lucentio's wife, 

Bon, | pray the gods ſhe may with all my heart, 


Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone, 
EntonPeter. 


Signigr Baptiſta, ſhall I lead the way, 
VVelcome, one mels is like ro be your cheer. 
Comefir, we will better itin Piſa. 


1 Bap. I follow __ 
EERA- VI. 


Enter Lucentio, and Bijondello, 


[ Exeut 


Bion. Cambio. 
Luc. VV at laſt thou Biondello ? 


4 Luc. Biondelo, what of that ? 
Biond. "Faith, nothing z but his left me here behind 


kens. 

Luc. I pray thefmoralize them. 

Biond. Then thus. Baptiſta is ſafe, talking with the de- 
eiving Father of a deceitful Son, 

Luc. And what of him? 

Bion. His daughter is to be brought by you to the ſup- 
per: 

Luc. And then ? 

Bion.The old Prieſt at St, Luke*s Church is at your com- 
mand at all hours. 

Luc. And what of all this? . 

Bion. I cannot tell , except they are bufied about a 
countefcit aſfurance 3 take you sſſurance of her, Cum pri- 
vilegio ad Imprimendum ſolum ; to th' Church take the 
Prieft, Clark, and ſome ſufficient honeſt witnefles : 

If this be not that you look for, | haveno more to ſay, 
But bid Bianca farewel for ever, and a day. 
Luc: Hearſt thou B:ondello. 


vpgen as ſhe went to the Garden for Parſeley to ſtuffa; 

'Ra » and fo may you, fir y and fo adieu, fir, my Maſter 

(hat appointed meoto go to Saint Luke's ,to bid the 

\Prieſt be ready to come againſt you come with your apper- 

dix. Exit. 
Luc. I may,and will, if ſhe be fo contented : 

She will be pleas'd, then wherefore ſhould I doubt ? 

= CT EY £0 about her : 

t ſhall go hard if ZCambio go withqut hex: xit. 
© Feene vie The Pang bo Ped wa 

Enter Petruchio, Kate, Hortenſio. 


Pet, Come on a Gods name, once more towards out 
Fathers, 
Good Lordghow bright and goodly ſhines the Moon / 
Kate. The Moon { the Sun ; it is not Moon-light 
now. 
Pet. 1 ſay it is the Moon that ſhines ſo bright. 
Kat. 1 know it is the Sun that ſhigsſo bright. 


{i 


Cambio hie you home, afid bid Bianca make her ready 


L Exit 


Biond You ſaw my Maſter wink and laugh upon yow- 


to expound the” meaning, or moral of his ſigns and to- 


| 


| 
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Pet. Naw by my Mothers $07, and that's my elf, 
it (hall be moon, or ſtar, or xhat Lift, 
Or erel journey to your fathers houſe : 
Go on, and fetch our horſes back again, 
Ever more croft and croſt, nothing but croſt, 
Hor. Say as he fays,or we [hall never go, 
Lat. Forward I pray, ſince we have comeſo far, 
and be it moon, or ſun, or what you pleaſe : 
and if you pleaſe to call it a ruſh Candle, 
Hence forth I vow it ſhall be ſo for me, 
P:4, | fay it is the moon, 
Kt. I know it is the moon. 
Per. Nay then youlie, it is the bleſſed Sun. 
Le. Then, God be dleſt, it is the bleſſed Sung 
But Sunit is not, when you ſay it is not, 
and the Moon changes even as your minds 
What you will have it nam'd, even thatit is, 
And ſo it ſhall be ſo for Katherine. 
Hor. Petruchio, go thy ways, the field is won. 


And not unluckily againſt the Bias: 
ſofr, Company is comming here, 
2 VI. 


Enter Vincentio. 


Good morrow gentle Miſtrlsſ where away ? (7 Vim - 
Tell me ſweet Kate, and tell me truly too, 
Haft thou Lcheld a freſher Gentlewoman : 
Such war of white and red within her checks / 
What Stars do ſpangle H«aven with ſuch beauty, 
As thoſe two eyes become that heavenly face? 
Fair lovely Maid, once more good day to thee : 
Sweet Kgte, embrace her for her beauties ſake. 
Hor. Anil make the man mad to make a woman of 


for. Young adding Virgin, fair, and freſh; and ſweet, 
Whither away, or where is thy aboad ? 
Happy the Parents of fo fair a child 
Happier the man whom favourable Stars 
Allots-thee for his lovely bedfellow./ / 
Pet. Why how now Kate, | hope thou, art not mad, 
isis a man, old, wrinkled, faded, withered, 
And not a Maiden, as thou faijft he is. 
Kat. Pardonold father my miſtaking eyes, 
That have been ſo bedazled with the tun, 
That every thing I look on ſeemeth green « 
| [Now l perceive thou art a reverend Father : 
Pardon} pray thee for my mad miſtaking. 
Pit. Do good old grandfir, and withall make known 
Which way thou travelleſt; if along with us, 
| We ſhall be joyſul of thy company. 
Vin. Fair Sir, and you my merry Miſtra/ Hoo, 
That with your ſtrange encounter much amaz'd me 
' My name is call'd Jincentio, my dwelling Pſa, 
And bound | am to Padua, there to viſit 
Aſon of mine, which long | have not ſeen. 
Pct, What is hisname ? 
Vin, Lucentio, gentle fir, 
Per, Happily met, the happier for thy ſon ; 
And now by Law, as well as revereno age, 
| may Sititle thee my loving father 
Thefiſter to my wife, this gentlewoman, 
Thy Son by this hath married : wonder not, 
Nor be not grieved, ſhe is of good efteem, 
Hcr dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth 
Leſide, fo qualified, as may beſeem 
The Spouſe of any noble gentleman » 
Let me embrace with old Fincentio, 
And wander we to ſee thy honeſt ſon, 
Who will of thy arrival be full joyous, 
Vin, But is this true, or is it elſe your pleaſure, 
Like pen travellers to break a jeſt 
Upon rhe company you overtake ? 
Hor. | do aſſure thee father fo It is. 


. 
HALL - [OO 


Per, Wel), forward, forward, thus the bowl ſhovrld run; Per. Sir herſs the door, this is Lacentio's houſe, 


; VE Reg 
| / , Who mY 
fel, 


Pet, Come go atong and fre the rruth hereof. 
For our firſt merriment hath made thee j-alous. /Exeant. 
Hor. Well Petriicbio,/ this hae put me in hearr. 
Have to my Widow, if ſhe bc troward, | 
Then haſt thou taught Horzenfio L untoward. hay 
Enter Biondello, Lucentio and Bianca, Gremio 
is ont before, ECP 


—— —  — owe 


Bion. Softly and ſwiftly,fir, fot the Prieſt is ready. 

Las. | fly Biondelioz but they may chance to need thee 
at home, therefore leave us. E «it 

Bion. Nay, faith, 6 GY Church @ your back, and 
then come back to ty as foon as I can. 

Gre. 1 marveel Cambio cdthes not all this while. 


Enter Petruchio, Kate, Vincentio, Grumio 
with Attendants. 


My Fathers bears more toward the Mai ker-place, 
Thither muſt |, and here [leave you fir, 
Vin. You ſhall not chooſe but drink before you go, 
[ think | ſhall command your welcome here ; 
And. by all lik-lihood, fome cheer is toward. Knocks 
Gre. They're buſFwichin, you were beſt knock touder” 


Pedant looks ont of the window. | 


7 Whar's he that knocks as he would beat down the 
ate { 
, Vin, Is Signior Lacentio within, fir ? 

Ped, He's within ſir, but not to be ſpoken withal. 

Vi. What if a man dring bim a hundred pound or 
two,to make merry withal, 

Ped: Keep your hundred pounds to your ſelf, he ſhall 
need none as long as I live. 

Pet. Nay, 1 told you your ſon was well b: loved in Padua4 
do you hear, fir to leave frivolous circumftances , 
| pray you tell ſignior Zacentio that his Father is 
come from Piſa, and is here at the door to ſpeak with 
him. | 

Ped. Thow lieſt, his fathet is come from Padus, and 
here looking out at the window. | 

Vin. Artthou' his father ? | 

Ped Ayr, fo his mother ſays, if I may believe her, 

;Per. Whyhow now Gentleman * why this is. flat kna- 
very to take upon yoo another mans name. 

Ped. Lay bands on the villain, | bclieve he means to 
cozen ſome body in this City under my countenance. 

ICOML- X 
Emer BionCello. 


Bion. | have ſeen them in the - Church together, God 
fend *em good ſhipping ! but who ishere ? mine old Ma- 
ter Yincentio) now we are undone and brought to no 
thing. | YT a 2 D 

Vin. Come hither, Crackhemp. [« ”Y [Bu 

Bion. I hope] may chelc Ar, 

Yin. Come hither you rogut;what have you forgotme? 

Bien. Forgot you; no (ir: | cou'd not forget you, for I | 
never {aw you before in all my life. | 

Vin. What, you notorious villain, did'f thou never ſee 
thy Maſters Father Fincentio ? 

Bion, Whit, my old worſhipful old maſter ? yes mar- 
ry fir, fee where he looks out of the window. 

Vin. 1s't fo indeed ? He beats Biondello, 

Bion. Help, help, help, here's a maT man will murther 
me, 

Peda. Help, ſon; help Signior Baptsſfa- 

Pet. Prgthce Kate, let's Rand afide and ſee'the end of 


* 


this controveri{@ 


Exter Pedant with ſervants, Baptiſta, Tranio. 
»* 


Tra 


. 
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_ _ 0 FC, 
| Tr. Sir, what are you that offer co beat my fſer- | Bap.But do yeu hc ayfir, have you married my devghter 1 
vart ? without asking wy good will ? | ( 
Vin. What am I fir 3 nay what are you (ir? oh immor-| Jin, Fear not Baptiſa, we will content YOu, g0to ! 
ral Gou?s : oh fine villain, a filken Coubler, a velvet hoſe, | but I will in, to be revenged on this villain, [Exi| Ie 
a {cariet cloak, and a copatain hat : oh ]amundone, I am| Bap, And Ito ford the depth of this knavery, | Exi 
undone: while | play the gooC hu-band at home, my ſon| Zac. Look not pale, Biancay thy fathcr will nor frown ] 
and my fervant {pend allat the Univerſity. Xeunt 
Tra. How now, whai's the watter ? Gre. My cake is dough, but i&in among the reſt, | ] 
Bp. W hat, is the man lunatick? Out of hope of all, but my ſhare of the teat, ( Embk Ha 
Tia Sir, you ſeem a ſober ancient Gentleman by your at. Husband let's follow, to fee the end of this ado. | 
habit but your words ſhew you a mad mans why) fir, o&. Firſt kiſs me, Kate, and we will. | Ani 
what Concerns it you, if I wear Pearl and;-Goldy' I thank fe, What in the midſt of the ſtrect ? 0 
my g00d Father, | am able to maintain 1 Pet, What art thou aſham'd of me ? | E 
Vin. Thy father { ob villain, he is a Sail-maker in Ber-| Fae, No,fir, God fordid*but aſham'd to kiſs. Th 
gamo. | Pet, Why then let's home again: Come firrahlet's " Ch: 
Bap. You miſtakeyſir, you miſtake ſirjpray what do you | way 4 7 
think is his name ? Kat. | will give thee a kiſss now 
Vin. Bis name7as if I knew not his name: I have brought | g,y,. Nay, _—_ pray hag Fo T 
him up ever ſince he was three years old, and his name is | yg, 1; not this well? come my ſweet Kare, | | 7 
Tranio, e c /2 F Pr; 
EE emmmbitittronsl Lee, and he Better once then never, for never too late Exeunt [ : 
is wine orly fon, and heir to the Lands of me Signior 
Vincentio. - 
Vin, Lucentio | oh he hath murthered his Maſter; lay 
hold on him I charge you in the Dukes name ; oh my fon, Scena +4: X / [þ \ 
my {»n ; tcll me} thou villain, where is my fon Lacen- An wWhikio's Howe n Dadua: 
tio ? Ent er Baptiſta. Vineentio, Gremio, the Pedant, Lucenti), and 


Tra. Call forth an officer ; Carry this mad knave to the a indy : 
Gl » fathcr Baptiſta, 1 charge you ſee that he be forth Blanca, Tranio, Bioxello, Grumio, and IWidaoy : 
{ cothing. The Serving - men with Trans bringing 

Vin. Carry me to the-Goal ? in a banquet. 

Gre. Stay officer, he ſhall not go to priſon. 

Bap. Talk not,Signior Grewio;z I tay he ſhall go 
i{on. \ 
ay Take heed, ſignior Baptiſta, leſt you be coni 
catch'd in this buſineſs ; I dare {wear this is the right Ys 
eentio. 

Ped. $=ear;if thou dar'fſt. 
Gre. Nay, I dare not {wear it. 

| Tre. Then thou wert beſt ſay, that | am not Lacen- 


Luc. Atlaft tho long, our jarring notes agree, 
{| And time it is when raging war is come, 
To ſmile at ſcapes and perils over blown : 
My fair Banca bid my father welcome, 
| While I with ſel{-ſame kindneſs welcome thine : 
Brother Petruchio, liſter Katherina, 
And thou Hortentio with thy loving Widdow : 
eaſt with the beſt, and welcome to my houſe, 
y Banquet is to cloſe our ſtomachs up 
After our great good cheer : pray you (it down, 


110» 4 
Gre+ Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucentio, 
Bap, Away with the dotard,, to the Goal with him, 


Enter Bieadello, Lucentio, . and Bianca» 


Vin, Thus ſtrangers may be hal'd and abuyd ; oh mon- 


frous villain. 
Bion, Oh, we are {poil'd, and yonder he is, deny him, for- | 


or now we fit to chat as well as eat. 
Pet. Nothing but fit and fit, and eat and eat. 
Bap. Padua affords this kindneſs, ſon Petruchzo. 
Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 
Hor. For both our fakes I would that word were true; | 
Pet. Now for my life Hortentio fears his widdow. 
Hor. Then never truſt me it I be afeard. 


% 
= ”.-- I” 


{wear him, or «Ilſe we are all undone. Pet, You are very ſenſible, and yet you miſs my/| 
Exit Biondello, Tranio, and Pedant as faſt as may be» ſence : | 78 
: 7 T\mean Hortentjois afeard of you. B 
| Luc, Pardon {weet father. Wid, He that is giddy thinks the world tuzns round, Tha 
| Vin. Lives my ſweet fon? '| Pct, Roundly replied. | | P, 
Bien, Fardon dear Father. | Kat. Miftris, how mean you that ? _or 
; Bap, How haſt thou offended here is Lucentio? | H/id. Thus I conceive by him. | G 
' Lac. Here's Lucentio, right fon to the right Yincen- Pet. Conccives by me, how likes Z/ortentio that ? | Pray 
io | Hor . My Widdow ſays, thus the conceives her tale. | P, 
That have by marriage made thy daughter mine? Pet, Very.well mendcd, kiſs him for that, good} | H 
While counterfeit ſuppoſes bleer'd thine effi” Widdow. | hnef 
Gre, Here's packing with a witneſs to deceive us-##, Kat: He that is gidcy thinks the world turns round. | P, 
' Yin, Whereis that damned villain Tran, pray you tell me what you meant by thar. | com 
That fac'd and brav'd me in this matter ſo ? Wid. Your Husband being troublcd with a ſhrew, 
Bap. VVhy, tell me if not this my Cambio ? ealurs my husbands ſorrow by his wo 3 
i Bigs. Cambio is chang'd into Lucentso. And now you know my meaning. 
| Lnc. Love wrought theſe miracles. Bianca's love Kat, A very mean meaning. 
Made me exchange my ſtate with T! Yano,  Wrid. Right, I mean you. You 
{ VVhile he did bear my countenance in the town; Kat. And | am mean indeed, reſpeRing you. Bi 
And happily I have arriv'd at laft | Pet, To her Kate. The x 
Unto the wiſhed haven of my blif\ Hor. To her Widdew. Þ 
VVhat Tran did, my ſelf enforc'd him to; Pet: A hundred marks, my Kate do put her dewn. Oh 
Then pardon himfweet Father = my lake, Hor. That's my office. | Sirr 
'. Yin. T\Uſlitthevillains nole t hat would have ſent me || Pet. Spoke like an officer ; ha to thee lad. f Gay 1 
| to the Goal. Drinks to Hortentio, H 
| of | Bap. | 
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—— 18 [1525 Gren:z? th TE 11ck witted folks? Per. What ? 
> _—_ me fir, they But des well : | Hor. She will not. | 
Bizn, Head, and but an haſty witty bady, Per. The fouler fortune mine, and therTan end, 
ON : Would ſay your Head and But were head and horn. = Y/l. 
: Yin. 1 Miſtreſs Bride, hath that awakened you? _ Evitr eatherina 
| Bian, 1, but not frighted me, therefore Ple ſleep a- _ | 
| gain. Bap. Now by my hollidam,here comes Fathering. 
| Pet. Nay that you ſhall not fiace you have begun: Kat. What is your will, Sir that you ſend for me ? 
gave at you fot a better jelt or two. Pet, Where is your Siſter, and Hortenfio's wite ? 
| Jian. Am 1 your Bird, | mean to ſhifc my buſh, + Kat. Thiey fit con ferring by the Parlof fire. 
and then purſue me as you draw your Bow. Per. Gofetch them hither, if they deny to come, 
Youare welcowe all. Exit Bianca. | þwinge me them foundly forth unto their kusbands : 
Pet. She hath prevented me, here ſignior Trane. way I-ſfay, and bring them hicher ſtraight. & Yr (/- (f% 
This bird you aim'd at, tho you hit her nor, Lac. Hereis a wonder, if you talk of a wonder. 
| Cherefore a health to all thar ſhot and miſt, | Hor. And ſoit is: I wonder whatiÞ boads. | 
Tra. Oh fir, Luc:ntio (lipt we like his Gray-hound, Per. Marry, peace it boads, and love, and quiet life, 
| Which runs himſelf, and catches for his Maſter. An awful rulgand right ſupremacy : 9 
| Pet. A good ſwift (imile, but ſomething curriſh. And to be ſhort, what not, that's ſweet and happy. 
| Tra; 'Tis well fir, that you hunted for your elf : Bap. Now fair befal thEgood Petrachio{ 
| ris thought your Deer docs hold you at a bay- | The wager thou haft won, and I will add 
| Bap, Oh, oh Petruchio, Tranio hits you now. Unto their loſſes twenty thouſand Crowns, 
Luc, 1thank thee for that gird good Tramo. Another dowry to another daughter, 
Hor. Confels, confeſs, hath he not hit you here ? For ſhe is chang'd as ſhe had never been. 
Pet. A has alittle gall'd me I confeſs: Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet, 
And as the Jeſt did glance away from me, {0 1 42) And ſhow more ſign of her obedience, 


'Tis ten_to one it maim'd you tog outright, _———ZHfer new built vertue and obedience. 
Bap. Now in good ſadnels fon Putrruckso, 


{think thou haſt the verieſt ſhrew of all, Emter Rate, Bianca, and Widdow. 
Pet. Well, | ſay no ; and therefore for aſſurance, 
e's each one ſend unto his wife, See where ſhe comes, and brings your froward Wives 
and he whoſe wife is moſt obedient, As priſoners to her womanly pcrtwaſion : 
Tocome ++ firſt when he doth ſend for het, nan that.cap of yours becomes you not; 
Shall win the wager win with that bzþle, an&+throw itunderfoot. (/4e jeedls F 
Hor. Content, what's the wager ? IWid. Lord let me never have acaulſe to ligh, þ {rows 
Luc. Twenty Crowns, Till I be brought to ſuch a filly paſs. 
Pet. Twenty Crowns! : Rian, Fic what af{ooliſh duty call you this? 
[venture fo much of my Hawk or Hound, Luc. 1 would your duty were as fooliſh too : 
Sut twenty times ſs much upon my Wite. The wiſdom of your duty, fair Biancs, 
Las. A hundred then, Hath coſt me 6hundr ed Crowns fince ſupper time. 
Hor, Content. Bian. 1 he more fool you for laying on my duty. 
| Pet. A match, tis done. Pet. __ I charge thee tel! theſe headftrong wo- 
Hor, Who ſhall begin ? men, what duty they owe to their Lords and husbands. 
Lac. That will 1. Wid. Come, come, you're mocking j we will have no 
| Go Biondello, bid your Miſtreſs come to me e telling, 
Bion. | go. / Exit,| Pet. Comeon,[ ſay, and firſt begin with her. 
Bap. Son, Pi&be yonr half, Bianca comes. id. She (hall not. 
| Lac, ViEhave no halves : PlEdear it all my (elf, Pet. I ſay ſhe ſhall, and firſt begiq with her. 
; | Kate, Fie, fie, unknit that threatning unkind brow, 
| fie Emer Biondello. And dart not fcornful glances from thoſe eyes, 
| To wound thy Lord, thy King, thy Governor. 
| How-now, what n:ws 2? It blots thy beauty, as froſts bite the meads, 
Biex, Sir, my Miſtreſs ſ-nds you word Confounds thy fame, whirlwinds ſhake fair buJs, 
That the is buſie, and cannot come, And in no ſence is meet or amiable. 
P:t. How ? ſhe's buſic, and cannot come! is that an an- | A woman mov'd is like a fountain troubled, 
er ? Muddy, ill teeming, thick, bereft of beautyy 
Gre. Agand a kind one too : | And while it is fo, none'fo dry or thirſty 
Pray G Sir ,your wife ſend you not a worſe, Will dain to ſip, or touch one drop of it. 
Per, 1 hope better. Thy Husband is thy Lgrd, thy Life, thy keeper, | 
Hor. Sirra Biondello, go and intreat my wife to come to | Thy Head, thy Sovergga : One that cares for thee, | 
ne forthwith. / / Exit Biondello. | And for thy maintenance. Commits his body 
Per, Oh ho{ intreat her ; nay then, ſh: muſt needs | To painful labour, both by fea and land ; 
come, To watch the night in ſtorms, the day in cold, 
Hor. lam afraidSir, do,what you can, WhiPR thou lyR warm at home, fecure and (afe, mn 
| And craves no 0 ther tribute at thy hands, 
Enter Biondello. But love, fair looks, and rrue obedience 
Too little payment for fo great a debt. 
Yours will not be entreated : Now, where's my wife ? Such duty as the Subje& owes the Prince, 
Bion, She ſays you have ſome goodly Jelt in hand, Even ſuch a woman oweth to her husband : 
She willnotcome : ſhe bids you come to her. And when ſhe is froward, peeviſh , {ullen, ſower, 
Pet. Worſe and worſe, ſhe will not come { And not obedient to his honeſt will; | 
Oh vil@, intolerable, not to be indur'd : VVhat is ſhe butafoul contencing Rebel, 
ditr4 Grumio, go to your Miſtrets, And graceleſs traitor to her loving Lord ? 
Yay Icom nand her to come to me, 8 I am aſham*d that women are fo ſimple, | 
Hor. | know her anſwer, To offer war where they ſhould knecl for peace; 
| as R Or 
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When they are bound to ſerve, love, and obeys 

Why are our bodies ſoft, and we: k, and ſmooth; 

| Urapt to toil and trouble in the world, 

But that our {oft conditions, and our hearts, 

Shculd well agree with ouggxternal parts ? 
Come, ccme, you fruward,unable worms, 

My mind hath been as big as one of yours, 

\1y hc:rt is great, my reaſon haply more, 


Bur now 1 ſte our Launces are but ſtraws 
Our ſtrength Fr weak, our weakneſs paſt compare, 


Aad place your hands below your husbands foot : 


A Seju JS ty aw a king) / 
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Or teek for rule, ſupremacy, and {way, 


| 
| 
| 
| 


To baridy word for word, and frown for frown 5 | 


That ſeeming to be moſt, which we indeed leaſt ares. 
Then vale your Romacks, for it 1$ no boot, FT, 
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7 Intokenof which duty, if he pleaſe, S 
| My hand is reaGy, may it d@ him eaſe. 
Per. Why there's a wench : Come on, and ki me 
Kate. 
Luc. Well go thy ways old Lad, for thou ſhalt hy, 
Yin. 'Tisa good hearing when children are toward. 
Zuc. But a harſh hearing, when women are frowarg, 
Pet, Come Kate, we'l to bed, 
We three are married, but you two are ſped. 
"T'xas I won the wager tho you hit the white, 
And being a winner, God give you good night. 
Exit Petruchio, 
Hortenſ. Now go thy ways, thou haſt tam'd au 
Shrow. 
Lus. *Tis a wonder, by your leave, ſhe will be tan'd 6, 
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lena, Lord Lafeaty all in black. 
Mother. 


Roſ. And in going, Madam, 


in (ubjeRicn. 


abundance, 


of hope by time; 


how fad a p tix whoſe $kill was almoſt as great as 
his k<neſty; had it Rtyefch'd ſo far,vould have made nature 
immortal, and death ſhould have}play for lack of work. 
Would, for the Kings ſake he were living! I think it would 
be the death of the Kings diſeaſe, 

Laf. How call'd you the man you ſpeak of, Madam ? 
Aſo, He was famous, fir, in his profeſſion, and it was his 
great right to be lo * Gerard de Narbon, 

Laf. Hz was excellent indeed, Madam; the King. very 
lately ſpoke of him admiringly and mourningly ; he was 
Skilſul enough to have liv'd ill, if knowledgecould be ſet 
Vp againſt mortality. 

Jof. What is it f my good Lord2. the King languiſhes 


of 


Laf. A Fiſtula, wy Lord; 


Mo. What hope is there of his Majefties amendment? 
Laf. He hath abandon'd his Phyſitians, Madam, under 
whole praRtices he hath pb#ſecuted time with hope, and 
finds no other advantage irſthe proc: ſs, but only the loſing 


Ae. This yqung Gentlewoman had a Father(O that had! 


Entcr your Bertram Count of Roſſilion, his Mother , and He- 


"Cy N delivering my ſon from me, I bury a | ver-looking. | have thoſe hopes of her good, that her edu- 
2 fecond hutband. 7 cation promiſesher diſpoſitionsſhe inherits, which makes 
| weep 


- o're my Father's death anew ; but I | qualities} there co mmendations go with pity, they are 
muſt attend his Mzjeſtigs command, to Vexyyes and traitors too : in her they are the hetter for 
whom I am now in Ward, eyermore | th«#+ (impleneſs ; ſhe derives her honeſty, and atchievyes her 


Laf." You ſhall find of the King a 
husband , Madam; you, fir, a father. 
He that ſo generally is at all times good, mult of neceflity 
hqgld his virtue to you, whoſe worthineſs would ſtir it up 
were it wanted, rather thanSlackit where there is ſuch 


4*Tis an unſeafon'd Courtier, good my Lord, 


Roſ. I heard not of it before. 
Laf. I would it were not notorious. Was this Gen- 
tlewoman the Daughter of Gerard de Narbon? , 
Me. His ſole child, my Lord, and bequeathed to my c- 


fair gifts fairer ; for where an unclean mind carries vertuous 


goodnefs, 1 
, Lafan. Your commendations, Madam, get from her 
tears. 


Mp. :Tis the beſt brine a Maiden can ſeaſon her praiſe 
in, The remembrance of her Father never approaches 
her heart, but the tyranny of her ſorrows takes all livelr 
hood from her cheek, No more of this, Helens, go to, no 
more, left+$be rather thoughtz@ewaſfe& a ſorrow, than to 
have «++ 7 
Hel. Ido affe a ſorrow indeed, but I hayg it too. 
Laf. Moderate lamentatjone4s the right of the dead,) 
exceſſive grief the enemy EF the living, 

Mo. It the living be,enemy to the grief, the exces| 
makes it ſoon mortal. | 
Roſ. Madam, 1 deſire your holy wiſhes, 

Laf. How underftand we that ? 

Mo. Be thou bleſt Bertram,and ſucceed thy Father 
In manners as in ſhape / thy blocd and virtue 
Contend for Empire in they, and thy goodneſs 

Share with thy birth-right * Love all, truſt a few, 

Do wrong to none : be able for thine enemy 

Rather in power than uſe ; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own lifes key : Be checkt for ſilence, 

But never tax'd for ſpeech « What heaven more will, 
That thee ma furniſh, and my prayers pluck down, | 
Fall on thy hayd : Farewel my Lord, 


Adviſe him; 
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His arched 


Cold wiſdom waitin on ſuperfluous folly. /Z, ,, » /// 
77. Save you fair Queen, 


me ask you a queſtion. Man is enemy to virginity, how 
may we barrocado it againft him?” 
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ows, his hawking eye, his curls 
[n our hearts table : heart t00 capable 

Of every line and trick of his {weet favour. 
But now he is gone, and my idolatrous fancy 
wult ſanRify his Relicks, Who comes here ? 


Enter Parolles. 


One that goes with him : ] love him for his lake, 
and yet I know him a ey ob 
Think him a great way fool, wel y a coward, 
Yet theſe fixt evils (ic fo fit in him, 

That they take place, when Virtues ſtcely bones 
7 ookebleaki7thecold wind 3 <anbed, full oft we ſee 


——_— 


Hel, And you,Monarch. 

Par; No. gr AT 

Hel. And no. 

Par. Are you meditating on Virginity ? 

Hel. Ay you have ſome ſtain of fouldier in you : Let 


Law. Kgep him out. 

che e afſails; and our 
in the defence yet is weak: unfol 
ance, - 
Par. There is none : Man ſetting down before you will 
undermine you, and blow you up, 

Hel. Bleſs our poor Virginity from undermigers, and 
blowers up{1s there no Military policy heyy Virgins might 
blow up men ? es | 
Par. Virginity being blown down, Mart-yill ' quicklier 
be blown up : marry in blowiug him. down -again, with 
the breach your ſelves made, you loſe your City. lt is not 
politick, in the common-wealth of nature, to preſerve 
virginity- Loſs of Virginity, -is national encreaſe, and 
there was never virgin got, till virginity was firſt loſt. 
That you were made of,. is metal to make Virgins. Vir 
ginity, by being once loſt, may be ten times found : by 
being ever kept, it is ever loſt ; *tis too cold a companion z 
away with't. | 

Hel. 1 will and fort a little, though therefore I dic a 
Virgin. 

Por There's little can be ſaid in't ; *tis againſt the rule 
of Nature, To ſpeak on the part of virginity, is to ac- 
cule your Mothers-z which is moſt infallible diſobedience. 
He that hangs himſelf is a” Virgin : Virginity murthers| 
it ſelf, and ſhould be buried in high-ways out of all 


virginity though valiant, 
C's ſome warlike reſiſt. 


ture, Virginity breeds mites, much like a Cheeſe; con- 
lumes, jt ſelf to the very pairing, and ſo dies with feed- 
i own ſtomach, Beſides; Virginitygis geeviſh, proud, 
idle,made of ſclf-love, which is the moſt 3 
Canon, Keep it not, you cannnot chooſe but loſe by't. 
Out with'c ; within ten years 


the worſe. Away with't. 


Par. 


A mother, and a miſtre(s, and a friend, 
A Phcenix, Captain, and an engimy, 


A Counſellor, a Traitreſs, and 


His faith, his ſweet diſaſter 


| know not what he 
Par. What one i*faith 7 


Par. Whar's pity ? 


A guide, a goddels, and a fovergign, 


a Dear : 


His humble& ambition, proud humility : 

His jarring concord ; and his diſcord dulcet : 
; with aworld 

Of pretty fond adoprious chriftendoms 

That blinking Cupid gofſips. Now ſhall he —— 

all-God ſend him well, __© 

The Courts alearning place—and he is one... 


Hel, That] wiſh wells pity, ——— 


Hel. That wiſhing well had not a body in'r, 


Which _ be felt, that w 
Returnsus thanks, | 


Page. Monſieur Parolles, 
My Lord calls for you. 

Par. Little He 
I will think of thee at Court. 


table ftar. 

Par. Under Mar 
Hel, 1 eſpecially th 
Par. Why under Mars ? 


orer born, 


Whoſe baſer ſtars do ſhut them up in wiſhes, 
Might with effeQs of them follow our friends, 
And ſhew what we alone muſt think, which never 


Enter Page. 


[ Exit Je. 


farewel, if I can remember thee, 


[. 
inkunder Mars. 


Hel. Monſieur Parolles, you were born under a chari- 


Hel. The waters hat fo kept you under, that you muſt 


neecs be born under Mars. 


Par. When he. was predominant. 
Hel. When he was retrograde, I think rather. 


Par. Why think you ſo? 


Hel, You go ſo much backward when you fighte 


Par, That's for advantage. 
Hel. So is running away, 
When fear propoſes 1afety : 


well. 


Paroll, I am fo fall of bufinefs, I cannot anſwet thee 


acutely : I will return' perfc& Courtier, in the whith | 


lanQiied limit, as a deſperate Offendreſs againft Na-! 


ited fin in the 


it will make -it ſelf tas, 
which is a goodly increaſe,and the principal it ſelf not much 


Hel. How might one do fir,to loſe it to her own liking? 
et me fee. Marry, ill, to like him that ne're' 


It likes 
lyin 

while *tis vendible. Anſwer the time of requeſt, Vir. 
inity,like an old Courtier, wears her cap out of fa. 
ion, richly ſuted,” but unſutable, juſt like the brooch 
and the roothpick, which wee not now : your Date is 


'Tis a commodity will loſe the--gloſs with 


better in your Pye and your Porredg, then in your cheek; 
and your virginity, your old virginity, js like one of our 
French wither'd Pears ; it looks ill, it eats drity; warry 


tis a wither'd Pear : it was formerly bhetters marry, 


yes 
it? 


jfis a wither'd Pear, Will you any thing with 


Hel. Not my virginity yet. #4 > 


There ſhall your Maſter have a thouſand loves, 


twel Ru 
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The longer kept, the leſs worth; Off with't. 


f The Kings diſeaſed-my proj. & may detciveme; 


| /LCLRLLSV. 


He (ot 


Ge Xe 


&, 


my inſtruAion ſhall {erve to naturalite thee, fo thow wilt 
be capable of #he Courtiers counſel, and underſtand what 
advice ſhall thruſt upon theezelſe thou dicſt in thine un- 
thankfulneſs, arid thine ignorance makes thee away 3 ſare- 
wel + When thou baft leiſure, ſay thy prayers; when thou 
haſt none, remember thy Friends ;®gec thee a good huſ. 
band, and ule, him as he uſes thee : So farewel. 
Same. 11: 
Hel. Our remedies oft in our ſclvesdo lje, 
Which we aſcrible to heaven : the fated sky 
Gives us free ſcope, only doth backward pull 
Our flow deſigns, when we our ſelves-are dull. 
What power is'it, which mounts my love ſo high, 
That makes me fee, and cannot feed mine eye ? 
The mightieſt ſpace in fortune, Nature brings 
To joyn like likes y and kits ike native things: 
Impoſſible be trange: attempts 10thoſe 
That weigh their pains in fence, ' and do ſuppoſe 
What hath been, candet be. Who ever ſtrove 
To ſhew her merit, that did mils tier love ? 


e fixt, and will not 1cave me. 
[our t- of Aran ce. 


TT Floursſb Congerts. 


But my intents 


Enter the King of France with letters, and 
divers Attendants. 


K. Kingj 
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But the compoſition that your valour and fear twakes in | 
you, is a virtue of a- good wing, and 1 like the wear: 


} 


| 


4 


| 


S Oha 
hen(ole, | 
EE the _ 


210 All's well that ends well. " Fink 
Kino, Thc. Florentines und Senoye are by th* cars, + Since t, nor wax, nur honey Can dring home, J- | oor 
| Have toupht with «qual fortune, and continue [ quickly were difſolv:d from my hive, = 
A braving war. To give ſome Labourers room. oa 
1. Lo. G. So*ris reported fir. 2 L. E, Youre lovedSir; ) 
K:n.. $$aygiis moſt credible, we here receive it, They that leaſt lend it you, ſhall lack you fir t, _ 
Aces tainty vouch'd from our Couſin Auſtria, Kin. | fill a place I know't 4 how Long is't, Count, ' 
\With Caution, that the Florentine will move us | Since the Phylician at your latkers died , _ 
For ſpcedy aid ; wherein our deareſt friend He was much fam'd. &n 
Prcjudicates the buſineſs, and would ſeem Ber. Some (ix months ſince, my Lore. by 
To h.ve us make denial. Kin. If he were living, I would try him yer. 
1. L. G. His love and wildom Lend me an arm 3 the reſt have worn me out | 
Approv'd to to your Majeſty may plead With ſeveral applications, Nature and licknels Fe 
For ampleſt credence. | Debateit at their leiſure! Welcome Count, 
K:n. He hath aro'd our anſ'ver, My ſons no Cearer. ths: hs 
And Florence is denifd before he comes : Ber. Fhank your Majeſty. 
Y<t for our Gentſemen that mean to ſee | Bea = 
The Tuſcan ſervice, freety have they leave | | bo 
To ftand on either part. ; N Flomiþ, {lo / (W 
2. Lo. E. It may well ſcrve | od £ Tg 7 1d L L bt 
A nurſery to our Gentry, Who are ſick Enter Counteſs, Steward, and Clown. 90 
For breathing and exploit. | | , 
Xin. What's he comes here ? Con. E will now hear; what ſay you of this Gentlewo. 6 
man ? 
Enter Bertram, Lafew 4nd Parolles, Se. Madam, the care I have had to even your content " 
. I wiſh might be found in the = of my paſt endex- rif 
1» Lo, G. It is the Count Rq/ji/tbon, my good Eord, | yours; for then we wound our mode y, and make foul the th 
Young Bertram. clearneſs of our deſervings, when of our felves we publiſh th 
Kin. Youth, thou bear'ſt thy fathers face, them. | - 
Frank Nature rajher curious than in haſt, . Cou. What do's this knave here ? Get you gone/lirrahy q! 
trek bl. compos'd thee : Thy Fathers moral parts the complaints I have heard of you, I do not all believe} hi 
—_ thou inherit too { welcome to Paris. , *tis my ſlowneſs that Fdo noty for | know you lack not} 
Ser, My thaoks and duty are your —_— folly to commit them, and have ability enough 10 make 
Kin, I would | had thatcorpiral ſoundnifs now ſuch knaveries yours. 
As when thy father and my (elf in friendſhip Clo. 'Tis not unknown to you) Madam,: Iam a poor fel. 
Firſt tri'd our fouldierſhip : he did look far low. 
{4nto the ſervice of the time, and was «| Con, Well, fir. a 
Diſcipled of the braveſt. He laſted long, Cle. No Madam, ry | 
But on us both did haggiſh Age ſteal on, |, 'Tis not ſo well that 1 am- poor , though many of the 
And wore us out of a& 4g it much repairs me | rich are damn'd; but if [ have your Ladiſhips good will 
To talk of your good Father ; in his youth to go, the world, [bel the woman and-1 will do as we t 
He had the wit, which | can well obſerve May. 
Today in our young Lordj; but they may jeſt; Coun. Wilt thou needs be a beggar ? ( 
Till their ow, {corn rgturn to them unnoted, ' Cls. 1 do beg your good will in this caſe. t 
Ere they can ge their levity m honour : Con. VVhatcale? 
So like a Courtier, gontempt nd bitterneſs Clo, In Jebels caſe and mine own 1 ſerviceis no heri- 
Were in hi pride, or ſharpneſs, if the$were, tage, and I think Iſhall never have the bleffing of God, 
His equal had awak'd ther, and his honour till I have iſſue emy body, for they fay Barns are blel- { 
Clock to it (elf, knew the true minute when lings. | 
Fxception bid him ſpeak; and at thirime Con. Tell me thy reaſon why thou wilt marry # 
His tongue obey'd his hand. Who were below him Clo. My poor body, Madam requires it, I am driven on 
He us'd as creatures 0 (her paces by the fleſh, and he muſt needs go that the devil} 
And bow'd his eminerſt top to their low ranks, 'drives, 
M king them proud of his hun. ility, * Cow: Is this all your worſhips reaſon ? | | 
In their poor praiſe he humbled : ſuch a man " Cle. Faith,Madam)1 have other holy reaſons y ſuch as 
Might be a copy to thele younger tjmes 3 } they are. 
Which followgd well, would demonſtrate them now Cox. May the world know them ? 
But goers backward. Clo. I have been, Madam a wicked creature, as you | 
Ber. His good remembrance, Sir, and all fleſh and blood are, and indeed 1 do marry that! | 
-1 richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb: may repent. | 
So in approof lives not his Epitaph, Cox. Thy marriage ſooner than thy wickedneſs. | 
As in your royal ſpeech. Clo, I am out of friends, Madam, and 1 hope to have 
, King. Would E were with him | he would always ſay, | fr ends for my wipes ſake. 
( Methinks I hear him now Þ his plauſive words Cow, Such'friends are thine enemies, knave. 
He ſcatter'd not in ears, but grafted them Clo. Yare ſhallow, Madam, 48 great friends, for the} 
To grow there and to-bear}, let me not live, knaves come to do that for me which 1 ama weary of; 
(T4 his good melanchoMy oft began he that ears my Land,. ſpares my team, and gives me 
On the Cataſtrophe and heel of paſtime leave to inthe crop; if I be his Cuckold, he's my 
When it was out let me not live, £quoth he }, drudg ; he that comforts my wife, fis the cheriſher of my 
Aſter my flame I'cks opl, to be the ſnuff fleſh and blood ; he that cheriſheth my fleſh and blood, 
Of younger (pirits, whoſe apprehenlive ſenſes loves my fleſh and blood ; he that loves my fleſh and | 
&il but new things diſdain 3 whoſe jadgments are blood is my friend « Ergo, he that kiſſes my wiſe is my 
Meer fathers of their garments; whoſe conſtancies friend 6 if men could be contentcd to be what they are, 
Expire before their faſhions : this he wiſh'd, there were no fear in marriage 3 for young Charbon the 
wa kin, Coa't:r him with too | Puritan | 
my 
Lon | TEA 
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All's well that ends well. 


Ve, 
_—_ A prophet, |1}Midam, and I ſpeak the truth the next 


way, for | the Ballad will repeat, which men full true ſhall 
find, your marriage comes by deſtiny, your Cuckow ſings 
by kind. | 

Cou. Get you gone fir, IE talk with you more anon. 

St-w. May it pleaſe you, Madam, that he bid Heller 
core to you; of herl am to ſpeak. : 

Con. Sirrah tell my G:ntlewoman 1 would ſpeak with 

r, Hellen | mean. : fs + 
wy was this fair face the cauſe, quoth beCinging,) 

hy the Grectans lacks | Troy.? m 
ys rn cone lod, Fat 4A Priam's joy ? 

( With that ſhes fizhed as ſhe Rood, 44 

| And gave this ſentence ther, among nine bad if one be 
good, wnengranebed- if 0.e be good, there's yet one 
00d in ten. 

Con, What, one good in ten? you corrupt the forg, 

firrah. 
Clo. One good woman in ten, Madam, which is 4h@-pu- 
rifying a*th long : would God would ſerve the world fo all 
the year, we'd findno fault with the tithe woman if I were 
the Parſon; one in ten quoth af and we might have a good 
woman born but «wr every blazing Star, or at an carth- 
quake, *trwould mgnd the Lottery well, a man may- draw 
his heart out ere # pluck one. 

Con Yow'l)be gone, fir knave,and do as I command you ? 
That man that, {hould be at a womans command, 
no hurt done/tho honeſty be no Puritan, yet it will 
no hurt}, it will wear the Surpligof humility over the 
black Gown of abig heart : I am going forfooth, tac buſi-| 


neſs is for Hellen to come hither. = 
| Exit. 


— 


Con, Well now. 

Stew. I know{MadamJyou love your Gentlewoman in- 
tirely. ; 

= Faith,] do ; her Father bequeath'd her to me; and 
ſhe her ſelf, without other advantage? may lawſully make 
title to as much love as ſhe finds; there is more owing her 
than is paid, and more ſhall be paid her than ſhe'll de- 
mand, 

Stew. Madam,l was very late more near her than I think 
ſhe with'd me ; alone ſhe was, and did communicate to her 
(elf her own words to her own ears; ſhe thought, I 
care vow for her, they touch'd not any ftranger tcnge 3 
her matter was, ſhe loved your Son ; Fortune, the faid 
Was no goddeſs, that had put fuch difference betwixt 
their two eſtates z Love no God, that woulg not extend 
his might, only where qualities were level :, Queen of 
Virgins, that would ſuffer her poor Knight ſurpris'd with- 
out reſcue in the firſt aſſavit,or rantome afterward y 
This ſhe Celiver'd in the moſt bitter touch of ſorrow 
that ere 1 heard Virgin exclaim in, which | held my duty 
ſpeedily to acquaint you withal 4 fithence in the los 
that may happen, it concerns you ſomething to know 
it, 


— 


Coun. You have diſc harg'd this honeſly, keep it to your 
elf; many likelihoods infor m'd me of this betore, which 
hung fo tottering in the ballance, that I could never belicve 
nor miſdoubt : pray youjleave me, ſtall this in your bofem, 
and I thank you for your honeſt care; | will ſpeak with 


you further anon. /- 
| Exit Steward. 


SS UN VI! 
Enter Hellen. 
SttCou Even ſo it was with me whenl was young ; ' 
if ever we are natures, theſe are ourg; this thotn - 
Doth to ourRoſe of youth rightly belong, 
Qur blood to us, this to our blood is borng 


- Hel. Youare my Mother|Madam, would you were 


h_ 


'To ſay thou doft not ; therefore tell me true, 


[t is the ſhow and ſeal of natures truth, 
Where loves ſtrong paſſion is impreft in youth, 
By our remembrances of days forZone, 
Such were our faults, or then we thought themnone g 
Her eye is ſick on't, I obſerve her now. 
Hel. what is you pleaſure, Madam ? | 
-St=Cou. You know, Helen, I am a mother to you. | 
Hel. Mine honourable Miſtrs/ | 
"Of: Cou, Nay,a Mother; why riot a. Mother ? when I | 
{kd Mother, | 
Methought you ſaw a ſerpent; what's in Mother, 
That you ſtart at it? I ſay, I-em your mother, 
And put you in the Catalogue of thoſe 
That were enwombed mine ; *tis often ſcen 
Adoption ſtrives with nature, and choice breeds 
A native ſlip to us from forrgn ſeeds « 
You ne're oppreſt me with a mothers groan, [« 
Yetl exprels ro you a mothers care : 
{ Gods mercy,MaidenJ,Co's ir curd thy blood 
To fay I am thy mother ? what's the matter, 
Thar this diſtc mper#d meſſenger of wer, 
The many colour'd ris, rounds thine eye? 
E Whythat yeu are my daughter ? 
Hel. That I amnot. 
Ol. Cox. 1 fay I am your Mother, 
Hel. Pardon, Madam. 
The Courr Koſſilion cannot be my brother 3 
| am from humble, he from honour?d name 5 
No note upon my Parents, his all noble, 
My Matter, my dear Lord hc is, and I 
His ſervant live, and will his vaſſal die : 
He muff not be my. brother. 
Ol. Cox. Nor l your Mother” 


So that my Lord your Son were not my brother, 


othez..or were.you both phnoteny) 
[ careno' for, an flere, 


0 I were not his ſiſter, caifHo other, 
[| Your Daughter, he muſt be my Brother. 

* Of. Cou. Yes,Hellen, you might be'my Daughter in law, 
God ſhield you mean it not, Daughter and Mother 
Softrive upon your pulie ; what pale agen? 

My tear hath catch'd your fondneſs 4 now | ſee 

The Miftty of your loyelineſs, and find 
Your ſalt tears head; now to all fenge *cis groſs : 
You love my Son; invention is aſham'd, 

Againſt the proclamation of thy paſſion, 


Indeed m 


But tell me then ?tis ſo, for look, thy cheeks 
Confeſs it *rone to th*other, and thine eyes 
See it is ſo groſly ſhown in thy behaviour, 
That in their kind they ſpeak it; only fin 
And helliſh obftinancy ie thy rongue , 
That truth ſhould be {uſpeRed; ſpeak, is't fo ? 
[f it be ſo, you kdve wound a goodly clew : 
If it benor, forſwear'c : how exf charge thee, 
As heaven ſhill work in me for mine avail, 
To tell me truly. < 

Hel. Good Madamypardon me. 

Cox. Do you love my Son? —» 

Hel. Your pardon, noble Miltrbs/. 

Cox. Love you my Son ? 

Hel. Do not you love him, Madam 2 

Cow. Go not about; my love hathin't a bond / 
Whereof the world takes note: Come, come, diſcloſe 
The tate of your affe&tion, for your paſſions 
Have to the (ull appeach'd. 

Hel. Then I confeſs 
Here on my knee, before high heavehs and you, 
That before you,and nextunto high heavtn,[ love yourSonz 
My friends were poor but honeſt; fo's my love; 
Be not offended, for it hurts not him 
That he is lov'd of me ; | follow him not 
[By any token of poegenent ſuit, 

2 


| 
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m —_— 


Kt 


«6 
KO ——_— 


that ends well. 


_ All's well 


F —— _ 
Nor would I have him, till I do deſerve him; 
Yet never know how that deſert ſhould be: 
| know 1 love in vain, ſtrive againſt hope 3 
Yet in this captious, and intenible Sive 
1 ſtill pour in the water+of my love, 
Ard lack not to loſe till; thus Indian like 
Religious in wine error, | adore 
The + un that looks upon his worſhipper, 
But knows of him no more. My dearſt Madam, 
Let not your hate incounter with my love 
For loving where youdo ; but if your ſelf, 
Whoſe aged honour cites a vertuous youth, 
Did ever 1n fo true a Rame of feving» on 
VViſh chaſily, and love dearly, that your Ds 
VVas both her ſelf and love: O then give pity 
To her whole ſtate is ſuch, that cannot cheeſe 
But lend and give where ſhe jegpre to loſe; 
That ſeeks not to find that, ſearch implies, 
But riddle like, lives {weetly where ſhe dies. 
Cou. Had you not lately an intent, ſpeak truly, 
To go to Paris? 
Hel. Madam I had. 
Cou. VVherefore? tell true. 
Hel. 1will tell truth; by grace it ſelf I ſwear 3 
You know my Father left me ſome preſcriptions 
Of rare and prov'd effects, ſuch as his reading 
And manifeſt cxpeignce had colleted = 
For general ſovergignty 3 and that he wilPd me 
In heedfull'ft reſervation co beſtow them, 
As notes, whole faculties incluſive were, 
More than they were in note: Amongli the reſt, 
There is a remedy; approv'd, fet down, 
To cure the deſperate languſhings, whereof 
The King is render'd loſt. 
Con. This was your motive for Paris, was it, (peak? 
Hel. My Lord, your ſon, made meto think of this 
Elle Paris, and the medicine, and the King, 
Had from the converſation of my thoughts, 
Happily been abſent then. | 
Cox. But think you Helen, 
If you ſhould tender your ſuppoſed aid, 
He would receive it ? He and his phyſicj ns). fv 
Are of fe mind; He, that : 
They, that they cannot helps how ſhall they credit 
A poor unlearned Virgin, when the Schools 
Emboweltd of thcir dcArine, have left off 
The danger to it felf. "x" 
Hel. There's ſomething wt kinks 
More than my Fathers skill , which was the great'ſt 
Of his prof. (ſion, that his good receipt, 
Shall for my legacy be ſanRified 
| By th' luckieft Stats in, heaven, and would your honour 
But give me leave, togicceſs I'de venture 
The well loſt life of mine, on his Graces cure, 
1By ſuch a day and hour. 
Cou. Do'ſt thou believ't ? 
He adam knowingly. 
Cou, VVhy, Hellen, thou ſhalt have my leave and love, 
Means and attendants, and my loving greetings 
To thoſe of mine in Coort PiEſtay at home 
| AnG pray Gods blefiing utes thy attempt : 
Be gone tomortow, and Be ſure of this , 
VVhatl1 can help thee to, thou ſhalt not mils, 


} 


/ Exeunt- 
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— AAus Secundus. SUMNL |. 
The Court. of TYAN. 
Enter the Kong with divers young Lords, taking leave for the 
Florentine war : Count Roſs, and Parolles: 
Flouriſn Corners, 


| 
| Kin. Farcwel,young Lords; theſe warlike principles. 
| Do not throw from you; e#& you my Lords farewel ;, 
Share the advice betw:x: you, if both gain, vl / 
| The gitr doth firetch it {elf as ”tis recriv'dy 
| And is enouglrfomboth. 
' Lord. G. "Tis our hopeſir, 
| Afrer well entered Souldiers, to return 
And find your grace in health, 
King. No, no, it cannot bez and yet my heart 
Will not confeſs he owes the malady 
That doth my life beſicge ; farewel young Lords, 
Whether 1 live or die, be you the ſons 
Oi worthy French men ; let higher Italy 
(Thoſe batFFthar inhgric but the fall 
Of thela Monarchy”) ſce that you come 
Not to woo honour, but to wed it; when 
The braveſt queſtien ſhrinks ;, find what you ſeck, 
That fame may cry you loud! | ſayfarewcl, 
L. G. Hezlth at your biddiog ſerve your Majeſty, 
King. Thoſe girls of Jtaly, take heed of them; 
They 1:y our French lack language to deny 
If they demand : beware of bcing Captives 
Before'you ſerve. 
| Bo. Our hearts receive your warnings. 


1. Lo. G. Oh my ſweet Lord, that you will ſtay behind 
Par. *Tis not his fault, the ſpark. 
2. Lo. E. Oh ,ctis brave wars. 
Par. Moſt admirable; 1 have ſeen thoſe wars. 

' Roſſill, 1 am commanded here, and kept a coil with, 
Too young, and thenext year, and *tis too early, 

Par. And thy mind ſtand to it, boy, 

Steal away bravely, 

Roſſil. T ſhall ſtay here the forchorſe to a ſmock, 
Creeking my ſhooes on the plain Maſonry, 

Till honour be bought up, and no ſword worn 

But one to dance with ? by heaven, I'l(fteal away. 

I. Lo. G. There's honour in the theft, 

Par. Commit it, Count. 

2. Lo E. | am your acceſſary, and fo farewel. 

Roſ. I grow to you, and our parting is a tortur'd body. 
I. Lo. G. Farewel,Captain. #7» 

2. Lo. E. Sweet Monſieur Parolles.? : 
Par. Noble Heroes y my ſword and, yours are kin; 
good ſparks and luſtrous, a word, good metals, You 
ll find in the Regiment of] Spinis, one Captain Spuris 
ants Cicatrice, wk an emblem of war, here on his finiſter 
check z it was this very {word entrench'd it; ſay to him, 
| live, and obſerve his reports of me. 
L. G. We ſhalhnoble Captain. 


A 


) mlelves in the cap of the time, there do muſter 


Par. Mars Coat on you for his novice | what will ye do? 
Roſſ. Stay ; the King. _—_—— Sos — 


Par. Uſe amore ſpacious ceremony to the noble Lords, 
you have reſtrain'd your ſelf within the Lift of too cold 


an adieu; be more expreſſive to themy for ere 
themſelve: b $00rok 
<2e, 


ſpeak, and move under the influence of the moſt 
recciv'd tar, and tho the devil lead the meaſure, ſuch are 
to A followed : aſtcr them, and cake a more dilated farc- 
wel. 

Roſſ. AndI will do fo. 
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Pay, Worthy fellows, and like to prove moſt ſinewi 
{word-men, [Eco 


A 


/h AC 


King. Farewel, eome-hithcr to-me. Exit ( a] 
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All s well that ends well. © 


en 


OOO 


eps & 
Enter Eafer.. 
L. Laf. Pardon my Lord Yor me, and for my ticings, 
Kige- PIR fee thee to ſtand wp. (pircon, 
L.Laf, Then here's a man ſtands that hath brought his 
[ would you had kneel'd, my Lord, to ask me mercy, 
And that at my bidding you could ſo ſtand up. 
King. 1 wouldT had, fo I had broke thy pate, 
And asx't thee mercy tor'r. 
Laf. Goodfaithya crois, but my good Lord yris thus, 
Will you be cur'd of your infirmity ? 
King. No. 
Laf. O pill you cat no grapes my royal Fox ? 
Yegput you will, ne&-if | 
My royal Fox could, reach them : [ have ſeen a Medicine 
That's able to brefAiſe into a ſtone, 
Qwicken a Rack, and make you dance Canary. 
With ſprightly fire and motion; whoſe fimple touch 
[s powerful roaraile King Pippen, nay 
Tagive great Char/emain a pen in's hand, 
rite to hier a love-line. 
Kin. What her is this ? 
Laf. Why,doRor ſhe: my Lord, there's one arriv'd, 
if you will ſee her : ngwby my faith and honour, 
{f ſeriouſly I may convgy my thoughts | 
In this my light deliverance, I have ſpoke 
With one, that ia her (:x, her years, profeſſion, 
Wiſdom and Conſtancy, hath amwaz'd me more 
Than 1 dare blame my weakneſs: will you ſee her } 
For that is her demand, and know her bulinef> ? 
That done, laugh well at me, | 
Kin, Now good Lafewt, 
Bring inthe admiration, that we with thee 
May ſpend our wonder #0, or rake off thine 


By wondring now thou took'ſt it. ſe 
Laf. Nay, Fig fit you, / : 
And not be all da neither, (LE: þ Laf- | 
Kin, Thus hots ſpecial nothing ever prologues. . 
Laf. Nay, come your ways. / Tetwrng Gy 11 
\ | HL ME. 


Enter Hellen. 


Kin, This haſt hath wings indeed. 

Laf. Nay, come your ways, 
This is his Majeſty, ſay your mind to him; 
Atraitor you do look like, but fuch rraitors 


W 


— Majeſty ſcldom fears, 1am Crefe#ds Uncle, , - 
hat dare leave two together; fare you well. aha Exit 
Kin. Now fair one, do's your buſineſs roller 
Gerardde Narbon was my father. 
[n what he did profeſs, well found. 

_ Hel. The rather will | ſpare wy praiſes towdrds him; 
Rnowing him is enough : on's bed of death,. 

Whichas the deareſt iſſue 

And of his old experience, th' only darling, 

Safter then mine own two: more dear 1 have ſo; 

And hearing your high Majeſty is touch'd 

Of my dear fathers gift, ſtands chief in power 3 

| come to tender it, and my appliance, 

King. We thank you, Maiden, 

But may not be fo credulous of cure, 

The C:ngregated Coll ave concluded, 

That labouring art can.never ranſoms nature 
So ſtain our judgment, or corrupt our hope, 

Co proſtitute our paſt cure malady 


& 


Lt... 4 


Our great ſelf and qur credit, to eſteem 
A ſenbeleſs help, when help paſt ſenſe we deem. 
Hel. My duty then ſhall pay me for my pains; 
[ will no more enforce my office on you, 
Humbly intreating from your royal thought, 
A modeſt one to bear me back again, 
Kin. 1 cannot giye thee lels to be call'd grateſul 3 
Thou thought to help me, and fuch gbanks 1 give, 
As one near death to thoſe that with him live ; 
But what at full I know, thou know'R no part, 
[ knowing all my peril, thou no art. | 
H-ll, What can do, can do-n@ hurt to- try, 


S'nce you ſet up your reſt *g3inlt remedy 5 


He that of greateſt works is finiſher, 
Ott does them by the weakeſt Miniſter 
So holy Writ, in babes, hath judgment ſhown, 
When Judges have been babes; great goods have flawn 
From {1mple ſources z,and great Seas: have dryd, 
When Miracles have by the great*ſt been denied. 
Ofc expeRation ſzils, 8nd moſt oft there 
Whrre moſt it promiſes : and oft, it hits, -, 
Where hope is coldeſt, and deſpair,moſt (hive. 
Kin, | muſt not hear thee; fare thee well kind Maid; 
Thy pains not us'd, muſt by thy {cif be paid, 
Profftcrs not took, reap thanks for their reward. 
Hell. Inſpired Merit fo hy breath is, bard 2 
[t isnot ſo with himthat all things knows, | , 
As *tis with us, that ſquare our, gueſs by ſhows + ;. 
Bur moſt it is preſumption in us, when * 
The help of heavey.wz count the aR-oi' men. - | 
Dear ſir, to my.endes vours give conſent, | 
Of Heaven, not- me, make an experiment... 
[ 8m not an Impoſtory-that,proclaim.. 
My ſelf again the level of mine-aim, ;,. , 
But know, | think, and think 1 know, moſt ſure, 
My art is not paſt power, nor yop paſt cure. 
King. Art thou ſo confident ? within what ſpace 
Hop't thou wy cure ? | 
Hel. The greateſt gppen ending Brace, 
Ere twice the horſcs of the ſun ſhall brin 
Their-fiery torcher bis diurnalrings- 
Ere twice in murk and occidental dat ; 
Moiſt Heſperas hath quench'd bgp feepy Lamps 
Or four and twenty times the Falots glaſs , 
Hath told the thieviſh migutes, how, they paſs; 
What is infirm, from your found pats ſhall fly, 
Health ſhall live free, and ſickneſs freeby die. 
King. Upon thy certainty and confiderc2, 
What dar'ſt thou venture ? 
Hel. Tax of impudence, 
A trumpets boldaets, a divulged ſhame 
Traduc'd by odioys ballads : my Maicens name 
Sear; otherwiſe, {0 worle of workt extended 
With vileſt torture, let my life be ended, 
Kin. Me thinks in thee ſome bleſſed fpirit doth 
Hts powerful ſounds, wherein an Organ weak 
And what impoſhb:licy would {ly 
In common ſense, fenge faves another way : 
Thy life is dear; for all that life can. rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath cftimate: 
Youth, Beauty, Wiſdom, Courage, all 
That happineſs and prime,can happy call 3 
Thou this to- hazard, needs muſt intimate 1 
Skill infinite, or montro.us deſperate 5 
Sweet practiler, thy Phyſick I will try, 
That miniſters thine own death if 1 cie. 
Hel. |[t L break time, or flinch in property - 
Of what [| ſpoke,unpitiedlet me die, 
And well delerv'd ; not help.ng, death's my fees - 
But if I help, what do you promiſe mc? 
Kin Make thy demand. 
Hel. But will you makeit even ? 
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Hel. A,my good Lord. 
Kiag. 1 knew him. 
Many receits he gave me, wa one, cheif/ly 
of his practiſe, Me 
He bad me ſtore vp, as a triple eye, 
With that malignant caufe, wherein the honour 
With all bound humbleneſs. 
When our moſt learned Doors leave us, and 
From her unaFdjble eſtate :=i=ky me mult nor 
To empericks, or to diſſeyer fo 


Kin. Auby my Scepter, and my hopes of help. 
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Hel. Then ſhalt thou give meqwith thy kingly hand, | 
What husband in thy power I will command # 
Excmp::d be from me the arrogance 
To che from forth the royal blood of France, 
My low and humble name to propagate 
With any branch or image of thy ſtate : 

But ſuch a oneythy vaſſah whom I know 
[s freefor me to ask, thee to beftow. 

Kin. Here is my hand; the premiſes obſery'd, 

Thy will by my perſormance ſhall be fery'd ; 

So make the choice of thine own time; for I 

Thy reſolv'd Patient, on thee ftill rely 4 

More ſhould I queſtion thee, and more | muſt, 
Though more to know; could not be more to truſt: 
From whence thou cam'ft, how tended on, but reſt 
Unqueſtion's welcome, and undoubted bleft. 

Give me ſowe help here)hoa, if thou proceed, 

As high as word, my deed ſhall match thy deed. /z 


JUNE [L Rot lt — 
Enter Counteſs, «nd Clown. 
Lady. Come on, fir, 1 ſhallnow put you to the height 


of your breeding, 
Clown, I will ſhew my ſelf highly fed,and lowly taught; 


11 know my bufineſs isdux.to the Court. 
1 Lady, Tothe Court, why what place make you ſpeci- 


al, when you put off that with ſuch contewpt; but to the 
Court 

Cle. Truly, Madam, if God have lent a man any manners, 
he may eaſily pur it off at Coort : he that cannot make a 


{leg, put off's cap, kiſs his hand,and ſay nothing,has neither 


leg, hands, lip, nor cap; and indeed fuch a fellow, to ſay 
preciſely, were not for the Courts but for me, I have an 
anſwer will ſerve all men, 

Lady,Marry;that's a bountiful anſwer that fits all queſti- 
ons. * | 
Clo. It is like a Barbers Chair, that firs all buttocks, the 
pin-buttock, the quatch-burtock, the brawn-buttock, or 


- 


any buttock. . © 

Lady. V/\ll your anſwer ſerve fit to all queſtions ? 

5 Clo, As fit as ten groats is for thehand of an Attyirney, 
as your French Crown for your Taffaty Punk, as Tibs 
Ruſh for Tom's fore-ſ{inger, as a Pancake for Shrovetueſday, 
a Morris for May-d:y, as the nbil to his hole, the Cuck- 
old to his Horr,"s a {co!ding Quean to aMrangling Knave, 
as the Nuns lip to the Friar's mouth, nay; as the Pudding 
to his «kin, + 

Lady. Have you, I ſay, an anſwer of ſuch fitneſs for all 
queſtions ? | 

Clo. From below y our Duke , to beneath your Con. 
ſtables it will fit any queſtion, 

' Lady, 1t muſt be an anſwer of moſt monſtrous fze,that 
muſt fit all demands. 

Clo. But a trifle neither in good faith, if the learned 
ſhould ſpeak truth of it: here 1t is, and all that belongs 
ro't. Ack meif Iam a Covurtieryitſhall do you no harm to 
learn. 

Lacy. To be young again,if we could : I will be a 
fool in queſtion, hopir.g to be the wiſer by your an- 

.wer, 
| Zazlp. I pray you fir, are you a Courtier ? 
- Clo OLordfir there's a ſimple putting off: more,more, 
a hundred of them. - 

Ls. Sir I am a poor friend of yours, that Toves you. 

Cle. O Lord fir-thick, thick, ſpare not me, 

Ls. I think fir, you .can eatYnone of this homely 
mear. 

Cle. 5 Lord fir4-nay put me to't, I warrant you. 

La. You were lately whip, fir, as | think. 

Clo. O Lord, ſirpfpare not me. 

La. Doyoucry, O Lord fir, at your whipping, and 
ſpare not me ? Indeed your, O Lord fir, is very ſequent to 
your whipping : you would anſwer very well to awhip- 


—_——_.. 
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ping if you were but bound to'r. 

Clo. I ne*re had worle luck in my life, ia my, OL, 9 
fir : I ſee things may ſerve long. but not ſerye ever : 

La.1 play the noble huſwife with the time, to enter. 
tain it ſo merrily with a fool, 

Clo. O Lord fir, why there'r ſerves well agen. 

La. And end ;firto your bufinefs : give Helen this 
And urge her to a preſent anſwer back. , 
Commend meto my kinſmen, and my fon, 
This is not much. 

Clo. Not much commendation to them, 

La. Not much &mployment for you, you underfſtang 
me. 

Clo. Moſt fruitfully, I am there, before my legs. 

. Haſte you Q. om 
Font L. p/7; lourt- f Aran 
Enter Count, Lafem, and Parolles. 

'Of> Laf. They ſay miracles are paſt, and we have our 
Philoſophical perſons, to make moderen and familiar 
things ſupernatural and cauſelefs. Hence is it, that we 
make trifles of terrors , enſconſing our ſclyes into feem- 
ing knowledge , when we ſhould ſubmit our ſelves to an 
unknown fear, | 

Par. Why y*tis the rareſt argument of wonder, that 
hath ſhot out in our latter times. 

Roſ. And ſo *tis. 

Ol. Laf. to be relinquiſh'd of the Artiſts, 

Par. So I ſay both of Galen and Paracelſus, 

4. Laf. Of all the learned and authentick fellows, 

Par. Right, fo I ay. 

088. Laf. That gave him out incurable. 

Par. Why, there *tis, ſo ſay I too. 

-0f. Laf. Not to be help'd. 

Par. Right , as *twere a man affur'd of a—=—— 

Ol. Laf. Uncertain life; and ſure death. 

Par. Juſt ;you ſay well : ſo would ] have ſaid: 

Bk, Lef. I may truly fay, it is a novelty tothe world. 

Par. It is indeed, if you will have it in 4he-{hewing, 
you ſhall readit in what do you call there: 

"8h. Laf. A ſhewing of a heavenly «ffe& in an earthly 
AQtor, 

Par. That's it, I would have faid the very ſame, 

Ol. Laf. Why your Dolphin is not luſtier : for me 1 
{peak in reſpeR 

Par. Nay 'cis ftrange, *cis very ſtrange, that is the 
brief and the tedious of it, and he's of a moſt facinerious 
ſpirit,that will net acknowledge it to be the——— 

"Ok Laf. Very hand of heaven. 

Par Ayo I lay. 

"84. Caf. In a moſt weak 

Par. And debile M iniſtgr, great power, great tran- 
ſcendence , which ſhould indeed give us aturther uſe to 
be made, than only the recov*ry of the King, as to be — 
-8k Laf. Generally thankful. CC 2 )//, 

Emer Kung, Helen, and p46 1 4 

Par. I would have faid it, you faid well : herecomes 
the King. 

Oh Lef. Luſtick, as the Dutchman ſays : 116 like 
a Maid the better whileT have a tooth in my head : why 
he's able to lead her to a Cirranto. , 

Par. Mort du vinapery isnot this Helen ? 

Bk. Laf.”Fore God I think ſo. 

King. Go call before me all the Lords in Court, 

Sit, my prelerver, by thy patients fide, 

And with this healthful hand whoſe baniſh'd ſenge 
Thou haft repeald, a ſecond time receive 

The confirmation of my promis'd pift, 

Which but attends thy naming, 


Enter three or four Lords, 
Fair Maid, fend forth thine eye, this youthful parcel 
Of Noble Batchellors, ſtand at my beftowing, 
Ore whom both Sovergign power, and fathers voice 
have to uſe z thy fiank eleQion make, 


—_ 
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10 haſt power to chuſe, and they none to forlake. In differences of mighty. It ſhe be 
Theo? To each of you, one fair x vertuous Miſtreſs All that is virtuous-< ſave what thou diſlik't 4- 
ralhwhen love pleaſe / marry to each, but one. A poor Phyſicians daughter, thou diflik'ft 

Bid Laf. de give bay curtal, and his furniture, Of Vertue for the name : but donotſos 
| My mouth oo more were broken than thele boys, From loweſt place, whence vertuous things proceed, 

And writ as little beard. The place is dignified by th? doers deed. | 

King. Perule m_ _ + ry _ — _— = vertue none, | | 

of thoſe, but had a noble father. © is a droplied honour; alone, | 
4: 2 _ She addreſſes ber to Lord- | Is good without a name. Ylengh is for © ,4 ef4 | 

Hel. Gentlemen, heaven hath through me, reftor'd the | The property by what it is, ſhould go, | t 
King to health. | Not by the title. She is young, wile; fair, ' 

All. We underſtand it, and Mvk he:7en for you. © | In thele, to nature ſhe's immediate heir ; 

Hel, lama ſimple Maid, 'therein wealthieſt, And theſe breed honour : that is honours ſcorn, 

Tha teſt ;-I ſimply am a Maid — ————— Which challenges it felf as honoursborn, I 
Plea Majeſty, | have dane already: And is not like the fire : Honours beſt thrive, 
The my cheeks thus whiſper me. When rather from our as we them derive 
| that thou ſhouldſt chuſe but be refuſed 3 | Than our fore-goers: the meer word's a flave 
Let th fir on thy checks for ever, Deboſh'd on every tomb, on every grave ; 
Welne* here again. | A lying _— and as oft is dumb, 
| {Make choice ce, Where duſt, at damn'd oblivion is the Tomb- 
Who ſhuns th e, ſhuns all his love in me. Of honour'd bones indeed; what ſhould be faid ? 

Hel. Now from thy Altar do | fly, if thou canſt like this creature as a Maid, | 
And ro impartial Fgve, that God moſt high I can create the reſt : Vertue and ſhe | 
bomy ſighs ſtre Sir, will you hear my ſuit ? Is her own dower ; Honour and wealth from me; 

1, Lo. And graft. Ber. I cannot love her, nor will ſtrive to do't. 

Hel, Thanks fi the reſt is mute. Kin. Thou wrong thy (:1f, if thou ſhould ftrive to 


Laf. I had 


be in this ch dice, than throw chuſe. 
Adeaz-ace for my WP. | 


| Hel. That you are well reſtor'd my Lord, Pme glad : | 
r, that flames in your fair eyey, /,O| Let thereft go. | 

Before | ſpeak too tFeatningly replies : _ 2" <0>0| Kin, My Honl's at the ſtake, which to deſeid+ 
Love make your ſorf@nes twenty times abo I muſtproduce nly power. Here, take her hand, | 


Her that ſo wiſhes, and her humble love! Proud fcornful boy, unworthy this good gift, 

2, Lo. No bettetif you pleaſe. Thar doſt in vile miſprifion ſhackle up 

Hel. My wiſh receive, My love, and her deſerc ; that canſt not dream, 
Which great Fove grant, and fo [ whe my leave. We poizing us1a herdefeCtive ſcale, 

#k Laf. Do all they deny her ? they were ſons | Shall weigh thee to the beam 3 Thatwilc not know, 


of mine, 1'de have them whip'd, or T would fend them | [ris in Us to plant thine Honour, where + 
to'th Turk-to make Eunuchs of. We pleaſe to have is goes Check thy contempt : 


Hel. Be not afraid that I your hand ſhould take, | Obey our will, which travels in thy good ; 

FIEnever do you wrong for your own ſake (7p /he 3fdor) Believe not thy diſdain, but preſently 

Bleſſing upon your vows, and in your bed Do thine own fortunes that obcdient right 

Find Fairer fortune, if you ee wed. Which both thy duty oweg,and our power claims; 

-k Lf. Theſe boys are boys of Ice, theyſle none Or I will throw thee from my cares for cyer 
[her : ſure they are baſtards ro the Exglsſh, the French n&re | Into the ſtaggers and careleſs lapſe 

got *em, Of, youth and ignorance z both my revenge and hate 

Hel. You are too young, too happy, and too go Looking upon thee in the name of juſtice, 


To make your ſon out of my blood. (-? He 4** 7 | Withour all terms of pity. Speak thine anſwer. 

4 Lo. Fair one, I think not fo. Þ | Ber. Pardon my gracious Lord; for I ſubmit 
"8k Lor. There's one grape yet, I am ſure my father | My fancy to your eyes, when | conſider 

drunk wine. Byt if thou beſt not an als, 1 am a youth of| what great creation, and what dole of honour 

fourteen: I have known thee Already. Flies where youbid tt; 1 find that ſhe which late 
Hel. | dare not ſay I takey but 1 give Was in my nobler thoughts moſt baſe y is now 

Me and my ſervice, ever whil*(t I live The praiſed of the King; who fo cnobled, 

Ito your guiding power : This is the man{ Je [ertran Is as *twere born (o, 

King, Why then , young Bertram, take Her, ſhe's thy | King, Take her by the hand. 


wite. Ahd tell her ſhe is thine : to whom I promiſe 
ber. My wife, my Liege ? 1ſhall beſeech your highneſs, | A counterpoize ; if notin thy eſtate, 
[nſuch a buſineſs, give me leave to ule A ballance more repleat. 
The help of mine own eyes. Ber. 1 take her hand. | | 
Kin. Know'ft thou not, Bertram, what ſhe hath done| Kin. Good fortune, qnd the favour of the King +. 
for me ? - Smile upon the contra?! whoſe Ceremony 
Ber. Yes,my good Lord, but never hope to know why | Shall ſeem expedient on the now born brief, | F 
[ſhould marry her. And be perform'd to night $4 the ſolemn Feaſt \ | 
Kin, Thou know'ſ ſhe has rais'd me from my fickly | Shall more atrend upon the coming ſpace, 14 ha F 
ded, ExpeRing abſent friends. As thowlov'Rt her, - }; Shs 0) & 
Ber. But follows it my Lord to bring me down Thy love's to me rgligious ; elſe do'err. (Ec, | 
Muſt anſwer for your raiſing ? tow des well : | Se Eons} Vit * 
She had her breeding at my Fathers charge : Parolles and Lafelt ſtay bebind, comment- 
A poor Phyſicians daughter iy wiſe / Dildain ing of this wedding- 
Rather corrupt me ever, © : 
Kin.*Tis only Title thou diſdainft in her, the which Lef. Do you hear Mounficur ? a word with you, 
I can build up : ftrange is it that our bloods Par. Your pleaſure fir. 
Of colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all rogether, f. Your Lord and Maſter did well to make his Re- | 
Would quite confound diftinRion } yetſtands off cuter | 
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Par. Recantativn* my Lord : or —_—_ ? 

Laf. Ayis it not a Language I ipezK *? | 
7 - moſt harſh ME not to be underſtogd with 
ont bloody ſucceeding. My Maſter ? 26 

Laf. Are you companion to the Count Roſji/lvon ? 

Par. To any Count; toall Counts ; to what is man: 

Laf. To what is Counts man ; Counts maſter is of ano- 
ther ttile. 

Par. You are too old, fir ; Let it ſatisfy you, you are too 
old, | 

Laf. I muſt tell thee, firrah, | write Man j to which 
title age cannot bring thee. 

Par. What Idare too well do, I dare not do. 

Laf. I did think thee for two ordinarics to be-a pretty 
wiſe fellow; If thou didſt make tolferable vent of thy tre- 
vel, ir miSht paſs ; yet the ſcarfs and the bannerh about 
thee, did manifoldly diſſgxade me from believing thee 
a vefſel of too great a byrthen. I have now found thee; 
when TI loſe thee again, I care not : yet art thou good 
for nothing but taking up, and that thou'rt ſcarce 

orth. 

Par. Hadfſt thoy not the priviledgeof Antiquity upon 


ee. 
f Laf. Donot plunge thy ſelf too far in anger , left thou | 
haſten thy trial z which iF-Lord have mercy on thee for 
a hen | fo my good window of Lattice, fare thee wellzthy 
caſement Inecd not open, I look through thee, Give me | 
thy hand. —_— 
; Par. My Lord, you give,moſt egregious indignity. 
- Laf. Aygwithal wy heart, and thou art worthy of it. 

Par. Thaye not,my Lord deferv'd it. 

Laf. Yes, good faith, ev*ry dram of it; and I will not 
bate thee a ſcruple. 

Par. Well, I ſhall be wiſer: ___. 

Laf. Ev'n as ſoon as thou can'ft, for thou haſt to pull at 
a ſmack a'th contrary. If ever thou beeſt bourd in thy 
$Skarf and beaten, thou ſhalt find what it is to he proud of 
thy Bondage. Ilhave a deſire to hold my acquaintance with 
thee, or rather my knowledggthat I way ſay hk a—_ 
he is a man I know. ric! iff 

Par, My Lord, you do me moſt infupportable vexati- 


on. | 
' Laf. I wovld itwere hell pains for thy ſake,and my poor 


doing eternal Ji for doing | am palt, as &] by e, in 


what motion #ge will givemeleave. Exit. 

Pay. Well,thou haſt a ſon ſhall-take this diſgrace off me; 
(curvy, old, filthy, ſcurvy Lord : Wzll,1 muſt be patient, 
there is no fetteringof authority.” . Pleat him,Fby my 
life af I can meet him with any convenience, and he were 
doutle and doub'e a Lord. Fig have no more pity of his 
zge than I would have cf FIL beat himpand if 1 could 


but meet him agen. 
[eEnter Lafew, 


Laf. Sirrah,your Lord and M fter's married, there's 
news for you: yqu havea new Miſtr& 

Par. I moſt unfgidedly befcech your Lordſhip to make 
{ome refcrvation cf your wrongs. Heyw» my good Lord, 
whom | terve above is my Maſter. 


Laf. Who? God ? 


Per. Ayr. 
Laf. The Dcvil it is, thst's 6 Maſter. Why doeſt thou 
garter up thy arms @ this faſhion ? Doſt make hoſe of thy 
ſleeves? Dothother ſervints ſo ? Thou wert beſt ſet thy 
lower part where thy noſe ſtands. By mine Honour, if 1 
were but two hours Younger, Pde beat thee : methink't 
thou arta general offence and every man ſhould beat thee. 
| think thou waſt cr<ated for men to breath them(ſclves up- 
on thee. 

Par, This is hard and undcſerved meaſure, my Lord. 

Laf. Go toyfir, you were beaten in /taly for picking a 
kernel out of a Pontprana you are a vagabond, and no 
true traveller : you'are more ſawcy with Lords and ho- 


: Ko : 
norable.perfonages, than the commiſſion ol yeur birth 2nd 
vertue gives you Her\ldry. You are not worth d Other 


word, elle Pde call you knave. I leave you, Ex: 
l. | 
CEML- Lit Court R ofillion. 
Par. Good, very good, it is lo then : good, very good, 
let it be conceal'd a while. / 


Roſ. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever: 

Par. What is the matter, iweet heart ? ; 

Boſ. Although before the folema Prieſt I heve ſworn, 
[| will not bed her, 

' Par. What ? wvat{weet heart? 

Roſ. O my Parrolles, they have married me : 
PIC to the Tuſcan wars, and never bed her. - 

Par. Franceis a dog-hole, and it no more merits, 
The tread of a mans foot : to*ch wars. 

Roſ. There's letters frommy mother ; What th'import 
is, | know not yet. 

Par. Aythat would be known : to'th wars my boy, to'th 
wars | &, ; 

He wears his honour in a box unſcen, 

That hugs his kick(y wickly here at home, 
Spending his manly marrow in her arms 
Which ſhould ſuſtain the bcund and high curvſ 
Of Mars's fiery ſteed : to other Regions, 
France is a table, we that dwcll in't Jades, 
Therefore to th' war/ | 

Roſ. It ſhall be fo, PIE ſend her to. my houſe, 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 

And wherefore | am fled ; write to the King 
That which 1 durſt not ſpeak. His preſent giſt 
Shall furniſh me to thoſe [ra/ian helds 

Where noble fellows ſtrikgg war is no ſtriſe 
To the dark houſe, and the YeteRed wife. 

Par. Will this Caprichio hold in thee, art ſure ? 

Ro/. Go with me to wy chamber, and advile me, 
Plg ſend her ſtraight away ”*F&morrow 
Pi&xo the wars, ſhe to her fingle ſorrow. 

Par.Why, theſe balls bound, there's noiſe in jt. *Tis hard| 
A young wan married, is a man that's mar'd : 

Therefore away, and leave her bravely ; go, 
The King ba's done you wrong : but huſh}'cis ſo. | Exi 
Q&A 

Hel. My Mother greets me kindly, is ſhe well ? 

Clo. She is not well, but yet ſhe ha's her health;ſhe's very 
merry, but yet ſhe is not well: but thanks be given (hc's 
very well, and want's nothing i*th world ; but yer ſhe is 
not well. Wo. 

Hel. If ſhe be very well, what do's ſhe ayl, that ſhe's 
not very well ? 

Clo. Truly ſhe*s very well, indeed, but for two things: 

Hel. What two things ? 

Clo. One that ſhe is not in heaven, whither God ſend 


her quickly ! the other that ſhc's 6n earth, from whence 
God fend her quickly./ 


Enter Helena and Clown 


Enter Paroles. 


Par. Bleſs you, my fortunate Lady, 

Hel. 1 hope lir I have your good will to have mine own 
good fortune. 

Par. You had my prayers to lead them on; and to keep 
them on, have them ftill. O my knave, how do's my old 
Lady? , 

Cl, So that you had her wrinkles and I her money, 
| would ſhe did as you ſay, 

Par, Whyzl fay nothing. 

Clo. Marryyou are the wiſer wan; for many a mans 
tongue ſhakes opt his maſters undoing: to ſay nothing» 
to donothing, to know nothing, and co have nothing, is 
to bea great part of your title, which is within a very little 
of nothing. 


Par. 


—— , | 
All's well that ends well.  3t5 
". away, tart a Koave, and all z like him that leap into the cuſtard; and out of 
Clo. Yog.ihould hive faidl, ir before a knave,' tart af it, you'lſrun again,rather chan ſuffer queſtion for your re- 
knave; & Sar rt rt a Kknave: this had been truth] idence. | = 
Go - Ber, [t may be you have miſtaken him my Lord. 
Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool, 1 have found) ZLZaf. And ſhall db fo ever, tho I took him at's prayers. 
thee. Fare you well my Lord, and believe this of me, there can 
Clo. Did you find me in your ſelf fir ? or were youf beno kernel in this light Nut : the ſoul of this man is his 
taught to find me ? closths: Truſt him not in matter of heavy conſequence: 
Cs The (earch fir was profitable, and much Fool may} | have kept of them tame, and know their oatures- Fare» 
youfind in you, even to the worlds pleaſure, and the en-j wel, Mounficur, 1 have ſpoken better of you, than you 
creaſe of layghter. ; bave or will deſerve at my hands, but we muſt do good a- 
Par . A good knave faith, and well ſed, cainſt evil, i F 
Vi:dam, my Lord will g0 away tonight, Par. An idle Lord, I ſwear. 
A very (erious bufinels calls on him « Ber. 1 think 1o. ; 
The great prerogative and rite of Jove, Par. Whky,do you not know him ? 
Whictyas your due time claims, he do's acknowledge, Ber, Yes, | do know him well; and common ſpeech 
Zut puts it off by a compelV'd reftraine : Gives him a worthy pals, Here comes wy clog. 
Whole want, and whofe delay, 4] rew'd with ſweets 
VVhich they diſtil now in the curbed time, Enter Hellena. 
To make the coming hour o'reflow with joy, | 
and pleaſure drown the brim. Hel. I have, fir, asI was commanded from. you 
Hel. VVhat's his will elle? | Spoke with the King, and have procurdd his leave 
Par, That you will take your inſtant leave @'th Ring.| For preſent parting; only he dcfires 
And make this haſt as your own good proceeding, Some private {pecch with yoet. F 
Strengthned with what Apology you think Ber. | ſhall obey his will. - 
May make it probable need, You muſt not marvel,;ZHeler at my courſe, 
Hel. VVhat more commands he ? Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 
Par. Th at having this obtain'd, you preſently The miniſtration, and required office 
Attend his further pleaſure. On my particular, eps 'd | was not 
Hel. In every thing I wait upon his will. For ſucha buſineſs Y therefore am +found 
Par. I ſhall report it ſo. Exit : Par.| So much unſetled : This drives me toentreat you, | 
| Hel. 1 pray you-come, firrah/ Tolle llown) ( Exit. That preſently you take your-way for home, | 
i; t - | And rather muſe than ask why, entreat you, , 2 
Enter as ertram: For my reſpe&s are better than they ſeem, | 


And my appointments have in them aneed - 
Laf. But I hope your Lordſhip thinks not him a ſoul-| Greater than ſhews it (elf at the firſt view, 


dior. - To you that know them not. This to my mother, (2 ae % 


Ber. Yes,my Lord, and of very valiant approof. Twilkbe two days, ere I ſhall ſee you, to 
Laf. You have it from his own deliverance. [ leave you to your wiſdom, : 
Ber. And by other warranted teſtimony. | Hel: Sir, I cannothing ſay, 
Laf. Then my Dial goes not true; I took this Lark for | But that lam your moſt obedient ſervant. 
a bunting. . Ber. Come, come, no more of that. | 
Ber, Ido aſſure youjmy Lord, he is very great in know-| Het. Andever ſhall 
ledgfand accordingly valiant. With true obſervance ſeek toreke out that 


Laf. 1 have then ſinned againſt his experience, and tran(- 
gret againſt his valour; and my "Rate that way is dangerous, 
nee ] cannot/4find in my heart to repent: Here he 


Wherein toward memy homely ſtars have fail'd 
To equal my great fortune. 
Ber, Let that go : my haflgis very great, Farewel z Hie 


N 


comes; I pray you make us friends, 1 will purſue the ami- | home. 
ty. Hel Pray,fir,your pardon. 
Ber. Well, what would you ſay ? 
Enter Parolles. Hel, | am not worthy of the wealth I owe, 
Nor dare I fay *tis miney and yet it is/ 

Par. Theſe things ſhall be done)fir. Bat like a timerouwthicf, moſt fain would Real 

Laef./Pray you fic who's his Tajlor ? What law do's vouch mine own. 

Par. Sir ? , Ber: What would you have ? 

Laf. O,l know him well, I fir; he ſir's a good workman, Hel. Something, and fcasce fo much nothing indeed op — 
avery good Taflor. "By, " | would not tell you what I would-ry-bove ; Faith yes, == 

Ber. Is ſhe gone tothe King? ( S /arelles. ; Strangers and foes do ſunder, and nat kiſs, | | 

Par; She is. : Ber. Ipray you ſtay not; but in haſte to horſe- 

Ber, VVill ſhe away to night ? Hel. | ſhall not break your bidding, good my Lord, 

Par. As youll have her. Where are my other men} Mounficur;farewel. Exit, . 

Ber, 1 have writ my letters, casketed my treaſure, Ber. Go thou toward home, where | will never come, 
Givenorder for our horſef- and to night, WhiPRI can ſhake my ſword, or hear the drum ; 


VVhen I ſhovld take poſſeſſion of the Bride, ——— Away, and for our flight. / 
And ere I do begin. Par. Bravely, Coragio. 
 Laf. A good traveller is ſomething at the latter end of a 
dinner; but on that lies three thirds, and uſes a known 
truth to paſs” a thouſand nothings with, ſhould he once | 
heard, and thrice beaten. God fave you Captain. 
Bey, Is there any unkindneſs between my Lotd and you, 
Mounſieur ? 49.1 
Par, 1 know not how I have deſerved to run into my ; Adctus 
Lords diſplesſure. 


Laf. You have made ſhift torun into't, boots and ſpurs 


by bh | | 


— 
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AlF's well that ends well, 


Aftus Tertius. & CEMLA. 


lov ences 
Enter the Duke of Florence, the two Frenchmen, 


Flour: ſn, 
with a troop of Souldiers. 


The fundamental reaſons of this war, 
Whoſe great deciſion hath much blood let forth, 
And more thirſts after. 
1. Lord Holy ſeems the quarrel 
Upon your Graces part; Dlack and fearful 
On the oppolers. 

Duke Therefore we marvel much,our Couſin France 
} Would,in ſo juſt a buſineſs ſhut his boſom 
Apainſt our borrowing prayers. 

French EF, Good my Lord, 
The reafons of our ſtate | cannot yield, 
But like a common and an outward man, 
That the great figure of a Council trames, 
By fe!f- unable motion, therefore dare not 
Say what I think of ir, fince | have found 
My {cf in my incertain grounds to fail 
As often as I gucſt. 

D#. Be ir his pleaſures __ 

Fre. G. But I am ſure the younger of our natwees 
That ſurfeit on their cafe, will day by day 
Come here ſor Phy lick. 

Dx. Welcome ſhall they be : 
And all the honours that can flye from us, 
Shall on them ſettle «© you know your places well; 
y Ven better fall, for your avails they fell; Creup 


To morirow to the AR ; 
| Ce Ne He Rousullomw, 


Enter Counteſs and Clown. 


Cont, It hath happer'd Ow have had it, fave that 
he comes not along with her. "12 

Clo. By my trothyl take my young Lord to be a very 
mel:nchoktly man. 

Cou. By what obſervance, I pray you ? 

Cle. VVhy he will look upon his boot, and ſing ; mend 
4ke ruff and fins 3 as& queſtions, and fing ; pick his teeth 
and (ing 6 I kn a man chat had this tricx of melaachol- 
+, fold a goodly Mangor for a ſong. 
Lad. Let me {ce what he writes, and whcn he means to 


Come. 


B— 
EE —— 


Clo. 1 haveno mind to Jsbel fince I was at Court, Our 
old Ling, and our I+belsg'th Countrey, are nothing hike 
your olc L ng, and your [sbels@thr Cour: : the brains 0 
my Cupid's knock*d-our, and I b:gin to love; as an old wan 
loves money, with no ſtomach, 

Lad, ,V Vhat have we here ? 

CoH that you have thcre, (Exi ; 

(onntef ready A Letter. 

] have ſent yeu a daught:r-in-Law : ſhe hath recovered 
tle Keng, and undimeme 4 I have wedded her, Not bedded 
ber $.and ſworn to make the Not eternal. Tou ſhall bear I am 
run away ; know it before the report come, if there be breadth 
enough in the w:rld: 1 will hold a long 7iſtance. My duty to 
Jim, 

Tour unfort unate Son, 
Bertram, 


Thisis not wellycraſh and unbridled boy, - 
To $8 the favours of fo good a King, 

To pluck his indignation on thy head, 

$4 the milpriſing of a Maidtoo virtuous 


Du. So that from point to point; now have you heard,.. 


T40 


For the conte ro 
'!* Enter Clem. 


Clo. O Madam, yorder is heavy news within between 
two touldiers,. and my young Lady. 

La. What is the matter ? 

Clo. Nay there is ſome comfort in the news, ſome con. 
fort, your fon will not be kill'd fo ſoon as 1 thought he 
would. 

La. Why ſhou'd he be kill'd ? 

Clo. So lay I, Madam, if he run awayy as I hear he 
does; the danger is in ſtanding to'r ;, that's the lots of 
men, tho it be thegetting of children. Here they come 
will rell you more. For my part, 1 only htaf your fon wa; 


run away. HUN Nl, 


E nter H elen and two Gentlemen. 
/ 
French E. Save you, good Madam. 
Hel. Madam, my Lord is gone, for ever gone. 
French G, Do not ſay fo. 
£2. Think vpon patience: pray you:Gentlemen, 
[ have feit ſo many quirks of joy and griet, 
That the firſt face of neither on the ſtart 
Can woman me unto*'t. Where is my ſon,: kpray-yor? 
French G. Madam, he's gone to ſerve the Duke of Fle- 
rence, 
We met him thitherward, for thence we came ; 
And after ſome diſpatch in hand at Court, 
Thither we bend.again. 
Hel. Look, on his Letter, Madam, here's my Paſ- 
port. 


| When thou canſt get the Ring pow my finger, which never 
ſhall come off, and ſhew me a child begotten of thy body,| 


that 1 am father to, then call me hutband : but in ſuch a 
E Then + 7 write a Never, } 


This is a dreadful ſentence. 
La. Brought you this Letter, Gentlemen ? 


| If chou engro 


_ 


| My fon corruprs a well derived 


1, Gen,Ay Madam, and for the Contents lake, are ſorry 
{or =_ paiffs n | 
Ola. La. I prathee Lady, hve abetter cheer 
A all the oh abe thine, 
Thou robb'; me of a mojfY : He was my ſon, 
But I do waſh his nameout of my blood, 
And' thou art all my child. Towards Florence is he ? 
Fren. GA /Madam. 
La. AndY% be a ſoldier ? 
Fren G. Such is his noble purpoſe: and believ't 
The Duke will lay upon him all the honour 
That good convenicnce claims 
La Return you thither ? 
Frenc. E. AygMadam, with the ſwifteſt wing of (pe G, 
Hel. Till Thave no wife, I have nothing in France, « 1 
'Tis better. 
La. Find you that there? 
Hel. adam. 
French. E, "Tis but the boldneſs of his hand happily, 
which his heatt was not conſenting to. 
Ls. Nothing in France until he have no wife ? 
There's nothing here that is too/good for him 
But only ſhe, and ſhe deſerves a Lord 
That twenty tuch rude boys might fend upon, 
And call her hourly Miſtreſs: Who was with him? 
Fren, E, A fervant only; and a Gentlewan : which] 
have ſometimes known. 
La. Parolles, was it not ? 
French. E, Ayjzay good Lady, he, 
La. A verytaintcd fellow, and full of wickedneſs; 


£0 nature, 
With his inducement. 


Fren. E. Indeed good Lady, the fellow has a deal of 


that, 


—  — — 


_— " 


— 
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har, too mach, which holds him much to have, | | His name with zealous ferucur ſantify + 
to Vare welcom®”, Gentiemen, [1 will entreat you His taken labour; bid him me forgeve . 
«hen you ſee my fon, to tell him that his lword can hever | I his deſpightful Juno ſent him forth 
win the honour that he loſes : more I'If«rtreat you writ- From Courtly friends, with Camping foes to live, 
ren to bear along. | Wi here death and dangry dogs the heels of warth, 
Fren, G. We (crve youpMacam, in that; and all your | Fess too good and fair for death, and me, 
worthieſt afi4irs. | Whom ] my ſelf embrace, to ſet him free. 
La. Nor to, þut as we change our courtelies, Ste er h 14h P 1 
u draw near ? Xit. what ſharp ſtings are in-htr mildeſt words 
"_ (_onn/ 1 4- Rynaldo, you &+d = lack*advice (0 much, 
Hel. "Till 1 have no wife, I have nothjng in France. As letting her pals fo z had I ſpoke with het, 
Nothing in France until he has no wife: | could haye well diverted her intents 


Thou ſhalt have none R-ſi/kon, none in France) | Which thus ſhe hath prevented. 

Then haſt thou all againe poor Lord, is't [ Ste. Pardon,me, Macam, 

That chaſe thee from thy Countrey, and expoſe lf Thad given you this at over night, 

Thoſ: tender limbs of thine. to the event ' | She might have been o'cetahe: and yct ſhe writes 
Of the none ſparing war ? And isitT, Purſuit would be but vain. 
[That drive thee from the ſportive Court, where thou La. What Angel ſhall | 
| Wat ſhor at with fair eyes, to be the mark Bleſs this unworthy husband ? he tannot thrive, 

Of ſmoaky Muskets ? O youlea eflſengers, Unleſs her prayers, whom heaven delights to hear, 


4 And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 
air” /44/rce/ | Of greateſt Juſtice. Writegwrite, Rynalds, 
y Lord : /45 | To this unworthy husband F his wife; 

n Let every word weigh heavy of her worth, 
That he does weigh too light : my greateſt grief, 


That ride upon the violent ſpeed of , 


fly falle aim, movethe till 

Nu Me with piercing, do not to 
WhoT@ver ſhoots at him, I ſer hime 
Who ever charges on his forward br 


» 
[am the Caitiff chat do hold him tout, | _- little he do feel ir, ſet down ſharply. 
and tho | kill hing nor, I am the cauſe Diſpatch the moſt capy-cnient meſſenger; 
His death was ſo gftc&ed. Better 'twere | When haply he ſhallſhear that ſhe is gone, 
| met the ratog | po when he roar'd He will return, and ope | may that the, 
With ſharp &d::ftraint of hunger : better *rwere, Hearing ſo much will ſpegd her foot apain, 
That all the miſeries which nature owes Led hithe r by pure Þve t which of-them both 
Were mine at once. No, come thou home (Roſſilon, [s deareft to me, I he no Kill in ſenge 
- | Whence honour but of danger wins a (car, » To makediſtinion J provide this Meſſenger ; 
As oft it loſes all. 1 will be gone : My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak, 
My _ _ it is, ——_— thee _ F Grieſ would have tears, and forrow bids me way | 
Shall 1 Ray here to do't ? No, no, althou: / P/ Excunt. 
The air of Paradiſe did fan the houſe, ( CL CENRLS Vih / / YOWUCE/ 
And Angels offic*d all; I will be gone, A Tucket afar off. 
That pitiful rumour may report my flight Enter an old Widow of Florence, ber Daiughter, Violenta and 
To conſolate thine ear- Come ni be; days Matiana, with other 
For with the dark poor thiefJ1&ſteal away. [Exin. Citizens. 


CENL V. 0FY 
Flouriſh. Enter the Duke - 4 Roſſillson, Widow. Nay, come, 
Drum and Trumpets, Soldiers, Parolles. . For if they do approach the City, 


We ſhall lofe all the fight. 
Duke. The General of our horſe thou art, and we, Dia. They (ay, the French Count has done 
Great in our hope, lay our beſt love and credence Moft honourable ſervice. 
Upon thy promiſng fortune, Wid. It is reported, 
Roſſ. Sir, it is That he has taken their great't Gommander, 
A charge too heavy for my ſtrength; but ye/- And that with his own hand he ſlew 
We'Ntive to bear it for your worthy ſake; The [Dukes brother 4 we have loſt our labour, 
To th*extream edggof hazard. They are gone a contrary way : hark, - 
Dx. Then go wage forth, * You may know by their Trumpets: 
And fortune play upon thy proſperous helm, Maria, Come let's retyrn again, 
as thy auſpicious Miſtreſs/ And ſuffice ourſelves with report of it. 

Roſſ. This very day, WelhDiana, take heed of this French Earl; 
Great Mars, 1 put my (elf into thy file; The honour of a Maid is «her narie, 

Make me but ike my thoughts, and Lfſhall prove And no legacy is fo rich -- | 
Alover of thy Drum hater of love. | | Exeunt omnes. | As honeſty, 
' /indillot wid. lbave told my neighbour 
Enter Counteſs and Steward. How vou have been folilicited by a Gentleman : 

| His companion, 

La. Alas ! and would you take the letter of her ? Mar. I know that knave, hang him, one Paroles,” a fil- 
Might you not know ſhe would do, as ſhe has done, + | chy Officer he is in thoſe Suggeſtions for the young Earl ; | 
By lending me a Letter,? Read it ag beware of them Diana; their Promiſes, Enticements, | 

| Oaths, a»& Tokens, and all the Engines of Luft, are ne+ |. 
Letter. | the things they go under; many a Maid hath been ſeduced | 

Tam St. Jaques Pilgrim, thither gong, by them, and the Miſery is, Example, that fo terrible 

Ambitious love bath ſo in me offended, ſhews in the wrgtk of Maiden-haod, cannot for all that 

That bare- foot plod I the cold ground upon, * | difſf@ade {ucceſſion, but that they are limed with the twigs 

With ſainted vow my faults to bave amended. { (\ that threztens thein, I hope 1 need not to adviſe you | 
. Wrue, write, that from the,courſe of war, (000g, further, but I hop: your own grace will kee where 

My deareſt Maſter, your } nn ſon, may hie; you are, tho there wer: no further dange » bur the 

Bleſs him at bome in peace, whiP#1 from far, - modeſty which is {o loft, " | 

| Dia. 
_ _ — — wn - —_ Gs RE — P 


» 


; 
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All's well that ends well, | 


A — 


Dia, You thall not need to fcar me. 


J tr 4A 
Wil. 1 hope fo 4 look here cones a Pilgrim z I know 
ſhe will lix at my huuſe ; thither they fend one another ; 
PiLqueſ,on her, God ſave you Pilgrim, whither are you 
bound ? 
Hel. To $, Jaques le grand. 
Where do the Palmers lodgE1 do beſeech you ? 
Wid. At the $TFranxces here beſide the Port. 
Hel. Is this the way ? A march a far 
Wid. Agmarry igt. Hark you, they come this way# 
[f you Will tarry, holy Pilgrim, 
Bur till the troops come by, 
[ will condu you where you ſhall be lodg'd; 
The rath:r for I think [ know your hoſtels 
As ample as my elf. 
Hel. |s it your ſelf ? 
Wd. If you ſhall pleaſe (o,Pilgrim. | 
Hel. I thank you, and will tay upon your leiſure. 
Wid. You camel think,from France ? 
He!. |] did fo. 
id. Here you ſhall ſee a Countreyman of yours.| 
That has done worthy ſervice. 
Hel, His naine,I pray you ? 
Da. The Count Roſjilkon : know you ſuch a one ? 
Hel. But by the car that hears moſt nobly of ;himy' 
His face 1 know not. 
Dia. Whatſomere he is, . 
He's bravely taken here. He ftole from France, 
As*tis reported y for the King had married him 
Againft his liking. Think you it is fo? 
Hel. Aſurely, m&r the truth, I know his Lady. 
Dia."There is a Gentleman that ſeryes the Count, 
Reports but courſely of her. 
Hel. What's his name? 
Dia. Monſieur Parolles. 
Hel. Oh, | believe with him, 
In argi.mcnr of praiſe, or to the worth 
Of the great Count himlelf, ſhe is too mean 
To have her name repeated ; all her deſerving 
Is a reſerved honeſty, and that 
[ havenot heard examin'd. 
Dia Ales poor Lady! 
"Tis a hard bondage to become the wiſe 
Of a deteſting Lord. 
IWid. Agight good creaturel whereſoe're ſhe is, 
Her t weighs fadly 3 this young Maid might do her 
A ſhrewd turnyif ſhe pleas'd. 
Hel, How do you mean ? 
May be, the amorons Count lollicites her 
In the unlawſul purpoſe, 
Vid. He does indeed, 
And brokes with all that can in ſuch a ſuit, 
Corrupt the tender honour of a Maid : 
But ſhe is arm'd for him, and keeps her guard 
In honeſteſt def.nce. 
HEN V WA 
Drum and Colours, | 
otfucan wid 
Enter Count Roſſillion, Parolles, and-thexpholo-eLrmy. 


Ma. The Gods forbid ae! 
Wid. $0, now they come : 
That is «Fntonzo, the Dukes eldeft ſon; 
That Eſcalus. 
Hel. Which is the Frenchman ? 
Dis. He, 
That with the plume; *tis > moſt gallant fellow, 
| wouls ke lov'd his wifg z, if he were horetter, 
He were much goodlier., 1." not a handſome Gentleman ? 
Fel. | like kim well. 
Dia. "Tis pity he is not honeſt ; yonds that ſame knave 


=? R * % , 
Enter a / id 6 ug © Che Q 


Thagleads him to thele ptaces , were I his Lacy, 
{ wortd poyſon that vile Raſcal. 
Hel. Which is he ? 
Dis, That]ack-an-apes with {carfs. Why is he metyr. 
cholty ? 
Hel. Pttchance he's hurt *h batte!, 
Par, Loſe our drum? Webb 
| Adwthes ſhrewdly vezt at tomething.Look he [i ſpi. 
ed us. 
Wid. Marry hang ou. EXC [pwr four T 
Mar. And your &rtely » for a ring-carrier; 
: =_ 
Wid. The troopigpaſt : Come _—_ will bring 
You, where you ſhall hoſt : Of injoy\Ul penitents 
There's four or five, to great S. Faques bound, 
Already at my houle, 
Hel 1 humbly thank you: 
Pleaſe it this Matron, and this Gentle Maid 
To cat with vs to night, the charge and thanking 
Shall be for me; and to requite you further, 
| will beſtow ſome precepts on tt.i» Virgin, 
Worthy the notes. | 
Both, We'l|take your off:r kindly, Fir 
BE: Million and the Frenchmen, 
as at ſirft. 


Cap. E. Nay good my Lord, put him to'c : let him hare 
his way. 

Cap. G. If your Lordſhip find him not a Hilding, hold 
me no More in your reipc(, 

Cap. E. Opmy life, my Lord, a bubble. 

Ber. Do you think 1 am fo far 
Deceived in him ? 

Cap. E. Believe it, my Lord, in mine own dire 
knowledgg, without any malice, but to ſpeak of him a 
my Kioſmang he's a moſt notable Coward, ant infinite 
and endleſs Liar, an hourly promiſe-breaker, the own- 
er of no one good quality, worthy your Lordfhips enter- 
tainment. 

Cap. G. It were fit you knew him, left repoſing too far 
in his virtue, which he hath not, he might at ſome great 
and truſty buſineſs, in a main danger, Ffail you. 

A Ber. I would I knew in what particular aRion to try 
iO. 

Cap. G. None better than to let him fetch off his 
Drum, which you hear him fo confidently undertake to 
do. 

Cap E. I, with a troop of Floyentines will ſuddenly fur- 
priſe him ; fuch I will have whom | am ſure he knows not 
from the enemy ; we will bind and hood-wink him o, 
that he ſhall ſuppoſe no other but that he is carried into 
the Leaguer of the adyecrſaries, when we bring him toour 
own tents ; be but your Lordſhip preſent at his exam 
nation, if he do not for the promiſe of his life, and in the 
higheſt compulſion of baſe fear, offer to betray you, and 
deliver all the inteNigence in his power 2gainſt you, and 
that with the divine forfeit vpen his ſoul upon oath, never 
truſt my judgment in any thing. 
\ Cap. G. O, for the love of laughter, let him fetch his 
drum z he ſays he has a ſtratagem for*r z when your Lord: 
ſhip ſees the bottom of his ſucceſs in't, and to what metal 
this counterſeit lump of ol wzll be melted, if you give 
him not Fohn Drum'sentertainMent, your inc! ining cannot 
be removed. Hzre he comes, 

SNe 


Enter Parolles. 


Cap. E. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not the ho- 
_y of his deſign, let him fetch off his drum in any 
and. | 
Ber. How now Mounſieur ? This drum ſticks ſorely 
your diſpoſition, 
Cap. G. Apox on't, let it go, *cis but a drum. 
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2: Al's well that ends well. © 


our horſe upon our own wings , and 
ſouldiers- 


command. 


ix is not to be recovered. 


Ber, It might, but it is not now. 


rument of honour again into his native 


your worthineſs, | 


about it» 


but the attempe I vew. 
Ber, I know tart valiant, 


Will ſubſcribe for thee ;, Farwell. 
Par.1 love not many words. 
Cap. E. No more than a fiſh loves 


than to do't; 


your, and for a week eſcape a great 
ries; but when you find him out, you h 
ter. 


to ? 


lpe&. 


Lafeus when his diſguiſe and he + 

a ſprat you ſhall find him, which you 
night. 

Cap. E.' 1 muſt go look my. twigs; 
He ſhall be caught. 


Cap, G. Avyt pleaſe your Lordſhip, 
the Laſs I ſpoke of. 


Cap. E. But you fay ſhe's honeſt, 
Ber. Taat's all the fault : I ſpoke wit 


_— 
par. Bit a druw ! Ive but a drum ? A drum fo 
loft] There was excellent command z to charge with 


Cap. G. That was not to be blam'd- in the command 
of the ſervice; it was a diſaſter of war , that Ceſar him- 
elf could not have prevented, if he had been there to 


Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our ſutcels : 
ome dilh>nour we had in the lofs of that drum, but 


Par. It might have been recovered. 


Par. It is to be recovered, but that the meris of fer- 
vice is ſeldome attributed to the true exaR perfor- 
mer, | would have that drum or another , or. 6c ja- 


a. : 
: Ber. Why, if you have Fomack. to't, Monſieur ; if 
you think your myſtery. in ſtratagem can bring this in- 
quarter, be MaS- | ggr you have ſhew'd me' that which well approves 


nanimous in the enterprize and go on; [ will grace the | y»,,. great in fortune. 


attempt for a worthy exploit : if you ſpeed well in it- the 
Duke ſhall both ſpeak of it, and extend to you what fur- 
ther becomes his greatneſs, even to the utmoſt ſyllable of 


Po. By the _ of a — [| will undertake it. 
Ber. But you muſt not now ſlumber in it, | 

Par. PlEabout it this evening , and I will preſently | Lays down his wantes eg before her deaury , 
pen down my dilemmaes, encourage my ſclf in my cer- 
tainty , put my ſelf into my mortal preparation ; and by 
midnight look to hear further from me. 

Ber, May | be bold to acquaint his grace you are gone 


Par. I know not what the ſucceſs will be, my Lord 


| and to the poſſibility of thy ſouldierſhip, . - .: Py 
it. 
W,71,7 708 


a ſtrange fellow, my Lord, that ſo confidently, frems to 
undertake this buſineſs, which. he knows is not to be 
done; damns himſelf to do't, and dares better bedamn'd 


Cap. G. You do not know him, my Lord, as-we dog 
certain it is, that, he will ſteal himſelf into a mans fa- 


Ber, Why , do you think he will 'make- no deed at 
fall of this, that ſo ſeriouſly he do's addreſs himſelf un- 


(ap. E. None in the world, but return with an in- 

-— and clap upon you two or _ rap» = E2 
t we have almoſt imboſt him, you ſhall ſee his fall-to ITY 

night ; for indeed he is not for your Lordſhips re- Let wy alloy our plot, which if it-_ngs 


Cap. G. We'll make you ſome ſport with the Fox 
ere wecaſe him,. He was firſt. ſmioak'd by the old Lord 


Bey, Your brother he ſhall go along with. me. 


Ber. Now will I lead you to the houſe, and ſhew you 


And found her wondrous cold , but I ſent. torher, . 
By this ſame Coxcomb that we have Yeh" wind, © - | 
Tokens and4 Letters, which ſhe did refend; 

And tais is all | kgve done: She's a+ fair creatures 


to rend our own 


—_— — 


g 
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| Will you go {ce her ? 


Cap. E. — heart, my 7 94g 
Enter Hellen, and Ale 


Hel. If you 


<iſdoubt me that 1 am not (he J 


I know not how I ſhall aſſure you further, 
Bue I ſhall loſe the grounds I work upon. 
 Wid. Tho my eſtate be fallen, 1 was well born, 
Nothing acquainted with theſe buſineſſcs, 
And would not put my reputation now 
In any Raining aR. 

Hel Nor would I wiſh you. 
Firſt give me truſt, the Count he' is m 
And what to your ſworn counſel I have ſpoken, 
Is ſo from word to word ; and they you cannot, 
By the good aid that ] of you hed 
Err in beſtowing it. 2 | 


borrow , 


Wid. 1 ſhould believe you, 


Hel. Take this purle of Gold,”'/ 


And let me buy :your' frieadly help: chus far , 
Which I will over-pay; and pay again 
When | have found'it;, the Count he.wooes your 


”daughterg 4 + : 


Reſolves to carry her zlet her ingimeonſent, 
As we'lldiret her how ?is b:\t to bear it 

Now ahis important 'blood will navgh Cenys 
That The®l/demand : a ring the Count Wears 
That downward hath ſucceeded in his houſe 
Frow' {oh to ſon, Tome: ſour or five deſcents, 
Since the firſt father wore'it. This Ring! he holds 
In moft-rich choice: yetin his idle fire , 


\ | To buy his will, .it woutd not ſeem too dear, 


* 8 


In fine "deliv 


How'Cterepented after. A I 1250 & as 
Wd:! Now. I'[te* the: bottom of y 


a | "Hel You'fee it tawfat rhen, iris no more; 
watcr. 15 n9t this '| gy thr your daighteryere ſhe ſeems as won, 


To what is paſt already.v niet! + 
! | ielded #7 b1i-is tony, 
deal: af -difcove- raſtruC'mly'daupfiter Howie ſhi retip2d 


ave him eyer af- That time and place,with this deceit ſo lawful, - 


ted, tell me what 


F 


if his life lay on'e. 
Hel. Why then to night © qu») 2 


. 4 « 
T . 
ads 


y hysband, 


odr purpoſe, 


Deſires this Ring z appoints him an encounter ; 
ery/ms 20 fillthotimt ,:! 7) . 

Her flf moſt chaftly adfent : after this 

To marry her \V|6Cadwntfiree thanſand :Crowns 


£ 


1s wicked meaning lawful deedy 11,4 421) 1 .- 
And lawful meaning in a lawful a 
Where both noting :and 'yet a fats | ' 
But let's about ir. m [1 


z 
L 
-T 


(Exeane. 


f 


ſhall ſee this yer y | 
; | 


Pli&leaye you 


h her but once, 


Altus Onainus, Seen l 
other =" 


Enter onie of the Frenclomen, ith, fre or fox 
ſouldjers i amby | 


1. Lord 'E,. 
hedge corner , 


rible Language y99, will 
| your ſelves,no matter; for we 


ſtand him nn 


wheh you [ally upon him, ſpeak what ter- 


il, hough you underftand ir nor 
ſt not ſeem ro” Unger. 


les ſome one Soong us, whom 


He F Zo ho dher way but by "this 


[ 


we muſt 
 Þro, 


———. 


_— 
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All's wellthat ends well. 


os 


| 


Y 
4 


(produce for an Interpreter. 

'  P. Sol. Good Captain,let me be th' Ioterpreter, 

' Lor E, Art not acquainted with him > knows he not 

'thy voice ? 

| 1, Sol. No, fir, I warrant you. 

Ls. E. But what linſie-woolſie haſt thou to ſpeak to 

us again ? 

| 1. Sol. Fa ſuch as you ſpeak to. me, 3 
Lo. E. He muſt think us. fome band of ſtrangers, i'th 

«dvcrlaries entertainment. Now he hath a ſmack of all 

neighbouring Languages ; therefore we mult every one 

be a man of his own fancy , not to know +7: ; 

one to another : ſo we ſeem to know, is to aight 

our purpoſe : Chough's language, gabble. enough, and 

good enough. As for you lacerpreter, you muſt teem ve- 

ry politick. But couch hos, here he comes, to beguile 

two hours ina ſleep, and then to return and ſwear the 

lies he forges. 


Later Parolles, 
Pay. Ten a clock F Within theſe three hovrs *wwil 


done ? It muſt be a very plauſive invention. that carries 
ir. They begin to ſmoak me, and diſgraces have of late 


fool-hardy, but my heart hath:the fear of Aers before 
it, and of his creatures, not. daring} the reports of my 
ngve. 
Lo. E. This is the firſt that c're chine 0 


Pay. What the devil ſhovld move me to undertake 
impoſſibility , and knowing 1 had no ſuch purpoſe ? 1 


cameYou off with ſo little ? And great ones I Garg not 
give ; wherefore what's the inſtance ? Tongue, I muſt put 
"Fyovinto a Butter-womans mouth, and buy my ſelf gno- 
ther of Bajezeths Muſes, if you prattle me into theſe pe- 
rils. i @ 
Le. E. ls it poſſible he ſhould know ,w | is and 
be that he is ? [Arid 
Par, I would the cutting of my garments wauld ſerye 
the turn, or the breaking of my Spaniſh fword;, 
Le. E, We cannot aford you fo. reve 


Par. Oc the paring iof my beard, and to fay it was. ip 


ſtratagerr. | a TR 
Lo. E, *T would not do. (Aide 


Le. E. Three great oaths would fearce me-Fu- be 
believed. ls F: 4 w/C. 

Pa. I would I had: any drum of the enemies, 1. would 
ſwear I recover'd it. C 

* Leo. E You ſhall hear one anon. As *% 

Par. A drum now of the enemies. 


— dlaruw within, 


Lo. E. Throco moyonſus, cargo, cargo, oarge. 
«All. Cargo, Cargo, vilando par corbo, carge, | 
Par O ranſome, ranſome,; F UQ LY 
Do not hide mine eyes. — Tiny Set " 
Inter. Bachos thrownldo beskos. 

| Par. 1 know youare the Xaikos Repiment , 
And I ſhall loſe my life for want of japgen ge. 
-f there be here German or Dane, low Dutch, 

. | Italian, or French, let him ſpeak to me , We 
I'Ediſcover that which ſhall undo the Florentine, 


Am. 


ſpeak | 
And all the ſecrets of our camp 1'l6 ſhew; 
Their force, their purpoles : Nay, V1 
Which you will wonder at. 


be time enough to go. home. What ſhall I ſay | have| 


knock'd too often at my door; I find my tongue is toof 


guilty of (0M | 


the recovery of this drum, being/not ignorant - of the | 


muſt give my felf ſome hurts, and ſay I got them inex- | 
ploit ; yet fight ones will not carry it. They, will, ſay,, | 


8 


q 


, 


E 


Inter. Baskgs vauvado, | underftand thee, and can ſpe; | 
thy tongue Kerelybonto (ir, betake thee to thy Jaith, fy; 
ſeventeen ponyards are at thy buſume. 


Par. Oh, 


Int. Oh pray, pray, pray, 
Mancha mwancha dulche, 
Lo. Es Oferotbidulchos waliverco. 


Int. The General is content to ſpare thee yet, 
And hood+wiakt as thau art, will lead thee on 
To. gather from thee. Haply thou, mayM inform 
Something to ſave thy life. 


Pay. O let me. live, 


Ine. But wilt thou faithfully ? 
Par. If Ido not, damn me. 


tnt. «f#cordalinta. 


Come 0n,thou art granted fpace. 


A ſburt. Alarum when. 


Lo. E. Go, tell the Count #4ffillwon and my brother, 
We have caught the Woadcock, and will keep him mu | 
Till we do hear from them 


Sol. Captain I will. 


L, E. A.will betray us all unto our fclves, 
lnform Wl that. 


Sol. | will, fir. 


L. E. Till then PlLkeep hiar dark and ſafely lockt, 


SUNK- [Ns * 


Enter Bertraw, and the Maid called 


Bey. They told me that your name was Fortubell. | 
Dia. Nomy good Lord; Diana. . 
| Ber. Titled Godde(s.,' 

And worth it with addiction 


Diana. 


( but fair foul, 


In your fine frame hath love no quality ? 


+4 the quick fire of youth light not your mind, | 


You are no Maiden but a monument : 


, 


g 


D%4. She then was honeR, 


Ber. $6 ſhould you be. 
Dia. No. 


My Mother did but duty; 
| As you owe to-your wife 


When you are dead you ſhall be fuch a one 
As you are now, for you are cold and ſtern ; 
| And now you ſhould be as your Mother was 
When your ſweet ſelf was got. 


foch f my Lord 3y- | 


hee do not ſtrive againft my vows : 


Par. Or to drown -my cloathes, and ſay 1 Wo ed 

Le. E. Hardly ferre., /> Arie, 

Far Though 1 ſwore 3 leap from the window of. the | Ber. No more @that / 
Cittadel. 

Le. E. How deep ? C Ae 

Par. Thirty f 


DiaAylo you ſerve us 


Bey. Change it, change it : 


Be not fo holy cruels Love is holy, 


I wis compel'd to her , but 1 love thee 
By loves own ſweet conſtraint, and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of ſervice. 


Till we'ferve you : But when you have our Roſes, 
You barely leave our Thorns to 
| And mock us with our barenneſs. 
Bey. How have | ſworn { 

| Dia. *Tis not the many oaths that make the truth, 
| But the phain ſingle ve, that is vow 
What is not holy, that we ſwear not þ 
But take the High'ſt to witnefs: then pray you tell cc, 
If 1 ſhould ſwear by Joves great Attributey 
I loy'd youdearly, would you believe wy oaths, 
When I did love you ill ? This has no. boldieg 
To {wear by him whom I proteſt to love, 
| That I will work againſt him. Therefore your oaths 
{| Are words and poor conditions, but 
| At leaſt in my opinion, 


prick our {clves, 


Ys 


unſeal'd 


Uſpeak that, 


'd true j 


EE, ; 
1 
| 


Ewe 


(feld} 


| 


| 


| Ext 


And 


_ W_— —_ _” 


th 


_ 
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: All's well that ends well. 


SO 
and my integrity ne're knew the crafts 


'. vou do charge men with : Stand no more off, 
—_ thy (elf . my lick deſires , 
Who then recovers. Say thou art mine, and ever 
My love, as it begins, ſhall ſo perſever. 
Dia. I ſee that men make Fopes in ſuch a at s } 
That we'll forſake our ſelves. Give me that Ring. 
Ber. Piblend it thee my dear, but have no power 
To give it from me. 
Dia. Will you not, my Lord ? 
Ber. It is an honour longing to our houſe ; 
Bequeathed down from many Anceſtors , 
Which were the greateſt obloquy i'th world; 
ln me to loſe. 
Dia. Mine Honour's ſuch a Ring, 
| My Chaſtirip' the Jewel of our houle, 
\Bequeathe&'down from many Anceſtors, 
Which were the greateſt obloquy th world, 
i me to loſe Thus your own proper wiſdom 
| Brings in the Champion honour on my part, 
Againſt your vain affault.. 


Ber, Here, take my Ring, 
i 


y houſe, my honour, yea my life be thine , 
nd 1'i$be bid by thee. 
Djs. When midnight comes, knock at my chamber 
window j 
FI$ order take, my mother ſhall not hear. 
Now will I charge you in ti band of truth, 
When you have conquer'd my yet maiden-bed, 
Remain there but an hour, nor ſpeak to me : 
My reaſons are moſt ſtrong, and you ſhall know them, 
When back again this Ring ſhall be deliver'd ; 
And on your finger in the night, IVe put 
Another Ring, that which in time proceeds, 
May token to the future, our paſt deeds. 
Acieu cill then, then fail not : you have won 
A wife of mc, though there my hope be done. h 


”- 


Re, A heav'n on earth Pve won by wooing thee. /Exit 
Dia. For which, live long to thank both heav'n and me 
You may fo iu the en@. | 
My mother told me juſt how he would woo, 
As if ſhe tat in's heartAShe ſays, all men 
Have the like oaths : He had ſworn to marry me 
When his wife *s dead : therefore Pldlie with him 
When I am buried. Since French-men are fo braid, 
Marry that will, FiClive and die a Maid ; 
Only in this diſguiſe, 1 think't no ſin, / 
To cozen him _— unjuftly win. (Exit. 


Enter the two French Captans, and ſome two or three 
Souldie r8. 


Cap. G. You have not given him his mothers nner/ 
Cap- E. I have deliver'd it an hour ſince; there is 
ſomerhing{ in't that ſtings his nature y for on the reading 
it, he chang'd almoſt into another man, 
Cap. G, He has much worthy blame laid upon him, 
for ſhaking off ſo good & wite, and fo ſweet a Lady. 
Cap. E. Eſpecially, he hath incurred the everlaſting 
diſpleaſure of the King, who had even turn'd his bounty 
'0'\ing happineſs to him. I will tell you a thing, but you 
ſhall let it dwell darkly with you. 
Cap, G. When you have ſpoken it, *cis dead, and 1 
an the grave of it, 
Cap. E. He hath perverted a young Gentlewoman 
here in Florence, of a moſt chaſt renown, and this night 
he fleſhes his will in the ſpoil of her honour ; he hath 
given her his monumental Ring, and thinks himſelf 


made in the unchaſt compofitjpn / 
Cap.G. Now God celeb 6 rebellion, as we are our 


ſelves, what things are we, 

Cap. E, Mzerly our own traitors4 | And as infire 

common courlg of all trealons, we ftill fee them reveal 

them(ſclyes, all tiicy attain to their abhorr'd ends : ſo he 
* 


that in this ation contrives againſt his own Nobility in 
his proper ſtream, o*c<-flpws him(clf. 

Cap. G. Is it not m damnable in us, to be Trum- 
peters of our unlawful iatents? We ſhall not then have 
his company tonight ? 

Cap. E. Not till after midnight; for he is dieted to his 
hour. | d 

Cap. G- That approaches apace : 1 would gladly have 
him ſee his company anathomiz'd, that he might take 
a2 meaſure of his ow judgments, wherein ſo {crioufly 
he had-fethhis counterfeir. 

Cap. E. We will not meddle with him till he come ; 
For hiz preſence muſt be the whip of the other. 

Cap. G. In the mean time , what hear you of thgſe 
Wars? 

Cap. E. I hear there is an overture of peace, 

Cap. G.Nayfl affure you a peace concluded. | 
Cap. E, What will Count Roſſilbor do then ? Will he 
travel higher,or return again into France ? 

Cap. G.1 perceive by this demand , you are not alto- 
gether of his counſel. 

Cap. E. Let it be forbid, ſir /fo ſhould 1 be a great deal 
ofehis a&, | 

Cap. G. Sir , his wife fom>s two months fince fled 
from his houle , her pretence is a pilgrimage to Saint Fa 
ques legrand; which holy undertaking withgnoſt au- 
iteer ſanimony ſhe accompliſh*d; and. there reſiding 
the tenderneſs of her Nature, became as a prey to her grief 
in fine, made a groan of her laſt breath, and now ſhe 
ſings in heaven. 

Cap. E. How is this juſtified ? 

Cap. G. The, ſtronger part of it by her own Letters, 
which m:kes her ftory true , even to the point of her 
death; her death it (elf, @hich could not be her office 
to ſay , iscome}, was faithfully confirm'd by the ReRor 
of che place, | 

Cap. E. Hath the Count all this intelligence ? 


point,to the full arming of the verity. 
Cap. E.1 am heartily ſorry that he*l{be glad of this. 


forts of our loſſes! 
Cap. E. And how mightily ſome other times , we 


hath here s&quir'd for him , ſhall at home be encountred 
with a ſhame as ample. _ 

Cap. G. The web of our life, is of a mingled yarn, 
good and ill together : our vertues would be proud, if our 
faults whipt -them not 5 and our crimes would deſpair if 
they were not cheriſh'd by our vertuecs. 


Enter 4 Meſſenger. 


How now? Where's your maſter ? L 

Ser, He met the Duke in the ftrect, ſir, of whom he 
hath taken a ſolemn leave: bis Lordſhip will next morn- 
ing for France, The Duke hath offered him Letters of 
commendations to the King. 

Cap. E. They ſhall be no more than needful there , if 
they were more than ov, can TM} 


Enter Count Roſſillion. 


Cap. G. They cannot be too ſweet for the Kings tart- 
neſs} here's his Lordſhip now. How nowmy Lord , is't 
not zfcer midnight ? | 

Ber. 1 have to night diſpatch'd ſixteen bufinefſes, a 
months length a piece, by an abſtcad of ſucceſs; I have 
congied with the Duke, done my adieu with his neareſt ; 
buried a wife 5mourn'd for her ; writ to my Lady mother, 
| am returning ; entertain'd my Convoy , and between 
theſe main parcels_ of diſpatch, effcQed many nicer 
needs : the laſt was the gecateſt, but that I have not end- 


ed yet. 
Y IN 


pCahe G.Ay, and the particular confirmations , point | 
Cap. G. How mightily ſometimes, we make us com- 


drown our 5 in'tears, the great dignity thatzhis valour | 
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All's well that ends well. | 


Cap. E.-If the buſinels be of any difficulty , and this 
-| morning your departure hence, it requires haſte of your 
Lordſhip. Ops 
Bey, I mean the buſineſs is not ended, as fearing to 
hear of it hereafter + but ſhall we have this Dialogue be- 
tween the Forage Soldier > Come, bring forth this 
counterfeit > *has deceived mc, like a doublemean- 
ing Propheſier. | 
Cap. E. Bring him forth; h'as ſate th Stocks all night, 
poor gallant Knave. 6 
Ber. No matter, his heels have deſerv'd it, in uſurping 
his Spurs ſo long. How does he carry him:elf? 

Cap. G. I have told your Lordſhip already : The Stocks 
carry him. But to anſwer you as you would be underſtood, 
he weeps like a Wench that had ſhed her Milk , he hath 

confeſt himſelf to Morgen, whom he ſuppoſes tobe a 
Friar, from the time of his veep remembrance to this very 
inftant Diſaſter of his ſetting ith Stocks ; and what 
thick you he hath confeſt ? le, 

Ber. Nothing of me, has * ; 

Cap. E. His confeſſion is taken, and it ſhall be read to 
his Facez ifyour Lordſhip bein't, asI believe you are, you 
muſt have the patience —_— 


Enter Parolles, with hss Interpreter. 


4 Ber. A plague upon him, muff} | he can ſay nothing 
of me; huſh. 

Cap. G. Hoodman comes : Portotartaroſſa. 

Int. He calls for the Tortures; what will you ſay with- 
out *«m? 

Par. I will confeſs what I know without conſtraint 3- 
If ye pinch me lixe a Paſty, I can ſay no more. 

Int. Boſko Chimurcho. 

Cap. Biblibindo Chicurmurco. | 

Int. You are a merciful General : Qur Generel bids you 
anſwer to what ſhall ask you outof a Note. 

Par, And truly, as I bope to live. 


ttrong. What fay youto that ? 

Par. Five or fix thouſand, but very weak and unſervice 
able; the Troops are all ſcattered, and the Commanders 
very poor Rogues, upon my Reputation and Credit, and 
as I hope to live. x 

Int. Shall I ſet down your anſwer fo? 

Par. Do, Vid take the Sacrament on't, how and which 
way you will : all's one to him. #tC. 

Ber. What a paſt-ſaving ſlave is this . 

Cap. G. Y'aredeceiv'd, wy Lord, this MonGevr Parol- 
les, the gallant oth that was his own phraſe, that 


had the whole Theorigh of War in the knot of his Scarf, 
and the praRtice in thEChaghof his Dagger. 

Cap. E. I will never truſt a man again, for keeping his 
Sword clean, nor believe he can have every thing in him, 


by wearing his Apparel neatly. 

Int. Well, that's ſet down. 

Par, Five or {ix thouſand horſe I igg, 1 will ſay true, or 
thereabouts ſet down, for PIC ſpeak truth. 

Cap. G. Ar's very near the truth in this. 

Bey. But I con him no thanks for*gin the nature he de- 
livers it. 

Par, Foor Rogues, I pray you ſay. 

Int. Well, that's ſet down. 

Par. | humbly thank you, fir, a truth's a truth, the 
Rogues are marvellous poor, 

Int. Demand of him of what ſtrength they are a foot. 
What ſay you to that ? vale 

Par. By my troth, fir, if I were to live,this preſent 
hour, I will tell true. Let me fee, Spurio a hundred and 
fifty, Sebaſtian ſo many, Corambus ſo many, Faques fo 

oY: van Coſmo, Lodowick, and Gratis, two hun- 


m 

dr : Mine own Company , Chitopher, Vanmond, 
Benti1, two hurdred fifty each ; fo that the Muſter-file, 
rotten and found , vpon my life amounts not to fifteen 


i 
| 


In:. Firſt demand of him, how many Horſe the Duke is | 


him out &th Band. 1 think I have his Letrer in my Poc- 
ket. | 


thouland pole , halt of the which dare nor ſhake the 
Snow from off their Caſſacks, lcſt they ſhcke tacmielyes 
to PIECES. 

Ber. What ſhall be done to tim ? 

Cap. G. Nothing, but ler him have thanks, 

of him my conditions ; and what Cr.d:t | have 
Duke. 
Int. Well thar's fet down: you ſhall demand cf kit, 
whether one Captain Pumarn berth Camp, a Frenchmaz ;| 
what his Reputation is with the Duke, what his Valour, 
Honeſty, and Expertneſs in War ; or whether he thinks | 
it were not poſſible with well weighing ſums of Gold to 
corrupt him tofrevolh What ſay you to this? Whatdo 
you know of it? 

Par. I beſeech you, let me anſwer to the particular of 
the interrogatories: Demand them (ingly. 

Int. Do you know Captain Dumain ? 

Par, I know him, a-was a Botchers Prentice in, Paris, 
from whence he was whipt for getting the ShFit#ts fool 
with Child , dumb innocent, that could not ſay him 
nay. 

, Nay, by your leavejhold your hands; tho I know 
his Brains are forfeit to'the next tile that falls. 

Inter. Well, is this Captain in the Duke of Floyence; 
Camp ? | 

Par. Upon my knowledge is, ard lowſie. 

Cap. G. inns not fo 
your Lordanon. : 

Int. What is his Reputation witÞthe Duke ? | 

Par. The Duke knows him for no other,. but a poor 
Officer of mine, and writ to me the other Gay, to turn} 


Demand | 
With the 
| 


' 
| 


Int, Marry we'll ſearch. 

Par. In good ſadneſs Ido not know; either it is there, 
or it is upon a file with the Dukes other Letters, in my 
Tent. | 
Int, Here®tis, here's a Paper, ſhall I readit to you? 
Par. I donot know if it be it or no. 

Ber, Our Interpreter do's it well. 

Cap. G. Excellently. 

Int, Dian, the Count's a fool, and ful of gold. 

Par That is not the Dukes letteryfir y that is an Advertiſe. 
ment to a proper Maid in Florence, one Diana, to take 
heed of the Allurement of one Count Ro{/i0n, a fooliſh 
idle Boy y but for all that very ruttiſh. 1 pray youjſir, 
put it up again. | 

Int. Nay, ViE read it firſt by your favour. 

Par. My meaning in't, I proteſt was very honeſt in the 
behalf of the Maid; for I knew the young Count to be 
dangerous and laſcivious Boy, who is a Whale ts Virgini- 
ty, and devours up all the fry it finds. 

Ber. Damnable / both-ſides Rogue. 


Int. Let. _ he ſwears Oaths, bid him drop Gold, and 
take it : 

After he ſcores, he never pays the ſcore : 

Half won is match well made. match a? well make it. 

He ne're pays after-debts, take it before, 

eAnd ſay « Soldier (Dian) rol thee this : 

Men are to mell with, Boys are 0 kiſs. 

For count op this, the Count's 4 Fool ] know it, 

Who pays before, but not when be does owe it. 

Thine as he vow'd to thee in thine ear , 

Parolles, 


x Ber. He ſhall be whipt through the Army with this 
rime in's forchead. | 
Cap. E, This is your devoted friend, fir, the manifold 
Linguiſt, and the Army-potent Soldier. | 
Ber. I could endure any thing before, but a Cat, and 
he's a Cat to me, 


upon mey we ſhall hear of} 


Int. | perceive, fir, by the Generals looks, we ſhall be 
fain to hang you. 


4 


Par. 
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All's well that ends well. 


NA. 


—>- My life, fir.%in any caſe 5 Not that I am afraid t9 
_— mY ay offnces being many , I would repent 
500k the remainder of Nature, Let we live, fir, in a dunge- 
2n, ich Rocks, any where, ſo I may live. 

ſat. we'll fee what may be done , ſo you confefs free- 
ly j therefore once more t0 this Captain Dumazn; you 
have an{wer'd to his reputation with the Duke, and to 
his valours What is his honeſty ? : 

Par, He will tcal, fir, an Egge out of a Cloiſter : for 
rapes and raviſhments he parallels Neſſus. He profcſſes 
not keeping of oaths 3 breaking them he is ſtronger than 
Hercules, He will lye, fir, with ſuch volubility , that you 
would think truth were a fool : drunkennels is his beſt 
virtue, for he will be ſwine-drunk, and in his ſleep he 
does little harm, ſave to his bed-cloathes about him ; but 
they know his conditions, and lay him in ſtraw. 1 have 
but little more to ſay , fir, of his honeſty, he ha's every 
thing that an honeſt wan ſhoold not have ; what an ho- 
neſt man ſhould have, he hasnothing. 

Cap. Ge 1 begin to love him for this. 

Ber, For this defcription of thine honeſty ? A pox up- 
on him for me, he's more and more a Cat. 

Int. What lay you to his expertnelſs in war ? 

Par. Faith fir, ha's led the drum before the Engliſh 
Tragedians : to belie him | will not, and more of | his foul- 
dierſhip I know not, except in that Countrey, he had the 
honour to be the O t a place there called A45/e.end, 
toinſtrut for the doWling of files. | would do the man 
what honour 1 can, but of this I am not certain, 

Cap. G- He hath out-villaf'd villany fo far , that the 
rarity redeems him, 

Ber. A pox on him, he's a Cat fill. 

In, His qualities being at this poor price , I need not 
to ask you, it Golg will corrupt him to revolt, 

Par. Sir, For a ecue he will ſell the fee-ſimple of 
his ſalvation, the inheritance of it, and cut thintail from 
all remainders, and Serpetual ſucceſſion feVit perpes 
tually. 

Int. What's his Bro.her, the other captain Dumaisn ? 

Cap. E. Why Co's he ask him of me? 

Int What's he ? 

Par. E'n a Crow gth ſame neft: not altogether ſo 

great as the firſt in goodneſs, but greater a great deal in 

elit He excels his Brother for a Coward, yet his Brother 

ls reputed one of the beſt that is. In a retreat he out- 

In any lackey z marry in coming On, he ha's the 
ramp, 

* Int. If your life be ſaved, will you undertake to betray 

the Florentine ? 

—_—_ the Captain of his horſe, Count R ofſilkon, 
Int. whiſper with the General, and know his 
plealure. { 
Par. PlLno more drumming , a plague of all drums, 
onely to ſeem to deſerve well, and to beguile the ſuppo- 
lition of that laſcivious young boy the Count, have 1 run 
into 4aw.danger; yet who would haye, ſuſpetted an am- 
buſh where 1 was taken ? 4 OQ, 

Int, There is no remedy, (ir, but you muſt die; the 
General ſays, you that have ſo traitcrouſly diſcovered 
the ſecrets of your army, and made ſuch peſtiferous re- 
ports of men vcry nobly held, can ſerve the world for no 
honeſt uſe ; therefore you muſt die. Come heads man 
off with his head. 

Par. O Lord, fir, let me live, or let me ſee my death. 


int, That ſhall you, and take your, leavg of, all your 
mY Unbng ens | 


friends : 

S0 look about you, know you any here ? 

Coun. Good morrowznoble Captain. 

Lo. E. God blels you,Captin Paroles. 

Cp G. God fave youznoble Captain. 

Lo, E, Captain, what greeting will you to my Lord 
Lafe.? I am for France, 


a” G. Good Capcain , will you give me a Copy of | a on here at home, more advanc'd dy the King, 
big ame ſonnet you writ to Dians in behalf of "the Count {that red-tail'd humble-Bee I ſpeak 0 « 

| — | 
7 —_ "IN * 


Roſſillzong and I were not a very Coward, I'de compel it 
of you; but fare you well Exeunt, 


Int, You are- undone 1 Captain, all but your icarf; that 


has a knot on't yer. 
Par. Who cannot be cruſh'd with a plot ? 
Int. if you could fiad aut a Countr:y where but wo- 
men were that had reccived ſo much ſhame, you might 
begin an impudent Nation. Fare ye well,fir, I am for 
France too, we ſhall ſpeak of you there. 
pi Ex't 
Par. Yet am | thankful : if my heart were great, 
*T would burft at this« Captain ViEbe no more, 
ButI will eat and drink, and ſleep as {oft 
As Captain ſhall. Simply the thing 1 am 
Shall make me live : who knows timfclf a braggart, 
Let him fear this; for it will come to paſs, 
That every, braggart ſhall be found an Afs. 
Ruſt ſword/ coql bluſheg and Parolles,live 
Safeſt in ſhame y being fool'd, by fool'ry thrive ; 
_— place and means for cvery man alive, 


aſter them. He NE Vt) The 
| Enter Hellzn, Widow, aud Diana. at 


Hel. That you may well perceive 1 have not 
wrong'd you, 
One of the greateſt in the Chriſtian world 
Shall be my ſurety ; *fore whoſe throne *cis need(ul 
Ere Ican perfe& mine intents, to kneel. 
Time was1 did him a deſired office, 
Dear almoſt as his life Which, gratitude 
Through flinty Tartars boſome would peep forth, 
| And anfwerthanks. I duly am inform'd, 
His grace is at 2ar/e{gsto which place . 
We have convenient convoy z you muſt know 
I am ſuppoſed dead; the Army breaking, 
My husband hies him home, where heaven aiding, 
And by the leave of my good Lord the King, 
Wellbe before our welcome. 
Wid. Gentle Madam, 
You never had aſervant to whoſe truſt 
Your buſineſs was more welcomes, 
Hel. Nor you _— | 
Ever a friend, whoſe thoughts more truly _—_ 
To recompence your love : Doubt not but heaven x 
Hath brought me yp to be your davghters dowre, 
As it hath fated her to be my motive 
And helper to a husband. Buc,O ſtrange men/ 
That can fuch ſweet uſe make of what they hate, 
When by truſting <Fthe cozen'd thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy night; ſo luſt doth play 
With whatit loaths, for that whichis away: 
But more of this hereafter + you Diana, 


/ 


Under my poor inftruions yet mult fuffer | | 


Something in my behalf. 

Dia. Let death and honefty 
Go with your impoſitions, 1 am yours 
Upon your will to ſuffer, 

Hel. Yet I pray youy 
But with the word: the time will bring on ſummer, 
When Briars ſhall have leaves as well as thorns, 
And be as (weet as (ſharp : we muſt away, 
Our Wagon is prepar'd, and timesrgyives us, 
All's well that ends well, till, th figs the Crown 3 
What ere the courſe, the end'is the renown. (Excane 


O70 U A and Lata. 


Laf. No, no, no, your ſon was miſled with a ſnipt 
taffata fellow there , whoſe vill.ous ſaffron would have 
made all the unbak*'d and dowyyouth of a nation in his 
colour%; your Jenghter-in-laWLad been alive at this hour, 
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De 


All s well that ends well. 4 


Lad. 1 wouldFhad not known him, it was the death of 
the moſt vtrtudus Gentlewoman, that ever Nature had 
oraiſe tor creating; if ſhe had parraken of my fleſh y and 
colt me the deareſt groans of a mother, | could not have 
owed her a more rooted loye. 

Laf. 'T was a good Lady, *twas a good Lady. We may 
pick a thouſand fallets ere we light on ſuch another 
herb. 

Clo. Indeed, fir, ſhe was the ſweet Mar 
faller, or rather the hehe grace. | 

Laf. They are not, erbs, you knave, they are noſe- 
herbs. 
| Clo. 1 am no great Nebuchadnezzar,ſir,l have not much 
«kill in graſ#+ 

Ls. Whether doeft thou profeſs thy ſelf, a knave of a 
fool ? 

Clo. A fool, fir, at a womans ſervice, and a knaye at a 
mans. 

La 

Clo, 
VICE, L Meds Aaded 

La. So you were a Knave at nis tery ced, 

Clo. And 1 would give his wife my Serb, fir, to do 
her {ervice. 

La. 1 will ſubſcribe for thee, thou art both knave and 
fool. : 

Clos. At your ſervice. 

La. No,no, no. 

Cle. Why, fir, if 1 cannot ſerve you, | can ſerve as great 


oram of the 


. Your diſtinQion? 
1 would cozen the man of his wife, and do his fer- 


| a Prince as you are. 


La. Who's that, a Frenchman ?, 

Cle. Faith, fir, a has an Engliſh Meg, but his 
—_—_— France than here. A ho ro 

La. What Prince is that ? We + 

Clo. The black prince, fir, alas the prince of darkneſs, 
al:as the devi]. | 


4 Hold thee, there's my purſe, I give thee not this to 
| thee from thy Maſter thou talk'ft of, ſerve him 


DY 
nopy is 


ſil. 
(lo, lam a woodland fellow, fir, that always loved 
a great fize, and the maſter | ſpeak of ever keeps a good 
tires but FF is the Prince of the world, let his No- 
"bility remain in's Court. & am for the houſe with the 
'narrow gate, which | take to be too little for poinp to 
[enter : ſome that humble themſelves may, but the ma- 
,Ny will be to9 chill and tender, and they'll be for the 


fire. 
| La. Gothy ways, I begin to be aweary of thee, and 
I tell thee ſo before, becauſe I would not fall out with thee. 
| Go thy ways, !et my horſes bewell look® to, without a- 
ny tricks. 

Clo. If 1 put any tricks upon *emHir; they ſhall be Jades 
tricks, which are their own right by the law of . Nature 


Ex. 
Laf. A ſhrewd knave, and an unhappy. 0 
Lad. Sogis. My Lord that's gone, made himſelfmuch 
ſporr ont of him; by his authority he remains here, which 
| hethinks is a patent for bis ſaucineſs, and indeed he has no 
| pace, but he runs where he will, 
Laf, I like him well, *tis not amiſs; and I'was about to 


| tell you, fince I heard of the good Ladigs death, and that 


my Lord your ſon was upon his returif homey I moved 


ter 5 which in the minority of them both, his Ma- 
jeſty, out of a {elf gracious remembrance, did firſt pro- 
pole ; his Highneſs hath promis'd me todo it; and to ſtop 


there is no fitter matter. How do's your Ladyhip like 

it ? 

happily cff.&ed. 
Lf. His Highneſs comes poſt from Marſ#les, of as* able 

a boCy as when henumbred thirty;&will be here to mor- 


the Ring my maſter to ſpeak in the behalf of my daugh- 


flowry way that leads tothe broad gate, and the great | 


To give this poor petition to the King, 


up the diſplezſure he hath: conceived againſt your ſon, | 
He hence remov'd laft night, and with more haſte. 


La. With very much content, my Lord, and I wiſh it | 


row, or | am deceivd by him that in ſuch intelligence 
hath ſeldom fail'd. | 

La. It rejoices me that 1 hope I ſhall ſe: him ere 1 die 
[ have letters that my ſon will be here to night : I ſhall he. 
ſeech your Lordſhip to remain with me till they meet tg. 
gether. | 

Laf. Madam', I was thinking with what Manners 1 
might ſafely be admitted, 

Lad, You need but plead your honourable priyi. 
ledg£. 

Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold charter ; but | 
thank my God it holds yet. 


Emer Clown; 


Clo. O Madam, yonders my Lord your fon wich apatch 
of yelyct on's face ; whether there be a ſcar under't or no, 
the Velvet knows, but *tis a goodly patch of Velvet; his 
left cheek is a cheek of two pile and a half, but his right 
| cheek is worn bare. 

La. A ſcarnobly got) | 
Or a noble ſcar, isa good livery of honour. 
So belike is that. a 
\ Ch, Butit is your carbinado'd face, 

Laf. Let us go ſee 
Your fon pray you; 1 long to talk, _ 

With the your noble ſoldier. S 
| Che, Faith,there's a dozen of *®m, with delicate fins 
| hats, and moſt courteous Feathers, wh ch bow the head, 
and nod at every man, TRY | 


| > [aol 


Actus Quintus. JS, CEMX |. 
exiles 


SNavy 8 . | 
Enter Helen, Widow, and Diana, with 
two Attendants. | 


Hel. But this exceeding poſting day and night, 
Muft wear your ſpirits low; we cannot help it. | 
But ſince you have made the days and nights as one, | 
To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs, | 
Behold pou do ſo grow in'my requital. | 
As nothing can unroot you. In happy'time, 


Enter a Gontleman a-ftranger. | 


This man may. help me to his Majeftiys ear, | 
.1f he would fpend his power. 'God faveyou;fir : 
Gent. And you. 
Hel. Sir, I have feen you in the Court of Frarce. 
Gent. | have been ſometimes there. 
Hel. 1 do preſuwe, fir, that you are not fallen 
From the report that goes upou your goodneſs; 
And therefore goaded with mot ſharp occaſions, 
Which lay nice manners by, I put youto 
'The uſe of your own vertues, for the which 
| ſhall continue thankful, 
Gen, What's your will ? 
Hel, That it will pleaſe'you | 


And aid me with that ſtore of power you have , 
To come into his preſence. 

Gent, The Kings not here. 

"Hel. Not herglir ? 

Gent, Not indeed, 


Than is his uſe. 

Wid. Lord, how we loſe our pains. 

Hel. AlPs well that ends well yet, 
Thd time ſeem ſo adverſe, and means unfit : 
| dv beſeech you, whither is he gone ? 


, Gent. 


4 


tr ——— 


All's well FI ends well, 


Whither [ 


Our means will make us means. 
Gent, This PlCdo for you. —2 
Hel. And you ſhall find your felf to be well thank, 
what e're fails more. We muſt to horle again. Go, go, 


provide. | be. ent lh Rows low ( Exennt. 


Enter Clown and Parolles. 


Par. Good M TTevatch, give my Lord Lafeutthis Let- 
ter; 1 have ere now, fir, been better known to you, when 
[ have held familiarity with freſher Cloaths 5 but I am 
now, fir, muddied in fortunes m and-{mell ſomewhat 
rong of her ſtrong diſpleaſure. 

Clo, Truly, Fortunes diſpleaſure is but flutriſh, if it 
{mell ſo ſtrongly as thou ſpeak'ft of ; 1 will henceforth eat 
no Fiſh of Fortunes butt*ring. Prethee, allow the Wind. 
Pep you need not to ſtop your Noe, fir : .I ſpeak£ 


Ll 


but 4/Metaphor. 
Cho. Indeed, fir, if pur Metaphor ſtink, I will topmy 
Noſe, + againtt any mals Metaphor, Prathec get thee fur- 


Par. Pray you, ſir, deliver me this Paper. 

Cle. Foh, prgthee ſtand away z a Paper from Fourtunes 
Cloſe-ſtool, to Bive to a Nobleman. Look here he comes 
himſelf, 


i 

Enter Lafewt/ | 

Cle. Here is 23 pur of Fortunes, fir, or of Fortunes Cat, 
(hut not a Muſh J that hath falp into the unclean Fiſh- 


pond of her ditpleaſure, and as he fays, muddied witha: | 
Pray you, fir, ule the Carp as you may, for he looks like 
2 poor decayed, Ingenious, Fooliſh, Raſcally Knave, I 
do pity his diſtreſs in my Smiles of comtort,. and leave him 
to your Lordſhip. | 
Per. My Lord, 1 am a man whom Fortune hath cruelly 
(cratch'd. 
Laf. And what would you have me'to do? 'Tis too 
late to pare her Nails now. Whercin have you plaigl the 
Knave with Fortune, that ſhe ſhould Scratch you, who of 
her ſelf, is a good Lady,any) g:quic not have Knaves thrive 
long under her ? There's a Ecue for you : Let the Ju- 
ſtices make you and'Fortune friends z I am for other-buſi- 
neſs. 
Par. I beſeech your honour,. to hear-me one (Ingle 
word. 
Laf. You beg a ſingle penny more : Come you ſhall 
ha't, ſave your word, 
Par. My name, my good Lord, is Parolles. , 
Laf. You beg more than one word then, 'Cox my paſ- 
n, give me your hand: How does your Drum? 
Par. O my good Lord, you were the firſt that found 
me. 
Laf. Was | infooth? And I was the firſt that loft thee. 
Par. It ligs in you, my Lord,to bring men ſome grace, 
for you aid bring me out. 
Laf. Out upon theeKnave, doeft thou-put vpen me at 
once, hoth the Office of God and Devil?- one brings thee 
in grace, and the other brings thee ont, -The King's com- 
iogl koow by his Trumpets. Sirrah, enquire further af- 
ter me, I had talk of you laſt Night; tho you are a'Fool 
and a Knave, you ſhall cat,” go to, follow. A 
Par. | praiſc God ivr you. ear  — | 
4 zene Ll . / oe | 
Flouriſh Enter King, old Lady, Lafewn, the two French 
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Gent. Marryas | take it to Roſſilieon, Kin, We loſt a Jewel, AM our efleem 
going. Was made much poorer by it ; but your Song | 
Hel. 1 do betecch you fir, As mad in folly, lack*d the ſenſe to know 
Fince you are like tO lee the King before me, Her eſtimation home. 
Commend the Paper to his gracious hand , : Old La. "Tis paſt, my Liege; 
Whichyl preſume ſhall render you no blame, And [ beleech your Majeſty to make it 
But rather make you thank your pains for it. Natural Rebellion, done ith baſe of Youth, — 
| will come after you with what good ſpeed When Oyl and Fire, too firong for reaſons force , 


| Diſtracted Cloud: give way; fo ſtand thouforth, 


Ore bears it and burns on. 
Kin, My honour'd Lady , 
I have forgiven and forgotten all ; 
Tho my revenges were high bent upon him, 
And watch'd the time to ſhoot. 
Laf. This I muſt fay, 
But firſt I beg my pardon ; the young Lord 
Did to his Majeſty, his Mother, and his Lady, 
Offence of mighty note 3 but to himlelf 
The greateft wrong of all. He loſt a Wile, 
Whoſe beauty did aftoniſh the ſurvey 
Of richeſt eyes ; whoſe words all ears took captive; 
Whole deep perfeion, hearts that ſcorn'd to ſerve, 
Humbly call'd Miftrs/- 
Kin. Praifing what is loſt , 
Makes the remembrance dear. We!'call him hither; 
We 8e reconciÞd, and the tirſt view thall kill 
All repetition: Let him not ask our pardon, 
The nature of his great offence is dead, 
And deeper than Oblivion, we do bury 
TH incenfing relicks of it. - Let him approach 
A Rtranger, no Offender ; and inform him 
So *tis our will he ſhould. | A 
Gent, 1 ſhall wy Liege. Exc 
Kin. What fays he to your Daughter; 
Have you ſpoke ? ULTISS 
Laf. All that he is, hath reference to your Highneſs. 
Kin. Then ſhall we have a match. I haye Letters ſcat 
me, that ſetehim high in fame. 
/ 2ehdk IVE 
Emer Coxnt Bertram. | 


= 


Laf. He looks well on't. 

Kin. lam not a day of feafon, 
For thou maſt lee a Sun-ſhine, ant a'Hail 
In me at once; But to the brighteſt Beams 


The time is tair again. 

Ber. My high repentgd blames , 
Dear'Soveryign, . pardotge. 

Km. All is-whole, 
Not one word more of the conſumed time, 
Let's take {the inftant by the forward top; | 
For weare old, -andJour- quick decrees 
Th\ inaudible, and noiſelets foot-of time 
Steals, ere we can effe@t them. You remember 
The Daughter-of this Lord? | 


Ber. Admiringly, my Liege, at firſt | 
SY 


| tuck wy choice upon her, ere myheart 
Durſt make too bold a herald of my Tongue : 
Where the lImp««(hon of mine Eye enfixing 
Contewpy his (cornful PerſpeRive did lend me, 
Which wee$t-the line- of every.ather favour, 
Sco a fair colour, or expreſfirt fioln, 
Extended or contrated all-propoxtions 
To a moſt hideous ObjeR.* Ther came, 
That ſhe whom all men prais'd, 'and.-whom my: felf, 
Since I have loft, i have lov'd ;- was in mine Eye 
The duſt that did offend it. 2 

Kin:\'Well excus'd : - | | 
That thou didſt love her, ſtrikes ſome {cores:away | 
From the great cumpt z but love-that comes too late, 
Like remozſelful > yum ſlowly carried 

To 


fenders. turns e bo Jour ve 
Crying, that good thai's gone: our rath faults 


lords, with 4ttendants. 
O 


Not | 


| Make rrizf price of ferigus things we have, 
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" All's well that ends well, 


Not knowing them, until we know their grave. 
Ott our diſpleaſuregto our ſelves unjuſt, 
Deſtroy our friends, and after weep their duit: 


| Our own love waking, cries to {re wh-1's done, 


While ſhapeful hate ſleeps out the afternoon, 

Be this ſweet Helens knell, and now forget her. 
$-nd forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin, 
The main conſents are had, and here we'l) ftay 
To lee our widowers ſecond matTiage day : 


EN hich better than the firſt, O Cear heaven blcſs, 


Or, ere they meet,in me,O Nature ceale/ 
Laf. Come on, iny ſon, in whom my houſes name 
Muft be digeſted : give a favour frum you 
To (farklein the ſpirits of my daughter, 
That ſhe mzy quickly come. By my old 7” 
And ev'ry hair that's on't, Hellen that's dead / or 
Was a{weegt, creatyxe : fuch a Ring as this, 
The laſt ere ok her leave at Court, 
I ſaw upon her finger. 
Br. Herld it was not. 
Kin. Now,pray you let me ſee it. For mine eye, 
While I was ſpeaking, oft was faſten'd to't : 
This Ring was mine, and when gave it Heten, 
| bad her, if her fortunes ever ſtood 
N.ccffited to help, that by this token 
| would relieve her. Had you that craft to reave her 
Of what ſhould ſtead her moſt ? 
Ber. My gracious Soverfign, 
How ere it pleaſes you to take it fo, 
The Ring was never hers. 
0id La. Son, on my life 
[ have for wear it, and ſhe reckon'd it 


Les 
» un 


At her lipes rate. 

L-»f. Im ure I ſaw her wear it, 

Bar. You are deceiv'd, my Eord, ſhe never ſaw it; 
In Florexce was it from a calement thrown me, 
Wrap'd in a paper, which contain'd the name 


| Of her that threw it : Noble ſhe was, and thought 


| to94zmgag'd, but when | had ſubſcrib'd 
To mine own fortune, and inform'd her fully, 


1 I coulJ not an{wer in that courſe of honour 


As ſhe had made the overture; ſhe ceafſt 
In heavy ſatisfa&tion, and would never 
Receive the Ring again. 

Kin. Plutss himlell, 
That knows the tin& and mulriplying medicine, 
Hath not in natures myſtery more ſcience, 
Than 1 have in this Ring. "T'was mine, 'twas HeFens, 
Who ever gave it you : then if-you know 
That you are well acquainted with your (elf, 
Confſels *rwas bers, and by what rough enforcement 
You got it from her. She call'd the Saints to ſurery, 
That (he would never put it from her finger, 

nl: is ſhe gave it to your felf in bed, 
Wh: re you have never come Z or ſent it us 
Upon her great diſaſter. 


| 


| 


Ber. She never {aw -it- 

Kin, Thou fpeak'ſt it fally : as I love mine honour; 
And mak'ſt conjeAwiral fears to come into me, 
Which I would fain ſhut cut ; if it ſhould prove 
That tt ou art fo inhumang<will not prove fo _— 
And yer 1 know nots<hou didft hate her deadly, 
And ſhe is dead, which nothing but to cloſe 
Her eyes my {elf, could win me to believe, 0 
Morc than to fee this Ring. Take him aways Y44"*< >; 
My fore-paſt proofs, how ere the matter fall, cr 
Shall tax my fears of little vanity, 
Having vainly fear'd too little, Away with him, 
We'll ſift this matter further, 

Per, If you thall prove + 
This Ring was ever hers, you ſhall as cafy- 
Prove that I husbanded her bed in Florence, . 


Where yct ſhe never was, Er Dew ) 
| | * 


gn EY —_ —_— 


Go ſpeedily, and bring again the Count, 


'} am aſergFthe life of Heiten (Lady) 
 VVas foolly ſnatch'd. / 


Either both or none, 


Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour, 


| ,? Kin. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ill to friend, 


JICLML- 


Enter a Gentleman. 

Kin, I «mm wrap'd in diſmal thinkingss 

Gent, Gracious Soverign. 
Whether I keve been too blame orno, I know not; 
Here's a petition from a Florentine, 
VVho have for four or five removes come ſhort, 
To tender it her ſelf, | undertook it, 
Vanquiſh'd thereto by tie fair grace and ſpeech 
Of the poor {yppliant, who by this I know 
Is here attending : her buſineſs looks in her 
VVith an importing viſage, and ſhe told me 
In a ſweet verbal brief, it did concern 
Your Highneſs with her ſelf. 


The lng reads A L:tter. 


Upon his many proteſtations to marry me,when his wife wa 
dead , I bluſhrto ſay it, he won me. Now is the Coun 
Roſſilkon Widowet, bis vows are forfeited to me, and my 
honour} paid to him, He ſtole from Florence, taking ng 
leave, and 1 follow him to this Countrey for Tuſtice : Grant 
it me, O King, in you it boſk-lyes, otherwiſe a ſeducer flow 


riſhes,and a poor Maid is undone. 
( Diana Capjfet 


Laf. I will buy mea ſon in Law in a fear, and could 
for this. PlCnone 'of him. | Ch þ 

Kin. The heavens have thought well on thee, Lafem, 
To bring forth this diſcov'ry, ſeek the Jutors : 


Enter Bertram- 
C 


Old La.Nuw juſtice on the doers! 
, Kin, I wondex fir, wives are fo monſtrous to you, 


And that you fly Py you ſwear them Lexefp; 


Yer you defire to mayry. V Vhat woman's that ? 
Entir V Vidow, Diana, aud-Parolles; 


Dis 1 am, my Lord, a wretched Florentine, 

Derived from, the ancient Callers 

My uit, as I, Underftand,you know 

And therefore know how far I may be pitied. 
Wid. Iam her Mother, fir, whoſe age and honour 

Both ſuffer under this complaint we bring, 

And both ſhall ceaſe, without your remedy. 

Kin. Come hither, Count, do you, know theſe V Vomen? 
Ber. My Lord, I neither can nor will deny, 

But that I know them, do they charge me further ? 
Dia. VVhy do you look ſo ſtrange upon your wife? 
Ber. She's none of mine, my Lord. 

Dia. If you ſhall marry 

You give away this hand, and that is mine ; 

You give away he vows, and thoſe are mine ; 

You give away my'468, which is known mine: | 

For I by vow am fo &nbodied yours, 

That ſhe which marries you, muſt marry me, 


Lef. Your reputation comes t#@ſhort for my daughter, 
you are no husband for her. C vg 

Ber. My Lord, this is a fond and deſperate creature, 
VVhom ſometimel have Lavgh'd with: Let your Highne!s 


Than for to think that I would fink it here. 


Till your deeds gain the 
Then i thought it lies. 

Dian. Good my Lord, 
Ask him vpon his oath, jf he do's think 
He had not my virginity. 


irer+prove your honour, 
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Kin, What ſat thou to her ? 
Ber. She's impudent, my Lord, 
And was a common gameſter to- the Camp. 
Dia. He do's me wrong, my Lord ; If 1 were {o, 
He might ha ve bought me at a common price. 
Do-not believe him. O hold this Ring, 
Whoſe high reſpeR an rich validity 
Did lack a parallel : yet for that 
He gave it to a Commoner Camp 
one. 
p _— He bluſhes, and *tis his: 
of ſix preceding Anceſtors, that Gem * 
Confer'd þy teſtament to th ſequent iſſue ; 
Hath ie-bfen owdd and worn. This is his wife, 
That Ring's a thouſand proofs. 
King. Me thought you ſaid | 
You ſaw one here in Court could witneſs it. 
Dia. 1 did, my Lord, but loath am to produce 
$ bad an inftrument 3; his name's Parolles, 
Lif. | ſaw the man to day, if man-be be. 
Xin, Find him, and bring him hithers 
Ref. What of him ? 
He's quoted for a moſt perfidious ſlave, 
With all the ſpots @'th world, taJd and deboi{h'd, 
Whoſe nature ſickens ; but to ſpeak a truth; 
Am L.or that or this, for what he'll utter, 
That will ſpeak any thing ? 
Kin, She hath that Ring of yours . 7 
R/ſ. Ithink ſhe has ; certain it isT lik'd her, 
And boorded her i*th wanton way of youth : 
She knew her diftance, and did angle-o, me, £97 


Madding my eagerneſs with her reſtraint; 
As all impediments in fanciys courſe 
Are motives of more fancy; and in fine, 
Her inſuit coming with her modern grace, 
Subdu'd me to her rate ; ſhe got the Ring, 
AndI had that which any inferior might 
At Market price have bought: 
_ Dja. 1 muſt be patient : 
You that have turn'd off a firſt ſo noble wife, 
May juſtly diet mz. I pray you yet, 
(Since you lack virtue, I will loſe a husband) Maus 
Send for your Ring,l will return + home, 
and give me mine again. i 
Roj. I have it not. 
King. What Ring was yours, I pray you? FE. 
Dian. Sir, much like tha fame upon your finger: 
Kin. Know yon this Ring! this Ring was his of late. 
Dia. And this was it 1 gave him, being a bed. 
King: The tory then goes falſe, you threw it him 
Out of a Caſement. \/eeme V1. 
Dia» 1 have ſpoke the truth. Enter Parolles, 
Roſ. My Lord, 1 do confeſs the Ring was hers. 
Kin. You boggle ſhrewdly, every fcather ſtarts you : 
ls this the man you ſpeak of ? 
| Dia. I, fy Lord N 
Kin, Tell me,4irrah, but tell me true I charge you, 
Not fearing the diſpleaſure of your Maſter : _. 
(Which on your jſt proceeding, V' It keepoff ); 
By hiw, and by this woman here, what know you ? 
Pay. So pleaſe your Majeſty, my Maſter hath been an 
honourable Gentleman. Tricks he hath had in him, 
which Gentlemen have. 
Kin, Come, come, to th* purpoſe ; Did he love this 
woman ? 
Par. Faith fir, he did love her, but how ! 
Kin. Howl pray you? 


Kin, How is that ? 

Pay. He lov'd her, fir, and lov'd hernot. 

Kin, "As thou art a Knaye aud no Knave, what an 
equivocal Companion is this ? | 

Par. lam a poor man, and at your Majefties com 


mand. 
*» 


| 


Par. He did love her, fir, as a Gent. loves a Woman, Ref. Both, both, O pardon. 


Laf. He't a good 'drumy my Lord, but a naughty Ora- 
rovr, 
Dia, Do youknow he: promsd; me marrlape? 
Par. Faith, Il know-more.than VIC ſpeak, 
Kin. But wilt thou not {peak all thou know'lt ? | 
Par. Yes, ſo pleaſe your Majeſty » 1-did go ; between 
ther, as 1 ſaid; but- more'. than that, he love! her : for 
indeed he was' mad. for.:ber, ang.talkt of Sathan, and |. 
of Limbo z and of Furies, and-l; kjpw-oot.whatz yet 
| wad in+ that credit: withichem at: that time, that 1 knw 
of their going to: 4kd:;and of: oxher motions, as pro 
miſing her marriagey; ad-+hjogs tha&-would, derive, me ill 
=_ to . ſpeak: of5 (thetefore I will not. ſpeak what 1 
now. eg 2. 2 vdizd; -1:' : 
' Kin. Thou haft ſpoken , all already , unleſs thou caſt 
lay they are married ; but thou art too fine in thy evi- 
dence ; Theretore ſtand aſide. This Ring you ſay was 
yours. 
Dia Ay my good Lord. 
Kin. "Where did you buy it? or whp gave it you ? 
Dia. It was not given me, nor did $ot buy it: 
Kin, Who lentir you ? 
Dia. It was not lent meneither. 
Kin. Where did you find it then ? 
Dia. 1 foundit nor. 
FO. np. If it were yours by none of all theſe ways, 
cevld you giveit him ? 
Dia. | never gave it him. 
Laf. This woman's an eaſy glove, my Lord, ſhe goes off 
and on at pleaſure” ESE RIM 
Kin. This Ring was mine, I gave it his firft wiſe, 
Dia. It might be yours, or hers, for ought | know. 
Kin. Take her away, I do not like her now; 
To priſon with her : and away with him, 
Unleſs thou tel me where thou had this Ring, 
Thou dieft within-thishour. 
Dia. V\Enever tell you. 
Kin: Take her away. 
= I |Eputin bail tay Liege. 
in 


Kin. Wherefore haft thou accug' hiay- all this while? 
Dia. Becauſe he's guilty, and he is not guilty ; 
He knows | am no Maid, and he'll fivear to ; 
PlEſwear I am a Maid, and he knows not? 
Great King, I am no ſirumpet, by my life, 
[ am either Maid, or elſe this old mans wife. 
Kin. She do's abuſe our ears; to priſon with her. [I 
Dia. Good mother fetch my bayl: Stay, Royal fir, 
The Jeweller that owes the Ring is ſent for, 
And he ſhall ſurety me. But for this Lord, 
Who hath abugd me knows himſelf, 
Tho yet he never me, here Iquit him. 
He knows himſelf my bed he hath defil'd, 
And at that time he got his wife with child ; 
Dead tho ſhe be, ſhe feels her young one kick : 
So there's my riddle, one that's dead is quick. 
and now behold the meaning 


Exter Hellen and Widow, 


Kin. Is there no exorciſt 
BeguilEs the truCOfficesof mine eyes ? 
I>'c real that | tee 7 

Hel. No, my good Lord, 
'Tis but the ſhadowof a Wife you ſee; 
The name, and not the thing. 


| Hel. Oh, my good Lord, when I was like this Mag, 
| ſound you wondrous kind; there is your R ing | 
And look you, here's your Letter 2 this it ſays, 


V Vhen from my finger you can get this Ring, , , , 


And me with child, 4 c. This,is Cone, 
YVill you be mine, now you are ddubly won ? 


— 
— - — 


. I *think thee how ſome comgon Cuſtome | 
Dia. By Fov: if ever | knew man, 'ti you. Wh Hf — 


Wow. 


| 

| 1 Evenjnaminute; fo full of ſhapes is fancy, 
þ- Hen ollo i igh fantaſtical. 

| Cur, Will you go hunt, my Lord ? 
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T welf-night, Or what you will, 


R-ſ. If ſhe, my Liege, can make me know this clearly, 
['|love her daggly, ever , ever dearly. 
Hel. If it aFÞear not plain, and =” ntrue, 
Deadly.divorce ſtep between me and you | 
| O, wn "ag mother, do I fee you living? {. I he (rb 
les 


Laf. Mine eyes ſmell Onions,l ſhall weep anon 1 
os <a lend me a handkerchee-{ s. 
So,l thank thee, wait on me home, I'lC mike port with 
thee: 'Let thy G&rthies alone, they are ſcurvy ones. 

King. Let us point to point this ſtory know, 
To make the even truth in pleaſure flow : 
If thou becſt yet a freſh uncropped flower, | 
Chieſe thou thy husband, and IiEpay thy dower, 


——  —— 


| Thou keepeſt a Wift her {elf, thy ſelf a Maid, 
Of that and all the progres more and lels, 
Reſolvedly more leifure thall expreſs : 

All yet ſeems well, and if it end fo meet, 
The bitter paſt, more welcome is the {weet, 


Jhok EM by Hu Kung, 


He King's a Beggar, now the Play 1s done. 
All is well ended, if his ſuit be won , 
That you expreſs content ;, which we will pay, 
With ſtrife to pleaſe you, day exceeding day ; 
Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts, 
Your gentle hands lend us, and take our hearts. 


——— 


Gorell 
Flourifh, 


For I can gueſs, that by thy honeſt aid,. | 


Ex: On, 


Twelf-Night, Or what you will. 
CEN. ACHs on lhe (gal of I Loy 649 


Atlus Primns. 


The £ JAacwo. 


Scena Prima. 


— —_——____ 


Enter Orſino Duke of Illyria, Curio, and. 
ether Lords. 


Duke. 
tO F Muſick be the food of Love, play 
on, 

Give me excels of it 3 that ſurſeiting, 

The appetite may ficken, and (o die. 

That firain ag, it had a dying fall: 

©, it came o're my ear, like the ſweet 
ſound/4- 


Stealing, and giving Odour. Enovgh 
no more, 


Tis not fo ſweet now, as it was before. / 
O ſpirit of Love, how quick and freſh art thou, 
That notwithſtanding thy capacity, 

Recciveth as the Sea, Nought enters there, 

Of what validity, and pitch fo ere, 

But falls into abatement, and low price, 


Du. What, Curi®? 

Cur. The Hart. 

Du. Why,fo 1 do, the nobleft that 1 have : 

O;when mine eyes did ſee Olivia firſt, 

Me thovght ſhe purg'd the air of peftilence 3 

That inſtant was I turn'd into a Hart, 

And my defires, like fell and cruel hounds, 

Fre fiace purſue me. How now, what news from her ? 


Enter Valentine. 


Vl. So pleaſe my Lord, I might not be admitted, 
But from her hand-maid do return this anſwer : 


Th- Element it felf, till ſeven years het ce, 
Shall not beheld her face at awple view ; | 
But like a Cloyſtrets ſhe will vAled walk, 


That breathes upon a bank of Violets o 
b 


—_ 


And water once a day her Chambers round 
With Om_Y brine : all this to ſeaſon 
A brothers dead love, which the would keep freſh 
And laſting in her ſad remembrance. {:7C; 

Ds. Oſhe that hath a heart of this fine frame, 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 
How will ſhe love, when the rich Golden ſhaft 
Hath kill'd the flock of all affeCtions elſe 
That live in her; When Liver, Brain, and Heart, 
Tile ſovereign thrones are all ſuppli}d and fill'd, 
Her ſweet prefeQons with one ſelf-ſame king * 
Away before me,. to ſweet beds of Flowers, 
Love thoughts » ans when canopy'd. with bowe 


Exennt 


Scena Secund(g. 
The She MM 
7 Enter Viola a Captain, and Saylors. 


Vio. What countrey{Friend js this ? 

Cap. Shis-51llyria, Lady. 

Vio. And what ſhould I doin 1llryia? 

My Byother he is in Eliginm, 

Perchance he is not drown'd : What think you, Sailors? 
Cap. It is perchance that you your ſelf were ſaved. ' 

Vio, O my poor brother end ſo perchance may he be. 

Cap. True Madam; and to comfort you with chance, 

Afure your felf, after our ſhip ditd ſplit, 

When you, and poor number ſaved with you, 

_ on our dr&ving boat : I ſaw your brother, 

MofF provident in peril, bind himſelf, 

(C ourage and hope both teaching him the pratife) 

To a ſtrong Malt, that liv'd upon the Sea ;, 

Where like Go on the Dolphins back, 

[ ſaw him hold ecquaintance with the Waves; 


- 
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T welf- ww 'Or what you wil. 
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© long as [copld fee. 
for ating ſo, there Gold . 


Mine own eſcape unfoldeth to my hope, 
Wherero thy {peech ſerves for author ity, 
The like of him. +Knowtit thou this Countrey ? 

Madam, well ; for I was bref] and bora 
Not _ hours travel rom this very om 
Vie. Who governs here ? |, 
Cap, A Noble Duke in nature, as in name. 
= What is his name ? 

p. Orſino. 

4 'Orſo 50 ! I have heard my Father name him- 
He was a BatcheHor then. 
Cap. And ſo is. now, or was ſo very late; 
For but a month ago 1 went from henee, 
And then *twas freſh in murmur ( as you know 
What great oney da, the lets will Ss of = 
[That he did ſeek the lave of fair Oluies, ' ::: 
Vie, What's ſhe ? 

Cap. A virtuaus Maid; the daughter of 2 FX 
That diſd ſome twelvemoathvfince, then leaving her - 
[n the proteRtion of his fon, her brother, 

Who ſhortly alla gifd : for who « lave, 
y fay}ſhe hag abjur'd the ſight 

And company of men, 

Vis. O that I ſerv'd that Lady, 

And might not be delivered to the world, 
Tilll had made mine own occalion mellow, 
What my eftate is, 

Cap. That were hard to compaſs, 

Becauſe ſhe will admit no kind of ſuit, 
No,not the Dukes. 

Fe. There is a fair behaviour in thee, Captain 5 
and thorhat nature, with a beautcous wall 
Doth oft cloſe in pollution ;, yer of thee, 
[will believe, thou haſt a mind that ſuits 
Ro thy fair and outward CharaQer. 


"<cr 


—_— 


me what [ am, and be my aid. 

For fuch diſguiſe as haply ſhall become 

The form of my intent, if ſerve this Duke; 
Thou ſhalt preſent me as an Eunuch to him, 

| [t nay be worth thy pains; for | can ſing, 

| — ſpeak to him in many ſorts of Muſick, 

|| That will allow. me very worth his ſervice: 

| What elſe may hap, to time I will commit, 

Only ſhape thou thy filence to my wit. + 

Cap. Be you his Eunuch, and your Mute M6 be, 

-When my tengue blabs, then tet; mine eyes gvt ſt be, 

Vis, [thank thee ; Lead meon + 


— ” ——— 
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Scena Tertjd. 
Olon e's: Hqws to: 


" Enter Sir Toby) and Maria. 


Sir To, What a p means my Neece: 4s take the 
———_ her brother 5 ha ————_ eyemy: to 


el By my #: , fir Ti p muſt come'io earlier 
nights 3 your » my'L ady, takes Sreat Exceptions | 
to your il hours. 


To. 2% VVkyſerier peas, 

but you muſt confine your "= within the mo-! 
rates ad rrr > W' "iS þ uu oO | 
Te. Confine ?: Tidconfine. ty ff no: net: than & ank; 
theſe clothes. are good'enought to.drink 1in;;abdfo:be theſc 
doots too ; #2dthey be nets (er chem hang: CY in! 


Mor. That quaſfing and drinking will ads you; 1 


* 
_ - - _ 
”"_ 


| 


A dry jeſt, br, 


= T7 
,C-and TIE pay thee bounteouſly, } | 


| mighttneygr draw ſword 2 
And bed y ou part ſo Miſtreſs, I would I might yeven 
draw ſword ag 


knightthat you brought in oge night be TT be ber Wooer}! 
To. VVho, Sir- Andrew «Agus-cberk | 
Lhe. | 


To. He's as tall a man as any%.in Myr. 
Mz. V\har's that: to thy purpoſe ? 
To. V\hyhe has thice. ang. Duc Ducats 5 ye 


Ma, Ay, but he'll tt hays þ & Fear in all the ats : 


Hoa y foal, and | 
Th "es nach you'll ay plays o'ch Vide m- | 
word for word 

M out TS ER of nature, 
iy He hath ingyed, gi; (hs belides that 
he's.a fogl, on or IT he hath 
the peg of 9 cop. aVay A atk 10 quarrel- 
me p quickly have 


woo bi ſubſtraftors, 
wk, he's Lg nightly in in 


drigk 


pf hand t 
=D TE 
Wy a pariſh rops 


VVhat c_ es far here comes Sir Andrew 
eAgne- - face. C £4 / LV. 
Emer Sjr Andrew. 

An. Sit Toky Belcb/ Hom nows, Sir Toby Belch? 


To r Sir Andrew.” 
pi pig m_ 


| My he i Srafl " ns "Mr 


ah,14 l i eter aoqualntanee. 


$0 Hye is, front her, hogrd 


"And. By my irot | 'would not uridertake her in 
company. ls thap the of gr | Dy 


75 are pg PE part 0s Si Andrew, nelding 


A Fw ophuy 


FairLady, do you think youhare fools 
in hand ? | 
Ma. Sir, l have g6 
And. Marry but you No Ko (NS EE pe here's my hand. 
Mar. Nowylir, thought is free : 1 pray you, bring your 
hand to th* Bureesy bar; and let it drink, ' 
An. VVhereforeglweer _ ? 2 what's your Meta- 


þhor 2. } 

Mar. Ie's dry; fir. 

, At F Vhy,l | thigk {o-: nts buy Le | 

"= Are youfull of thems - —_ 

Ma, Air, I have them atmy finges ends : marry al 
I let go your I barren. 

b. O knight, th lack'ft /eiCun enn 

To night, thou ack a cup C when di 
| ſce thee {o put damn? | 

Ang. Never in your le, I phiaks 


ry put, down : me erimes 1 ha 
than a Chriſtian, aran ordioary! may has 1 
great cater'of yo and\l daheverhatido's harm. 
wit. | 
To. No qu eftion, 


An.And 1 prom w AO I'do Farywear 3 ix. ria hos 


an my Lady ralk of it yelter-day ;.and-/ of /a fooliſh } To' 


L A, 


YO pe Gur item an Ct, VIPS — 


Fears CER RE "Front ett, L- aus Sd, 


A 67, Har [re on fecard e ST And reed Pi whe © 


to morrow, fir Taby.') 
Pir-quoy, my dear knight ? 


'g 
*/ 


. — 


' 


: 


| 


y—_ 


'| Church in a Ga 
| very walk ſhould 
[} water but in nat . Col 
{it a world to hide virtues in? 1 did think by the excellent 


SP; 

| colur'd ftocken we  aboutſome Revels ? 

1:4 To. What ſtall we do elſe: werr'we not born 'vnder 
T, . ws 7 - « . - F , + » ” 4) » 


| theſe gifts a Curtain before *em'? are 'thry like to take 


| And. Tanrus ? That's fdes and heart. 
| [eee No. ha{ ha] excellent. 


| 


; | you call in queſtion the continuance: of his love: Is he in 
conftant, fir, ia his farours ? * | kb. © 
"Fai No believe me, 


Ce» F XK. 
GS x 
. + 


5" Die. Who 
| Vw; On your attendanks; my Lord, here, 


]- 'Ds Stand you awhile aloof. Cefario, 


Ta thee the Book even of my ſecret ſoul. 

'} Therefore, good youth, addreſs thy gate unto her, 
[Benotdenyd acceſs, 
nd cell them, there thy 
þ Till thou have audience. 


— 
> 


| 4s, VVhy, would that have mended py hair ?;_ _/* 
{| will not be ſecn, © 


-| times altogether. 


[os degree of wy betters, and yet I willnot compare with 
an 


Ceſare, you are like to be much advanc'd; he hathy known 
[you but threedays, arid already.you'areno ſtranger. 
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the Arts: _ 
To. "Then hadſt thou.had an excellent head of hair.” 


To. Paſt queſtion, ſor thou ſeefſt it will nor £90r wy 


like flax' on a diftaff; and 1 


o. Excellent, it 


hope to fee a houſÞi 


ipio it off. 


of me : the | 
To. She'll none o'th ; 

degree, neither in eftate, years, nor witz I havehear 

her ſwear. Tut, there's life in't,man. | 


mind the world : Tdeligh 


Te, Art thou'good at theſe kick-ſhaws, Knight ? * 
© Hind. As ok Illyria, whatſoever he be, under 
old man. 

To. VVhat is thy excellence in a galliard, knight ? 
And. Faith, I cancut a caper. 

Te. And | can cut the Mutton to't.. 

And. And 1 think 1 have the back-trick, ſimply as 
{troop as ary man in Hlhyria, ,  *» 
To. V Vherefore are theſe things hid ? (wherefore' have 


duſt, like Miſtrs/2fals pifture ? why doft thou not go to 
- gr come home in 2 Cheanths My 
*Jig ! Iwould nor' fp- mich as nlake 
ace 5 VVhat doft thou' mean? Is 


conſtitution of tliy leg, it was forfn'd onder'the ftir of a 
Galliard; $i: £3&.AD +? 24 


'Te No, fir, it is Iegs and thighs »'let' ne fee thee caper; 


C, Extunt. 


, 


. Scena Quarte. | 
The Splat. 
Enter Valentine, «vid Viola, 1m mans attire. 


Val. If the Duke continue theſe favours towards you; 


Ve. You either feat his humour; or my negligence, that 


* 


Enter Duke, Curio, and attendants. - 
: (3S1t% . ; 0 C ' __ , FI 9 , 
Fe. 1 thank you : herecomes the Gount<[) uke-. | 


= 


knowft no 'lefs, but all » I have und alp'd 


fland at her” doors; 
fixed foot ſhall grow 


"An. VVhat is pxr quoy ? Do, or not do# | wouldl 
had beſtowedghat time in the tongues, that I have in fen- 
cing, dancing, and bear-baiting : O had | but followed 


_ &n. But .it becomes me well enough,deft not ? (nature, 
thee between her legs;"and 


An. Faith MC home tomorrew, fir Toby; your Neece 


if ſhe be, it's four to one, ſhe} none 
ban hard by, wooes her. 
me, ſhell not match above hcr 


ml th onger .Pam a fefow oth ftra 
7p er Spare = Masks and Revels _ 


is ſtrong, agd It does indifferent well in a bd 


| thoſe that are fools, let them uſe their talents; 


| or be turn'd away, is not that as good as a hanging to 


| fools za; L:that am ſure Þ lack thee, may paſs fof a wile 
man. . For. what ſays 
a fooliſh wit. God blels thee, Lady, 


Yo. Sure, my Noble Lord, 
If ſhe be ſo abandon'd ro ker ſorrow 
As it is ſpoke, ſhe never will admit me. 

Dx. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds, 
Rather than make unprofited return. 


Duk. O then, unfold the p.(ſion of my love, 
Surprize her withdiſcourſe of my deat faith ; 

[t ſhall become'thee well to at my woes ; 

She will attend ir better in thy youth, 

Than in a Nuncio** of more grave aſpeR. 

Vi, Tthink-not ſo, my Lord. 

Dwk. Dear Lad, believe it 3 

For they ſhall yer be-!Fthy happy years- 

That ſay thou art a man: Dianees lip 

ls not more ſmooth, and rubious ; thy ſmall pipe 
Is as the Maidens Organ, ſhrill, and ſound, 
And all isſemblative a womans part. 

I know thy conſtellation is right apt 

For this : ſome foor or five attend him, 
All if you will; for } my ſelf am beft 

When leaſt in company 75” proſper well in this, 
And thou ſhalt live as freely as thy Lord, 

To call his fortunes thine. 

Vie, Titdo my beft / 

To woo your Lady ; yet a banſul ſtrife; 
Who e&*re I woo, my ſelf would be his wife. 


Fa 


———— 


_ cm__..... UL IT 


Scena Crtntw. V /. 
0 lomas Hewure 


Enter Maria, and Clown: 


} 


Mar. Nay, .cither tell. me-where thou baſt been; or 1 
will not open my lips ſo wide as a briffle may:enter in. way 
of thy excuſe 3 my Lady will hang thee for-thy 9 i 
world, needpfear no colours. | 
Ma. Make that good. 
Clo. He ſhalt ſee none to fear. | 
Mar. A good Lentgn anſwer ; | 'can-tell; thee, whete 
that ſaying was born,of I fear no colours; +/ ;! 
- (le. Where,good Miftrels Mary ? y 
Mar. In the wars, and that may you be bold. to: ſayin 
your foolery, OY Sf ep) | 
Clo. VVYell, God give. them wiſdomithat.;thave it ;a04 
| 


Mar: Yet you will be hang'd for being (6 fong abſent, 


| you? | 
Clo. Many a good hanging, prevents a bad marriage ; 
and for turning away, let lummer bear it our. 
Mar: You are refolute then ? | 
Cle. Not fo neither, but 1 am reſoly'd on two points. 
Aar, Thatif one break, the'other will hold ; or iſ both 
_— your gackings _ 

; Ch. ' Aptyin gaod faith; y t: well; go thy way, i 
Sir Toby —_— drinking) _ —_— wit ae 
of Eves fleſh, as any in Illyria. ql 


Mar. : Peace: youregne, notore on -y comeam) 


Ws 9 a 


Exter 4 with Malvolla.. / 


Cle, Wit, and't be thy will, put meitito good fooling: 
thoſe wits that: think they:have thee, 'do: very ofe prone 


Quinapains) Better a witty fool, that 
Ol. Take the fool: away. >y 


CEE 


; Clo, Do you not hear fellows, take away the Lady- bl 


Vis. Say | do (peak with her{ my Lord, what then } 


L 


Clo. Let her hang me 3/ he 1hat is well, bang'd in thi} | 


wal 


I —— M— 


td... At. Milt. A 
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—01 Goto, ware a dry fool; PiEno more of you; b:- | Now you fee, ſir, how your fooling grows old, and pto. 

ſides) y ou Bron gilt >neſt, ple diſlike if, ? : 
Clo, Two faults, Madmna, that drick and good countel Clo. Thou haſt ſpoke for us + MadonaJas if thy eldeſt 

| will amend ; for give the dry fool crink, rheu is the fool fon ſhould be a fool: whoſe ſcull, Fove cram with| . 

not dry + bid the diſhoneſt mag mend himſelf} if he mend, | brains, for here ke comes. Enter Sir vo 

! he is no longer diſhoneſt » if he cannot, let the Botcher | One of thy Kin has a moſt weak Pia mater. LL, ils 

mend him any thing that's mended, is bur patch'd - vir- | Ol. By mine honour, half drunk, What is he at the 

ve that tran ſpreſles, is but patcht wirh ſin, and fin that | gate, Goulin ? //n: fe? 

amends,_is but patcht with virtue. 1f that this ſimple | To. A Gentleman. | 

Sitlogitme will ſerve, ſoz jfit will not, what remedy? | O!. A Gentleman ? What Gentleman? W. 
« there is no! true Clicks but calamity, ſo beauty's a To. *Tis a Gentleman hereA plague o'theſe pickle / | 

fower ; The Lady bad take away the fool, therefore I lay | Herring: How nowgSot ? 

again, take her away. Cle. Go r Toby. 


01. Sir, I bad them take away you. Ot. ow have you come fo early by 
Clo. Mitprifion in the higheſt degree. Lady, Cucal- | this LethF#rgy ? / ion 
lus an facit mn:chum ; that's as much ro ſay ,a+- | Tob. Le«tchery, 1 defie Leichery: there's one at the | 
| wee not motley in my brain : good Madona, give me | gate. 
! jrave to prove you a fool. Ol, arry, what is he ? | 
01. Can you do it 2% | To. Let him be the devil an he will, I care not : give | 
Clo, Dexterouſly, good Madona. me faith, ſay 1, Well, it's all one. | Exit. 


01. Make your proof. Ol. What's a drunken man like, fool ? | 
Ch, 1 muſt catechize you for #, Madens; Good my | Clo. Like a drowt'd man, a fool, and a mad man: | 


Mouſe of virtu: anſwer. mw - One draught above heat makes him a fool, the ſecond | 
01, Well, fir , for want of other idlenels, VIE bide] mads him, and a third drowns him, ' 
your proof, Ol. Go thou.and ſeek the yg and let him fit 0? | 
Clo. Go0d Matona, why mourn'it thou? my : for he's in the third degree of drink ; he's} 
01. Good fool, for my brothers death. | drown'd ;, go look after him, | 
Clo. I think his toul is in hell, .7ſadora. Clo. He is but mad yet, Madons, and the fool ſhall | 
01. 1 know his foul iFin heaven, fool. look to the mad man. Exit (Soul 
Clo, The more fool you;t Mad»naFto mourn for your Enter Malvolio. - 
| Brothers ſoul, being ia heaven; T3ke away the fool, Gen- 
| tlemen, Mal. Madam , yond young fellow ſwears he will} 
01, What think you of this foo!, Malvalio, doth he | ſpeak with you. 1 told him you were fick, he takes on him 
noc mend ? to underſtand ſo much, and therefore comes to ſpeak with þ 


Mal. Yes, and ſhall do, till che pangs of death ſhake | you. I told him you were aſlcep, he ſeems to have a fore- 
him; Infirmity,that decays the wiſe, doth ever, make the | knowledge of that too, and therefore comes to ſpeak with 
detter fool, you. What is to be aid to him{ Lady/he's fortified a-} 
| Clo. God ſend you, fir, a ſpeedy Inficmity, for the | gaioſt any denial. | | 
better increaſing your folly | Sir Toby will be tworn that | Ol. Tell him, he ſhall not ſpeak with me, 
| [ amno Fox, but he will not pals his word for two pence | Mal,Ha's been told fo : and he ſays he'll ſtand at | 


that you are no fool, your door like a Sheriffs poſt;y*and be the ſupporter to a f 
_ 01. How ſay you to that, ilvolio ? bench, but helifpeake with you. | 
Mal. 1 marvel your Lad ip takes delight in fucha | Ol. What kind o'man is he ? . 


| barren raſcal 31 ſaw him put down the other day,, with | Mal. Why, of man-kind, 
an ordinary fool. that has no more brains than a ſtone. } O!, What manner of man? 
Look you now, he's out of his guard already # unleſs you | Mal, Of very ill manners : he'l} ſpeak with you, will 
laugh and miniſter occaſion to him, he is gIg'd. Iproteſt | you or no. | | 

| take thfle Wile men, that crow fo at thee ſer kind of | Oh Of what perſonage and years is he ? . 

| fools, no better than the fools Z antes. Mal. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young enough | 
| Ol. O, you are fick bf {:if-love, Matvolio, and taſte | for a boy ; as a ſquaſh is before 'tis a pficod, or a Codling 
| with a diſtcmper'd appetite. To be gencrous, guiltleſs , | when *cis almoſt an Apple: 'Tis with' him in ſanding 
and of free dilpoſition, is xo take thoſe things for Bird- | water, berween boy and man. He is very well-favout'd, 
bolts, that you decm Cannon bullets : There is no ſlander | and he ſpeaks very ſhrewiſhly; One wovld think his | 
inan allow'd fool, though he do nothing but rail z nor | mothers milk were ſcarce out of him. 

no railing in a known diſcreet'man, though he. do no-| Od, Let him approach : Call in my Gentlewoman. 


, | 


thing but reprove. _ Mal. Gentlewoman, my Lady calls. Exit. 
Cle. Now Mercury indue thee with lezkng-for thou | I CENRG [th 
[peak'ſt well of fools, | Enter Marie - 
Enter Marie. | Ol. Give we my vil: come throw it o're my lacey | 
N W.'l/once more hear Orſine's Embaſly; ' 
Mar, Madam, there is at the gate a young Gedtle- | 
man,much defires colpgph with you. Enter Viola, | 
Ol. Fcom the rſno, is it ? | | 
Mz. | know notfMadam }.*tis adair young man, and | Yo. The honourable Lady of the houſe, which is ſhe? þ — 
well attended, 'F Ol. Speak to .me, I ſhall anſwer for her : your will? * | | 
Ol. Who of my people hold him in delay ? Vi:. Moſt radifht, Exquiſite, and unmatchable beau- þ - q 
Ma. Sir Toby, Madam, your kiekanen. Uncle, ' typ-I pray you tell me if this be the Lady of thEkouſe, | 


01. Fetch him"oft | pray you, he ſpeaks nothing but | for I never ſaw her. | would be lo«th to eat away my 
{ Madman : Fi pa hes Go you, Malvelio z if it be a ſuit | ſpeech ; for beſides that it is excellently well penn's, I have | 
from the Evunt, | am ſick, or not at home. What you | taken great pains to cog it. ood Beauties, let me ſuſtain 


will, to diſmiſs it. .no ſcorn; I am very e, even to the leaſt ſiniſter 


uſage. 


| 
Exit Malvo, | 
| | ORE. 
4 Herelo /ere {hh pre ham hu UE lore Jer To Fre Jhav off A ——— nth 
V herts L>EAE Free CM ae th Vo ta wr VR jitiny Ream w 46 62h dls /her ju | 
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| Ol. Whegice came you, fir? 

{ Ye. 1 can ſay little more than I have ſtudied, and that 
queſtior's out of my part, Good gentle one, give me mo- 
ceſt aſſtcance, if you be (he Lady of the houle, that I may 
procecd in-fHpeech. 

Ol. Ate you a Comedian ?' 

7jo. No, my profound: heart; and yet-{by the very 
qfog of mal.ce, | {wear}, I amnot that I play» Are you 
ite Lacy of the houle ? 

O.. it 1 Co not ulurp my felf, I am. 

Vio. Moſt certain; if you are ſhe, you do uſurp your 
lt for what is yours to beſtow, is not yours to reſerve; 
{But this is from my Commiſſion; I will on with my 
Speech in your praiſe, and then ſhew you the hegrt of my 
mileage. 

0! Coine to what is important in'c: I forgive you the 
 Prailc, 

F Vie, Alas, I took great pains to ſtudy it,. and *tis Poeti- 
cal. 

Ol. It is the more like t6 be feigned. I pray you keep 
itin. ] heard you'were fawcy at my cepcattlon's your 
approach rather to wonder at you, than to hear you. If 
you be not mad, be gone ; if you have reaſon, be brief; 
'cis not that time of,Vioon wich me, to make one in fo 
Saippirg a Dialogue, 

Ma. Will you hoift Sail, fir, here ligs your way. 

Vio. No,g00d Swabber,. I am to hull here a little Jonger. 
| Some mollififation' for yout Giant, (weet Lady :,tell me 
(your mind;"1'am a meſſenger. 

O!.- Sure you have ſome hideous 'watter to deliver, when 
| the cureeſie of it is ſo fearfu!. Speak your office, 
Vie. It alone concerns your ear + I bring no overture 
| of War, no Taxation-of Homage I hold the OliFin my 
ihand: my words are as full of peace as matter. 
] 01. Yet you bigan rudely. What are you?” 
| 


What would you ? | 

Y:io. The rudeneſs that hath apptar'd in me, have 1 
learn'd from my ent:rtainment, What I am, and what I 
would, are $ lecretas a > rea ; to your cars, Di» 
{ vinity ; to any others, prophanation; 

ol Give - the plice alone. (Ex Tas W///99 
We will hear this Divinity. Now fir, what is your Text ? 

Vir Moſt (wect Lady. 

Ol. A comfortaþle DoQrine, and much may be ſaid of 
it. Where li ext? 
Vio. In Offino's boloyme. 
| Ol. In his boſome ? In what Chapter of his Boſome ? 
i Yi. To anſwer by the method, in the firſt of his Heart. 
{ OL, O, Ihave read it; it is Hereſte. Haye you no more 
to fay ? 

Vie, Good Madam, letme (ee your face. 
O!. Have you any Commillion from your Lord, to ne- 


e* 


' but we will draw the Curtain, and ſhew you the Picture. 
Look you, fir, {ucha one I'wS&his preſznt-; 1;r not well 
done ? (Urs eilin 
Vis. Excellently done, if God did al!. wo”, 
i : Ol. *Tis in grain, fir, *twill endure Wind and Wea- 
ther. 
Vie. *Tis beauty.truly blent, whoſe red and white, 
Natures own ſweet, and cunning hand laid on: 
Lady, you are the cruelPit ſhe alive, 
If you will lead theſe Graces to the Grave , 
And leave the World no Copy. 
| 2,01. Q fir, I will not be ſo hard-hearted : I will give out 
Civers ſcEcules of my beauty. It ſhall'be [nventoried, apd 
every particle and utenſil labell'd co my will: As, Item, 
two Lips indifferent red. Item, two Eyes, with lids 
4 to them:- Item, one Neck, one Chin, and ſo forth. Were 
you {cnt hither £0 praiſe me? 

Vie. ſee you what you are, you are too proud; 
Bur it you were the Devil, you are fair; . 
| My Lord and Maſter loves you: O,fuch love 
Could be but recompenc'd, tho you were crown*d 


| 


F 


thark you for you pains: ſpend this for me. 


| gotiate with my Face ? you are now out of your Text; | 


wv" non-parY of beauty. 
Ol. How does he love me ?, / 
Yio. With Adorations , fertileTears , 
With Groans that thunder Love, with Sighs of Fire, 
Ol. Your Lord do's know my mind, I cannct love him: 
Yet I ſuppoſe him vertuous, know him noble, | 
Of great Eftate, of freſh and ſtainlels. Youth; 
| 
| 


In voices well divulg'd, free, LEearu'd and Valiant, 
And in dimenſion, andghape of nature , 
A gracious perſon; Bu+-yet I cannot love him : 
He might have took his an{wer long ago, 
Vis, If I did Jove you in my Maſters flame, 
With ſuch a ſuffring, fuch a deadly life ? 
In your denial, I would find no ſenge, 
[ would not underſtand it. 
Ol, Way; what would you do? 
Vie. Make me a willow Cabin at your gate, 
And call upon my Soul within theghooſe; 
,Write loyal Cantoss of contemned love , 
And ſing them loud even in the deead of night : 
Hollow your name to reverberate Hills, | 
And make the babling Goflip of the Air, 
Cry out, Ol525is : O you ſhould not reft 
Between the Elements of Air and Earth, 
But you ſhould pity me. 
* Ol. You might do much: 
What is your Parentage ? | 
Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is well: | 
Iam a Gentleman. 
Ol. Get you to your Lord ; 
I cannot love him : let him ſend no more, 
Ualeſs {perchance}-,you come to me again, 
To tell me how he takes it z Fare you well: | 


Vio, I am no feed-poſt, Lady ; keep youpurſe, 
My Maſter, not my felf. lacks recompence, | 
Love make his heart of flint, that you ſhall love; 
And let your fervour, like my Maſters be, | 
Plac'd in contempr ! Farwel fair cruelty. (Exi |; 

Ol. What is your Parentage ? | 
Above my fortunes, yet my ftate is well : 
I am a Gentleman. Vitbe ſworn thou art, | 
Thy Tongue, thy Face, thy Limbs AQions, and Spirit, 
Do give theg five-fold blazon-4-not too faſtt—ſoft, foft,| 
Unlefs the Maſter were the man. How now ? | 
Even fo quickly may one catch the Plague? | 
Methinks I feel this Youth's perfeRions, | 
With an inviſible and ſubtikRealth | 
To creep in at mine Eyes, Well, tet it be 
:; What' hoa, eHalvolio, | 


| Enter Malvolio. | 


ans wn at your —_— | 
alter that ſame;peeviſh Meſſenger, - 
The as i he left this Ring behing him, | 
Would I, or not: tell him, I'I&none of it. 
Deſire him not to flatter with his Lord,. 
Nor hold him up with hopes; I am not for him: 
if that the Youth will c is way to morrow, 
PlEgive him reaſon for't ee,. Malvelio. 
Mat: Madam , TI will. Exu. 
Ol. I do, I know not what; and fear to find 
Mine eye tco great a ftatterer for my mind : 
Fate, ſhew thy force, 0ur ſelves we do not owe ; 
What is decreed, muſt be z and be this ſo! 


(Finite, Aﬀtur priwi| 


0 | 


Attw) 
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oY WE [ing for , there it lips in your Eye if not, beit his that 
finds t NGrelf Laos Re ng . wh Je Jerk her ple Exit. 
o Rin 


Invites me in this churliſh me ans - 


m—— Yo, 1 left g with z What means this L:dy ? 
Foreete forbid my out-ſide have et charm'd her ! j 
. . e made good view of me, indeed ſomuch  & 

| Anus Secundus. Fl a Eris. That ſure me thought her Eyes hedoft her ; "WELL _ 
| Jp S Ie For ſhe did ſpeak in ſtarts diftraftedly: * 

| Enter Antonio «1nd Sebaſtian. She loves me ſure, the cunnitig of her paſſion 

| 


As. Will you ſtay no longer ? nor will you not that 1 
o with you ? | n, if it be 1ocas *cis, 
Seb. By your patience, no: my Stars ſhine darkly over Poor Lady, ſhe were better love a dream « 
me; the malignancy of my fate, might perhaps diſtemper | Diſguiſc,/ I ſee thou art a wickednels, 
yours' therefore I ſhall crave of you your leave, that I | Wherein the pregnant Enemy does much. 
may bear my evils alone. It were a bad recompence for | How eaſie is it,. for the proper falſe | 
your love,; to lay any of them on-you. In Womens waxen hearts to ſet their forms * 

An, Let me yet know of you, whither you are bound. | Alas, our frailty is the cauſe, not we, 

Sch. No ſooth, fir , my determinate Voyage is meer | For ſuch as we.are made, if ſuch we bee © © | 
extravagancy: -. But I perceive in you ſo excellent a touch | How will this fadge My Maſter loves her. dearly, TR 
of modeſty, that you will not extort from me, what I am | And 1 {poor any fond as much on him ; mn 
willing to keep in z' therefore it charges me in manners, | And ſhe ;(miſtaken 3,ſeems to dorte on me : | 
the rather ro expreſs myſelf: you know of me then, | What will become of this ? As I'd man, 
| Amonio, my name is Sebaſtian {which (gat d Rodvrigoy;] My ftate is deſperate for my. maſters love ; 

my Father was that Sebaſtian of Meſa ; Whom | know As | am Woman 4 now alas the: day »: 
you have heard of, He left behind him, my ſelf, and a What thriftleſs ſighs ſhall poor Olivia breathe 


| Siſter, both born in one hour 3 if the Heavens had been | O time, thou muſt tintangle this, not 1, =; | 
pleas'd, would we had fo ended.” But you fir, alter*d| It is too harda knot for me t'unty, © '* bx ir 
| that, for ſome hours before you took me from the breach ws Res aps de 2Y 
of the Sea, was my Sifter drown'd. Jo 0 7 I 
An. Alas the day }! /, 2 RR” | Now & oe ER EE. eas 
Seb. A SOON 0 it _ ſaid = much —_— . rr 4 abs ers | 
me, was yet of many accounted beautiful z but tho I cou ab, pod reg AY 
not with Fack flimable wonder overefar believe that, yet | Scena T ena ; 
thus far I will boldly publiſh her, ſhe bore a mind . that | O lun a” S uS £e. 
envy could not but call fa\r : She is drown'd already, fir, Enter Sir Toby, an $i Andrew. 
with ſalt water, tho 1 ſeem to drown her remembrance a- p, 2-2 TPOS. | 
$ain with more. To. Approach, Sir "Andrew: fiot to be a bed after 
An. Pardon me, fir, your bad entertainment. midnight, is to be, up betimes, and Dil&xulo ſurgere, thou 
Seb. O good Antonio, forgive me your trouble. know'f. ad. | 
. An; If you will not murther me for my love, let mebe | 74nd. Nay by my troth I know not: but 1 know, to 
your Servant. be up late, is to be up late. m5, 01 


Seb. 1} you will not undo what you have done, that is,| T9. A falfe concluſion; 1 hateit as an unfill'd Can ;' to 
kill him, whom you have recover'd, defire it not. Fare | be yp after midnight, ahd to go to bed then, is early ; ſo 
ye well at once; my Boſom is full of Kindneſs, and I am | that to go to bed after midnight; is to go to bed betimes, 
yet (o near the manners of my Mother, that upon the leaft | Dyes not our lifes conſiſt of the four Efewents ? 

occalion.J ores mine Eyes will tell tales of me: Iam bound þ. 2440 Faithſd they fay, but 1 think it rather conſiſts of 
to th % | 


Court ; farwel. CExit. eating and drinking. | 
An. The genileneſs of *the gods go with thee ! To. Tart a {chotar; let us therefore eat and drink, 
[have made Enemies in Orſino's Court, Mariad!1 lay, a ſtoop of wine. 
Elſe would 1 very ſhortly lee thee there : 
But come what may, 1do adore thee ſo, / Enter Clown; 
That danger ſhall ſeem ſport, and I will go. (Exit. 


EF oS Here comes the foof; faith: 
Clo, How now my hearts: did you never ſee the Pi- 
Qure of we three ? Lact LE | 
| je, Welcome _ leCs have po wy | 
X /"'"And. By my troth the fool has an excellent breaft. 
Scena Secunda. had rather than forty ſhillings T had foch a £84,000 
ou wa 


ſweet a Breath to Sing, as the Fool has. Inſootht 


Enter Viola, and Malvolio, at ſeveral Doors, in very gracious fooling” laſt Night,” when thou | of | 
Pegrogromitus, of the Vapians p ing the wy rin of þ 
Mal, Were not youev'n now, with the Counteſs Olivia? | Quenbus 3 *twas very good Yfaith: I fent thee {ix pence for 


Vie. Even now fir, on a moderate pace ,. I have fince | thy Lem8n, hadftit?- . wet 
arriv'd but hither. | Clo 1did ifppericos thy gratillity.; for 24{volio's Noſe 
Mal. She returns this Ring to you;C fir ;you might | is no Whip-ſtock. * My Lady has” 2 white hand, and the 
have ſaved me my pains, to have taken it away your Mgrwidons are n0 Botile -Ale-houles;/ © * rs 
lelf. She adds moreover, that you ſhould put your Lord | Ar. Excellent: Why, this is the b:Rt fooling, when all | 
in a deſperate aſſurance, ſhe will none of him. And one |is done. Now a Song. _ — 
thing more, that you be never ſo hardy to come againin| To. Come on, there is ſix pence for you. Let's havea| 

his affairs, unleſs it be to report your Lords taking of | Song. - F - 
this: receive it (0. | ' An. There's a teftril of me too if one Knight give a— 
Vie. She took the Ring of me, Pl&none of it. Clo. Would you havea Love-ſong,' or a Song of good |. 
Mal. Come, fir, you peeviſbly threw it to her, and |Liſe ? | | | 
- will is, it ſhould be ſoreturn'd ;If it be worth ſtoop-| To. A Love-ſong, a — 4 
2 
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| Twelf-Night, Or wht youwill 


An. AyAy,1 care not for good life. 
Clown ſings. 


O Miſtrts/mine, where are you roming ? 
O ſtay and hear, your true Loves commgy 
That can ſing both high and low. 
Trip no further, pretty ſweeting. 
Tourneys end in Lovers meeting, 
Every wiſe mans ſon doth know. 
An.” Excellent good, ifaith. 
To. Good, good. 
Clo. What is love Jtis not hereafter, 
Preſent mirth, bath preſent laughter : 
What's tocome, is ſtill unſure , 
In delay there lyes no plenty, 
Then come kiſs me ſweet, and twenty : 
Youth's a ſtuff will not endure. 


2 

An. A mellifluous voice, as I am true Rnight. 

To. A contagious breath. + 

An. Very ſweet and contagious, i'faith. 

To. To hear by the Noſe, it is dulcet in contagion. 
But ſhall we make the Welkin dance indeed ? ſhall we 
rouſe the night-Owl in 4 Catch, that will draw three ſouls 
out of one Weaver ? Shall we do that ? | 

An. And. youlove me, let's do't : I am a dog at 2 Catch. 

Clo. Byrlady fir, and ſome dogs will catch well. 

«An. Moſt certain : Let our Catch be, Thou Knave. 

Cle. Hold thy prace;thew-Knave knight. 1 ſhall be con- 
ſtrain'd in't, to call thee Knave, Knight. | | 

Az. *Tis not the firſt time I have conſtrained one to call 
me knave+ Begin fool;; it begins, Hold thy peace. 


Lady have not call*d up 
him turn you out of doors, never truft me. 

To. My Lady's a C we are politicians, Malvo 
lis's a Pep ral and 


There awelt a Way #n-Babylon Lad Lady. 'V/ "1 ot yo 
Clo. Beſhrew me, the koight's 34 {Imicable faoling. h 


natural. ; 
To. O nwelftiday of December, (Sung SY, 
Mar. For the love 0' God, peace. / 


Exter Malvolio; 


Mal. My Maſters, are you mad? Or what are you? 
Have you no wit, manners, nor honefly, but to gabble like 
| Tinkers at this time of night ? Do ye make an Alchouſe 
of my Ladigs houſe, that' ye ſqueak out your Cofiers 
' Catches. wifhout any mitigation or remorſe of voice ? 1s 
thereino reſpe& of place, perions, nor time in y 

To. We did keep ur jin our Catches. 
| Mal, Sir Toby, 1 muſt be round with you. 
badame tell you, that ſhe harbours you as her , 
ſhe's nothing ally'd to your diſorders, If you can ſeparate 
your ſelf and your fr" Hoping are welcome to the 
houſe : if not, an& it would pleale-you to takeleaye of her, 


(he is very willing to bid you farewel. 
® 


To. Fareweldear heart, ſince I myſt needs be gone. 

Hay. Nay, Sir Toby. 

- Clo. His eyes dy ſhew his days are almoſt done, 
Mal. Istevenſo? ho 

To. ButIwill never dye. . C 661 ay ) 

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lye. 


j_ 


Cle. Shall L never begin,if I hold my peace. N 
eAn. Goodifaith ;. Come begin. p Catch fings 
of GENES IV 
. Enter Maria. 


Mar. What a catterwaſing do you keep here? If my 
r $teward, Xalvelio, and bid 


Ih merry men be we. Am not 1 
conſanguinious ? Am not 1 of her blood ?tilly yally.Lady! 


An. Ay he do's well enough if he be diſpos'd, and ſo do | 
I too : he does it with a better grace, but 1 do it more 


4 


__ nn——— 


To. Shall I bid him go? 


end, call me Cut. 
Mal. This is much credit to you: | 


Clo. What an+41f you do? 

To. Shall I bid hum go, and {pare ot ? 

Clo. O no, no, no, you dare not. 

To. Out o'cunc firs yelie : Art any more than aStey: 
ard ? Dot thou think becauſe thou arc vertuous, there 
ſhall be no more Cakes and Ale ? 

Clo. Yes by S. Anng ana Ginger ſha'l be hot Pch mouth 
to0. 

Te. Th' Irt i'th right. Go fir, rub your chain with 
crums. A ſtgpe of Wine, Maria. 

Mal. Miltrs{Mary, if you pr:2'd my Ladies favour at 
any thing more thancontewpt, you would not give means 
for this uncivil rule ; ſhe ſhall know of it, by this hand, 
Ex, 
Mal, Go ſhake your ears. 2 
An: *Twereas good a deed as to drink when a mans 
a hungry, tochallenge him,the ficld, and then to break 
promile with him, and make a fool of him. 

To. Do't , knight, FIC write thee a Challenge : or If 

deliver thy inCignation to him by word of mouth, 

Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to night 3 Sinee 
the youth of the gon von today with my Lady, ſhcis 
much out of quiet. For Mounfieur Malvolio, let me alone 
with him : If 1 do not gull him into an ayword, and make 
him acommon recreation, do not think I have wit & 

nough to'fs ſtraight in my bed : 1 know I cando ir. 

} To, pofleſs us, poſſeſs us, tell us ſomething of him. 
Mar. Marry fir, ſometimes hejs a kind of a Puritan, 
An. O, if I thought thar, Ide beat him lj ke a dog, 
To. What for being a Puritan f thy exquiſite reaſon, 

dear knight. 

| An, 1 hayeno exquiſite reaſon for't, but I have reaſon 

good enough. . —_ 

Mar. The Dev'l a Puritan that r any thing cons 
ſtantly but a time-pleaſer, an \eAiGEAl axon: 


1 

A 
beſt perſhzaded of himſelf: ſo cram'dF as he thinks} with 
excellencies, that it is his ground of faith, that all that 
look on him, love him ; and on that vice in him will my 
| revenge find notable cauſe to work. 

To. What wilt thoudo ? 

Mar. | will drop in his way ſome obſcure Epiſtles of 
love, wherein;by the colour of his beard, the ſhape of his 
leg, the manner of his gate, the « xpreflure of his eye, 
forehead, and complexion, he ſhall find himiclf moſt feel. 
ingly perſonated. 1 can write very like my Lady your 
Neece, on a forgotten matter we can hardly make diſtin- 
Aion of our hands. 

Fo. Excellent, I ſmell a deviee. 

eA'n. | hav't in my noſe too. 

To. He ſhall think by the Letters that thou wilt drop, 
| that they come from my Neece, and that fhe is in love 
with him. 

Mer. My purpofe is indeed a horſe of that eolovur. 

An. And your horſe now would make him an Afs. 

Har. Als, Fdouht not. 

An. O' twill be admirable. 

Mar. Sport royal}l warrant you: I know my Pay fick 
will work with him. I will plant you two, and let the 
Fool make a third, where he ſh ll find the Letter : obſerve 
this copſtruRion of it ; For this night to bed, and dream 
on the event. Farewel. (Exit. 

Fo. Good night Penthiſilea. 

4. Before meſhes a good wench, 

Fe. She's a beagle, true bred, and one that adores we z 
what o*that? 

An. I was ador'd once too. 

To. Let's to bed knight : Thou hadfl need ſend for more 
money. 

An..It T cannot recover your Neece,I am a foul way out. 
To, Send. for money knight, if thou haſt her not ith 


LAn, It I do not, never truſt me, take it how you _—_ 
0 


State without book, and utters it by great ſwarths. The 


| 


—— 
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To. Come, come, I'lCgo burn forme Sack, *tis too late 
to go to bed no # Come, knight, come knight. 
{ Exeunt 


— 


nm_— 


Scena Quartet: V. 
Hs Ne. Pala CE 
Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 


Dx. Give me ſome muſick; Now good morrow friends; 
Now, good Ceſario, but that piece of Song, 
That old and Anti&fSong we heard laſt night , 
Me thought it did relieve my paſſion much, 
More then light airs, and recolleRed terms 
Of theſe moſt brisk and giddy-pated times. 
Come, but one verle, : 
{s, He is not here;{{o pleaſe your Lordſhipthat ſhould 
it, 
Du. Who was it ? , 
Cur. Feſte the Jeſter, my Lord, a fool that the Lady 
0irvia's Father took much deligffit in. He is about the 
houſe. 

Ds. Seek him out, and play the tune the while, Ex} («7 
' | - Muſick, plays. 
Come hither Boy; if ever thou ſhalt love, 

In the ſweet paugs of it, remember me ; 
For (uch as 1 am, all true lovers are, 
Unſtaid and skittiſh in all motions elſe, 
Savein the conſtant image of the creature | 
That is beloy'd. How doſt thou like this tune ? 
Ve. It givesa very eccho to the ſeat * 
Where love is thron'd, 
Ds. Thou doſt ſpeak maſterly, 
My life upon*s, young tho thou art, thine eye 
Hath Rtaid upon ſome favour that it loves : 
Hath it nor, boy ? 
Vi. Alittle by your favours 
Ds, What kind of woman is't ? 
Vie. Ot your complexion. : 
Ds. She is not worth thee then. What years /ifaith ? 
Vie. About your years, my Lord. 
+ Ds. Too old by heaven; Let ſtill the woman take 
An elder than her ſelf, ſo wears ſhe to him ; 
$0 (ways ſhe level in her husbands hearty 
For boy, however we do praiſe our ſelves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 
More longing, wavering, fooner loſt and worn, 
Than womens are. 
Vie. | think it welhmy Lord. 
Ds. Then let thy love be younger than thy {clf, 
Or thy affeion cannot hold the bent : 
For women are as Roſes, whoſe fair flower 
Being once diſplajfl, doth fall thefvery hour. 
Vie, And fo they are: alas, that they are fo 
To dye, eyen when they to perfeRion grow/ 


| 


% 


Enter Curio, and Clown, 


Ds. O fellow, come, the ſong we had laſt night « 
Mark it Ceſario, it is old and plain z 
The Spinfters and the Knitters in the Sun, 
And the free maids that weave their thred with bones, 
Do uſe to chant it : it i ly footh, v2 
And dallies with the innocence of love, 
Like the old age. 
Clo. Are you read 
Ds. 1 prithee ſiog, 
The Song. 
Come away, come away, death, 
Ana in ſad cypreſs let me be laid, 


Sir ? 
1 (Muſeck 


1 am ſlain by a fair cruel maid. (pare it. 
My ſorowd of white, ſtuck, all withYEwS pre- | 
My part of death no one ſo true did ſhare it. 


| Not @ flower , not a flawer ſweet 
On my black coffin, lettbere be ſtrayn: 
Not a friend, not a friend greet 
My poor corps, where my bones ſhall bt thrown « | 
4 thouſand thouſand ſighs to ſave, ley me-&-where 
Sa+tirue lover never find my grave, roweep there, 


Da. There's for thy pains. 
Clo. No pains fir, I take pleaſurein-inging, fir. 
Ds. ViEpay thy: pleafure then... '* 
Clo, Truly, (ir, and pleaſure will be paid one time, or 
another, ww 11:5). 005% | 
Dz. Give me.now leave,.to leave thee. » 
Clo. Now the melancholty God prote@ thee, and the 
Tagor make thy doublet: of -changtable Taffata, for thy 
mind is a very Opal! I would have men of fuch conſtan- 
cyput to Sea, that theie'Þuſingls might | be every+ thing, 
—— _ every where, for that's it that always 
makes a good voyage of :nothing. Farewel. Ex. 
Dn. Let all the reſt give hy ee | | 
Get thee/yond ſame foverwign cruelty : | 
Tell hergny love;{ more noble than the world 
Prifs not quantity of .dirty lands;{ + -: 
The parts that fortune hath beftow'd+upon her, 
Tell her I told as giddily as fortune'1 :/*-/ 
But *tis that miracle, and Queen of cms 
That nature pranks her in, attraQtsÞy ſoul. | 
Vio. But if ſhe cannot love you, fir. 
Dx. It cannot beſo anfwer'd. .- | 
V:o. Sooth but you tnuſt; F [ 
Say that fome Lady, as perhaps there-is, i 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you have for Olzvia : you cannot love her ; | 
You tel] her ſo ; Muſt ſhe not then be anfwer'd ? | 
Du. There is-no. womans ſides 
Canebide the beating of ſo ſtrong a paſſion, l 
As love doth give my heart : no womans heart 
So big, to hold ſo much; they lack-retention, 
Alas, their love may be call'd appetite : 
No motion of the Liver, but the Pathare- 1 
That ſuffe? ſurfet, cloyment, and revolt | 
ut mine is all as hungry as the Seay 
nd can digeſt as much; make no compare | 
Between that love a wotnan can bear me, 
And that I owe Ol:zvie. 
V:o.A,but I know, 
Ds. "What doſt thou know ? | 
Vis. Too well what love women to men owe j 
In faith they ate as true bf heart, as we. 
My Father had a Daughter lov'd a man, 
As it might be, pechaps, were Ia woman 
I ſhould your Lordſhip. CO 
Ds. And what's her hiſtory ? | 
Vie. A blank, my Lord : ſhe never told her love, 
Bur let concalment like a worm ich bu 
Feed on her'Camask check : ſhe pind in thought, ** 
And with a green and yellow melancholly, oy | 
She ſatelike Patience on a Monument, | 
Smiling at grief. Was not this love indeed ? 2 ,Ti| 
We men may ſay more, {wear more, but indecd. 
Our ſhews are more than will; for ftil{ we prove 
Much in our by bot little inour love, | 
Da. B dt er of her love, ? 
A; at the daughters of my Eethes? houſe 
And P15 A dA I know not, 4 4&7; 4 
Sir, ſhall 1 7o this Lady ? : 
Ds. Agthat's the Theam + 
To hefto haſte 3 give her this Jewel : ſays 
My love can give no place, bideno denay. 
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away, flyeway breath, 
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'T welf-Night, Or what you will. 


—— AO 


Scena Quinta. | //, 


Mal. 1 extend my hand to him thus ; quenching m 
familiar ſmile with an aultere regard of controul. 7 

To, And dots not Tay tzke' you a blow &the lips 
thei? 0; 


'# lvia's & a. 
Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, ani 
CBE Fabian. 
To: Come thy ways, Signior Fabian. 


me be bogl'd co death with MelanchoRy. 

To, Would'ſ thou not be glad to have the niggardly 
Raically ſhcep-biter, come by tome notable ſhame ? 

Fa. 1 would exultman ; you know he brought me out 


| of favour with my Lady, abont a Bear-baiting here. 


To. To anger him we'll have the Bear again, and we will 
fool him black and blew, ſh.ll we not, Sir Andrew ? 
An. And we do not; it is pity of our lives. 


Emtey Maria. 


To; Here comes the little villain : how now, my Nettle 
of India? 
Mar. Get yeall three into the box-tree ; Malvelio's 
coming down this walks he ha's been-yonder i*th Sun pra- 
iſing behaviour to his ownſhadow this half hour obſerve 
himytor the love of Mockery ; for I know this Lgtter will 
make a contemplative 1deot:of him. -Cloſe in the name of 
jeſtir _ tt o8 there-: for: here comes the Trowt that 
wuſt b: czught with tirkling, (Extt. 
SCENE VIlh. 
>= Enter Moot. 


Mal. *Tis bat fortune, all is fortune, Maris once tdtd me 


{ ſhe did affe& me; and [ have heard her ſelf come thus near, 


thet ſhould ſhe fancy, it ſhould be one of my complexion. 
Beſides, ſhe ufes me with - & more exalted reſpeF , 
thar* any one Ul: that followsher.” VVhat ſhould I think 
on't ? | 
, To. Here's an over-weening rogue. 

Fa. Oh peacc : Contemplation makcs a rare Turkey- 
Cock of himg how he j:ts under his advantd plumes. 

Axd. iſe Fr conid 1o beat the Rogue. 

To. Peace I lay. 
Mal. Tobe Coynt Maivo/io. 
To. Ah Rogue. : 
«An. Piſtol him, piſtol him, 
To. Peace, peace, | | ——_ 
Mal There is example for't : The Lady of the Srrathy, 


TTL 


T. H 
he 


| 


defaren Toby. 


married the yeoman of the Wardrobe. 
oy en. Fye on him7ez& el./ 


Fa. O©,peacc, now hc*>deeply in ; look how imagina- 
tion blows him, 

Mal. Having been three months married to her, ſitting 
In My ſtate _—_———— 

To. O for a ſtone-how to hit him in the eyel 

Mal. Calling my officers about me, in my branch'd Vel- 


ag 

«le 
wx od nd ft day-bed, where 1 h 
rilat; "y vet gown ; having come from a Gay-bed, where | have left 


Oliva flceping. / 

Te. Fire and Brimſtone, 

Fa. O peace, peace. 

Mal. And then to have the humour of ſtate ; and after 
a demure travel of regard z telling them | know my 
place, as I would they ſhould do theirsro ask for my 


- To. Bolts and ſhackles/ 

Fa. Oh peace, peace, peace, now, now. 

Mal. Seven ot my people with an obedient tart, make 
out for him: I f-own the while, and perchince wind up 
wy watch, or play with ſomerich Jewel +Toby approaches; 
curtfies there to me. 

To. Shall this fellow live ?* ) 
Fa. Ths our fence be drawn from or atk eares, yet 
peace. 


. 
_— CO Ine COS 


Fab, Nay, PiLcome ; it Loſe afcruple of this fpertlet | 


. [evident to any formal capacity. There is no obſtruQion 
in thiszand the end 4- what ſhould that Alphabetical po-| 


Mal. Saying, Cont oby, my fortunes having caft m; 
To. What, what ? 
Mal, You mult amend your drur kenneſs, 
To. Out, ſcab! 
Fab. Nay) patience, or we break the finews of our 
——_? . 
Mal. Befides,you waſtethe treaſure of your time, with 
a fooliſh Knight, | 
And. That wei warrant yous | 
=—_ One Sir Andrew. 4 6 o K 
And. 1 knew "twas I, for many do call me fool: 
Mal. What We Fae : 
Fa. Now is the woodcock near the gin, | 
To. Oh, peace, M8 the ſpirit of kumours intimate rea/. 
ing aloud to him! ; 
Mal. By my life, this is my LaCi 
| very C's, her V's, and her 7's.a" 
P's. It is in contempt ueſtion her hand. 
And. Her C*s, her V's,and her T's; why that? 
Mal. To the arab: voy) this, and my god wiſher ; 
Her very Phraſes : by your leave wax. Soft, and the in- 
preſſure her Lucrece, with which ſhe uſes to cal ; *tis my 


hand : theſe be her 
vs makes ſhe her prezt 


Fab. This wins him, Liver nd all. 
Mal. ove knows I love, bl: who, Lips do xot move; ml 
man muſt kn.w. No man muſt know—What follows ? Thel 
numbers alter's: No wan muſt know... | 
If this ſhould be thee, Aſalvolio ? | 

To. Marry hang thee,brock! 


Mal. 1 may command where 1 adore, but ſulence like af 
wiſe, Knife 


q 


With 
my bfe. 
Fa. A Fuſtian riddle. 
To, Excellent Wench, fay I. 
Mal. M.0O. 4. 1. doth (way my life-Nay but firffler 
me ſeeylet me lee. 
Fab. What'diſh of poiſon has ſhe Jreſt hint? 
To, And with what wivg the fallen checks at ie] | 
Mal. I may command, where 1 alore .' why ſhe may 
command me: [ ſerve her, ſhe is my Lady. Why this 1s 


fition portend, If I could make that relemble ſomething in 
me ? Softlyg-M.O. eo. 1. 

To. O make up that, he is now at acold fen 

Fab STWter will cry upon't for all this,tho it be,as rank 
as a Fox, | ; 

Mal. MrMalvolio, MV Viy that begins my name. 

Fab. Did not | fay he woutd work it out)the Cyr is ex; 
cellent at faults. 


that tuffers under probation : A. ſhou!d follow, bur 0; 
does, | 
Fab And O. ſhall end, I hope. 
To. Ayor |Ecudgel him, and make him cry O. 
* Andther I. comes behind. 


Fab. Ayand you had any eye behind you, you might 
lee mote*detraftion at your heels, than Fortunes before 
you. 


and yer to cruſh this a little, it wculd bowſÞe, for every] 
one of theſe Letters ##@ in my name. Soft, here follows 
proſe-—-f this fall into thy hand, revolve. In my Stars I| 
aw above thee, but be not afraid ofgreatneſs ; ſome are become) 


great, /o atchieve greatneſs, and ſome bave 
greatneſs upon them, Tby fates their bands, let 
pirit embrace them; and to inure thy ſelf 


thy blood ani 


to what thon art like to bey caſt thy humble ſlongh, - 


appea, 


— 


-— = et 


oa 
—_— 


on your Neece, give me this prerogative of ſpecctrnm lt. 


have we here Pak agug Me 


Lady : To whom ſhould this be ? C 


ſtroke my beart doth gore, M.O. A. 1. doth ſway 


Mal. M. But then there is noconſonancy in the ſequel) 


Mal. MO. A.IThis ſimulation is not as the ſormer— 


——_ 2 oO -- a= -—=—- 


{ welf-Nizbt, Or.what you will 


b no the trick of ſinpularity. She thus adviſes thee 
ſelf into yy thee, Remember who» commended th y 
llow ſtockings , and wiſh'd to ſee thee ever croſs gar- 

ary j ſay remember \ £0 to, thou art made, if thou 

deſirdſs 10 be ſo : If nat , let me ſee thee a fleward ſtill, 


that . figs 


the fellow of ſervants, and not worthy to touch For- 
runes fingers # Farewell. 


pif diſcovers no# more : This is open , I will be proud, 
[ will read politick Authors, I will baffle Sir Toby , 
| will waſh off groſs acquaintance, I will be point de. 
viſe, the very man. I do now- fool my ſelf, to let 
imagination Jade me z for every reaſon excites to this , 
that my Lady loves me. She.did commend my yellow 
ftockings of late, ſhe did praiſe my leg being. croſſc- 
parter'd , and in this, ſhe manifeſts her ſelf to my love, 
and with a kind of-eenjunCtion drives me to theſe habits 
of her liking. I thank my Rtars, I am happy: I will 


even with the ſwiftneſs of putting on. *Jove, and my 
ſtars be praiſed! Here is yet a poſtſcript. Thou canſt 
net chooſe 49 know who I am, if thou entertaineſt my love, 
let it apprar un thy ſmiling , thy ſmiles become thee well, 


thee. Fovz I thank thee; I will ſmile, 1 will do every thing 


of thouſands to be paid from the Sophy . 
Te, 1 could marry this wench for this device. 
| So could I too, q 
To. And ask no other dowry with her, but ſuch ano- 


ther jeſt, NE UE 
Enter Maris. 


An. Nor | neirher. 

Fab, Here comes my noble gull. catcher. 
To. Wilt thou ſet thy foot o'my neck ? 
An. Or o'mine either ? 

To. ſhallI play my freedom at—+ tray-trip , and be- 
come thy bond-ſlaye ? 

An, faith, oreither ? 

Teb. Why , thou haſt put- him in ſuch a dream , that 
when the image of it leaves him, he muſt run mad, | 
* Ma. Nay) but fay true, dot it work upon him? 

'Ts Like Aqua-vite with a Midwife. 

Mar. If you will then ſee the fruits of the ſport, mark 
his firſt approach before my Lady : he will come toher 
in yellow ſtockings , and 'cis a colour ſhe abhors z, and 
croſs parter*d. a faſhion ſhe deteſts; and he will ſmile 
upon her , which will now be ſo unſuitable to her diſpo- 


cannot but turn him into a notable contempt : if you w1ll 
ſee it, follow me. 


To. To the gat «Tartar, thou moſt excellent devil 
of wit, / * 
And. VIC make one too. ( Exeunt. 


Finis Altus Stcund:. 


Aaus Tertius. Scena._ Prima. 
DO lwia.s & aF del. 


Enter Viola, and Clown. 


Vie. Save thee Friend, and chy Muſick : doſt thou live 
dy the Tabor ? 

Clo.No,fir, 1 live by the Church, 
Fi. Art thou a Churchman ? 


— 


By that would alter ſervices 
with thee , the prnaces eaten and cham- 


Therefore in my preſence ſtill ſmile, dear my ſweet, 1 prey 


4 "ct fret. Be oppoſite W.19 4 kinſmar, ſurly with ſer- 
w_ Lett toy rogue tang YOWnBents of State 3 pat thy 


be ſtrange, ſtout, in yellow Rockings and croſs garter'd, 


that chou wilt have me. A 
Fab. 1 will not give my patt of this ſport for a penſion 


* | thee a beard. 
Vio. By my troth, FIC tell thee, I am almoſt fick for 


tion, being addited to melancholty, as ſhe is, that it | 


Vie. And yoylir. 
And. Dieu vousgner di Mounſieur 4 ] 


rous you ſhould enter, if your trade be to her. 
V;o. | am bound to your Neece, fir, I mean ſhe is the | 


Church; ; 


Vis.So thou maigf ſay the King Iyes by a beggar, if a 
im : or the Church ftands by thy T4 


beggar dwell nea 
bor, if thy Tabor ſtand by the Church. 


Clo. You have ſaid, fir : To fee this age! A ſentence is 
but a chev*riff glove toa good wit ; how quickly t he wrong 


de may be turn'd outward. 
Fe. Nay,that's certain; they that dally nicely with 
words, may quickly make them wanton. 
Clo. I' would therefore my fiſter had no name, Sir, 
Vo. Why,man ? | 
Clo. Why, fir, her name's a word , and: to dall 
that word, might make my ſiſter wanton 
words are very Rafcals, ſince bonds diſgrac'd them. 
F'io. Thy reaſonnan ? | x. 


with them. 


Vi, 1 warrant thou art a merry fellow, and cardt for 


nothing. . 


Cle. Not o, fir, 1 do care for ſomething ; but,in my 
conſcience, fir, | do not care for you : if that beto care 


for nothing, fir, | would it would make you inviſible, 
Vis, Artnot thou the Lady Olivia's fool ? 
Clo, No indeed, fir, the Lady Olivia has no foll 

will keepno fool, fir, till ſhe be married; and 

as like husbands, as Pitchers are to Herrisgs, the 

the bigger : I am indeed not ber fool, buther 

words, LD uk E 
Vie. 1 ſaw thee late at the Gount-Orſino?s. | 
Clo. Foolery , fir,he does walk about the Orb like the 


ſtreſs : I think I ſaw your wiſdom there. 
Ve. Nay, an& thou paſs upon me, lb no 
thee. Hold there's expences for thee. 
Clo, Now Jove in his next 


one, though I would not have it grow on my chin. ls thy 
Lady within ? | 

Clo, Would nota pair of theſe have bred, fir ? 

Vis. Yes, being kept together, and put to uſe. 


bring a Creſſids to this Troylus, 

Vo. 1 underſtand you, fir, *tis well begg'd. 

(ov. The matter | hopeisnot great, fir ; begging, but a 
beggar : Creſſids, was a beggar. My Lady is within, fir. I 
will conſter to hb e you come , who you are, and 
what -you would is out of my Welkin, I might ſay, Ele- 
ment, but the word is over-worn. Exit, 
Vio. This feilow is wiſe enough to play the fool, 
andeo do that well, craves a kind of wit: 

He muſt obſerve their mood on whom he jefts, 

The quality of perſons, and the time ; 

And like the Haggard, check at every Feather 

That comes before his eye. This is apratice , 

As full of labour as a Wiſe-mans Art : 

For folly, that he wiſely, ſhews, is fit ; 

But wiſe mens folly*Gld;"uite taintstheir wit: 


L. 
E Col” Th and iudrew. 


To. Save you Gentleman, 


Vio Et your. auſtt voſtre ſervighre- 
And. | hope, fir, you are, and ljato yours. 
To. Will you encounter the houſes'my Neece is defi- 


lift of my voyage. 


— 


239 


| Clo. No ſuch matter, fir, I co live- by the Church : for, 
[ do/live at my houſe, and my houſe doth ſtand by the 


; But indeed, | 


Clo, Troth, fir, I can yield you none without words, 
and words are grown (o falſe, [ am loath to prove reaſon 


ſhe 


are 
MN 
of 


Sun, it ſhines every where. 1 would be ſorry, fir; but the | 
Fool ſhould be as oft with your Maſter, as with my Mi- | 


font, woes | 


commocity of hair, ſend 


Cle. I would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia, fir, to| 


, To. 
* — 


Ext: 
| Mov. 


» STAn. 


{ To force that on you in a ſhameful cunning, | 


f Of. Why then methinks *cis time to ſmile ag9n 5 


4M welfe-Nightt, Or what you will. 


" 


To. Taſte your legs, fir, put them to motion. 
Yio. My legs do better underſtand me, fir, than I un- 
derftand what you mean by bidding me taſte my legs. 
To. I mean.to go, (ir, to enter. 
Vie. 1 will aniwer you with gate and entrance, but we 
are prevented. 


Enter Olivia aud Gentlewomen. J{oarwew 


Moſt excellent accompliſh'd Lady, the Heavens rain O- 
dourson-you/ ©-<) 
\5"And. That youth's a rare Courtier, rain Odours, well. 
Vis, My matter hath no voice, Lady, but to,your own 
moft pregnant and vouchſafed car. 

_!*And. Odours, pregnant and vouchfafed: Ib get *em 
all three ready. 

Ol. Let the garden door be ſhut, and lcave me to wy/ 
ering: "Cie ae your Bender. Lt 21. UI. 
Vio. My duty, Madam. and moſt humble ſervice. 

Ol. What is your name ? 

Vie. Ceſario is your ſervantsname, fair Princeſs. 

OL. My ſervant, fir ? *'Twas _ merry world , 
Since lowly ſeigning was call'd complement : ,— 
Yare hence to as Orſme+4 youth. } CL uk Ce 
Vie; And he is yours, and his muſt needs be yours : 
Your ſervants ſervant is your ſervant, Madam. 
Olvis. For hiayl think not on him: for his thoughts, 
Would they were blanks,rather than fld with me. 
Vis. Madam, I comets whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf. 

Ol. O,by your leave,I pray yon; 

I bad you never ſpeak again of him » 

But would you undertake another ſuit 

1 had rather hear you to ſollicit that, 

Than Muſick from the ſphears. 

Vio0 Dea \Lady. | 

Ol. Give me leave, I befeech you: I did fend, 
After the laſt enchantment/you did hear, 

A Ringin chaſe of you. Sodid1 abuſe 

My ſelf, my ſervant, and I fear me, you ; 

Under your hard conftruion muſt I ſit, 


Which you knew none of yours. What might you think ? 
Have you not ſet mine honour at the ſtake, 

And baited it with allth*unmuHed thoughts 

[That ryrannous heart can think ? to oaeb your receiving 
'Erough is ſhewnz a GYeocks ngt a boſom, 

; Hides oy poor hearf': fo let me hear you ſpeak. 

| Fw. Ipity you. 

Ol. That's a degree to love. 

Vw. No not a grice: for *tis a vulgar proof 

That very oft we pity enemies, . 


|O world, how apt the poor are to be proud f 
[If one ſhould be a prey, how much better * +. #® 
'To fall before the Lion, than the Wolf H 


| (lock ſtrikes, 


The clock upbraids me with the waſte of time. 
Be not afraid,good youth, | will not have you 
And yet when wit and youth4 Fc6me to harveſt} 
Your wife is like to reapa proper man : 
| There lies your way, due Weſt. 

Vie. Then Weſtward hoe! 
'Grace and good diſpoſition attend yo > 
'Yowlinothing, Madam, to my Lord, by me? 
; Ol. Stay ; tFprithee tell me what thou think'ſt of me ? 
' Vie. That you do think youare not what you are. 
' _OL If Ithinkfo,] think theſame of you. 
Vis. Then think you right: I am not what1 am. 
| Ol. I wouldyou were, as | would have you be! 
Vie. Would it be better , Madam, than | am ? 


| Do not extort thy reafons from this clauſe, 


[/TAn. Ang be any way, it muſt he with Valour, for 
Policy Ihate: I had as lief be a Browniſt, as a Polit " 


| can more prevail in mens commendation with women, thai, 


Ol. O what a dezl of ſcorn, looks beautiful + 

In the contempt and anger of his lip ! 

A murderous guilt ſhews not it ſelf more ſoon, 

Than love that would ſeem hid ;: Loves night is noon, 
Ceſario, by the Roles of the Spring, 

By maid- hood, honour, truth, and every thing, 

I love thee {o, that maugre all thy pride, 

Nor wit, nor reaſon, can my paſſion hide + 


For that I woo; thou therefore haſt no cauſe: 
But rather reaſon thus, with reaſon fetter ; 
Love fought, is good ; but given unſoughn, is better. 
Vio. By innocence I wear, and by my youth, 
I have one heart, one boſome, and one truth, 
And that no woman, has, nor never none 
.Shall miſtris/be of AG ave I alone. 
"And ſo adiev, good Madam; never more, 
| Will I my Mafters tears to you deplore, 
O01. Yetcome again; for thou perhaps may*ſt move 
That heart, which now abhors to like his love. 


(E Xen, 


— 


Scena S8cunds. IV. 
( luv un, House- 
Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 


SeAnd. No, faith, 12Itnot ſtay a jot longer. 

Tob. Thy reafon,dear venoms, give thy reaſon. 

Fab. You muſt needs yield your reaſon, Sir 4» 
drew. 
ſr, And. Marry, I ſaw your Neece do mcre favours to the 
| erVing-man, than ever ſhe 'beſtow'd pon me. | 
{zaw't th Orchard. 
/7 To. Did ſhe fee thee the while, old boy, tell me that? 
/r An. As plainas I ſee you now. 
* Fabi, This was a greatargument of loye in her toward 


ou. 
Yr And. *Slight [ will you make an Aſs o* me ? 
Fabi. | prove itlegitimate, fir, upon the oaths of judg- 
ment, and reaſon. 2 | 
/To. And they have been grand *Jury-men, ſince beſore 
Noab was a Sailor. 
Fabi. She did ſhew favour ro the youth in your light; 
only to cxaſperate you, to awake your  dormouſe valour, to 
put fire in your Heart, and brimftone in your Liver + you 
ſhould then have accofted her, and with ſome excellent 
jeſts;,$fire-new from the mint you ſhould have bang'd ihe 
youth into dumbneſs « this was look'd for at your hand, 
and this was baulkte the double gilt of this opportuu- 
ty you Ict time waſh off, and' you are now fail'd into, 
the North of my Ladies opinion, where you - will hang 
like an Ickleon a Dutchmans beard, unleſs you do It- 
_ it by ſome hudable attempt, cither of yalour 0 
policy, | | 


Clan» 

To. Why then build wethy, fortunes upon the baſisof 
valour. Challenge me the Cp eurh to fight with him) 
hurt himin eleven places, my Necce ſhall take note of i 
and aſſure thy (cli, there'is no love-broker in the world 


report of valour. | 

Fab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew. 
S*An, Will either of you bear me a challenge to him f 
"To. Go,write it in a martial hand, be curſt and brief : 


it is no matter how witty, ſo it be eloquent, and full of 
invention; taunt him with the licenſe of Ink ; if thou 


| _Iwiſhit might, for now I am your fool. 


”—_— — — —_ 
- - * — OO _ 
- —_— 


——_ oe” TC ——— —_ * 


ny Lies, az will lie in thy ſheet of paper, although, - 


__— 


— 


— 


J 


thou'ſt him ſome thrice, it ſhall nor be amiſs, and as W+} 


/ 5 


er em "oF | ; | * 
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ſheer were bjgsnough for rhe bed of Ware in England, Ant. Would youttl pardon me : 
ct 'en.d owe, $0 about It. Let there be gall enough in thy | I do not without danger walk theſe ſtreets. /)\ 4 
ink, tho thou write with a Gooſe-pen, no matter; about | Once in a Sea-Fight*gainſt the his gallies, pp S 
" I did ſome ſervice, of fuch note indeed, 
And. Where ſhall 1 find you? That were I tane here, it would ſcarce be anſwer'd: 
Te. We'll call thee at thy Cubiculo : Go. | Seb. Bel:ke you ſlew great number of his people. 
: # T7 1 Exit Sir Andrew. Ant, Th! offence is not cf ſuch a bloody nature, 
Mn : Albeit the quality of time, and quarrel | 
Fab. This is a dear Manakin to you, Sir Toby. Might well have given us bloody argument, 
Tob. 1 have been dear to him, lad, ſome two thouſand | It might have ſince been anſwer'd in repaying 
«| + |froog, or (0. | What we took from them, which for Traffick's fake 
Fa, We ſhall have a rare Letrer from him ; but you'll | Moſt of our City did. Only my {elf ftood out 
not delivert, | For which if Ibe lapſed in this place ; 
Teb- Never truſt me then ; and by all means ſtir on the | I ſhall pay dear. Y 
outh to an anſwer, 1 think Oxen and wain-ropes cannot | Seb. Donot then walk too open. | 
hale them together, For Andrew, if he were open'd, an&| «e-£t. It doth not fit me : hold;fir, here”s my purſe. | 
{you find lo much blood in his Liver, as will clog the foot | In the South Suburbs at the Elephant ; 
- a flea, |Ceat the reſt of th' anatomy, [s beſt to lodge:1 will beſpeak our diet, 
Fab And his oppoſite the youth bears in his viſage no | Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your knowledpe 
oreat prelage of cruelty. With viewing of the Town; there ſhall you have a 
| Seb, Why 1 your purſe 7 : 
Enter Maria. a _ _ your — light upon ſome toy 
| ou have defire to purchaſe; and 
= ——_ — _y of Kine _=_ I _ __ for idle Markets, "ks __ . 
ar. 1 en, and will laugh your eb. VIg be your purſe-be 
ſzlves into ſtitches, follow me 5 yond gull Malvolio is turn- | For an hour. Y HAR RE 
ed Heathen, a very Renegatdo ; for there is no Chriftian,, «Ant. To th* Elephant. 
that means to be {aved by believing rightly, can ever be- Seb. I doremember. (Ecenr 
bes ſuch impoſſible paſſages of grdineſs. He's. in yellow , 
oc ngs. * 
Tob. And croſs garter'd? ay — 
Mer. _ — Fr Pedant that keeps a £N 
School 1' urch : 1have dogfd him like his murtherer. SEorRs 
He does obey every point of the Lerter that I dropt, to Er Sena - VIt- 
| berray him ; He does {mile his face into more lines , > IE Oluvtas Hows CT. 
| Ws is in ths new dy oth ihe as npraqy nr ry Enter Olivia, and _ 
5; you have not ſeen ſuch a thing as'*tis ; 1 can hard- | 
) ly forbear hurling things at him. 1 know my Lady wilt | O#. 1 have ſent after him; he ſays-hetcome : 
frike him; if ſhe do, he'll ſmile, and cak't for a great fa- | How (hall I feaſt hint ? What beftow oft him ? 
| your, . | For youth is boughrmore ofr, than beg'd, or borrow'd. 
To. Come,bring us, bring us where he is. [ ſpeak too loud : Wherds Matvolio, he is fad, and ciyil 
| Exennt omnes. | And ſuits well for a ſervant with my fortunes. 
, Where is Malvols ? 
—_—_ 7 . EY Mar. He's coming, Madam : * 
, I But in veep Rirange manner. He is furepoſſet, Madam. 
/ : Ol, Why, what's the matter, does he _ pd FY 
. __Scena Lertre: I {. Mar. No, Madam, he does nothing but ſmile : your 
k Fs Ls Flr ex t— —_— were belt to have ſome gyard about you, if he 
v e, for ſure the man is tainted inFwits, 
t Enter Sebaſtian, and Anthonio. Ol. Go call him hither. 
Ic 
j "4 _ _ aber pl you, Enter Malyolio. 
| r Pains 
, —_ - further chide you. on | 1m as mad as he, 
* eAnth. 1 could not ftay behind you; my deſire If {ad and merry madneſs equal be, 
. I m_ than filed Reel Z did ſpur me forth, How now Malvolzo ? , FEY 4 TY 
n 5 _ m_ to ſee youftho 'n much | Mal. Sweet Lady, ha, ha: / Jets fantas Fecal, 2 
on iN t _ _ one to alonger voyage), Ol. Smil'f thou ? 1 ſent for thee upon a ſad occafion.—* 
- t jealouſy, what might befal your travel, Mal. Sad, Ladypl could be ſad 5 
"No > ge in theſe parts z(which to a ſtranger, | This does make ſome obRtruRion in the blood 3 
Cond, and unfriended, often prove © _” This croſs gartering, but what of that ? 
of mls and unhoſpicable] My willing love, -F1t ir pleaſe the eye of one, it is with me as the very true 
n : _ by thele arguments of fear, Sonner is : Pleaſe one, and pleaſe all: 
it _ in your purſuit, 01. Why ? How do'ſt thou man ? 
1d © ee Aga worn” ES —_ 8 the matter with thee ? 
af other anſwer make, but thanks z al. Not black in my mind, though yedlow i 
= _ __ as is my conſcience ficm, Mike It did come to his hands, and Commands that | 
; kg = N — _— : _ bes do? - _— I think we do know thet1lweet Roman 
1 IS 1O0Wwne ang, 
f: Ame. To morrow, fir, beſt firſt go ſee your Lodging: Ol. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio? 
of Seb. 1 am not wear and'tis long tonight; Mal. To bed? tweet heart ; and PlLeome to thee. 
w Wi _ us {atisfy our eyes 01. God comfortthee ! why doſt thou ſmile fo, and kiſs 
HON e memorials, and the things of fame thy hand ſo oft ? 
he at do renown this City: Mar. How do you, Malvelio? 
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_ welf-Night, Or what you will. 


{al. At your rcqueſt 
Y:s, Nightingales anſwer Daws. 


fore my Lacy ? = 
Al. Be not afraid of greatnels ; *"twas well writ. 
Ci What meancſt thou by that, Malvzlio ? 
Atal. Some arc born great 
Ol. Ha? 
Mal. Some atchizve greatneſs, —<—— 
O!. What ſay'ſt thou? 


O'. Heaven reſtore thee. 

Mal. Remcmber who commended thy yellow Stock- 
IR— 

O01, Thy yellow Stockings ? 

Mal. wiſh'd to fee thee crols-garter'd ———— 

Ot Crols-garter'd ? 


| Mal. Goto, thou art madg, if thou deſiſt to be ſo. 


Ol. Am | wade? | 
Mal. lſnot, let me fee thee a Servant ſtill. 
Ol. Why, this is very Midſummer madneſs. 


EP, he 


Ser. Madam, the young Gentleman of the Geuat Orſs- 
no's is return'd; I'couſd hardly entreat him back? he at- 
tends your Lzdyſhips pleaſure. 


Enter Servant. 


Ol. Vit comt to him. | 
Good Maria, let this fellow be look'd to. Where's my 


{Eonber Toby) let ſome of my p:ople have a ſpecial care of 


him,l would not have him miſcarry for the half of yy Dow- 
ry, Lo CER, VI! Exit. 

Mal. Oh, ho, do you come near me now? no worſe 
man than Sir Toby to look. to me! This concurs direQly 
with the Letter, ſhe {ends him on purpoſe,..that 1 may ap- 


{ pear ſtubdorn to han; for ſhe" incites me to that in the 
{ Letter. Czſt thy humble ſlough , ſays ſhe; be oppoſite 


with a Kicknan, furly with-Servants, let thy Tongue 
tang with Arguments of State, 'put thy ſelf into the trick 
of ſingularity : and conſequently ſets down the manner 
how ; as a fad foce, a reverend carriage, a low Tongue, in 
the habit of ſeme Sir of note, and 1o forth. I have linid 
her, but it is Foves doing, and Fove make me thankful, 


| And when ſhe wcnt away now, let this Fellow be look®d 


foe of my hopes. 
43nd h« is to be tnanked, © 


He —————_—. 


— —_ ©_ 


to: Fellow 4 not Malvolio, nor after my degree, but Fcl- 
low. Why every thing adheres together, that no 'dram 
of a ſcruple z r.o icruple of a ſcruple yz no obſtacle z no in- 
creCulous.or uniafe circumſtance AV hat can be {aid ? No: 


| thing that can be, can come. between me, and the full pro- 
Well!Fove,. not I; is the docr of this, 


Feat 1 
En:er Toby, Fabian, and Maria. 


To. Which way is hezin the name of ſanity ? If all the 
Devils Hcll be Crawn in little, and Legion himſelf pol- 
teſt him, yet ViCipeak to him. 


Fab. Here he is, here he is; how is't with you fir ? 


How Se with you,man ? 

_ Go off, | diſcard you; let me enjoy my Privacy: 
20 QOU, 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend ſpeaks within him; 
did not I tell you? Sir Toby, my Lady prays you to have 
2 care of him. 

Mal. Ah ba, does ſhe (0? 

To. Go to, po to, peace, peace; we muſt deal gently 
with him; Let alone, How do you do, Malvolio? How 
is'c with your at Man, dcfic the D:vil z conſider, he's 
an enemy to mankind. 

Mal, Dayou kno what you ſay? 

Mar. La you,/a88 you ſpeak ill of the Devil, how he 
takes it at beart. Pray God he be not bewitch'd. 

Fab. Carry his water to th* wiſe Woman; 

Mar. Marry ard it ſhall be done to morrow merning 


Mar. Why appear you with tis ridiculous boldneſs be- 


4 


Mal. And ſome have Greatreſs thruſt upon them. ——] 


þ 


+ live. My Lady woulc not lole him for more thin 
Plt ſay. ; 
Mal. How now Miſtrs}? 
Mar. Oh Lord/ yy 
To. Prathce hold thy pezce, that is not the way : 
' you not ſeg you move him ? ot we ao ne wifh | be: 


Fa. No-ady gentleneſs, gently, gently; the Fiend i 


Mal. Sir. ? : 

To. Ay biddy, come with me, What, man, *is not for 
gravity to play at cherry-pit with Satan. Hang bim foul 
Collier. 

Mer. Get him to ſay his prayers, good Sir Toby, ger 
him to pray, / 

Mal. My prayers Minx. 4 nb nt » a 

Mar. No I warrant you, he will not hear of godl;. 


-nels. | + 


| Mal. Go hang your ſelves all: you are idle ſhalloy| 
things, 1 am not of your Element, you ſhall Know more 
| hereafter. (Er. 
To. I'tpofſlible ? | 
Fab. If this were plaid upon a ſtage now, I could cor- 


demn it as an unprefiteble fiftion, 7*/ 6a4le 
To. His very getiius hath taken the infeRion of the 0 
Vice,man. ,. 


Mar. Nay,purſue him now, leſt the device take air, and 
taint, | 
Fa. Why, we ſhall make him mad indeed, | 
May: The houſe will be the quieter. | 
To. Come, wc'll have him in a dark Room and bound., 
My Neece is already in. the belief that he's mad; we may} 
carry it thus for our plcaſure,. and his penance, till our ye- 
ry paſtime,tired out of breath, prompt us to have mercy 
on him ; at which time,we will bring the device to the bar,| 
and crown thee for a finder of Madmen; but ſee, but 


ſee. C” JSCEN { Þ © 


Enter Sir Andrews. 


Fa. More matter for a May morning. 

And. Here's the Challenge, read it: I warrant there's 
Vinegar and Pepper in'c. 

Fab. 1s't fo fawcy ? | 

And. Ay, is't? I warrant him: ” [7 Wann 

To, Give me, (/*Te% res) 
Youth, whatſoever thou art, thou art but a ſcurvy fellow.| 

Fa. Gocd and valiant. 

To». Wonder nat, nor admire in ty mind why I do call 
thee ſo, for I will ſhew thee no reaſon for't. (Lay. 

Fa. A good note, that keeps you from the blow of the 


rovgh, and will not be roughl 64 
To. Why how now, my barack? ow Coſt thou, chuck? 


To. Thou cow'ſt to the Lady Olivia, and in my ſight Þ# 
uſes thee kindly ;, but thou lieſt in thy throat, that 13 uit? 
matter I challenge thee for. 

Fa. Very brief, and 4@«<xceeding good ſenſe-lefs. 

To. I will way-lay thee going home, where if it be 
Chance to koll me, | 

Fa. Goad. 

To. Thou kill'ſt me like a rogue and & villain. 

Fa, Still you keep oth windy ſide of the Law : ,go0d- 

To. Fare the well, and God have mercy uport nr ls, 
He may bave mercy upon mine, but my hope 1s better, aw 
look to thy ſelf. Thy friend as thou uſeſt bim, and thy ſv 
enemy, Andrew Apue-check. | 

—#-]f this Letter move him not, his Legs caonot: 
PIegive't him. | 

Har. You may have very fit occafion for't: he is nw 
in ſon:e c6mmerce with my Lady, and will by and by de 
part. 

To. Goſſr Andrew, fcout me for him at the corne! 
of the Orchard like a bum-Baily; fo ſoon as ever thou 
ſeeſt him, draw; and as thou draw*ſt,twear horribly : for 
it comes to paſs oft, that a terrible Oath, with a {wagger 
ing accent fharp'y twang'd off, gives manhood more 


approbation, 


_—_ —_— 


Ld, ——_— 
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mm ——_— 
approbation» than ever proof it «lf would have carn'd | might anſwer himy theretore on; o+- firip your ſword 


| = 
bo. Key let me alone for ſwearing. (Exit. 
Te. Now will not | dcliver this Letter ; for the behavi- 
our of the young Gentlemang. gives him out to be of good 
capacity » and breeding ; his imployment between his 
Lord and Wy Neece, confirms no lets. Therefore, this 
Letter being {0 excellently ignorant, will breed no ter- 
rour in the youth he will tind that it comes from a 
Clodde-pole. But /fir » | will deliver his challenge by 
word ofmouth zſct upon Ague-cheek a notable report of 
1:lour, and drive the Gentleman as I know his youth will 
aptly receive it,}into a moſt hideous opinion of his rage , 
ckill, fury, and impetuoſity, This wi'l ſo fright them both, 
that they will kill one another by the look, like Cockairi» 


_ WM CENE- XK /- 
En: er Olivia, and Viola. 


F, Here he comes with your Neecez give them away 
il] he take leave, and preſently after hiw. 
Te. | will meditate the while upon ſowe horrid meſ- 


age for a Challenge, | eunt. 
01. 1 kfve {aid roo much unto a heart of ſtone, 
And laid mine honour too unchary : 


There's ſomething in me that reproves my fault ; 
But ſuch a bead-ſtrong potent fault it is, 
That it but mocks feprook. - 
Vu. With the ſame tmayviour that your paſſion bears, 
Goes onmy Maſter's grich. 
01. Here, wear this Jewel for me, *cis my piſture ; 
Refuſe it not, it hath no tongue to vex you : 
And I beſeech you;come again 10 morrow, 
Waat ſhall you ask of me that PiCdeny , 
That honour fav'd )may upon asking give ? 
Vie. Nothing but this, your true love for my Maſter. 
01. How with mine honour may I give him that, 
Which I have given to you ? 
ie. 1 will acquit you. 
01, Well, come again to o__ : .—— pp ; 
AFiend like thee might bear my foul to hell. E xit. 
Vi X Il. S 
Enter Toby and.Fabian, 


To, Gentleman, God ſave thee- 

Vic. And you, (ir. 

Toe. That defence thou haft, betake thee to'r ; of what 
nature the wrongs are thou hait done him, 1 know not ; 
but thy intercepter ,full-of deſpight, bloody as the Hunter, 
attends thee at the Orchard end z diſmount thy Tuck, 
de yare in thy preparation, for thy afſailant is quick, $kil- 
ful, and deadly. 

Y.o. You miſtake, fir, | ame ſure, no man hath any 
quarrel to me z my remembrance is very free and clear 
from any image of offence done to any man. 

To. You'llfind it otherwiſe, I afſuce you therefore, if you 
hold your life at any price, betake you to your guard; for 


and wrath can furniſh a man withaR 

Vu, 1 pray you, fir, what is he? 

To. He is knight dubb'd with unh Rapier, and 
on carpet conſideration, but he is a devil in private brawl; 
louls and bodies hath he "divorc'd 3 thre and his incenſe. 
ment at this moment is fo implacable , that fſatisfafion 
can be none, but by pangs of death and fſepulcher: Hob, 
nob,is his word ; giv*c or tak*t. 

Vie. I will return again into the houſe, and defire fome 
condudt of the Lady. 1 am no fighter, 1 have heard of 
lome kind of men, that put quarrels purpoſely on others 
to taſte their valour ; belike this is a man of that quirk. 

Te:\Sr, no: his indignation drives it felf our of a 
very compe tent injury , thtrefore get you on, and give 
his deſire. Back you ſhall not to the houſe, unleſs you 
undertake that with me, which with as much ſafety you 


—_— 


your oppoſite hath in him, what youth, fireogth, «Kill; 


fark nzked : for meddle you muſt, that's certain, or for- 
lweag to wear iron about you. . "Shag IG 

Vo. This is as uncivil as Rrange. I. beſeech you do 
me this courteous office, as. to know of the Knight what 
my offence to him is : it is ſomething of my negligence, 
nothing of my purpoſe. | | 

To. I will doo. Signior Fabian, ſtay you by this Gen- | | 
tleman till my return. Exu Toby. 

Vie. Pray you,ſir, do you know of this matter ? 

Fab. I know the Knight is incens'd againſt you, even 
to a mortal arbitrement, but nothing of the circumRance | 
more. 

Vo, | beſeech you, what manner of man is he ? | 
Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promiſe to read him 
by his form, as you are like to find him in the proof of 
his valour. He is indeed, fir, the moRt «kilful, bloody, and 
fatal oppoſite that you could poſſibly have found inany 
part of /llirys : will you walk towards him ? I will make 

your peace with him, if 1 can. . 

Yo. 1 ſhall be much bound to you for't : 1 am one 
that had rather go with fir Prieſt, than fir Knight :1I care 
not who knows ſo much of my _ Exeunt. 

11 / {l. 
Be TG Xldw 


| 
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Tob. Why man, he's a very devil 1 have not ſeen ſuch þ 
a Wago: I had a paſs with him, rapier, ſcabbard, and all; 
and he gives me the ſtuck in with fuch a mortal motion, 
that it is inhitable : and on the anſwer, he pays you as 
lurely, as your feet hits the ground they ſtep on. They lay, 
he has been Fencer to the Sophy. 
| And. Pox on't, PIG not meddle with him. -- | 
TFAy but he will not now be pacified, | 
Fabian can ſcar rhe yonder. 


d, 
n. Plague on't I thought he had been valiant,-þ 
| 
| 
| 


LA 


an io cunning in Fence, I'de have ſeen him damn'd ere 
1'dÞ have challeng'd him, Let him let the matter (lip, and 
['ILgive him my horſe, gry Capiler, 

Tob. Vit make the motion ſtand here, make a Good |} 
ſhew on't, this ſhall end without: the perdition of ſouls; 


marry, PiCride your horſe, as well as | ride you, (4 Þe) 
Enter Fabian, and Viola. WS = 


[ have his horſe to take up the quarrel, I haye perſwaded | 
him the youth's a devil. (Fo Fatan) 
Fab. He is a&-horribly conceited of him ; and pants, | 
and looks pale, as if a Bear were at his heels. | 
To. There's no remedy, fir, he will fight with you for*s | 
oath ſake : marry he hath better  bethought him of his | 
quarrel, and he finds thatnow ſcarce to be worth talking } 
ot; therefore draw for the ſuppor tance of his vow , he pro- | 
teſts he will not hurt you. | 
Vie. Pray God defend me { a little thing would make | 
me tell them how much 1lack of a man. | 
Pab. Give ground if -you fee him furious. = 

To. Come, Sir eAndrew, there's no remedy y the Gen- 
tleman will for his honours ſake have one bou t with you; | 
he cannot by the Duello avoid it ; but he has promiſed | 
me, as heisa Gentleman and a Souldier, he will not hurt | 


. Co , th © 
Cd Rn God he keep his oath (hey)? F fo 
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ter Atitomo. 


Vie. 1 do affure you *tis againſt wy will _ 
Ant. Put up your ſword 3 if this young Gentlemari 
Have done offence, | take the fault on me; . 
If you offend him, I for him defie yau. "2 | 


| 
| 
| 


Tob, You ſir ? Why, whatare you? * 
eAnt. Onefir, that for his love dares yet do more 


Than you have heard him brag to you he will, | 
| Tob. Nay, if you be an undertaker, 1 am for you, {D F @ WF 
S 


» *.4# 
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than a Hare ; his c1ſhoneft y appears, in leaving kis friend 
Enter Officers here in neceſſity, arddenying nm; and for his cowate 
ſhip ask Febtarn. G 
Fab. O good Sir Toy, hold: here come the Officers. Fab. A Ceward, a moſt d:vout Coward, relipioy; jr Agai 
Tob. PC be with you anon, & DN it. *n and 
Vio. Prayyfir, put yourword up if you pleaſe. Ny ay And. *$\id, ViCaſter bim again, a $33 tym. This 
And. Marry will Lfir ; and for that 1 promis'd you || To. Dg, cuff him ſountly, but ne hy Tword, Mai 
be as good as my word, He will bearyoucaſily, and 105 | And; | do not —— Dr 
well, Fab. Come letsſce the event. He f 
1, Off. This is the man, do thy Office. (Duke To, I dare lay any moncy, "twill be nothing vet, $ 
2, Of. Anthonio, | arreft thee at the {uit of Or- Eajet Ocl 
eAnt. You do miſtake me, (ir. ( fino. Let 
1. Of. No\ſir, no jot ; I know your favour well j | Es 8 If it 
Tho now you have no ſea-cap on your head » wy C 
T:ke him away, he knows I know him well. | | $ 
Ant. 1 mult obey, nn ſeeking you; Atlus Kos tus. Scena Prima, | C 
Bur there's no remedy, I ſhall anſwer it 1 l, , 
What will youdo ? hh my neceſſity _ lt / £ 
Mzk-s me to ask you for my purſe. It grievesme nter Sebaſtian, are Clown, ; 
_- Much more for what I cannot do for you, | | ; 
Than what befals wy ſelf: you ſtand amaz'4, | C7. Will you make me believe that I am not ſent for 
Be of comfort. : you ? 
2, Off. Come/lir, away. Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a fooliſh fellow, 
Ant. 1 muſt intreat of you ſome of that money. Let me be clear of thee. 
Yio. What money, fir ? Clo; Well held out faith : No,I do not krow you,nor 
For the fair kindneſs you have Chew*d me here, I am not ſent to you by my Lady, 19 bid you come ſpeak 
| 4nd pirt being prompted by your preſent trouble, | with her ; nor your name is not Maſter Ceſaro, nor thi | 
Out of my lean and loiw ability is not my noſe neither; nothing thar iz fo, is fo. het 
——_ yeu ſomething ; my havingis not much, Seb. I prythce vent thy folly ſomewhere elſe, thou do 
PlEmake Civifion of my preſcnt with you : know'ſt not me. / We 
| Hold, theres half my Coffer. Ctow. Vent my folly ! He has heard that word of ſome in 
Ant. Will you deny me now ? great man, and now applies it to a fool, Vent my folly !| ſuc 
lt poſſible, that my deſerts to you | '| am afraid this great lubber the world will prove a Cock- a 
Can lack perſwaſion ? Do not tempt my miſery, ney: | prythee now ungird thy ſtrangeneſs, and tell me what de 
Leſt that it make me fo unſound a man, * | ſhall veht to wy Lady ; ſhall I vent co her that thou art pe 
As to upbraid you with thoſe kindnefſes © coming ? geh,; S 
That I have done for you. , : Seb. 1 ptethee fooliſh Grgk depart from me, there' 
Vie. I know of none, FA money for thee, If you tarry longer, I ſhall give work 
Nor know l you by voiee, or any feature; payment. 
I hate ingratitude more in a man, | 3&- By my troth thou haſt an open hand; theſe Wile 
| Than lying, 'vainnefs, babling drunkenneſs, | men that give ſools mony, get themſelves a good report, 
Or any caint of vice, whoſe ſtrong corrupfion after fourteen years purchaſe. t 
ishabus our frail blood. | : 
Ant. Oh heavens themſelves ! Enter Andrew , Toby, and Fabian. al 
: 2. Off. Cone fir, 'pray you go. © | 
Ant. Lt meſpeak a little. This youth that you fec here, | And. Now fir, have I met you again ? there's for you. 
 [ natch'd one half .out of. the jaws of death, Seb. Why there's for thee, and there, and there: Arc Wk 
Relicv'd him with ſuch farity of love 3 all the people mad ? He atinna STA nw 
And to his image, which me thought did promiſe To. Hold fir, or I'\Uthrow your dagger o're the houſe. 
Moſt venerabte worth, did | devotion. Clo. This will I tell my Lady ſtraight : I would not be{, 
1. Of. What's that to us, the time gocs by; away, in ſome of your coats for two-pence (Ext (Loo l 
Art, But oh, how vvil@ an idol proves this God ! To. Come on fir, bold. Hel ws Seb.) 
Thou haft}Sebaſtian;done godd feature ſhame, Axd. Nay,let him alone, PlCgo another way to work [ 
In nature there's no blemith but the mind : | with him : 1'|Chave an a&tion of Battery- againſt -hiw, if 
None can be call'd deform'd but the unkind. | there be any law in Hyria ; tho I truck him firſt, WW. 
Virtue is beauty, but the beauteous evil Y<t it's no matter for that. 
re empty trunks, o'te-flouriſh'd by the Devil. Seb. Let go thy hand. . 
J, 1. Of ., The man grows mad, away with him : Tob. Comeir, I will not let you go. Come my young ( 
Come, come, fir, ſouldier, put up your iron; you are well fleſh'd : Come t 
Ant. Lead me on. | Exit. On. 
' Fu. Methinks his words do from ſuch paſſion fly, Seb. 1 will be free from thee. What would* thou now? [ 
''That he believes himſclf; ſo do not I: If thou dar'ſt tempt me further, dcaw thy ſword. 
* Þ{-Prove truegmagination, oh prove true, To. What, what? Nay then I muſt have an ounce or 
Trat I dear brother, be now tane for you: two of this malapert blood from you, ( y WW 
To. Come hither, Knight, come hither, Fabian ; Wal W; CeMt(. P, 2 | 
whiſper o're a couplet or two of moſt ſage ſaws. . Enter Olivia. 
Vio. He nam'd Sebaſtian; I my brother know . 
Yer living in my glaſs; even ſuch, and fo Ol. Hold j7ory, on thy life 1 charge thee hold, | 
[n favour was my Brother, and he went To. Madam, | 
Still in this faſhion, colgur, ornament; Ol. Will it be ever thus? Ungracious wretch, | 
For him I imitate : Okiif it prove, Fit for the Mountains, and the barbarous Caves, 
Tempetts are kind, and fzlt waves freſh in love. Where manners ne're were preach'd : out of my ſight. ? 
| Exit | Be not offended, dear Ceſario. (Exe JI" Is 
Yob. Avery diſhoncf paltry boy, and more & coward | Rudesby be gone, I ” AY gentle friend, | | 
. et 
ho || 
| | 
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4 T welf-Night, Or what you will. 


O_o 
{efthy fair wifdome, not thy paſſion ſway 
In this uncivil, and unjuſt extent 
zinſt thy peace. Go with me tomy houſe, 
and hefe thou there, how many fcuitlels pranks 
This Rutnan h:th botch'd up, that thou thereby 
Maiſt ſmile at this : Thou ſhalt not chulſe but go : 
D6not deny; beſhrew his ſoul for me/ 

He ſtarted one poor heart of mine in thee; 
Seb. What reliſh is in this ? How runs the ſtream ? 
Or | am mad, or elle this is a dreame : 
Let fancy ſtill my ſenſe in Lethe ſteep, 
f it be thus to dream, Rill let me ſleep. | 
01. Nay come I x ik would thoud'ft be rul'd by me. 

il. 


Seb. Madam, | w 
01, Oplay {o, and ſo be. 
Exennt. 


Scena Seczrcds, ll 
D lpua)s WHous & 


Enter Maria, and Clown. 


Mar. Nay) | paper put on this Gown, and. this 
heard gy make him believe thou art Sir Topes the Curatsy | 
do it quikly. PiCcall Sir Toby the whil'ft. (Exit Man 

Cl. Well, Pl{put it on, and 1 will defſemble my ſelf 
in't;and I would I were the firſt that ever diſſembled in 
\fach a Gown. | am not tall enough to become the fun- 
Aion- well, nor leane enough to be thought a good Sty- 
dent; but to be ſaid an honeſt man, and a good Houſckee» 
per goes as fairely ,/as t0 (ay , caeeful man, and.a great 
Schottar, The Competitors enter. ') 


Enter Toby, 


Toe. Jove bleſs thee, M? Parſon. 
Clo. Bonos diesfir Toby z for as the old Hermit of Pramge, 
that never ſaw Pen and {nk very wittily faid to a Neece 
of Kin Gorbodhos Re is, is : ſo 1 being M.” Parſon , 
im M'Parſoff; for what is that, bur that ? and is, but is? 
To, To himyfir Topag. fl ; 
Clo. What hoa,dl lay, Peace in this priſon{/2 cOnnterfo 
To. The Knave counterfeits well; a good Knave. 
Tx Malvolia within. 

Mil, Who calls there ? 
Clo. Sir Topes the Curat, who comes to viſite-Malve- 
lio the Lunaticks. | 
— _ Sir Topas, fir Topas, good ſir Topazzga to my 
ye 
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ver man thus abus'd; I am no more mad than you are 
make the trial of it in any conſtant queſtion. : 
Clo. What is the opinion of Pythagoras , concerning 
Wilde-foule ? 
Mal. That the foul of our Grandam , might happily 
inhabit a Bird. 
Clo, What think'R thou of his opinion ? 
Mal. 1 think nobly of the foul , and no way approve 
his opinion. 
Clo. Fare thee well: remain thou flill in darkneſs; 
thou ſhalt hold th* opinion of Pythagoras, ere I will allo w 
of thy wits, andfeare to kill] a Woodcock, left thou dy.s 
poſſeſs the houſe of thy Grandam . Fare thee well. 
Mal. Sir Topas. fir Topas! 
To. My moſt exquiſite (ir Topas, 
Clo. Nay,1 am for all waters. 


{Th hag 0w h bb 


Mar. Thou might have done this without thy beard | 


and gown, he lces thee not. ' 

Tob. Tohim in thine own voyce,and bring me word, 
how thou findſt him: I would we were all rid of this 
knavery. If he may be conyeniently deliever'd, I would 
he were, for I am now ſo far in offence with my, Neece, 
that | cannot purſue with any ſafety this ſport 
ſhot . Come by and by to my Chamber, y, (Exit. 
Clo. Hey Rodia, jolly Kobin, tell me how thy Lady 
does. (/ mg, Ln 

Mal. Fool. - , >, 

Clo. My Lady is unkind, perave, 

Mal- Fool / 

Cle. Alaſs why is ſhe fo/ 

Mal. Fool, I tay. | | 

Clo. She loves another... W!.o calls, ha ? 

Mal, Good Fool, as ever thou wilt deſerve well at 
my hand, help me to a Candle and Pen, Ink, and Paper ; 
8 Iam a Gentleman, [ will live. to be thankful to thee 
or't. | 

Clo, M. Malvo/io 

—_ Foek, |. x} vich 

Clo, ATaiy fir, how fell you beſides your five wits? 

Mal. >ool, there - was 'never man-1o. notoriouſly a- 
bus'd ; I am as wellin my witsy fool+as thou art. 

(!s. But as well fthen: you are mad indeed, if you be 
no better in your. wits than.a fool, - | {py 

Mal. They have here, propernied ; me ; keep me in 


vour thy felf ro; ſleep, ang. have thy vaine bibble bab- T. 


ble C17 £2, bog 
Mal. Sir Topasl eff {© _ 
Clo. Maintain no-words with him good fellow. 


#1 


Clo, Out hyperbolicaſt fiend, how vexeſt thou this 

man ? Talkeſt thou nothing but of- Ladies ? 

Tob, Well ſaid, M? Parton. | 

Mal. Sir Topas , never was man thus wronged; good 

ir Topaygdo nor think l.am mad ; they have laide me 

here in hideous ' darknefs. | 

Cl». Fye, thou diſhoneſt Sathan.; | call thee by the moſt 

modeſt termgs, for | am ' one of thoſe gentle ones , that 

will uſe the "D441 himſelf with c<rteſie: tayſt thou that 

houſe is darke ?' 

Mal. As hell;fir Tops. 2 3 
Clo, Why, it hath bay Windows tranſpargnt- as Bart 

cadoes, and the clear tones toward the South North, are 
as luſtrous as Ebony ; and yet complaineſt thou of obſtru- 

ion ? 

p _ 1 am not mad,fir Topas, I ſay to you this houſe is 
arks, 

C!o. Mad man, thou' erreft ; I ſay there is no.darknefs 

but ignorance, in which thou art more puzzlif than the 
yprians in their fog 

Mal. I ſay this houſe is- as dark: as ignorance, though 

Ignorance were as dark as hell ; ahdl {ay there was ne- 


p— —_ 


Who.1 ſir, Tot 1 fir: Gow: bay you-good, ir Topas: Mar- 
ry Amen. I willfir, I will fir. | 
Mal. F00l, fool,fool } ſay. 
Clo. Alas,fir be patient. What (ay you fir, I am ſhent for } 
peaking toyou. | — = | 
« Mal. Good fool; help me to ſome light , and ſome 
Paper; [ tell thee 1 am as well in my, wits,, as aly man in 
Illyria, be BID IT | 
Clo Well-2-day that you wereſfir. 
Mal. By this band.l, am« gogd ;fool, ſome Ink, Pa- 


- 


per, and Light ; and convey What I will fet down to my K 


Lady: it ſhall adyaptage thee more, than ever the bearing 
ef Leap, e150 am none. ny the EA . 
Clo. 1 will help you tow'tBut-tefl 'me true, are yoiunot 
mad indeed, or do you but cauptcrfeit? _ + 
Mal. Believe me, I am.notg | td] thee true. | 
Clo. Nay , IE ne'ce believe a madman till Iſee his 
I will fetch you light, and paper, and Ink. - (braing 


e up- | 


/ . | 


7y 


: - 
fdarkneſs, fend Miniſters,z9 me, Aſſes, and do all they 
can to face me gut of my-wits.,' 4 | 
Cls. Adivfe ycu what you ſay z the Miniſter is here. 3 
Malvolio, Malvoho, thy, wits the kgavens reftore { endebP Ve + 
Bd 


I, ha 
| eco ». Uh 


Mal. Fool, Il'Lrequiteyc in the higheſt degree; 


| pregthee be gone. 
2X A4 


bo. 1 am gone fir, and anon fir, 
I\be with youaggia 


_ — —— 
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— 


ow CO 


In a trice, like to the old vice, 
your need to ſuſtain- 
Who with Dagger of lath, in his rageand bis wrath, 
cries ah#akj to the Devil : 
Like a wad Lad, pair thy nailes,Dad, 
adieu good man Devil. r 1 4 


Scena Fertta: |. 


Enter Sebaſtian. 


Seb. This the ayrs,, that is the glorious Sun , 
This Pearl ſhe gave me, I do feel'r, and fee. 
And though ris wond-r that enwraps me thus, 
Yet *tris not madneſs. Where's Anthonio then ? 
I could not find him at the Elephant, 


Yet there he was, and there I found this erect, £147 In | 


That he Cid range the Town to ſeek me out, 


{ His counſel now might do me golden ſervice; 


Ear though my ſoul diſputes well with my ſenſe, 
That this may be ſome error, but no madneſs, 
Yer doth this accident and floud of Fortune,. 

$0 far «<xcecd all inſtance, all diſcourſe, 

Thar 1 am ready to diſtruſt mine eyes, 

And wrangle with my reaſon that periwaCes me 
To ny other truft, but that I Im mad, 

Or elie ihe Lig? mad ; yet if *ewere ſo, 

She could not {w:y her houſe, command her followers, 
Take, and give back affairs, and their diſpatchy ' 
With ſuch a ſmooth, diſcreet, and ftable-bearing 
As 1 perceive ſhe do's : there's ſomething in'c 
Thet is deceivable. But here the Lady comes. 


Emer Olivia, and Prieſt. 


Ol. Blame not this haſte of mine : ifyou mean well, 
Now go with me, and with this holy man. © | 
Inro the Chantry by ; there before him, 
\nd underneath that -conſcerated roof, 


| Plig}-t me the'foll-afſurance of your faith, 
{ That my moſt jealovs, and treo doubtful ſoul 


1 


Mav live ar Peace. He ſhall conceal it, 2 £4 
\'-'es you are willing it ſhall come to note, 

14t time we will our cdlebrition keep | 
accorting to my birth, what do: you ſay? 

£:b PIE follow this good man, and go with you, 
' «6 having ſworn truth, ever will be true. 7 

Ol. Then lead the way, good father,& heaven ſo ſhine, 
Tezr tHey may fairly note this aRof mine, (Exennt. 


Fins Aftus Quarti, 


Aus Quintus. Youu Prima, 
ME Mhreet- 


Enter Clown and Fabian. 


Fab. Now; as th6n lov'ft me; let me ſee this Letter. 

Clo. Good MFabiaen, grant me another requelt. 

Fab. Any thing. | | 

Clo. Do not deſire to fee this Let ter. 

Fab, This is to give a Dog, and in recompence deſire 
my dog again. % 


' 


Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and Lord;s. 
Ds. Belong you to the Lady Ofsvie, friends ?- 


(Exi. 


————_— 


Clo. Ayſir, we are (ome of her trappings. 

Duke. 1 know thee well; how do'ſt thou my p 
Fellow ? 

Clo. Troly fir , the bettee for wy foes, and the wot. 
for my friends. | 

Ds, Juſt the contrary ; the better for thy friends, 

Claw. Noifir, the worſe, 

Du. How can that be ? 


Clo. Mary, fir, they praiſe me, and make an Afsof me, 
now my toes tell me plainly,1 am an Af: : 16 that by my. 
foes,fir, | profit in the kngwlcdge of my ſelf, and bv gy. 
friends I am abuf.d :; fo UG concieſinns to be a Hal 
your four _ negatives make your two. affirmatives ;, why! 
then the worſe efiny friends, and the better for my tge,, | 

Du. Why) this is excellent, 

Clo, 'By my troth ſir, no; though it pleaſe you to he 
one.of my friends. 

Ds, Thou ſhalt not be the worlſe for me, there's gold, 

Clo, But that it would be double dealingyfir, 1 woulg 
you cou ld make it another, 

Du, Q, you give me ill courlcl, 

(1s. Put your Grace in your pocket, fir, for this once, 
and let your fleſh and blood obey it. 

Ds. Well, I will ' be ſo much a ſinner to be a double 
dealer : there's another. 

Clo. Primo, ſecundo, tertio , is a good play , and the 
old ſaying is, the third pays for all : the triplex fir, is; 
good tripping meaſure, or the bells of $. Benner fir, may 
put you in mind, one, two, three. 

Du- You can fool ho more money out of me at ty 
throw ; if you will let your Lady know 1 am here to 
ſpeak with her , and bring her along with you, it may 
awake my bounty further. 
Clo. Marry fir, lullaby to your bounty till I come 28h, 


I goyfir; but L would not have you to think, that my de- 

fire of having is the ſin of covetovſnels: but as you ay, fir, 

let your bounty take a nap, I will awake it anon. l 
Exit , 


& BE - 
Enter Fae Wa Officers, 
Vie: Here comes the man,ſir, that did reſcye me. 


Dux, That face of his I do remember well ; 
Yet when I ſaw it laft, it was beſmear'd 

As black as Vulcan, in the ſmoak of War : 

A bawbling Veſſel wasehe Captain ofy 

For ſhallow draught and Bulk uoprizable, 

With which fuch ſcathful grapple did he make,. 
With the moſt noble bottom of our Fleet , > 
That very envy, and the tongue of loſs 

Crizd fame and honour on hime Whats the matter ? 
4. Offi. Orfino, this is that Anthonio 

That: rook the Phenix, and her fraught from Candy, 
And this is he that did the Tiger board, 

When your young Nephew T ts loſt his leg: 

Here in the ſtreets, deſperate of ſhame and ftate, 

In private brabble did we apprehend him. 

Vis. He did me kindneſsy fir, drew on my (ide; 

But in concluſion pur ſtrange ſpeech upon me, 

I know not what *twas, but diſtraion, 

Ds. Notable Pyratg thou ſalt-water Thief, 
What fooliſh boldneſs brought thee to their mercics, 
Whom thou in terms ſo bloody, and fo dear 

Haſt made thine enemies ? 

Ant. Orfino : Nobl& fir, | 
Be pleas'd that-I ſhake of theſe names you give me ; 
Amnthonio never yet was Thief, or Pyrate; 

Though I confeſs,on baſe and ground enough) 
Orfino's''enewy.. A witchcraft drew me hither 7 
That moſt ungrateful Boy there by your fide, 
From the Tude ſeas @nrap'd and ffiny mouth 
Did Izedeem ; a are paſt ho Was : 
Hs Life I gavd him, and did therg to add 
My love without retention, or reſtraint, 


| 
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-- ieededication. . For his lakc,. 

Did pm my ſelf (pure &, his love) 

Into the danger of this adverſe Town , 

Drew todeſend him, when he was belet ; 

Where being apprehended, his falſe cunning ___ 

| (Not meariing to partake with me in danger} ___- 

-1 Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance, 

And grew a twenty years removed thing, . 

While one would wink ; deni bine own purſe; 

Which | had recommended ro hiv ule, 

Not half an hour befare. . 
io. How can this be ? 
Ds. When came he to this Town ? | 
Ast. To day,my Lord : and for three months before, 

No interim, not a Minutes Vacancy, 

Both day and night did we keep company. 

: W /. EC nA [1- 

Ent:r Olivia, and Attendants. 


_— FI" Y 


Ds. Here comes the Counteſs; now heaven walks on 
earth 4 | 
But for thee, fellow ;, fellow, thy words are madneſs, 
Three months this Youth hath tended upon me; 
But more of that anon. Take bim aſide, | 
01. What would my Lord, but that he may not have, 
Wherein Olsvis may teem ſerviceable ? 
Ceſario, you do not keep promiſe with me. 
Vie. Madam, 
Du. Gracious Olivia: 
01. What do you lay Ceſario? Good my Lord.._—- 
Vie. My Lord would ſpeak, my duty huſhes meer 
- 01. If it be ought to the old tune,my Lord, 
[t is as fat and fullome to mine ear, 
As howling after Muſick, 
Ds. Still fo cruel? at ba 
01. Still ſo cofiftant my Lord. 
Du. What to perverſne(s ? you uncivil Lady, 
To whole ingrate, and unauſpicious Altars 
My Soul the faith(ull'& Offerings have breath'd out 
That ere-D:votion tender'd, What ſhall I do? 
Ol. Even what it pleaſe my Lord, that ſhall become hiw. 
Ds. Why ſhould I not, 4 &* I the heart to do ity, 
Like to to the Egyptian Thief *at point of Death 
Kill what 1 love ? +a ſavage jealoulte., 
That ſometime ſavours nobly F'but hear as this : 
Since you to non@regardance calt my faith, 
And that I partly know the inftrument x 
That ſcrews me from my true place in your fayour j 
Live vou the Marble-breafted Tyrant fill. 
But this your Minion, whom I know you love, 
And whom, by Heaven I (wear, I tender dearly, 
Him will I tear out of that cruel Eye, 
Where he ſits crowned in his Maſtersſpight. 
Come Boy with me, my thoughts are ripe in miſchief: 
PlEfacrifice the Lamb that I do love, 
To ſpight a Ravens heart within a Dove. 
Vie. And] moſt jocgnd, apt, and willingly, 
To do you reſt)a thouſand deaths would die. 
Ol. Where goes Ceſario ? 
Vio, After him I love, 
More than | love theſe eyes, more than my life, 
More by all mores, than ere I ſhall love wiſe. 
if I do feign, you witneſſes above 
Puniſh my life, for tainting of my Love! 
Ol. Ay me deteſted,' how am I beguil'd ? 
 Vio, Who do's beguile you? who do's do you wrong? 
Ol. Haft thou forgot thy ſelf? 1s it ſolong ? 
Call forth the holy Father. : 
Da. Come, away- @ Yis 'A 
Of. Whither my Lord ? Ceſario, Husband, ftay. 
| Ds. Husband? 
Of A,Husband. Can he that deny ? 
| Ds.” Her husbandjſirrah ? 
Vie. No, my Lord, not 1: 


— —— 


Ol. Alas, it is the baſeneſs of thy fear, 
That makes thee ſtrangle thy propriety : 
Fear not, Ceſario, take thy fortunes up, 
Be that thou know'ſt thou art; and then thou art 
As great as thou ſfear'ft. | 


Enter Pricſ, 


O welcome)Father« | 

Father)l charge thee by thy reverence 

Here to unfold,{tho lately we intended 

To keep in darkneſs , what occaſion now | 

Reveals before tis ripe } what thou do'ſt know 

Hath newly paſt between this Youth, and me. 

Prieſt. A contrat of eternal bond of Love, 

Confirm'd dy mutual joynder of your hands, 

Atteſted by the holy cloſe of lips, 

Strengrhned by enterchangement of your Rings, 

And all the Ceremony of this compact 

Seal'd in my FunQion, by my Teſtimony: _ 

Since when, my Watch hath told me, towdrd my Grave 

| have traycll'd but two hours. ” þ 

Ds. O thou diſſcmbling Cub{ what wilt thou be 

When time hath ſow'da grizzel on thy caſe ? 

Or will not elſe thy craft ſo quickly grow, 

That thine own trip ſhall be thine overthrow ? 

Farewel, and take her, but direR thy feet, 

Where thou, and +1 henceforth} may neyer meet, 
Vie. My Lord,-I do proteſt __—— | 
0/. O,do not {wear, 

How little Faith, tho ghou haft too much fear. 


4s LA? Any hind 


And. For the Love of God a Surgeon, and one pre- 
ſently to Sir Toby - 

OL. What's the matter ? 

And. Has broke my head a-crofs, and given Sir T oby g 
bloody Coxcomb too; for the love of God your help, I 
had rather than forty pound [1 mare at home, 

Ol. Who has done this Sir Andrew ? 

eAnd, The F000" Slaton one Ceſario,, we took 
him for a Coward, but he's the very Devil incardinate. 

D#u. My Gentleman,{#ſario ? | 

Avd. Odd's lifelingg here he is : you broke my head for 
—_— and that that I did, 1 was ſet on to do't by Sir 

0Dy. 

- 4 Why do you ſpeak to me, I never hurt you: 
You drew your Swordupon me without cauſe, 

Butl beipake you fair, and hurt you not. 


Exter '[oby and Clown, 


end. If a bloody Coxcomb be a hurt, you have hurt | 
me : 1 think you ſet nothing by a bloody Coxcomb. Here | 
comes fir Toby halting, you ſhall hear more ; but if he had | 
not been in drink, he would haye tickd you other gates} 
than he did. | 

Du. How now,Gentleman? how is't with you? | 

To. That's all one, his hurt me, and there's an end on't; } 
Sor, did'ft.thaw-ſee Dick Surgeon, fot ? 

Cle, O nes drunk fir, above an. hour- agone; his eyes 


weret eight i'th morning. n 
To. Then he*s a Rogue offce a 62 meatures Pajſn. 
hate a drunken Rogue. uh 
01. Away with him? Who hath made this havock 
with them? 

Ard. Vithelp youSir Toby, becauſe we'll be dreft toge- 
ther. | 
To. Will you help an Aſi-head, and a Coxcomb, 
Knave , a thin-fac'd Knave, a Gull ? gent 

Ol. Get him to Bed, and let his hurt be look'd to. 


da 


| L 2 Emer 


A-AlleTong Þ & Story my 


Hes Romana 


Wt OVYVaS, 


ages + Candle Lo ZEDre 4; 


role. 


"EM £004. <—AREE | i Os TT LL 
| 248 I welf- Night, Or what you wil. 
FE 38#, A Gentleman and follower of my L:dyps. wn 
SEX Lad. Ol. He ſhall enlarge him : fetch CIvelio hither, hr 
Um | And yet alas, now 1 remember me, Thoj 
Seb. I am ſorry;Madam)I have hurt your kinſmen : They ſay, poor Gentleman, he's much Ciftraft. But 
But had it been the brother of my blood, 2H Seems. Vr- And 
| muſt have done no lefs with wit and ſafety. Wh _— Enter the Clown with a Letter, and Fabian, Firſt 
You throw a ſtrange regardpon me, and by ace { dub and 
Ido perceive it hath offendedgou ; A moſt ewmafting frenzy of mine _m | 0 
Parden me;(iweet oneZeven for the vows From my remembrante , clearly baniſh his. Thi 
We made each other, but folate ago. How does he firrah ? | But 
Du One face, one voice, one habit, and two perſons, Clo. Truly;Madam, he holds Belzebub at the ſtayes eng Tho 
A natyral PerſpeQtive, that is, and is nor./ as well as a man in his caſe may do : has here writ aleiter | Of 1 
Seb. Anthonio, O my dear Anthente ! to you, I ſhould have giver*c you to day morning. But a4 F 
How have the hours rack*d, and vertur'd me, a mad mans Epiſtles are no Goſpels, ſo it skill: not much AnC 
Since I have toft thee # when they are deliver'd. Tait 
Art. Sebaſtian are you ? Ol. Open't and read it. : Wh 
Seb. Fear'ſt thou that, Avthono ? p (7/0. Look thento be well edifigd, when the fool deli. Mo 
eAnt. How have you made divifion of your {c1f, vers the Madiin, By tht Lord Madam. //, 7 Set! 
An ample cleft in two, is nor more twin OL. How tow, art thew mad ? 
Then theſe twocreatures, Which is Sebaſtian ? Clo, No, Madam, I do but read madneſs: and- your 
0! Moſt wonderful. Ladiſhip will have itas it ought to be, you muſt allow 
Seb. Do I ſtand there ? I never hada brother : Vox. 
Nor c#n there be # Deity in my nature Ol, Prgthee read it i'thy right wits. 
'Of here and every where, I had a filter, | Clo. S0 Ido Madenz; but to read his right wits, i; 
Whom the blind waves and furges have gery.s A to read thus: therefore, perpend my Princeſs, and giy: 
Of charity, what kin are you to me ? Jo Vis ear. > -— 
What Countr. 7 what nam- ? what Parentage ? Ol. Read it you, firrah. Jo Fabran 
Vio, Of Meffalme : Sebaſtian was my Father, Fab. Reads. By the Lord Madam, you wrong me, and 
| Such a Sebaſtian was my brother too : the world ſhall know it : Though yqu, have pur me into 
So went he ſuited to his watery tomb 1 darknels, and given your drunken Ge2-A rule over me, yet 
If ſpirits can aſſume both form and lvir, have I benefit of my ſenſes as well as your Ladiſhip. - ] 
You come to fright us. have your own Letter y that induced me to the {emblaneel, 
Seb. Aſpirit | am indeed, puton; with the which ] doubt nor, but to do my fe 
But am in that dimenſion groſly clad, much right,or you much ſhame: Think of me as you pleaſe; 
Which from the womb 1 did _— | leave my duty a little unthought of, and ſpeak out of my 
Were you a woman, as the reſt gd even, injury. | I he madly us'd Malyolio. 
I ſhould my tears let fall upon your cheek, Ol. Did he write this ? 
And fay, thrice welcome drowned Vela. cm 
Fi.. My Father had a MoaFupon his brow, D«>This ſavours not much of diſtraRion. 
Seb. And fo had mine. Ol. See him deliver'd Fabian, bring bim hither « 
Vio, And dyd that day when ola from her birth My Lord, fo pleaſe you, theſe things further thought on,| | 
} Had numbred thirteen years. To think me as well a fiſter, as a wife, 
Seb. O, that record is lively in my ſoul; One day ſhall crown ttralliance on'r, ſo pleafe you; 
He finiſhed indeed his mortal at Here at my houſe, and at my proper coſt. 
That day that made my fifter thirteen years, Du, Madam, | am moft apt t'embrace your offer 1 
Vie. If nothing lets to make us happy both, Your Maſter quits you ; andfor your ſervice done him, 
But this my maſculine uſurp'd attire; So much againit the-metal of your ſex, (,7o Yo ln 
Do not embrace me, till each circumſtance, So far beneath your ſoft and tender breeding, 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump And fince you call'd me maſter, for ſo long 
That 1 am Y'olag which to confirm, Here is my hand, you ſhall from this time be 
PlEtring you to a Captain in this Town, Your Maſters, Miftrs.f v Ju Sis kr She + | 
Where lye my Maiden weeds: by whoſe gentle help, 7 | 
| was preſerv'd tofſerve this noble Count: uht. JISC CC Vie. 
' AN theoccurfenteof my fortune ſince Enter Malvolio. 
Hath been berween this Lady, and his Lord. 
Sch. 9 comes it Lady, you have been wiſtook { /o V/;v) Du. Is this the mad man? 
But nature to her bias drew in that- Ol. Agny Lord this ſame : how now,ſalvoho ? 
You would have been contrated to a Maid, Mal, Madaw, you have done me wrong, 
Nor ate you thereintby my lifeJdeceiv'd, Notorious wrong. 
You are betroth'd b oth to a Maid and man. Ol. Have |, Malvelio? No. 
| Du. Be not amaZ'd; right noble is his blood : Mal. Lady you have, pray you ptruſe that letter. 
If this be ſo, as yet the glaſs ſeems true You muſt not now deny it is your hand, 
I ſhall have ſhare in this moſt happy wrack. Write from it if you can, in hand or phraſe, 
Boy, thou haft ſaid rs me a thouſand times, 1/ a Or ſay *tis not your ſeal, nor your invention; 
Thou never ſhould'ſt love woman like to me: (To 10 2] You can lay none of this. Well, grant it then, 
Vie. And all thoſe ſayings, will I over-ſwear And tell me in the modeſty of honour, 
And all thoſe ſxearings keep as true in ſoul, Why you have given me ſuch clear lights of favour, 
As doth that orbed continent, the fire, Bad me come {miling,and croſs garter'd to you, 
| That ſevers day from night. To put on yellow ſtockings, and to frown 
Du. Give me thy hand, Upon Sir Toby, and the lighter people ? 
And let me ſce thee in thy womans weeds. And aQting this in an obedient hope} 
Vie. The Captain that did bring me firſt on ſhore; Why have you ſuffer'd me to be imptiſon'd, | 
Hath my Maids garments : he upon ſome ARtion Keptin a dark houſe, viſited by the Prieft, 
| now in durance, at Malvelie's iuit, | and made the moſt notorious geck or gull bat| 
| " That 
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That ere invention plaid on? Tell me why ? 
OL Alas; Halvolio, this is not my writing, 
Thoyl confeſs, much like the CharaQer : 
2ut out of queſtion, *tis Maria's hand. 
And now 1 do bethink me, it was ſhe jo _ 
Firſt told me thou waſt madz then cam'ft.ig ſmiling, 
and in fuch forms, which here were preſupposd 
1p0n thee in the. Lerter : prathee be content, | 
This praiſe hath moſt ſhrewdly paſt vpon thee; 
But when we know the Grounds and Authors of ut, 
Thou ſhalt be both the Plaintiff and the Judge 
Of thine own cauſe. 

Fab. Good Madam, hear me ſpeak, 
And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come,. 
Taint the condition of this preſent hour, 
Which I have wondred at. In hope it ſhall not, 
Moſt freely I confeſs my ſelfy, and Toby = 
Set this device againſt Aalvolio here, 


[Upon ſome Rubborn and uncourteous parts 


We had conceiv'd againft him. Afaria writ 

The Letter, at Sir Toby's zreat importance; 

Ia recompence whereof, he hath married her » 

How with a ſportful malice it was follow'd, 

May rather pluck on Laughter than Revenge , 

If that the injuries be juſtly weigh'd, 

That have on both ſides paſt, 

01. Alaggoor Fool, how have they baffPd thee ?. 
Clo, Why ſome are born great, ſome atchieve great- 
nefs, and ſome bave greatneſs thrown upon them. , I was 
ong/fir, in this Tnterlude, one Sir Topay fir; but. that's 
all one: By the Lord Fool, Iam not mad ; but dg you re. 
member, Madam, why laugh you at ſuch a barren raſcal? 


time , brings in his revenges. þ 
Mal, T1Ebe reveng'd on the whole pack of you. Ex : 
01, He hath been moſt notoriouſly abus'd. 
Ds, Purſue him, and entreat him to a peace: 


an&you ſmile not he's gag'd ; and thus the whirl-gigg of 


He hath not told us of the Captain yet; 


When that is known, and golden time convents; 


A ſolemn Combinationſhall be made 
Of our dear Souls, 


or ſo you ſhall be, while youare a man 
But when in other habits you are ſeen. 
Orfind's Miſtrsf aid hisffac 


i 


_ 


Clown ſings. 
When that I was and 4 little 15ngBoy , 


with bey, be, the Wind and the Rain 
"FX foliſk thing warm, TO *® 


oy for the rain it raineth every day. 
_ But when 1 came to_mans. eftatt__ _ 
with hey, bo, &c. 


"Gainſt Knaves and Thieves men font their gate, 


for the R ang: Grepn pt iN$.) 4 


.” But when 1 come-unto' my-Be 
with bey, bo, &c, © 
' With Toſpots fill hdd \drnhen 


: ! with bey, ho, Ge. 
But that's all one, our Play is done, 


ean time {weet Siſter, 
We will not part from hence. Ceſario come, 


Queen. + 
j 


ig bf 
and we'll ſtrive to pleaſe you every day: xt 
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] 'my ſervices:;Jre-\now on 
ſhall ſeefas I have ſaj 
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juſtly owes bim«-2- 4 | 1: 
| vill be juſtified in que-Leves}'ferindeed—5* 
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Cam. *Brfeech 


a LICE 


| W Plimes, Scena Prima. 4 Pl LC, | 

co” | 7, —_— ——— = —; 
Enter Camillo, and Arghidams | 

Arch. 0 ”_ oy 


IF aa Rel 

F y tall chinemill0 ciſc 3S, | 
L Sathe.lKe PE Scena Secunda. IN 
ot, you ; | 
.great dif 


———_ your | 


g's NEED to | 
He vi tation, which be 


Arch,. Wherein our - diol wt be ſhame: us J F 


you 
Arch. Verily 1 ſpeak it in the freedom of my knowledge} 


Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamillius; Polixenes, Cathill, 
b A ea fs . 


q oft Nine.changes of the watry Star-hath. been 
Vaſt Note fipes we havcleſt our Throne _ 


opt. 6 Butthen , Time as long again 
\d be GI ppgm py Brotbery, with aur Thaoks, 
Fan yet we ſhould! for perpetyity, | 
Go hengs indebt :. andtherefore, like a Cipher, | 
tYet Ronding in rich, place multiply | 


, With one, Etbank you, Many ads moe 
"That go "before it. 


we cannot with ſuch magnificence——in fo rare- 

[ know not what to (ay 

Drinks, that your fenges ( un-intelligent of our infuffici- 

ence ) may, tho they cannot praiſe us, as little accuſe 

us. 

'| Cam. You pay a great deal toodear, for what's given 
freely. 


- | me, and as mine honeſty puts it to utterance. Ha 48 

| Cam. Sicilia cannot ſhew himſelf over-Kind to Bobawia, 
They were train'd together in their Child hoods; and | 

| there rooted betwixt then then ſuch an affeQion, which 

| CaNNOT C 


Seciety, their encounters tho not perſonal, } have been 
royally attornied with enterchange of gifts, Letters,lov- 
ing Embaſſies, that they have ſeem'd to be together, tho 
.abſer:t ; ſhook hands, as over a Vaſt Sea, and embrac'd as 
| it were from theends of oppoſed Winds. The Heavens 
{ [continue their Loves! 

FE + hg think there is not in the world, either Malice- 
for Matter to alter it. You have an unſpeakable comfort of 
{1 your young Prince Mamillexs ;, it is a Gentleman of the 
| greareſt promile that ever came into my Note. 

; Cam, I v«ry well agree with you in the hopes of him: 
'.it is a gallant Child, one thatfindeedH Phyſicks the Sub- 

jj jrt; makevol4heares-freſhc-they-that-went on Crutches| 
| ere he was born, defire yet their life,to ſee him-a man. 
Arch, Would they elic be content to die? 

| Cam. Yes, if there were no other excuſe, why they 
{ ſhould deſire 10 live. 

| Arch. It the King had no Son, they would deſire to 
live on Crutchesill he had one. - ( rene, 


<2 woos — 


— 


'o 


— 


mln haARL wn ot! [e 


hs ne Fage > fi hater ly wn 65" Comer: 


—_— — _ 


We will give you ſleepy 


Arch, Believe me, I ſpeak as my underſtanding inftruQs 


< but branch now. Since theirmore mature | 
 D gnitics, and Royal Neccſhties, ——_— Fs of their | 


Do evenGrag we homeward z which to hinder, 


You had drawn Oaths from him, not to ſtay: you;oir7 


Fur o he, kg many 


Leo. Stay your thanks a while, 
And pay them when you part. 
Pol. Sir, that's to morrow : 
I2n queſtion'd by my fears, of what may chance, 
Or breed upon our abſence; ; thifinay blow | 
We neaping. Winds at home, to make us ſay, 
'This is put forth roo : beſides, 1 have ftay'd 
To tire your Royalty. 
Leo. We are rougherf Brother, 
'Than you can put us to?c. 

Pol. No longer ftay. 

Leo. One f{ev'night-longer. 

Pol. Very footh, to morrow. | 

Leo. We'll part the time berween's then: and in that} 
Pl&no gain-ſaying. | 

Pol. Preſs me not;f*beſeech youſ fs 1 
There is no tongue that moves z none, none Pch* world 
So ſoon as yours, could win me : fo it ſhould now,_ 
Were there neccfſity in your requeſt, altho 
'T were needful 1 deni/d it. My affairs 


———— AM 


— 


——_ 


VVere fin your LoveFs whip to me; my ſtay, 
To you a charge, and trouble : ro ſave both, 
FarewelFc ur brother» ! 
Leo. Tongue-tiyd our Queen? ſpeak you. 
Her. | had thought {Sir to have held my peace , vngi 


Charge him tog Foldly. Tell him, you are ſure 
All in B s well : this ſatisf:Rion, 
The by-gone-day — this to him, 
H:*s beat from his beſt ward 
Leo. VVell ſaid, Hermidne. 
Her. To tell, he longs to ſee his Son, were firong 3 
But let him ſay fo then, and let him go ; | 
But let him ſwear fo, and he ſhall nor ſtay, | 
VVe'l thwack him hence whith Diſtaffs, | 
Yet 


_- 


— _ _ 


War 4-0 


CEIrtSS CN u44 


n %s 0 Go WAW i ; county s of whith Po LI RS | y*H J/ 
Ji lheke wi | ustie 01 kt 18 A: tho wy A+ capabt: "I he HP g Ae ame POWs, 
ie He Mars Roosk s- oras fres v Fawn, AM , mos of Ae Pas Coca foes aq oleh 


a ww Na vw auaamw#Haaqa qa iz » _=d 


1 ts Reef 


— 
z 


4 


F 


HY Ih DET 


"The Winters T ale. 


W 


— 


251 


Pol. No; Madam. 


Her. Verily? 


Not like a Gueft 


When you depart, and ſave yaur thanks. 
My priſoner ? or my Gueſt? by your dread verily, 
One of them you ſhall be. ; 

Pol. Your Gueſt then, Madam : 

To be your Priſoner, ſhould import offen 
Which is for me leſs ealfro commit, 


Than you to puniſh, 


Pol. We were 


Hereditary ours. 


You have tript ſince. 


To better purpole. 
Her. Never ? 


————. 


Yet of your Royal preſence, IlCad 
The horrow of a week. When at E 
You take my Lord, I'|tegivews 

To let him there a Month, behifd the Gueſt© 
Prefix'd for's parting : | 

[ love tee not a jar o*th Clocky, behind 
What Lady ſhe her Lord. You'l ſtay ? 


Her, Not your Goaler then 
| But your kind hoſteſs; come, 1'| 
' [Of my Lords tricks and. yours, when you were boys : 
You were pretty Lordings then ? 
Gair Queen+y, 
Two Lads, that thought there wasno more behind, 
But ſfach a day to morrow, as to day, 
And to be boy eternal. 
Her. Was not my Lord 
The verier wag 0 th? two ? | 
Pol. VVe, were as twin'd Lambs, that did frisk i*th*Sun, 
And bleat the one at th? py 
VVas innocence, for innocence.z we knew not 
The DoArine of iILJoing, no nor dream'd 
That ary did : had we purlivd that life, 
And our weak ſpirits ne*re been higher. rear'd | 
With Rtronger blood, we ſhould: have anſwer'd Heaven 
Boldly, not guilty 3 the impoſition clear'd, 


yet 


Her, Nay, but you will ? 
Pal. 1, may not verily. 


ill you go yet ? 


er: what we 


Her. By this we gather 


Pol. O my, moft ſacred Lady, 
Temptations have fiace then been born to's; for 
In thoſe unfledg'd daigs, was my wife a Girl ; 
| Your precious telf h 


repute 4 


y Commillion, 


ood heed3},Leontes, 


You put me off with limber vows ;, but L,:. 
Tho you would ſeek t'un{phere the Stars with Oaths, 
Should yet ſay, SirFno going : verily 
You ſhall not go a Ladys verily is 
As potent, as & Lords, , 
Force me to keep you as, a priſoner, 
” {o you ſhall pay your Fees :_. | 
How ſay you ? 


ding ; 


Lqueftion you 


chang'd, 


then not crols'd the eyes 


Of my young Play-fellow. 

Hebron ta boot !, 
Of this make no concluſion, leſt youſay 
Your Queen and I are Devils : . yet goon; + 
TH offences we have made youdo, we'tlanſwer, 
if you firſt Gap'd with us z, and that with us 
Youdid continue fault, ; and that you flipt not 
VVith any, but with us. 
Leo, Is he won yet ? 
Her, He'll ſtay, Fmy Lord)» 
Leo. Army requeſt, he we ull not : 
Hermionex-my deareſt} thou neber ſpok'ſt 


Les. Never, but once. 
Her, VVhat? have. I twice faid well? when was't before? 
[Prifhee tell me.cram's with-praiſe, and make's 
ASTat as time things.: Qne good.deed, dying tongueleſs, 
Slaughters a thouſand, 
Our prailes are, our wages. You:may.ride's 
VVith one {oft kiſs a thouſand Fucloogs, cre 
VVith pur we heat an Acre. But to th* Goal : 
My laſt good deed was to intreat his ſtay; 
VVhat was my firft ? it has an elder Siſter, 


waiting upon that. 


| 


| 


| 
l 


| 


[ 


Or I miftzke you : O, would her name were Grace, 
But once before | ſpake to th*purpoſe ? when ? 
Nay, lerme have't; Hong. 

Leo. VVhy, that was when | 
Ere I could make thee open thy- white hand 
And cliperhy {elf,- my Love ; then didſt thou utter, 
| am yours for ever. * 

Her. Fis Grace indeed. * ' | | | 
VVhy;lo-you now 7 | have ſpoke to th'purpoſe twice 
The onerfor'tver carfi'd a Royal Husband ; 
Thy? other, for foaie while a Friend. 

Leo. Too hot, te6her: | © 
To mingle friendſhip far, is mingting bloods. 
| have Tremor Cordis on me —my heatt Vances, 

But not for joy4-not joy: This entertainment 
May's free face put on 3 derives a Libe 
From heartineſs; from bounty Fertile bolom; 
And wellbecome the Agent *t oiuy, I grant g 
But to be padling palms, and pinching fingers, 
As now they are, and making praRis'd ſmiles  .. 
As in a Looking-Glaſs-—and then to Gigh-s *twere 
The Mort o'th*Dfer+- oh, that is entertainment 
My boſome- likesnot, nor my Brows. Mawillins, 
Arr thou my boy? 

Man. Amy good Lord. 

Leo. I fecks) © 


7 C 


Theyſay'it is a Copy out KS Come Captain, 

We muſt be neat z not neat, Tleanly Captain 

And yet the Steer, the Heifer, and'the Calf, 

Are all calld Neat. Still Virgin: Ving 

Upon his palm-#-How now;f you wanton Calf} 

Art thou my Calf ) ? 
Mam. Yesif you wilfmy Lord}- | 
Leo. T hon wanr'lt a _ 

To be full, like me z yet they fay we are 

Almoſt as like as Eggs 3 Women fay [o, 

tfhatwill ay any thing)but were they falfe 

As o're dvd Bits, as wind, as waters; falſe 

As dice are to'be' wiſh'd, by one that fixes 

No botnerwitt his gnd'mine ; yet were it true, 

To ſay this boy like me. Come fir Page}, 

Look on me with your welkin eye villain, .. 

Moſt dear'ft, * my collop.c.. Car they dain? may't be? 

L2_.mhy | ion ftab+thd Center. 

Thou do'ſt make poſſible things not be ſo held, 

Communicat' with dreams how can this be ?) 

With what's unreal, thou coaRtive art! 

And fellow'ft nothiogs. Then ris very credent, 

Thou maift co-joyn with ſomethirig, and thou doft, 

EAnd that beyond commiſſion3;and1 findit, 

< And that to the infeion of my Braing; 

And hardning of my Erows, 3” 

Pal. What means Sicilia ? 

Her. He ſomething teems unſetled. 

Pol. How? my Lord ? | 

Leo, What cheer ? how is't with you, 
| Her op | 

Are you,mov'd;fmy Lord? 3 
Leo, Nogin'good carneft. - | 

How ſometimes Nature will betray its folly $ 

It's tenderneſs ? and make it ſelf a paſtime 

To harder bofoms tf” Lookittg on the Lines = 

Of my Boys tace, mferhoughts F did recoil 

Twenty three years, atid {aw my ff unbrefeh'd, 

In my green Velvet Coat; my Digger muzzeld, 

Left it ſhoutd-bite it's Maſter, and fo prove 

As Ornaments oft dogs } roo dangerous 3 _ 

How likefme thovght+T rhen was to'this RerneH-, 

This Squaſh; 'this Gentletnan! ' Mine honeſt friend, 

Will you take Eggs fot Money ? 

Mam. No - PlCfight.” 


a — 


Lee. You will ? why happy wan be's dole/ My Broth 
Are 


z 


— A A 4 4 


x 
: 


$ (gets 
oo, Joo like 


Fe Brother ? 
old a brow of much diftra&ion, 


>* 


V'Vhy that's my Bawcock 3 what ? hag't ſmutch'd thy noſe? 


paſh,&the ſhoots that I have, 


Three crabbed Months had ſowr'd themſelves to death, | 


q 
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[are you ſo fond of your young Prince, as we 


Tho you perceive me-not how 1 give Line, | 
GO 10, g0 to, Ceſare Per 7-946 Jlerm. 


Or 1 am much deceiv'd F, Cuckolds ere now ; 


Wich bag and baggage] many a thouſand enet+ 9/7 


| Leo. amilliusy thou'rt an hovef man : 
(mills; this great Sir will yet iay longer: $.p Ma, 


Hl. 


" Leo. Didft note it? 


 Burſvitis, it is not, Was this taken 


Perchance are to this buſineſs purblind ? Say. 


Boheme Ftays here longer. 


ts 


Do teem to be of ours? 
Pol. If at home (Sir, 
Hews's all my Exerciſe, my Mirth, my Matter 3 
Now my ſworn Friend, and then mine Enemy 5 
My Paraſite, my Soldier , carts fy j 
He mzkes a 7uly's day, ſhort, as December , 
And with his varying Childneſs, cures in me 
[hot ghts, that ſhould thifik my Blood. 
Lee. Sv ſtands this Squire [240 
Oficd with me: We two will walk, my Lord); 
And leave you to your graver ſteps. #Zermone, 
How thou lov'ſt us, ſhew in our Brothers welcome; 
Let what is degr in Sicily be cheap: 
Next to thy (elf; and my young Rover, he's 
Apparent to my heart; 
Her. If you would ſeek vs, 
We are yours i'th* Garden : ſhall's attend yoy, there ? 
Lee. To your own bents diſpoſe you ; you'Sbe found, 
Be you beneath the Sky :*I am angling now, 


How ſhe holds up the Neb ? the Bill to him? 

And arms her with the boldneſs of a Wife Ere. Al Her 
To her allowing Husband.. Gone already, AHEAD 
Inch thick, Knee deep ; ore-head and ears a fork'd one. 
Go play, £BoyH play+-thy Mother plays, and I 

Flay roc; but ſo diſgrac'd a part, whoſe iſſue 

Will hiſs me to my Grave + Contempt and Clamor . 
will be my Knell, Go play,(BoyHplay, there have been, 


And many a man there is feven at this prefent, 

Now, while I ſpeak this, olds his Wite by tt? Arm. 
That little thinks ſhe has been ſluic'd in's abſence, 

And his Pond hſh'd by his next Neighbour, &y _ 

Sir Smi/C. his Neighbour :3 nay, there's comfort in't, 
Whiles other men have Gates, and th6ſe Gates open'd, 
(As mineH againſt their will. Should all deſpair 
That hive revolted Wives, the tenth of Mankind 


« et, North and South, be it concluded 
No Barricado for a Belly Seen am tes 
Ic will let inand out the F / 


ave the dilcale, and feel't not. How now Boy ? 
Man, | am like you,they ſay. 
Leo. Why, that's fome comfort, 

What? \Camillo there ? 


Cam. Ay,my good Lord. 
—_— 


Cam. You had much ado to make his Anchor hold; 


Wien you caſt out, it till came home. 


Cam. He would not ſtay at your petitiong, made j 
His buſineſs more material, 

Leo. Dicft perceive it? 
They're here with me already ; whiſp'cing, round 
Sicilia 15 a{o-forth: *ris far gone, At 
When 1 ſhall guſt it laſt, How camft {Camillo} 
That hc: did ſtay? 

Cam. Art the good Queens entreaty. 

Leo. At the Queens bet ; Good ſhould be pertinent; 


By any underftanding pate but thine ? 

For the conceit is ſoaking, will draw in 

More than the common Blocks; not noted, ist, 
Burt of the finer Natures ? by ſome Severals 

Ot head-picce extraordinary ? Lower Meſſes 


Ce», Buſineſs, my Lord ? I think moſt underſtand 


Leo. Ha? 
ew Stays here longer. 
-bvor Ay but why? 
Cam," To latisfie your Highneſs, and the Entreaties 
Of our moſt gracious Miſtrets. 
Leo. Satisfie ? 
Tiventreaties of your Miſtreſs ? Satisfie ? 
Let that ſuffice, I have truſted thee {Camills Þ,, 
With all the neafft things x my heart, colth 
My Chamber-Councels, wherein Prieſt-like),thou 
Haſt cleans'd my Boſom ; I, from thee departed 
Thy penitent reform'd : but we have been 
Deceiv'd in thy integrity, deceiv'd 
In that which ſeems fo, | 
Cam, Be it fordid toy Lord i” 
Leo, To bide upon'twthou art not honeſt z or 
If thou inclig/ſt that way, thou art a Coward, 
Which h oneſty behind, reſtraining 
From courſe requir'd ; or elſe thou muft be counted 
A Servant, gratted in my ſerious Truſt, 
And therein negligent; or <lſe a Fool, 
That feeft a Game plaid home, the rich ſtake drawn, 
And tak'ſt it all for jeft, 
Cam. My gracious Lord, 
I may be negligent, fooliſh and fearful; 
In every one of theſe; no man is free, 
But that his negligence, his folly, fear, 
Amongſt the infinite doingrof the World, 
Sometimes puts forthcin your affairs, {my Lord.Y, 
[f ever 1 were wiltul-neglipgent, 
it was my folly; if i 
| play'd the fool, it was my negligence, 
Not weighing well the end ; if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where 1 the iſſue doubted, 
Whereof jthe Exccution d:d cry out 
Againſt the non-performance z *twzs a fear 
Which oft infeRts the wiſeſt : theſe, Emy Lord ,, 
Are ſuch allow'd inhrmities;that honeſty 
ls never free of, But beſeech your Grace, 
Be plainer with me, let me know my treſp:fs 
By it's own viſage if I then deny it , 
'Tis none of mine. 
Leo. Hnot you feen, Camillo} 
(But that's paſt doubt ; you have, or your eye. glaſs 
ls thicker than a Cockolds Horn) or heard } 
(For to a Viſton fo apparent, Rumour 
Cannot be mute) or thought} (for Cegitation 
Reſides not in that man, 'that do's not think 
My Wife is'flippery? if thou wilt, confeſs, 
Or <clfe be impudently negative, 
oO have nor Eyes, nor Ears, nor Thought then ſay 
My Wife's a HobhjHorſe Ceſerves a N 
As rank as any FItt-wench, that purs to 
Before her troth-plight : ſay't and m_— 
Cam. I would not be a ſtander-by, fo hear 
My Soveraign Miſtreſs clouded fo, without 
My preſent vengeance taken; ſhrew my heart, 
You never ſpoke what did become you leſs 
Than this z which to reiterate, were fin 
As deep as that, tho true. 
Leo. Is whiſpering nothing? 
Is leaning Cheek to Check? is meeting Noſes ? 
Kiſſing with inſide Lip ? Ropping the Carter 
Of Laughter, with a Sigh 7 (a note infallible 
Of breaking honeſty) horſing foot on foot ? 
Skulking in corners ? wiſhing Clocks more ſwiſt ? 
Hours, Minutes ? the Noon, Midnight ? and all Eyes 
Blind with the pin and web, but theirs ; theirs only, 
That would unſeep be wicked ? k this nothing ? 
Why then the World, and all that's int. is nothing, 
The covering Sky is nothing, Bebowda"tothing, 
My wife is nothing, nor nothirg have theſe nothings; 
If this be nothing. 
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Car. Good my Lord be cur'd 
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« diſeas d opinion, and betimmes Forſake the Court; to do*r, of no, is certain 
of = _" dan nos To me a break-neck. "Happy Star, reign now . I 
Fo Leo, Say it be, *tis true. Here comes Bobowee, £45 ac}, Enter Polixenes, | 
Cam. No,no, my Lord, |, Fol. This isftrange ?-erhinks, //* —\ 
Leo. Itis ; you lye, you lye : My favour here begins to warp. Not ſpeak? 
[ſay thoulicſt,Camlo, and I hate thee, Good day Camille. Ay 7 
Pronounce thee a grols Lowt, a mindlefs Slaye, Cam. Hailmoſtroyal (ir! Wen 
Or elſe a hovering Temporizer, that Pol. Whatis the news i'th* Court ? 
Canft with thine eyes at once ſee good and evil, (am. None rare;{ my Ldo | 
Inclining to them both : were my wives Liver Pol, The King hath on him ſuch a countenance, 
tnſeRed;& as her liſezſhe would not live As had he loſt ſoine Province, and, a Regiod _ 
The running of one Glaſs, Loy'd, as he loves hicſelf : even now [ met him 
Cam. Who do's infeft her ? | With cuſtomaty epmpteinent, when he 
Leo, Why he that, wears her like her Medal, hanging Wafting his eyes £6 \ *contraty,and falling | 
About his necks Bobegarfwho, if 1 A Lip of ,much contempt, ſpeeds from me, and | 
Had ſervants true about me, that bear eyes $o leaves the to conſider what is breeding, 
To ſee alike mine honour, as their profits, That changes thus hisMa Is... 
{Their own particular Thriftsthey would do that Cam. I darenot know. EN, 
| Which ſhould undo more doing: 1, and thou Pol. How, dare tiot? do nat2. dg yau know, and dare not> 
His cup«bearer, whom! from meaner form Be intelligent to meg Nis theres 
[Hare dench*dfand rear'd to worſhip, who may'ft ſee For to your ſelf, what do yow ou muff, 
Plainly, as heaven ſces earth, and earth ſees Heaven, And cannot ſay, you dare net. - Goed Camille, 
How ' am gall'd, chou mightf be-ſpice a Cup, Your charig'd complexions are to me a Mirror, 
To give mine engmy a laſting wink 3 Vhich ſhews me mine chang'd too z for I mult be 
Which draught to me, were cordial. A party in this alteration, finding  - 
Cen, Sirf wy Lord +) My ſelf thus alter'd wi kJ - 
[could do this, and that with no raſh Potion, . Cam, There is a ſicknels. - CR 
But wigh a lingring Dxao, that ſhould not work, Which puts fome of usin diſtgwpery but 
Maliciouſly, liKTI poiſon , but I cannot , I cannot name the Difeaſe, and.it is cayght + 
Believe this Crack to be in my dread Miſtreſs, Of you that yet axe welk. | 
t50 foverfignly being honourable, Pol. How caught of me ?. 
Lhaveloved-thec. Ao Llov'd- Pg Make me not ſighted like the Bublilghe, 
Leo. Make that thy queſtion, - go rot : I kave look'd on thouſands, who hive ſped the better 
Do'fithink I am ſo muddy, ſounletled, By my regard, but kill'd none'ſq : Camille, 
To appoint my ſelf in, this vexation? | As you, are cerpainly a Gentleman, thexere 
Sully.the purity and witneſs of my ſheets Clerk- like expegienc'd,(which no leſs adotns 
{Which to preſerves is = * which being ſpotted, Our Gentry, than our-Parents Noble Names, 
þ Goads, Thorns, Nettlesy Tails of Waſps }- In whoſe ſucceſs ive are gentle } | beſeech you, 
Give ſcandal tothe blood o'th* Prince, my Son, 4) If you know ought which do'r behove my knowledge, 
{Whol do think is mine, and love as mine) Thereof to be inform'd, impriſon's not 
Without ripe mving to*c+ would 1 do this ? In ignorant concealment. 
Could man fo blench ? Cam, I may not anſwer, 
Cam. | mult believe 5-0/2 Pol. A Sickneſs caught of me, and yet I well ? | 
| do, and will fetch off B or't : I muſt be anſwer'd, Doft thou hear.Camill, 
Provided, that when he's remoyv'd, your highneſs { I conjure thee by all the parts of man, | 
Will take again your Qyeen, as yours at firſt, Which honour do's acknowledge,whereof the leaft 
Even for your Sons lake, and thereby for ſealing Is not this Suit of mine, that thou declare 
The injury of Tongues, in Courts and Kingdoms What incidency thou doſt gueſs of harm | 
Known and ally'd to yours. Is creeping towardsme ; how far off, how near, 
Leo. Thou doſt adviſe me, Which way to be prevented, if to be ; 
Evenſoas | mine own courſe have ſet down : | If not, how beſt to bear it. | 
PIEgive no blemiſh to her hononr, none. Cam. Sir, | well tell you,, | | 
Cam, My Lord, Since I am charg'd in Honour, and by him - 
Go then; and with acountenance as clear , 4 ,.... That I think Henourablez therefore mack my counkel, 
as friendfhip wears at Feaſts, keep wirh Sg Which muſt be ev'a as fwiftly followtd, as | 
And with your Queen : I am his Cup- bearer; ] mean to utter it ; or both your ſc If, and me, 
if from me he have wholſome Beveridge, Cry loft, and {o good night. 
Account me not your ſervant. Pol. On, good Canglja. baba 6 
Lee. This is al) « Cam. pointe to murder you. | 
Do't, and thou haſt the one half of my heart ; Pol. By whom, Cams lo wa 
4Do'r not, thou fplitFR thine own. Cam. By the King, a 
4! Can. PlLdo't, my Lord. Pol. For what ? Fc | | 
(Y$. Leo. 1 will ſeem friendly, as thou haft advis d me. (Exir | Cam, He thinks, nay, with all, confidence he , \mears, 
Cam. O miſerable Lady! Butfor me ? As he had ſeen't, or been an Inftrumens 
What cafe ſtand I in ? I muſt be the poyſoner To vice you to'r, that you have toucht his Queen 
Of good Polixenes, and my ground to do't,. Forbiddenly. | w | 
ls the obedience to a Maſter , one, Pol. Oh then, my beſt blood turn .. 
Whoin Rebellion with himſelf, will have To an infefted Gelly, and my. Name / 
All that are his, fo too. To do this deed, Be yoak'd with his, that did detray the beſt 5 
romotion follows» If I could findexample _ Turn then my freſbeſt Reputatifa ro _ 
| f thouſands that had firuck anointed. Kings, A ſavour, that may ftriks the dulleft Noftril 
And flouriſh'd afrer, Pd not do't ; But fince Where I arrive; and my approach be ſhuo'd, CEE 
Nor Braſs, nor Stone, nor Parchment bears not one, Nay, hated too, worſe than the great” infeRtion,, - 
f 2h it ſelf forſwear't. Fmuſt That ere was heard, or read, | 


— _ — — OE_ 
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1 


| Caw. | know not ; but Lawtiſur 


Too 
Lt che LOr  half-Moon made with a Pen. 
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Cam. Swearfhis thoughs oyer 
By each particular Star in Heavep, and 
By all their ipfluerces z you may as well 
Forbid the Sea for to obey. the Moon Ea 
AsC or by Oath}-remove, or f Counſel F ſhake 
The Fabrick of his Folly, whoſe foundation 
Is pyd upon his Faith, and will contitue 
The ſtanding of his Body, © _ 
Pol. How ſhould this grow ?. , 
e tis lafer to 
Avoid what's grown, that queſtion how 'tis born. 
lf therefore you dare truſt my hohe 4 
That lies incloſe& in this Trunk, which you / 
Shall ar along injipawit, away .to Night , 
Your Followers I will whiſper to the buſineſs, 
And wilt by twoes, and threes, at feveral Poſterns, 
Clear them o'th? City, For my (gl, V1Epbt 
My fortunes to your ſeryice which are here 
By this diſcovery loft. + Be not uncertain, 
For by the honour of my Patents, | 
Have uttrced Truth ; which if you feck to prove, 
[ dare not ſtand by z nor ſhall you de fafer, 
Than one condemned by the Kings own mouth 
Fheveen his Execution ſworn. | 
Pol. | do believe thee: © - | 
I ſaw his heart in's face. Give methy hand; 
Be Pilot to me, and thy places ſhall 
Srill neighbour mine. My Ships are ready , and 
My people did expe& my hence departure 
T'wo days ago. This Jealouſie 
Is for a precious Creature ; as ſhe's rare, 
Muſt it be great 3 and, as his Perſon's mighty, 
Muſt it be violent ; and, as he do's conceive, 
He is diſhonour'd by a man, which ever 
Proſels'd to him y Why his Revenges muſt 
[n that be made more þitter. Fear ore-ſhades me ; 


I will reſpe& thee as a Father, if 
Thou bear'ft my life off, hence. Let us avoid. 
Cam. |t is in mine authority to command 
The Keys of all the Poſterns ; Pleaſe your Highneſs. 
To take the urgent hour. Come,Sir,away, 7 


ren 


Adttus Secundus. Scena Prima 


Enter Hermuone, /Mamilins, Ladegs : Leontesr 
Pr Re MT TIE 


Her. Take the boy to you ; he fo troubles me', 
*Tis paſt enduring. . 

Lady. Come my gracious Lord }, 

Shall I be your play-fellow? 

Maw. No, I'& none of you. 

Laiy. Why,Ffmy ſweet Lord ? } 

Mam. You'l|kifs me hard, and ſpeak to me, as if 


[ were # Baby till, by ye you better, 
2 Lady And why ofa} Lord? 3 


Mam. Not for becaufe 


{ Your Brows are blackerf* yet black-brows they fay, 


Become ſome Women beft, ſo that there be not 
much hair there, but in a Semicircle, 


2 Lady. Who taught this ? 
Man. | learn'dit out of Womens faces : pray now, 


x 


' 


Good expedition be my friend,/ => _—___ Mew why 
The gracious Queer), part of his Thea q bur nothing 
Of hisill-rafie ſuipitzon! Come Camille, 


Lp | 


Than $ 


© 


| What colour be your eye-vrows ? 
Lady. Blew , my Led. + 
Mam. Nay, that's a mock: | have (cen a Lacie ) 
That ha's beep blew, but not her eye-brows, =, as 
Lady. Heark. ye, 
The Queen your Mother,3 rounds apace ; we ſhall 
Preſent our ſervices to a fine new Prince 
| One of theſe dots and then you'] wanton with us, 
If we would have you, 
2 Lady. She is ſpread of late | 
Into a goodly Bulk good time encounter herl) 
Her. What wiltom ſtirs amongſt you? Come Sir, now 
Iam for you again « Pray-you fit by us, 
And tells a Tale. 
Mam. Merty , or fad, ſhallt be ? 
Her. As merry as you will, 
Mam, A (ad Tale's beft for VVinter : 
| have oneol Sprights, and Goblins. 
Het. Let% have thatF good Sir. + 
Come-on, fit down. Come-on, and do your beft, 
To fright me with your ſprights : you' pogerful at it, 
Mam. "There was a man._______ 
Her. Nay, come fit down ; then on. 
Maw. Dwclt by a Church-yard : I will tell it ſoftly; 
Yond Crickits ſhall not hear it. 
Her. Come on then, and giv*t me in mine ear. - 
| ct NA ||- Enter Scontes An Hy onus lor BRIE 
8 Low V Vas he met there ? his Train ? Camillo with 
im £ 
Lord. Behind the tuſt of Pines I met them; never 
Saw I men ſcowr ſo ofi their way : Ieytd them 
Even to their Ships. 
Leo, How bleſt am I : 
In my juſt Cenfure p [ln my true Opinion / 
Alack, for leſſer knowledge, how accurs'd, 
In being ſo bleſt There may be in the Cup 
A Spider ſteep'd, and one may drink y depart, 
And yet partake no venom 4 for his knowledge 
Is not infeted:Þbut if one preſent 
[Th abhor'd ingredient to his eye, make known 
How he hath drunk, he cracks his Gorge, his {les 
VVith violent Hefts. I have drunk, and (een the Spider, 
Camilo was his help in this, his Pander : 
There is a.Plot againſt my Life, my Crown; 
All's true that is miſtruſted 7 that falſe Villain, 
V Vhom I employ'd, was pree-employ'd by him: 
He ha's diſcovered my D. ſign, and 1 
Remain a pinch'd Thing ; yea, a very Trick 
For them to play at will : how came the Poſterns 
So eaſily open ? 


M1 


= WM 


| 


Leo. I know*'t too well. 


Though he do*; bear ſome ſigns of me, yet you | 
Have too much blood in him. 
Her, What is this ? ſport ? 
Lee. Bear the Boy hence, he ſhall not come about her, 
Away with him, and let her ſport her ſelf 
With that ſhe's big with; fer *cis Pulixenes 
Ha's made thee ſwell thus. 
Her. But 11d {ay he had not ; 
And Tis be fworn you would believe my ſaying, 
How e*re you lean to th* Nayward, 
Leo. You,(my Lords) 
Look on her, mark her well; be but about 
To ſay ſhe is a goodly Lady , and 


The Juſtice of your hearts will thereto add | 


Lord. By his great .uthorit c Sq hmgs 
V Vhich often hab@& no lets ore ltd, _> 
n your command, 


Give me the Boy, em glad you did not nurſe him : | 


"Tis pity ſhe's not honeſt z Honourable - 


7 Which on my faith deſerves high ſpeech, }and _— 


Praiſe her but for this her without-dote-Form. 


The Shrug, the Hom, or Ha,+4theſe Petty-brands 
That Calutany doth uſe 4 Oh,I am our, 


That 


—_—_ 


_ > —_ 
* 


—_—K___ 


—_——— — 


——————————————— 


— 


e ſaid ſhe's goodly, come between 


Ere you can 


Her, Sho 


Leo, You 
Pol:xenes 
hich V1 
Should a 


Berwixt the 


When you hav 


m him that 
pos an Adultreſs- 


| re Jar 
= w 0 — more villain : you&ny Lord3, 


{xy ſhe's honeft : but be'r known 


1d a Villain fay ſo, 
- lenih'd villain in the world} 


have miſtook;Emy LadyF 


for Leontes « Qhou things 


not call a creature of thy place, 


riſm{making me the precedent} 
Mp _ Language ule to all degrees, 
And wannerly diſtinguiſhment leave. out, 


Prince and'B ggar «+ Thavelaid 


More 


What ſhe ſhoul 


? dultreſs, 1 have whi 
—_— oe a Traytor, and Camilo is 


A Federary wit her, 8n& one that knows 


ſaid with whom : 


4md to know her ſelf, 


ha's moſt cauſe to grieve it ſhould be3, 


2,2 The Winters 7 ale. EL ...243 | 
Poor YT - Caomny will ſcar If ſhe be. ; 

That mercy © > Shrugs,theſe Ham's, and Has, Loo. Held your Prages., 

Vercuc it {c\t) Lord. Good my Lord. 


eAntig, Itis tor you we ſpeak, not for our ſelyes : 
You are abuvy'd, by ſome putter on, 

That will be damn'd for't z Would I knew the villain, 
I would Land-dammhim : be ſhe honour-flaw*d, 

| have three daughters ; the eldeſt is eleven; 
The ſecond, and the third, niney and ſons five 3 
If this prove' tfue, they"l/pay for't» By mine honour, 
I|Eget'd *ern all : fourteen chey ſhall not ſee 

To bring falſe generations: they are co-heirs, 
AndI had rather*glibmy ſelf, than they a 
Should riot produce fair ifſue. | | 
Leo- Ceale, no more : p | s 
You ſmell this buſineſs with a ſege as cold 

As is a dead-mans noſe; -but I dwſee't, and feel*c; 


As you feel doing ths 
The inſtruments cel. 


ent. If it be fo, 
We need fio-graye to boty hone 


and ſee withal = TM 4 


Gd 


Of the whole 


There's not « grain of it, the face tofweeten | 
durigy>carth. - __ | 


But with her moſt vil@Principal z that the's 
A bed oe even as bad as thoſe 


That vulgar give bolc'ſt Titles, Ayand privy 
1To this their late eſcape. 


CCC —_ —— 


Privy to N 


Her. Nof by my life, } 


one of this : how will this grieve you, 


|When you 


ſhall come to clearer knowledge, that, 


|You thus have pu 


bliſh'd me? Gentle my Lord, 


Lord. I had rather 


Leo. What ? lack I credit ? | | 


you did lack then [{my Lord F, 


Upon this ground ; and more it would content me 
To have her honoar true, than your ſuſpicion 


Be blam'd for*t how you 


might. 


Leo. Why,what need we 


_— 


|You ſcarce can right me throughly, then, to ſay 
ou did miſtake. , 

x Leo. No, if Faiſtake 

In thoſe foundations which I build upon, 

The center is not big enough to bear ; 

A School-boys Top» Away with her, to priſon : 
who ſhall ſptak for her, is-#far off guilty, 

od that he ſpeaks. ; 

Fer. There's ſome ill \frgai reignt : 

muſt be patient, till the heavens loo 

With he bore favourable. Good my Lords, 

| am not prone'to_ weeping, +as our ſex | 

Commonly are };the want of which yain dew 

Perchance ſhall dry your pitics; but Thave 

That honourable Grief lodg'd here, which burns 

Worſe than tears drown : *beſeech you alkF my Lords 3; 

With thoughts ſo qualified a8 your Charities 

Shall beft inftrn& you, meaſure me; and fo 

The Kings Will be perform'd/ 

Leo. Shall I be heard ? 


My women may be with me, for you lee 
My plight requires it. Do not weep ; good Fools 7, 

| Thereis no cauſe z when you ſhall know your Mitſtrts 

Hasdeſerv'd Priſon, then abound in tears, 

| As Icothe out 5 this ation] now go on, 

| ls for my better grace, Adieufmy Lord 

| I never wiſh'd to fee you ſorry; now 

[ truſt I ſhall » oy womengome, you 


Lord. Beſeech your highneſs call the Queen a in.” 
Am. Be certain what you dafSirVeſt your Juſtice 
Prove violence, in the which three great ones luffer, 
Your ſelf, your Queen, your Son. 

Lord. For her (my LordJ, 

[ daremy life lay down, and will do't;f Siry - 
Pleaſe you t* accept it, that the Queen is ſpotleſs 
Pth* eyes of heaven, and te you {1 mean. 

} Inthis, which you accuſe her} 

| eAntig, If it proye 

: [She's otherwiſe, IE keep ty Stable where 
lodginy wife, PlLgo in couples with her : 

Thin when I feel, and ſee her, no further truſt her 5 
b every inch of Woman in the world , 


CM Io 


ery dram of womans fleſhis falſe, 


S-.. 


>» —_— — 


| Commune with you for this ? bue rather follow 


Her Who is't that goes with me? beſeech your highneſs 


e leave. NY 
Leo, Go,do our bidding 3. hence, (ExiF 2uten Gaus 


Our forceful inſtigation-? Our prerogative _—— 

Calls not your countels;byt our tatural goodaefs | 

4 Imparts this ; whieh, if you, br ſtupified, 

Or ſeeming fo, in «kill, cannot, or will not © 

| Reliſh a truthy/like vs 3 inform your ſelves, 

| We need no more of: Four advice: the matter, 
Thelols, the gain, the ordring on't, 


k all properly ours. 
Ant. And I with,fm Liege3 | 

You had on'y in Yor thent judgment try'd if, | 

Without more 6verture. 

Leo. How could that be ? 

Either thou art moſt ignorant by age } 

Or thou wer't born a fool + Cawils's flight 

Added to their familiarity, © | 

(Which was as grofs, as ever touch'd conjedare; 

That lack'd fight'only, novght for approbation®” 

But only leeing, all other circuniftances 

Made upto th" deed) doth puſh on this proceeding 3 

Yet for a greater'confirmation, | 

(Forin ana of this importance, *twere EN 

Moſt pittbus to be wild ) I kave diſpatch'd in poft, 

To ſacred De/phos, to Apolle's Temple, 

Cleomines and Dion, whom you kno' 

Of ſtufPd ſufficiency : Now, from the Oracle 

They will bring all, whoſe ſpiritual counlel had; 

Shall top, or ſpurme?*Haye I done well ? 
Lord. Well do Lord. + _ : 
Leo. Tholam fa , and need no more 

Than what I know y Yet ſhall the Oracle 

| Give reſt to thiminds of others; ſuch as he, 


Whoſe ignorane credulity il ol © thor 
Come up to th" truth. So we have thought it good 
Fromour free perſonlhe ſhould be confin'd, | 

Leſt that the treachery of the twa, fled ghence, 


Be left her to perforty. CR us, 
We are to ſpeak in publick ; &+ this bolkiel . 


Will raiſe us all. 
Furl , | 
0A 


| eAntig. Tolauphter, asI take | _— 
If the good hls cp-616 known. 
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| know not wha I ſhall incur, to paſs it, 
Having no warrant, 


Scena m—_ Hf 
A Sritont 


Enter Paulina, a Gentleman, Goaler, Emilia. 


Paul. The keeper of the priſon, call to him : 
Let hi have knowledgwhamr | am. Good Lady, 
No Court in Exrope is to0 good for thee; 
What doft thou then in priſon ? Now, good Sir, 
You know me, do you not ? Ertecr Cooltr> 
Goa. For a worthy Lady, 
And one, whom much I honour. 
Pax. Pray you then, 
Condud me to the Queen. 
Goa, I may not & Madam; 
To the contrary I have expreſs commandment: 


Th acceſs of gentle viſitors! It lawful pray you 
To ſee her women ? any of them ? Emilia ? 
Goa.,So pleaſe you (Madam) 

To put a part theſe your attendants, [ 

Shall bring Emsl:a ſorth. 

Pau. Ipray yewnow,call her : 

Withdraw your felves, 


As paſſescolouring. Dear Gentlewoman, 

How fares our gracious Lady ? 

Emil, As wcll as one ſo great, and fo [forlorn 
May hold together ; Oa her frights, and griefs 
EW hich never tender Lady hath born greater}, 
She is; ſomething before her time, deliver'd. 
Fau. A boy ? , 
Emil. A daughter? and a goodly babe, 
Luſty, and like to live : the Queen receives 
Much comfort in't ; Says, my poor priſoner , 

I am innocent as y 'U- | 

Pax. I dare be {worn : 

Theſe dange: ous, unſafe Lunes i'th* King, beſhrew the 
He muft be told. ofir, and ke (hall ; the office 

Becoms a woman'beſt, Ple tak& it upon me, 

[f I prove Honey-mouth'd, let my tongue bliſter, 

And never to my red-look'd anger be 

The Trumpet any more ! pray yout Emilia}, 
Commende my beſt obedience to the Queen, - 

{f he dares truſt me with her little babe, 

1Uh:w't the King, and undertake to be 

Her advocate to'th lond'. We do not know 

How he may ſoften at the ſight o th* Child : 

The filence often of pure innocence 

| Perſm:des when ſpeaking fails. 
Emil. Moſt worthy Madam, p 
Your honour and your goodneſs is ſo evident, 
That your free undertaking cannot miſs 

A thriving iſſue : there, is no Lady living 


| So meet for this great errandg pleaſe your Ladyſhip 


To viſit the next room, lCpreſently 
Acquaint the Queen of your moſt noble offer, 
Who, but to day hammerdd ofithis deſign, 
Zut durft not tempt a Miniſter of honour, 
{.eaft ſhe ſhould be denyd: 
Paul, Tell erfEmilia) » 
IEuſe that tongue I have; If wit flow from't 
As boldneſs from wy boſom, let't not be doubted 
1 ſhall do good. / 
-_ Now be you bleſt for it! 
PIEto the Queen,: pleaſe you come ſomething nearer. 
Goa, Madam iPt pleaſe the Queen to ſend the babe, 


a  . 


Pas, Here's a-do to lock up honeſty and honour from 


{Fo har Allerd ants vo gout) 


Pas. You need not fear itffir }- 
This Child was priſoner to the womb, and is 
By Law and proceſs of great Nature, thence 
Frec'd, and entranchis'd, not a party to 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of 
+ If any be/the treſpaſs of the Queen. 
Goa. I do believe. 
Pax. Do not yotfear; upon mine honour, 
Will ſtand betwixt you, and denger. 


- 
% 


Scena Texte. | V. 
TheDuln © 


and Lords. 


Leo, Nor night, nor day, no reſt ; it is but 
To bear the matter thus ; mejgr weaknel;, if 


She, th* Adultreſs ; for the harlot-kivg 
Is quite beyond mine arm; out of the blank 


I can hook to me : ſay that ſhe were gone, 


Ser. He took good reſt to night z *cis hop'd 
His ſickneſs is diſcharg'd. 

| Lee. To ſeehis noblene(s/ 

Conceiving the diſhonour of his Mother, 

He ſtraight declin'd, droop'd, took itdeeply, | 

Faſten'd, and fix'd the ſhame on't in himſelf; 

Threw off his Spirit, his Appetite, his Sleep, 

And down-right languiſh'd, Leave me ſolely ; 


The yery thoughe of my revenges that wa 


Take it on her + Camilo, and Polixenes 


bes at me, make their paſtime at my ſorrow z 
They ſhould not laughs if I could reach them, nor 


{ad 


Pal. Nay rather, good my LordsJbe fecond to me: 


Shall ſhe, within my power. 
: W222 V. + 
Enter Paulina. < 4 


L.ord. You muſt not enter. 


Fear you his tyrannovs paſſion more <ala9), 
Then the Queens life ? A 
More free, than he is jealous. 
Antig. That's enough. 


None ſhould come at him. 

Pax. Not fo hotgood Sir), 

[ come to bring him ſſcep. *Tis ſuch as you 
That creep like ſhadows by him, and do figh 
At each his needleſs heavingsz ſuch as you 


| Nouriſh the cauſe of his awaking, 1 


Do come with words, as medicinal, as true ; 


That preſſes him from ſleep. 
Leo. What noiſe there, hos ? 


About ſome Goſſps for your Highnels. | 
Leo, How? 
Away with that audacious Lady, Antigonus; 


I knew ſhe would. 


Enter Leontes, Servants, Paulina, Antigonus,' 


The cauſe were not in being ; part o'th cauſe, 


And level of my brain ; plot-proof ; but ſhe,. 


See how he fares: Fic, fie, no thought of him, ( Ex- 


Tay... 
RO YLpon me in himſelf roo mighty And on bud Fu 
a time may ſerve, for preſent vengeance,” (a nu; bby 


gracious innocent Soul, 


Ser. Madam he hath not ſlept to nighr;commanded 


Honeſt, as either y > to purge him of that humour, 


Pay. No noiſeftmy Lord but needful conference, 


I charg'd theethat ſhe ſhould not conic about me, 


: An 
— 


[ 
hy 


weaknef; 


Goa. And,Madam, Given to the fire, a moify of my reſt 
| muſt be preſent at your conference. Might come to me again, Who's there ? 

Paxl., Well; bet fo; prythee. Enter. | Ser, My Lord. Enter. Alun 
Here's ſuch a-do, to make no ſtain, a ſtain, Emilia.| Leo. How do's the boy ? | 


£0, 


ih 


. 
Fond 
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| His hopeful Sons, his babes betrays to ſlander, 
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Ant. | told her logFmy LordF 7 


On your diipleafures peril and on mine, 
che ſhould not viſit you. 
Lo, What ? canſtnot rule her ? 
Pay. From all diſhoneſty he can ; 
(Unleſs he take the courſe that you have done) 
Commit me, for committing honor ruſt it, 
He ſhall not rule me « E” 
Ant. L{-you now, you hear, + 
When ſhe will take the r{in, Llet her run, 
Bur ſhe'll not ftawble, fe | 
Pani." Good my Lieg7 come 
And I b:ſcech you hear me z who profeſſes 
My ſelf your loyal ſervant, your Phyſitian, 
Your moſt obedient Counſellor : yer that dares 
Leſs appear ſo, in comforting your evils, 
Then ſuch as moſt ſeem yours. I ſay, I come 
[From your good Queen. 
Leo. Good Queen ? 
Paul, Good Queenztmy Lord) g00d Queen, 
[ſay good Queen, . 
And would by combate, make her good,{o, were | 
Aman, the worſt about you. 
Leo. Force her hence, 
Pas. Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes 
Firſt hand me : on mine own accord, lCoff, 
But firſt y 1L,do my errand. The good Queen, 
ffor ſhe is go0d;Yhath brought you forth a daughter, 
Here tis ; commends it to your bleſſing. [La ing » own 
Leo. Out ! j CN 
A mankind Witch Hence with her, out o'dare : 
A moſt inte'ligencing bawd. 
Pan. Not to, 
lm am a5 ignorant in that,.as you, 
In foentit'ling me z and nolels honeſt. 
Then you are mad; which is enough, I|Cwarrant, 
Ksthis world goes,, to paſs for honeſt. 
Leo. Trajtore'; 
Will you not puſh her out ? Give her the Baſtard 
Thou dotard, thou art woman-ti'd : unrooſted 
By thy dame Parzlet here. Take vp the baſtard, 
Tak*c up, I fay 3 give't to thy Croan, 
Paul. For ever dt 
Unvenerable by thy hands, if thou 
Ta\*Rt up the Frinceſs, by that forced baſcnels 
Which he has put upon'r, 
Leo. He dreads hrs Wife. 
Paul. So 1 would you did : then *twere paſt all doubt 
| Youtd call your Children, yours. 
Leo. A neſt of Trajtors.” 
-nt. 1 am none, by this good light, 
Paxi, Nor 1; nor any . 
But one that's here ; and that's himſelf + for he, 
The ſacred honor of himſelf, his Queens, 


in this p 


« Art 


”— <— —— 


Whole (ting is ſharper than the Swords; and will not 
(For as the caſe now Rands, it is a curſe 
He cannot be compell'd to&r) once remove 
The root of his opinion, which isrotten, 
As ever Oak, or ſtone way found. 

Leo, A Caillat | 
{ Of bouncleſs tongye, wholate hath beat ber husband, 
And now baits me { this brat is.none of mine. 
It is the Iſſue of Polixencs. | 
Hence with it, and together with the Dam, 
Commit them to the fire. , 

Paul. Itis yours; | 
And might welay th' old Proverb to your: charge, 
(59 like you, *cis the worſe, Behold {my Lords+ 
Altho the print be little, the whole Matter 
And copy of the Father ;FEye, Noſe, Lip, 
Thetrick of's Frown, his forehead, nay, the Valley | 
The pzzrFdimples of his Chin, and Cheek + his Smiles : 


| And call me Feather'2>better buttiit now, 


| 


{ To fave this brats life ? 


And thouzgood Goddeſs Natur-, which haſt made'it 
So like to»him that gor it, if thon haft 
The ordering of the Mind roo, *mongft all Colours 
No Yellow in't, left ſhe lvſpe, as he Co's, 
Her Children, not her Hu-bands. 

Leo. A groſs bag! 
And Lozel, thou art worthy to be hang'd, 
That wilt not ſtay her tongue. 
Antig. Hang all the husbands 
That cannot do that Feat, you'l[leave your ſelf 
Hardly one ſubje&. 

Leo, Once more take her hence. 

Paul. A moſt unworthy, and unnatural Lord 
Can do no more, 

Leo. Vitha' thee bornr. 

Paul. I care ndt ; 
It is an Heretick that makes the fice, 
Not ſhe which burns in't. 1C.not call you Tyrant ; 
But this moſt eryel uſage of your Queen 
(Not able to produce more accuſation ' | 
Then your own weak-hiing'd fancy Jfortiething ſavours 
Of tyranny, and will ignoblc make you, 
Yea, ſcandalous to the world, — 

Leo. On your allegiance, | 
Out of the chamberywith'ber We ela tyrant, 
Where were her life ? ſhe d te caf meſo, 
If ſhe did know me one. Away*with her! . 

Paul. 1 pray youdo not puſh ine, PIChe gone. 
Look to your Babefmy Lard3/tis yours; Fove fend her 
A better guiding ſpicit/ What J<ed thele bands? , 
You that are thus fo render 0 ce Bis F6Vies; ntF/ 
Will never do him gobd, not one of you. ' 
So,ſo : farewel, weare gone, '' © AX A 

” 3 


AAU bi; 


Leo: ThoufTraytorJ haft fet orithy wife t6fhis, 
My Child ?. away wittye # even-thou, that haſt | > 
A heart fo render o're it, take it belies LS 
And fee. it inftantly confum'd with fire ; 7 
Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up Rraight E 
Within this hour bring me word *tisdone, | © ©. 5 " 
LAnd by good teſtio y or Pldkize thy lifes, 
Wirth what thou elfe &all thige rial thou refuſes... i Ip 
And wilt encounter with my wrath, ſay ſo; 
The Baſtard-brains with thele my proper hands, 7... -... 
Shall I'daſh out : go take it AR. "Xa. 
For thou ſett'ſt on thy wife. 

eval LES EED 
Theſe Lords, my noble fellows, if they pleaſe, 
Can clear me in't, 

Lords. We cn > my Royal Eigges; \ 
He isnot guilty of her coming hither. 

Leo. You're liars rol PR | 

Lord. Bcfeechryourthtighneſy{#ive UB) better credity. 
We heve always truly ſery'd you, and beſeech _ 
So to eſteem of 'us: 1ahd on our knjers they, 6 
( As recompenee'6f jour dear ſervices 1 - ©! 503 obs 
Paſt, and co come ) that you $6 thange this purple,” | 
Which being ſo horrible , ſo bloody}aut” * * ni 
Lead on to ome foul Iſſhe. We + 6-5 ME. 


£6 . 
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, 


Leo. | am a FitherC6rveach Wind'that 
Shall 1 live on, toTeethis daltdrd libel; 


Then curſe it then, But be it; let it kiye:- 

[t ſhallnot neither. You fir, core #069 hither + 

You that have beers fo tenderly offifidus P 

With Lady Afargery, your Midwife there; 

To fave this baſtards life z(for *tis a þaftard; 

So ſure as this beards g What will you 
Antig. Any thingtmy Lord}- * * 


That my ability may undergg,- 
And noblenets impoſe: : at laſt thus tatich : 


adventure, 


Thevery Mold, and ſrame of hand, napl, Finger. 


— 


"1 


IE pawn the little blood -whickFhave left 
: | Y 
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To Gove the innocent anF.+hing poſſible. | So forcing faults upon Hermione, 
Leo. It ſhall be pollible ; Swear by this ſword [ little like. 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. De. The violent carriage of it | | 
Antig. 1 will; my Lord. Will clear, or end the Buſineſs, when the Oracle 
Leo. Mark and perform it ; ſceſt thou? for the fail | Thus by Apolio's great Divine ſeal'd up + 
Of any point in'c» ſhall not only be Shall the Contents dilcover : fomething rare 
| Death to thy ſelf, but to thy lewd-tongu'd Wie, Even then will ruſh to knowledge Go; treſh Horſes, 
x Whom for this time we pardon }- We enjoin thee And gracious be the iſſue. {Exeant. 
As thou art Liege-man to us, that thou carry &.. | 
This female Baflard hence, and that thou bear it 
To ſome remote and deſart place, quite out 
Of our Dominions 3 and that there thou leave it 5 
{With oY fry +to its _ Ss Scena Secunda. N | 
And favour of the Climate q as by Rrange fortune / Y: 
lr came to us, 1 do in Juſtice charge thee, A C 0UNT 0 | J ud NICE 
Na thy ſouls peril, and thy bodies torure, Enter Leontes, Lords, Officers: Hermione ( as to ber 


Trial ) Ladies , Cleomines, Dion, 


Where change may nurſe or end ite take it vp. : 
Antig. 1ſwear to do this; tho a preſcnt death Leo. This Se(hons; to our great grief, we pronounce + 

Had been more merciful. me on, poor Babe };) Even puſhes *gainſt our heart» Theparty try'd, " 

Some powerful Spirit inſtru the Kites and Ravens The Daughter of a King, our VVifeand one 

To be thy Nurſes! Wolves and Bears, they ſay, Of us too much belov'd, Let us be cleat'd 


That thou okemay it Airangely to Toe place, 
(w 


( Caſting their ſavageneſs aſide J have done {Of being tyrannous, ſince we ſo openly 
Like effices of pity. Sir, be proſperous Proceed in Juftice, which ſhall have due courſe, 
In more than this decd do's require { and blefſing Even to the Guilc, or the Purgation e 
Againſt this Crueity, fight on hy Gde; 5 Produce the Pr ifoner . 
E Poor thing condemn'd to loſs: (omit Exit.| Offi. Itis his Fighneſs pleaſure, that the Queen 
Leo. No ; Fitnotrear Appear in perſon, herein Corrc. Silence/ . Enter 
Anothers Iſſue. Enter a Servant. | £#0. Read the IndiAment. H e-miO ng 
Serv. Pleaſe your Highneſs, Poſts : 
From thoſe you ſent ts th? Oracle, are come Officer. Hermione, Queen to the worthy Leontes, King of 
An hour fince 6 Cleomines and Dion, Sicilia, thou @rt bere accuſed and atraigned of High Treaſeu} 
Being well arriv'd from Delphoz, arc both landed, in commuting Adultery with Polixenes King of Fer 
| Haſting to th? Court. «ndconſpiring with Camillo to take away the Life of ow | 
Lord. So pleaſe you, &Sir }, their ſpeed |Seoeriign Lord the King, thy royal Husband ; the pretence 
Hath been beyond account. whereof being by Circumſtance partly laid open, thou + Her- 
Leo. Twenty three days | mione 2, contrary to the Faith and Allegiance of a tru 
They have been abſent : *tis good ſpeed foretels Sujett, didſt counſel and aid them, ſor their better ſafety, ts 
The great Apollo ſuddenly will have ity eway by Night. 
The truth of this appear : Prepare yoy Lords, Her. Since what I am toſay, muſt be but that 
Summon a Seffion, that we may arraign Which contradidts my Accuſation, and 
Our moſt &ſſoyal Lady ; for as ſhe hath The teſtimony on my part, no other 
Been publickly accus'd, fo ſhall ſhe have But what comes from my felt, it ſhall ſcarce boot me 
A juft an open Trial. While ſhe lives, To ſay, Not guity : mine integrity 
My heart will be a burden to me, Leave me, Being counted Falſhood, ſhall, C as | expreſs it Y, 
And think upon my bidding. (1 Exeunt.\ B< (0 receiv'd. But thus; if Powers divine 
Mana ih Behold our humane ARtions ,F as they doY) 
| ' / |I doubt not then, but innocence ſhall mgke 
— | Falſe Accuſations bluſh, and Tyranny 
| Tremble at Patience. Yougt my Lord 3, beſt know 
: : (Whom leaſt will ſeera to do fo, } my paſt life 
Aftus Tertins. Scena P! YVIMA. Hath been as continent, as chaft, as true, 
A. Part of- Jutih. as | am now unhappy ; which is more 


Than Hiſtory can pattern, tho devis'd, 
_ wn SpeRators. For behold me; 
BO A Fellow of the Royal Bed, which owe 
Cle. The Climate's delicate, the Air moſt ſweet 7 - ”. | 
| Fertike the Iſle, che Temple much ſurpaſſivg x Ie As _ —_ 4 __ Rings Daughter, 
The common praiſe it bears; T a nopety! Frince, here ſtanding 

o prate and talk for Liſe, and Honour, fore 


Dion. | ſhall report . 
For moſt it caught me, the Celeſtial Habits, Who pleaſe tocome and hear. For Life, [ prize it 


. | As | weigh griet-{ which I would ſpare :; + F 
Methinks I fo ſhould term them} and the re eg _ pare : For Honour, 
þ the Grave Wearers. O, the Sacriſice. Yerence [is a derivative from me to mine, 


: And only that I ftand for. I appeal 
emonious, ſolemn, and : _—_ 
_— —_ Oferi = , ,and un-earthly To.your own Conſcience ,& Sir 3, defore Polixencs 


Clee. But of all the burſt Came to your Court, how I was in your grace, 


, , How merited to be fo : Since he came 
And the car-dealning Voice of th' Oracle, With what encounter ſo uncurrant, - han & 


Kin to Foves Thunder, ſo ſurpriz'd my Senge Ji Hove firain'd © a ! 
ppear thus ; if one jot beyond 
That | wernothing. The bound of honour, ot in at, or will, _ 


Enter Cleomines and Dir5. 


Dio. If th? evento*rh* Journey ini 
That way encl h 

Prove as ſuccefsful to the Queen ( O be't ſo!) of all chat r__4 mo — of Kin 
As it hath been to us, rare, pleaſant, ſpeedy; Cry fie upon my _ 

The time - worth rs ule on't. F wo Leo, I ne'r heard yer 

Chs. Great Apollo, Y ; | 
——_ That any of thoſe bolder Vices wanted 

Turn all co th'beſt! theſe Proclamations, L-ſs impudevce to gain-ſay what they did... 


ma Than 


— 
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GERD" p : 

Than to perform it firſt, 
Her. That #s true enough, 

Tho 'tis a ſaying;(Sir}not due to me, 
Leo You will not own 1t, 7 
Her. More thanMiſtreſs of, | 

Which coves £0 me in name of fault, I muft not 

At all acknowledge, For Polixenes, 

gWich whom | am accus'd JI do confels 

110v'd him, as in honour he requit d ; 

With tuch a kind of love, as might become 

A Lady like me j With a love, even ſuch, 

So and no other, as your felf commanded : 

Which not to have done, I think had been in me 

Both diſobedience, and in gratitude 

To you, and towards your triends; whoſe love had ſpoke, 

Fyen fiace it could ſpeak, from an infant, freely, 

That it was yours. Now for conſpiracy, 

| know not how It taft; tho it be diſh'd 

For me to try how 3 all | know of it, 

Is, that Camills was an honeſt man 3 | 

And why he left your court, the Gods themfelyes, 

fWotting no more than | Aare ignorant. 

Leo. You knew of his departure, as you know 

What you have underta'ne to do in's abſence. 

Her. Sir, 

You ſpeak a Language that I underſtand not ; 

My Life ſtands in the level of your Dreams, 

Which I'M lay down. 

Leo. Your ations are my Dreamy 

You had a baſtard by Polsxenes, , ..c 

and | but dream'd it : As you paſt all ſhame, , 

(Thoſe of your fact are fo ) ſo,palt all truth z 59+,7+ 

Which to d<ny, concerns more than avails: for as 

Thy brat hath been caft out, like to it (elf, 

No Fathet owning it, ( which is indeed _ 

More criminal in thee, than it ) ſo thou 

Shalt feel our juſtice z in whoſe eaſieſt paſſage, 

Look for no leſs than death. 

Her. Sir, ſpare your threats ; 

The bug which you would fright me with, I ſeek : 

To me can life be no commodity; | 

The Crown and comfort of my Life your Fayour +) 

I do giveloſt, for 1 do feel it gone, 

But know not how it went, My ſecond Joy, 

And firſt fruits of my body, from his preſence 

lam baPd like one infeftious. My third comfort, 

{Star'd moft unluckily3is from my breft 

C The innocent milk in it moſt innocent mouth) 

Hal'd out to murder; My ſelf on every Poſt 

Proclaim'd a Strumpet 4 With immodeſt hatred | 

The Child-bed privileegedeny'd which longs 

To women of all faſhion: Laftly, hurried 

Here, to this place, *th* open air, before 

| have gor ſtrength of limbs? Now 4my Liege), 

Tell me wat blcflings | have here alive, 

That I ſhould fear to die? Therefore proceed : 

But yet hear this; miſtake me not; no!life, 

© l pri it not a ſtrawIbut for mine honour, 

Which I would free 3 if 1 ſhall be cond:mn'd 

Upon turmiz:s5 all proofs ſleeping elle, 

But what your Jcalouſirs awake, tell you 

'Tis Rigour, and not Law. Your honours all, 

| do refer me to the Ocacle:; 


Officer. You here ſhall ſwear upon the Sword of Juſtice, | 
That youe Cleomines and DiomFhave 
Been both at Delpbos, and from thence have brought 
This ſeaPd-up Oracle, by the hand deliver'd 
Of great Apollo's Prieſt ; and that ſince then, 
You have not dar'd to break the holy Seal, | 
Nor read the Secrets in't. 
Cleo, Dio. All this we ſwear. | 
£:0. Break up the Sealsand tead. 
Officer. Hermione 5s chaſty Polixeres blameleſs, Camillo 
4 true Subjeft, Leontes 4 jealous Tyrant, his innocent Babe 
truly begotten, and the King ſhall live without an Heir, if that 
which is lot, bs not found. 
Lords, Now bleſſed be the great «Apolls/ 
Her. Prailed/ x 
Leo. Haſt thou read the truth ? 
Offic. AK my Lord even fo as iis here ſet down. 
Leo.” There is no truth at all *ch' oracle 3 
The Seſſions ſhall proceed ; this is meer falſhood, (oth 
Ser. My Lord the King : the King # 
Leo, What is the buſineſs ? | 
Ser, O Sir,I ſhall be hatcd to report it. 
The Prince your Son, with meer conceit and fear 
Of the Queen's ſpeed, is gone. 
Leo. How ® Gone ? - 
Ser, Is dead, 
Leo. Apollo's angry, and the Heavens themſclyes 
Do ſtrike at my injuſtice. How now there } / form focqts 
Paul, This news is morta! to the Queen: Look down 


Andilce what death is doing. 
Kru las 
. na 4 
Pe — 


< Whom I p 


| Apollo be my Judge. CENK = 
Lord. This your requeſt. LS H 
Enter Dion and Cleomines. 


1s altogether juſt; therefore bring forth) 
« And in Apollo's NameH; his oracle. 

Her, The Emperourof Ruſſia was my Father, 
Oh that he were alive, and here f{cholding 

His Daughters tryal : that h: did but ſee 

The flatneſs of my miſery ;, yet with eyes 

Of piry, not revenge. 


EE 


That did but ſhew thee, of a Fool, inconftanr, | 


Leo, Take her hence ; 
Her heart is but o* 84- 
ave too much beliey'd mine own ſuſpition 5 CE2-- 
'Beleech you, tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life... Apollo pardon 
My great prophaneſs *gainſt thine oracle. | 
Plereconcile me to Polixenes, 
New woo my ne, recall the good Camille 
roclaim a man of truth, of mercy , + 
For being tranſported by my Jealouſies 
To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I choſe 
Camills for the Miniſter, to roglel 
My friend Polixenes ; which had been done, 
But that the good mind of Camilo tardicd 
My ſwifc command ; tho | with death, and with 
Reward Cid threaten and encourage him, 
Not doing it, and being dune yz he, (moſt humang. 
And fill'd with honour ) to my Kingly gueſt * 
Unclaſp'd my prattiſe, quit his fotrunes here, - 
Which, you knew great,3and to the certain hazard 
Of all-ancertaintics, himſelf commended, 
No richer than his honour : How he glifters 
Through my dark Ruft 7 and ho his Fie 


Do's my deeds make the blacker # / 
Paul. Wo the while : 


O cut my lace, leſt wy heart (cracking it 
Break t { | 

Lord. at fit is this? Good Lady? n 

Paxl. What ftudied torment #tyrantI, haſt for me ? 
What wheels ? racks? fires? what flaying ? boyling ? burn- 
ln Leads, or Oyls ? what old, or new,torture (ing, 
Mult I reccive ? whoſevery word delerves 
To tafteof thy moſt worſt, Thy tyranny 
*Together working with thy Jealoufies, 
Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle | 
For Girls of nine} O'think what they have done, 
And then run mad indeed; ftark mad : for all 
Thy by-gone fooleries were but ſpices (6E it. 
That thou betray&0*ſt Polixenes, *rwas nothing, 


me. V. 


And damnable ingrateful :YNor wav't much, 

Thou would'it have pog{on'd good Camille's Honour, | 

To have him kill 4 King : poor treſpaſſes, 
Y 2 


More | 


a "0 FY 


In" OY 


| 


————— 
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More monſtrous ſtanding by ; whergfere I reckon 
The caſting forth && Crows, thy Baby- daughter, 
To be or none, or little z tho a Devil 
Would have ſhed water out of fire, cre don't : 
Nor is't dire&tly laid to thee, the death 
Of the young Prince, whoſe honourable thoughts 
(Thoughts high for one ſo tender ) cleft the heart 
That could conceive a grols and fooliſh Sire 
Blemiſh'd his gracious Dam : this is not, no, 
Laid to thy anſwer ; but the laſt : O Lords, 
When I have ſaid, cry wog.” the Queen, the Queen, 
The ſweer'ſt deart#t creature's dead ; and vengeance for't 
Net dropÞ down yet. 
Lord. The higher powers forbid./ 
Pan. | ſay ſhe's dead : FiEſwear't. If word, nor oath 
Prevail not, go and ſee : if you can bring 
TinAure, or luſtre in her lip, her eye 1 
Heat outwardly, or breath within, I\ſerve you 
As | would do the Gods. But, O thou Tyrant/ 
Doſt not repent thele things, for they are heavier 
Than all thy _ can ſtir : the?efore betake thee 
To nothing but deſpair. A thouſand knees, 
Ten thouſand years together, naked, faſting, 
LUoon a barren Mountain, and Rtill winter 
In ſtorm perpetual,covld not move the Gods 
To look that way thou wer*r. 
Leo. Go on, go on : 


Thou canſt not ſpeak too much, I have deſcrv'd 
All tongu:s to talk their bittereſt, 

Loyd. Say no more, 
How ere the buſiac:: goes, you have made fault 
th boldneſs of your ſpecch. 

Pau. I am ſorry tor't, 
All faults I make, v-5en I ſhall come to know them, 


]I do repenc: alas, I ve hew?'d tag much 


The r:ſhneſs of a vzoman  h- is toucht 
To th* nct!e heart, What's gone, and what's paſt help 
Should be paſt griete Do not receive afflition 


{ At my petition, I beſeech you; rather 


Let me be puniſh'd, that have minded you | 
Of what you ſhould torget. Now;(good my Liege, 
Sir, Royal Sir, forgive a fooliſh woman » 
The love I bore your QueenFLo, fool again -— 
Ii\Eſpeak of her no more, nor of your Chileren : 
P!Enot remember you of my own Lord, 
4Who is loſt too e }taker/your patience to you, 
And Play nothing. 
Leo: Thou didſt ſpeak but well, 
When moſt the truth ; which I peceivemuch better, 
Than tobe pitied of thee, _ bring me 
To the dead bodies of my Queen and Son, 
One grave ſhal) be for both. Upon them ſhali 
The cauſes of their death appearfunto 
Our ſhame perpetual;Fonce a day, Pl{viſit 
The Chappel where they liz, and rears ſhed there 
Shall be my recreation. Solong as Nature 
Will bear up with this exerciſe, ſo long 
[ daily ro uſe it. Come and lead me ( 
me --4 


0 
To thelShorroms. 


Scena Fertte. V/ .. 
Phang: to Ruthy nie + Ry, ; he dex al a 
{lth © i Fan rr) 


Enter Antigonus, Mariner, Babe and Shepherd, 
and Clown, 


Ant. Thou art perfe& then,our Ship hath toucht upon 
The Defarts of Bohewrra, /3 MA» 

Har. y Lord Hand fear 
We eve Linded in ill time : the skies look grimly, 


- threaten preſent blufters. In my conſcience 


The heavens with that we have in hand, are angry, 
And frown upon's. Ha 3 
Ant, Their ſacred wills be done; get zboard, 
Look to thy bark, I'lE not be long betore 

| call wpon thee. 

Mar. Make your beſt haſt, and go not | 
Too far i*th* Land ; *cis like to be loud weather, | 
Beſides this place is famous ſor the Creatures | 
Of prey, that keep upor'r, | 

Antig. Go thou away, | 
PICfollow inftantly. | 

Mar. 1 am glad at heart | 
To be ſo rid oth buſinefs. ( Ext | 

Ant. Come, poor Babe; | 
I have heard{but not believ'dJ; the ſpirits o0'ch' dead | 
May walk again 3 if ſuch thing be, thy Mother 
Appear'd to melaft night ; for ne're was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature, |, 
Sometimes her head is on one fide, ſome another; 
| never ſaw a veſſel of like forrow | 
So filPd, and ſo becoming ; inpure white Robes, 

Like very SanQtity ſhe did approach 

My Cabbin-wherellay ; thrice bow'd before me, 
AndF gaſping to begin ſom: ſpeech Zher eyes 3 
Became two fpouts; the fury tpent, anon 

Did this break from her. Good Arti:onnus, 

Since fate,tagainſt thy better dilſpolition }» 

Hath made thy perion for the thr ower-out. 

Of my poor babe, according to thine oath, | 
Places remote enough arein Boberyr, Fl hen 
There weep, and leave it crying ; andfor the babe 
Is counted loſt for ever, Perdita 

| prathee calltt : For this ungentle buſineſs 

Put on thee, by my Lord, thou ne*re ſhalt ſee 
Thy Wife Paulina more # and fo, with ſhrſkes 
She melted into ar. Afﬀrighted much, 

I did in time coll:& my felf, and thought 

This was fo, and no ſlumber : Dreamy, are toys, 
Yet for this once, yea fuperſtitiouſly, 

[ will be {quar'd by this. I do believe 

Hermione hath ſuffet'd death, and that 

eApollo wovuld;& this being indeed the iſſue 

Ot King Polixenesit ſhould here be laid, 
TEither for life, or death,}upon the Earth 


Of it's right Father. Bloſſom, ſpeed thee wel / Ia v4 ng Op 
Ire 


There ligg and there thy charz&er : there theſe, 

Which may,if fortune pleale, both breed tt ee, ( Pretty 4 

And ftill reſt thine, The ſtorm beginspoor wretch, 

That for thy mothers fault, art thus expos'd 

Tolofs, and what may follow. Weep I cannot, 

But my heart bleeds : and moſt 2ccurſt am 1 

To be by oath enjoyn'd to this. Farewel, 

The day frowns more and more : thon art like to have 

A lullaby too rough: I never ſaw 

The heavens fo dim, by day. A ſavage clamour 4 

Well may I get 2-board ! This is the Chace, hþerd. 

[ am gone for ever. Exit purſned by a Bear. Enter a'Shep- 
Shep. I would there were no age between e-and three 


and twenty, or that youth would ilcep out the reſt : for} // 


there is nothing f in the between } but getting wenches 


with child, wronging the ancientry, ſtealing, fighting — 


hark you now+—would any but theſe bog1d brains of nine- 
teen, and two and tweenty, hunt this weather * 
They have ſcarr'd away two of my beſt Sheep, which | 
fear the Wolf will ſooner find than the Mafter ; 


p 


if any where] have them, *tis by the ſea-ſide, brouzing ot = 
6 


Ivy. Good luck 4and*t be the wilFw hat have we here ? 
Mercy on's, 2 barne!. a very pretty Farm a boy. or a child: 
I wonder 7 6a pretty one, a very pretty one ,}fure ſome, 
ſcape: tho I am not bookiſh, yet I can read Waiting: 
Gentlewoman in the ſcape : this has been ſome ſtairs 
work, ſome Trunk-work, ſome bthind-door work : 
they were warmer that got this, than the poor thing) 
is here, VIE take it up for pity, yet PIC-1arry 

ti 


__———r. 


—_— 
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my {on come : he hollow'd but even now, Whoa-ho- 


Cle, Hilloa, loa! . 
Sh'p. Whar 4 art ſo near ?, If thov'lt ſee. a thing to 


talk on when thou art dead and rotten, come hither 4 
' what ail'ſt thou, man ? 

Cle. 1 have ſeen two ſuch ſights, by Sea and by Land; 
hut | am not to ſay it is a Sea, for it 1s now the. «ky; be- 
-wixt the Firmament and it, you cannot thruſt a bodkins 


"os Why boy, how is it? 

Cle. 1 would you did but ſee how it chafes, hoy it ra- 
ges, how it-Lakes up the ſhore; but that's not to the point ; 
Oh the moſt piteous cry of the poor ſouls, ſometimes to 
ſee%em, and not to fee *em ; Now the Ship boering the 
Moon with her main Maft, and anon ſwallowed with yelſt 
and froth, as youl'd.thxyſt a Cork into a hogs-head. And 
» To lee how the Bear tore out 
his ſhoulder-bone, how he cry*d to me for help, and ſaid 
his name was Ant;gounus a Nobleman, But to make an 
end of the Ship, to ſee how the Sca flap-dragon'd it. 
But firſt, how the poor ſoul; roar'd, and the Sea mock'd 
them: And how the poor Gentleman roared, and the 
Bear mocked him; both roaring louder than the Sca, or 


thenfor the Land-ſefytce 


Shep.- Name of mercy, whcn was this, boy ? 
Clo. Now, now, I have not winked fince I ſaw thele 
ſights; the men are not yet cold under water, nor the Bear 
half-dined on the Gentleman; he's az it now. 
Shep. Would I had been by to have help'd the 


No 


Clo. 1 would you had been by the ſhip-ſide, to have help- 
ed her; there your charity would have lacked footing, 

Shep, Heavy matters, heavy matters { but look thee 
here-boy. Now bleſs thy ſelf ; thou meet'k with things 
dying, I with things new bora. Here%s a ſight for thee 3 
Look thee, a bearing-cloath for a Squires child { look 
thee hzre; take vp, take up, Boy 3, open't, ſo,let's ſee, 
it was told me 1 ſhould be rich by the Fairies, "This 1s 
lome Changeling 3 open't, what is within boy ? 

(10. You're a made old many If the fins of your 
youth are forgiyen you, youre well to live. Gold, all 


Shep. This is Fairy Gold, boy, and *twill prove ſo « up 
with'c, keep it cloſe : home, home, the next way, We are 
lucky;+ boy 3, and to be fo ftill requires nothing but fe- 
crely. Let my ſheep go : Come, { goed boy },the next 

Cle. Go you thenext way with your FinGings, I'1Ego 
ſeeif the Bear be gone from the Gentleman , and how 
much he hath eaten : they are never curli, but when they 
are hungry : if there be any of him left, r1£b 

Shep, "That's a good deed, if thou maift diſcern by 
that which is leſt of himy what he is, fetch ime ro th* ſight 


y will 1, and you ſhall help to put him 
Shep. *Tis a lucky day, boy, and we'll do good deeds 


( Exeunt. 


S— 


Aus Ouartus. Scena Prima. 


as 
Enter Time, #he Chorus, 


Time, I that pleaſe ſome, try all, both joy and terror 
Ol good, and bad, that makes and unfolds error, 
WW take upon mer in thr name of Time }, 


To uſe my wings. Impute it not a crime 

To me, or my i{wift paſſage; that I ſlide, | 
O're lixteen years, and leave the growth untri/d 
Of that wide gap;ſince it is in my power 

To orethrow Law, and in one (elf born hour 


The ſame I am, ere ancient' Order was, 

Or what is now receiv'd. I witneſs to 

The times that brought them in, ſo ſhall I do 

To th? freſheſt things now reigning, and make Rale 
The gliſtering of this preſent, as my Tale 

Now ſeems toit: your patience this allowing, 

| turn my glaſs, and give my Scene ſuch growing 


« Gentle SpeRators JF; that I now may be 


Lmentioa-here a fon oth Kings, whight } Florizel 
Inow name to you, and with ipecd fo pace 

To ſpeak of Perdita, now grown in grace 
Equal with wondriag. What of her eriives 


Is th'argument of Time; of this allow, 
[f ever you have ſpent tim: worle, ere now : 


oy 


To plant, and ore-whelm Cuſtom. Let me paſs 


As you had ſlept between: Leontes leaving 
TiveffeRts of his fond jealouſies, ſo grieving 
That he ſhuts vp himfelf; imagine me 


* Le BY 
In fajy wa, and remember well, 


I ſt not propheſie+ but let Timesnews 
Be known whcn *cis brought forth. A Shepherds daughter, 
And what to her adheres, which follows after, 


[f neveryet that time himſelf doth lay, 
He wiſhes carneſtiy, you never may. (Exit | 


Scena Secunda. , | 
Gout of T3 he NU RAN 


Enter Polixenes and Camillo, © 


Pol. 1 pray thes{ good Camsllo, }be no more importu- 
nate *tis aſickneſs denying thee any thing z a death to 
grant this. \ 

Cam. Ie isAkcen years ſirce I ſaw my Country ; tho'l 
have F for the moſt part F being aired abroad, 1 defire te- 
lay my bones there. Beſides, the penitent King my Ma- 
lier;} hath ſent for me, to whoſe feeling ſorrows | might 
be ſome all:y,* or I oreween to think foJ, which is ano- 
ther ſpur to my departure. 

Pol, As thou lov'ſt me;{Camillo Y, wipe not out the ref! 
of thy ſervices, by leaving me now ; the need | have of 
thee, thine own goodneſs hath made : better not to haſt 
had thee,than thus to want thee,thou having made me Buſt- 


muſt either ſtay to execute them thy ſelf, or take away 


with thee the very ſervices thou haſt done ; which if | 
have not enough conſidered ;f as too much 1 cannot to 
be more thankful to thee, ſhall be my ſtudy, and my pro- 
fit therein, the heaping friendſhips; Of that fatal Coun» 


puniſhes me with the-remembrance of that penitent, Cas 
thou call'ſt him}-,and reconciled King my brother, whoſe 
loſs of his moſt precious Queen and Children, are even 
now to be a-freſh lamented. Say to me, when ſaw'ſt 
thou the Prince Florizel my fon? Kings are no les 
unhappy, their iſſue not being gracious, than they are 


tues. 
Cem. Sirit is three days fince I fzw the Prince ; what 
his happier affairs may be, are to me unknown : bur | ah 
( miſiogly ) noted, he is of late much retired from Cottrt, 
and is lets frequent to his Princ:ly exerciſes than formerly 
he hath appeared. 


—. 


neſ {which none,fwithout theegcan ſufficiently manage ) | 


trey Sicilia, prethee {peak no more, whoſe very naming, | 


in loſing them, when they have approved theic ver- | 


Pol. 1 have conſidered ſo much, Camille 3, and with | 
ſome care (ov far, that I have eyes under my f{:rvice, | 


| 


þ 


] 


þ 
| 


| 


which look upon his removedneſs z from whom I have 
6 | this 


——_— 


_—_— 


WE 


| fear F, the Angle that plucks our Son thither, 


— 


The Winters T ale. 


* IS AS SEE ae emo. 


chis intelligence, that he is ſeldom from the houſe of a 
moſt homely Shepherd ;, a man, (they ſay) that from very 
notking, and beyond the imagination of his neighbours, is 
grown into an unſpeakable eſtate. 

Car. | have heard; {Sir3of ſuch a man, who hath a 
Daughter of moſt rarenote; the report of her is extended 
more, than can be thought to begin from ſuch a corgage. 

Pol. That's hkewiſe part of my intelligence; ba 

U 
(bait accompany us to the place, where we will (not ap- 
pearing what we are) have ſome queſtion with the Shep- 
herd 4 from whole ſimplicity, I think it not unealie to get 
the cauſe of my Sons reſort thither. mogrne be my pre- 
ſent partner in this buſineſs, and lay aſide 
Sicilia, 

Can. I willingly obey your command. 


Scana Tertia, 
he (01 PY 2077 
Enter Autolicus ſinging. 


When Daffadils begin to peer , 

With be Doxy over the dale, 

Why then comes in the wget o'th year. 
For the red blood ragens ## the Winters pale, 


The white ſheet bleaching on the hedzF » 
With hey the ſweet Birds, O bow they ſing / 
Doth ſ.t my pwgging tooth fin edg, 

Fur a quart of Ale 58 a diſh for a Kmg. 


The Lark that tirra Lyerachaunts, 

IWwuh beigh, with the Thruſh end the Lay : 
eAre Summers ſongs for me and my Aunts, 
While we bis tumbling in the hay. 


[ have ferv'd Prince Flcrizel, and in my time wore three 
pile, but now I am out of ſervice. 


But ſhall 1 go mourn for that\-( my dear) / 
the pale Moon ſbines by night : 
And when I wand:r here and there, 
1 then do moſt go right. 
ju If Tirkers may have leave to live, _ 


| and bear the Show-shan Bowgee (10 ge t- 


Tuen my account 1 well may give, © 
and m the Stocks avouch it. 


y Trzffick is ſheets , when the Kite builds, look toleſ- 
er Linnen. My Father nam'd me Awtolicus, who being, 
as I am litter'd under Mercury, was likewiſe a ſnapper- 
up of ,pnconſidertd trifles : With Die and Drab, I pur- 


Ichas” Capariſen , and my Revenue is the &y Cheat, 


Gallows, and Knocks, are too powerful on the High- 
ay, Beating and Hanging are Terrors to me: For the 

5 to come, | ſep out the thought of it. A prize; a 
rize. 


Enter Clown. 


Cl. Let meſce, eyery Lefeerfweather todss, every totd 
yiegs,pound and; odd ſhillinge : fifteen hundred ſhorn, 
wifft comes the Wool to? ; 

Aut, If theſprindgzhold, the Cock's mine. /-4/Je 

Clo. 1 cannot do it without Compters. Let me fce, 
what am | to buy for our Sheep-ſhearing-Feaſt? Three 
pound of Sugar , five pound of Currindy, Rice-What 
will chis Siſter of mine do with Rice ? but my Father hath 
mace cr Miſtreſs of the Feaſt, and ſhe lays it on. She 


the thoughts of 


Pol, My beſt Camille, we muſt diſguiſe our ſlve/Fags 


| 


hath made mc four and twenty Noſe-yays for the Shearer, 
-fthree-man ſong-men, al), and very good ones$; but th, y 
are moſt of them Means and Balcs 3, but one Puritan 4. 
mong them, and he ſings Plalms co horn-Pipes. 1 mip 


none that's out of my note; Nutmegs, feven; a Race? 


or two of Ginger, but that | beg; Four pound of / 
Preieyes, and as many of RA oth? Sun. T| 


Clo. Peh* name of me. OFT | 
Aut . Ohjhelp me, help me! pluck but ofi theſe rags: ang | 
then, Death, Death / | 
Clo. Alack, poor Soul, thou haſt need of mores | 
lay on thee, rather than have theſc off. | 
Ant. Qhty{ir, the loathfomneſs ot them offends me, more 
than the ſtripes 1 have received, which are mighty ores, 
and millions. 
' C1, Alas poorman, 
great matter, | 
Aut. 1am rob'd, fir, and beaten; my money and appar: | 
rel tane from me, and theſe deteſtable things pur upon | 
me. ; 
Cl. What, by a Horſe-man, or a Foot-man ? 

Ant. A Foot-man,flweet {113, a Foot-man. 

Clo. Indeed, he ſhould be a Foorman, by the Garments 
he has left with thee; if this be a Horimans Coat, it hath 
ſeen very hot fervice, Lend me thy hanC, PiChelp thee. 
Come lend me thy hard. ( Helgunn hain uſe. 

Aut. Oh:good fir, tenderly, oh/ 

Cl. Alas jpoor Scul./ 

Aut. Oh, good fir, ſoftly, good fir: 1 fear,fir}, wy 
Shoulder-blade is out. « ; 

Clo, How now? canſt ſtand ? 

Aut. Soſtly, dear fir z good fir, ſoftly ; you ha done 
me a charitable office, 

*. x Doſt lack any money d l have a little money for 
tnee, 

Ant. No, good ſweet fir : no, I beſeeeh you fir ; 1 have 
a Kinſman nor paſt three quarters of a Mile hence, unto| 
whom I was going; I ſhall there have money, or any thing 
| want ; Offer me no money, | pray you, that kills my 
heart, 


a million of beating may come to a 


ou ? 


with TrollmF-dames : | knew him once a Servant 
of the Prince; I cannot tell good fir, for which of his 


Court. 


and yet it will no more bur abide. 

Aut, Vices I would ſay ,tSir3. 1 know this man wcll, he 
hath been ſince an Ape-bearer, then a Proceſs-ſerver, -fa 
Bailiff 4 then he compaſt a Motion of the Prodigal Sol} 
and married a Tinkers wife,..within a mile where my Land 
and Living lies; and thavirg flowa over many knavilh 


tolicurs. 
Clo. Out upon him Prig/ for my 
Wakes, Fairs, and Bear-baitings. 

Aut, wb 6 aa ; he,fir he ;, that's the Rogue that 
ut me 1nto Tnis apparei. -— 2 
: Clo. Not a more cowardly Rogue in all Bile” if 
you had but look'd big, and ſpit at him, held have 


life Prig | he haunts 


have Saffron to colour the Ward:n Pies, Mace>Dates,| 


Clo. What manner of Fellow was he that rob'd 


Ant. A Fellow, Sir}, that I have known to go obout} 


Vertues it was, but he was certainly Whipp'out of the|| 


Clo. His vices you would ſay 3 there's no Vertue whipt| 
out of the Court; they cheriſh it ro make it Ray there | 


— 
CO ee en OT IE—_ m—_ 


profeſſions}; he ſetled only in Rogue; fome call him As: 


run. 
eA ut. | muſt confef> to you,cfir 3, I am no fighter; Lam! 
falſe of heart that way, and that he knew, warrant him | 
Clo. How do you do now ? | 
Aut. Sweet ſir, much better thanl was; Ican ftand, and} 
walk; I will even take my leave of you, and pace ſottly 
towards my Kinſmans. 


| 


Clo. Shall I bring thee og thy way ? | 
Aut. No, good fac'd fir; no {weer fir, 
* 


Clo 


- 
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Aut. Oh, that ever ] was born” 6 ov lt - On FAel Fw 
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Then farewel, I muſt go to buy Spices tor our | Strangle ſuch thoughts as theſe, with any thing 


cheep-ſhearing- cy _ 
it. Proſper youfweet ſir. Your Purſe is not hot e- 


urchaſe your Spice, II&be with you at your 
_ ing too: If 1 make not this cheat bring out 
= and the Shezrers prove Sheep, let me be unrold,and 
* pts put in the book of Vertue. 


:g-on, Jog-on, the foot-path 
4 wr merrily bend the Stile-a. 
A Merry heart goes all the day, 
Your ſad tires in a Mile-3, 


Song Guy's 


LAY 


Scang Quarta, 


C 7 
The 1) ls C hep hert Guge.. 
Enter Florizzl, Perdi:a, Shopherd,-Glawn, Polixenes, 
(- Al - 4 v '» 


3 « Me "I "_ 


F/o. Theſe your unuſual weeds, to each part of you 
Do's give a life : no Shepherdels but Flora - 
Peering in eprilsfront. This your Sheep-ſhearing,. 
|; 25 a mexepmecting of the petty godsz 
Ard you the Queen on'r. 

Per. Sir my gracious Lord, 

Tochide at your cxtreams, it not becomes me : 

h pardon, that I name them : - your high {cl 
Re gracious mark o'th* Land, you have obſcar'd | 
With a Swains wearing j and me,fpoor lowly MaidZ, 
Moſt goddefs-like prank'd up: But that our Feaſts 
In every Mels,.. have follyy and the Feeders 
Digeſt it with a Cuſtom; 1 ſhould bluſh 
To {ce you ſo attir'd z {worn)l think, 

Toſhew my {:1f a glals: 
| Flo, | bleſs the time 

hen my good Falcon,, made her flight a-croſs 
Thy Fathers ground- 
| Per. Now Jove afford you cauſe: 

Tomethe differcnce forges dread;{your Greatneſs 
Hath not beenus'd to fear 3 even now [| tremble 
To think your Father, by fome accident, 

Should paſs this way, as you did: Oh the Fates, 
How would he look to {ce his work, fo noble, 
Vilfly bound up > What would he ſay 7 Or how 
Should 1 Fin theſe my borrowed Flaunts} behold 
The ſternnels of his pretcnce 

Flo. Apprehend 
Nothing but jollity : the gods themſelves, 
{Humbling their Deities to love), have taken 
The ſhapes of Beaſts upon them. Fupiter 
Became a Bull, and bellow'd ; the green Neptune 
A Raw, and bleated ; and the Fire-roab'd-God, 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble Swain, 

As | ſeem now. Their transformations, 

Were never for a piece of Beauty,. rarer, 

Nor in a way fo chiſts, ſince my deſires 

Run nvt before mine Honour y nor my Lufts 

Burn hottcr than my Faith. 

Per. O but,dear fir, 

Your reſolution cannot hold, when *tis 

Oppov'd, Fas it muſt þeF, by pb" power of tht King. 
One of thele ewo m{fſt be neceſſicies, 


Orl my life, 

Flo. Thou deareſt Perdita , 

With theſe forc'd thoughts, I prythee darken not 

The Mirth o'ch* Feaſt; Or vil e thine; Fmy FairF 
Or not my Fathers. For Icannot be 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 

| be not thine, T'o this I am moſt conſtant 
Tho' Deſtiny ſay no, Be merry, {Gentle H 


 — 


_— 


Which then will ſpeak, that you muſt change this purpoſe, 


That you behold' the while. Your Gueſts are coming: 
Lift up you Countenance, as it were the day 
Of Celebration of that Nuptial, which 
We two have ſworn ſhall come, 
Per. O Lady Fortune, , 
Stand you auſpicious.” ©_/C£/72£- V. Enter all. 
Flo. See, your Gueſts approach; Kam 
Addreſs your ſelf to entertain them ſprightly , 
And let's be red with mirth. 
Shep. Fie, FDavghter);when my old Wife liv'd; upon 
This day, ſhe was: both Pantlet, Butler, Cook, 
Both Dame and Servant; Welcom?'d all , ferv'd all; 
Would ſing her Song; and dance her turn; now here 
At upper end o*th? Table ; now i{h middle; 
On his ſhoulder, 'and his; her face: o'fice 
With labour; and the things ſhe took © to quench it 
She-would to each one fip. You are retired, 
As if you were a feafted one y afid nor 
The Hoſtels of thee meeting : Pray you bid 
Theſe unknow friends ro's welcome, for it is 
A way to make us better Friends, more known, 
Come, quench your Bluſhes, and preſent you ſelf 
That which you are, Miſtreſo'th' Feaft. Come on, 
And bid us welcome to your Sheep-ſhearing, 
As your good Flock ſhall proſper 
Per. Helene : E / "1p Fo f þ (4 
It is my Fathers will, I ſhould take on me 
The Hoſteſsſhip o*th* day; you'te welcome, firs | 
Give me thoſe Flowers there, fDorcas, } Reverend Sirs, 
For you, there's Roſemary,_and Rue, theſe keep 
Seeming, and favour all the Winter long : 
Grace, and Remembrance be to you both, 
And welcome to our Shearing. 
Pol. Shepherdeſs, 


£A fair one are you y well you fit our apes 


With Flowers of Winter. 
Per. Sir, the year growing ancient, 
Not yet on Summers death, nor'ort the/birth 
Of trembling Winter, the faireft Flowers o'th* Seaſon 
Are our Carnations , and ftrea{d Gilly-vors; 


Which ſome call*Natures Baſtards)yof that kind 


Our ruſtick Garden's barren, and Icare not 
To get ſlips of them, 

Pol. Wherefore,{gentle Maiden} 

Do you negle& them ? 

Per. For I have heard it ſaid, 
There is an Art, which in their pidenefs ſhares 
With great creating-Nature. 

Pol. Say there be 
Yet Nature is made better by no mean , 
But Nature makes that mean ; fo over that Art, 


<W hich you fay adds to Nature}. is an Art 


'That Nature makes; you ſee lweet Maid } we Marry 
A gentler Si, co the wildeſt Stock,/ , 
And make conceive a bark of bafer kind 
By bud of Nobler race. This is at Art 
Which do's mend Nature change it rather; bot 
The Art it felf,. is. Nature. 
Per. So itis. 
Pol. Then make your Garden rich in Gilly'vers, Plavea 
And do not call them Baſtards. 
' Per. VIEnor put 
'The Dibſe in earth, to ſet one flip of them : 
No more than were I painted, I would wiſh 
This youth ſhould fay*twere well z and only therefore 
Deſire to breed by me. Here's flowers for you; 
Hot Lavender, Mints, Sav ry, Marjor0, ,; | 


[The Mary-gold, that goes to bed witheSun, 


And with him riſes, weeping: Thele are Flowers 
Of middle Summer, and I think ghey ate given 
To men of middle age, Y*are, welcome, 
Cam. I ſhould leave grazing, wete Tof your Flock, 


{And only live by gazing. 


————— - mm 
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The Winters T ale. 


Per, Ovt, alas \ ; 
Yould be 1o lean , that blaſts of Fenwary ( Friends 
Would blow you through and through. Now (++ lairft 
[ would I had ſome Flowers o'th/Spring, that might 
Become your time of day ; and yours, and yours, 

That wear upon your Virgin-branches yet 

Your Maiden-heads growing: O Proſerpina, 

For the Flowers now, that Ffrightedz, thou let'ſt fall 
From Diſes Waggonf Deffadils, 

That come before the Swallow dares, and take 
The winds of arch with beauty; Violets «dim 
But ſweeter than the lids of Janos eyes , 

Or Cytherea's breath 3; pale Prim-roles, 

That die unmarried, ere they can behold 

Bright Phoebus in his Rtrepgth,ta Malady 

Moſt incident to Maid Bd Olips, and 

The Crown imperial, Lilſtes of all kinds, 

(The Flower-d:-Lace being one. } O, theſe I lack, 
To mzke you Garlands of -and my ſweet Friend, 
To row him o're, and o're.- 

Flo. What ? like a Coarle? 

Per. No, like a bank, for love tolie and play on; 
Not like a Coarſe ;, or if not to be buried, 

But quick, and in mine arms. Come take your flowers, 
Methinks I glay as 1 have ſeen them do 

If Whitles-paſtora!s : Sure this Robe of mine 

Do's change my diſpoſition, 

Flo. What you do, 

Still betterswhat is done. When you fpeak ,flweet} 
Pi have yeu do it ever ; when you ſing , 

I'|Chave you buy, and fell ſo; to give Alms; 

Pray ſo; and for the ord'ring your Aﬀeairs, 

To ſing them too, When you do dance, I wiſh you 
A Wave o'th Sea, that you might ever do 


| Nothing but that ; move til], Riill ſo 1 


And own no other Fun&ion. Each your doing, 


+65» ſingular in each particular+- 


Crowns what you are doing, ia the preſent deeds, 
That all your -AQs, are Queens. 

Per. O Doricles, 
Your praiſes are too large ; but 202t your Youth 
And the true blood which peeps fairly throught, 
Do plainly give you out an unffain'd Shepherd, 
With wildom, 1 might fear, &my Doricler+, 
You woo'd me the falſe way. 

Flo. | think. you have 
As little skill - "rt as I have purpoſe 
To put you to't. But come, our dance [ pray , 
Your hand,;fmy Perdita; } fo Turtles pair 
That never mean to part. 

Per, !\Elwear for *em. 

Pol. This is the prettieft Low-born Laſs, that ever 
Ran on the green-ſord; Nothing ſhe dot, or ſeems, 
But ſmacks of ſamething-greater than her ſelf, 


| 


; 


that makes her blood look © 


Too Noble for this place. 
Cam. He tells her ſomethin 
: Good ſooth ſhe is 
Fn: Queen of Curds and Cream. 
Clo. Come ony ſtrike vp. 
Dor. Mopſa myſt be your Miſtreſs ; marry Garlick to 


| mend her kiſſing with. 


Mop. Now in good time. 
Clo. Not a word, a word, we ſtand upon our manners, 


| Come ſtrike up. 


Here a Dance of Shepherds and 
Shepherdeſſes, 


Pell Pray good Shepherd, what fair Swain is this 
Which dances with your Daughter? 

Shep. They call him Doricles, and, boafts himſelf 
| To have a worthy Bfeding > but I haveit: 
Upon his own report, and | believe it : 
He looks like ſooth ; he ſays he loves my Daughter, 


I think { too ; for never gaz'd the Moon 
Upon the Water, as he'll tiand and read 
As *twere my Daghters Eyes: and to be plain, 
I thin thers js not half a kifs to chuſe 
Whs loves mother beſt. 

Pol. She danc:s featly, 

Sbep. So ſhe do's any thing, tho [ report it 
'That ſhould be filent; if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, ſhe ſhall bring kim that 
Which he not dreams of. 

Ser. O Maſtery if you did but hear the Pedler at the 
door, you would never dance again after a Taber and 
Pipe : no, the Bag-pipe could not move you ; he fings {e. 
| veral Tunes faſter than you'l[tel} money ; ke utters then 
as he had eaten Ballads, and all mens Ears prew to his 
Tunes, 


merrily fet down; 
ſung lamentably. 


No Milliner can fo fit his cuſtomers with Gloves : he has 
the pretticſt Lov: -fongs tor Maids, fo without bawdry, 
(which is frang-) with ſuch dclicate burthens of Dil 
do's and Fadings: Jump: her and thump-her 4 ard where 
ſome ftretch-mouch's Raſcal , would, tas it were3,mean 


Cl, He could never come better ; he ſhall come in; 1! 

Fo 2 F 1 

love a Ballad but even too well, if it be doleful matter! 
or a very plealant thing indeed, ard 
| 


S:r. He hath Songs for man, or woman, of all ſizs; | 


i 
j 


nk VIE Enter Servan,' 


| 
| 


; 
: 


wilchief, and break a foul g:p into the Matter, he makes 
the Maid to anlwrer , j//hoop, do me no harm, gocd max y 
pur's him off, lights þign, with 1/hoop do me no harm,god 
man. 

Pol. This is a brave fellow. 

Cio, Believe me, thou ta!keſt of an acmirzble conceited 
fellow; has he any unbraided Wares ? 

Ser. He hath Ribbons of a!l the colours Pc? Rainbow; 
Points, more than all the Lawyers in Boheme can learn- 
edly handle, tho they come to him by th* grof: : lIakle, 
Caddifſes, Cambricks, Lawns why,he ſings *em over, as 
they were Gods or Goddeſſes; you would think a Smock 
| were a ſhe-Angel, he ſo chants to the lcevehand , and 
the work about the Square on'r. 
| Clo. 
ing. 

Per, Forewarn him that he uſe no fcurriltous words in's 
Tunes, 

Cl». You have of theſe Pedigrs, that have more in them, 
' than youtd think (Siſter 
Per. A,good brother, or go about to think. 


Probe bring him in, and let him approach ſing 


Ent:r Autolicus ſinging, 


Lawn 4s white 4s driven Snow, 
Cyprefs black, a; ert was Crow,” 


Gloves as ſweet as Damask R, ofes, 

Marks for Faces, and for Noles; 

Bugle-Bracelets, Neck lace 1Amber, 

Perfume for a Ladigs Chamber : 

Gollen © uoifs, and Stomachery 

For my Lads eo give their Dears : 

Pins, and poaking ſticks of ſteel. 

What Matd) lack from htad to heel: 

| Come buy of mt, come : come buy, come buy, 
Buy Lads, or elſe your Laſſes cry: Come buy. 


{lo. If 1 were not in love with Mopſay thou ſhould! 
take no money of me! but being enthrall'd as I am, it wil 
alſo be the bondage of certain Ribbons and Gloves. 

Mp. 1 was promis'd them againſt the Feaſt, but they 
come not too late now. 


liars. 

Mop. He hath paid you all he promis'd you: *May be 
he has paid you more, which will ſhame you to give hi" 
again. Rb” 
Clo. Is there no manners left among Maids? w:ll they 


Dor. He hath promis'd you more than that, or tkereÞ: | 


| 
| 
| 
| 


weas 


pa 


VR _ 
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The WW, Hnters Tak. 


"Fe their placke ts, where they ſhould bear their faces ? 

: ere not milking-time } when you are going to bed 3 

oc kill-hole } 'T'o whiltle oftheſe ſecrers, but you muſt 

be titrle-tatling before all our Gueſts ? Tis well they are 

whiſpfing : C r your tongues, and not a word more- 
Mop. 1 have done, Come you promis d me a tawdry- 

1ace, and 2 Pair of ſweet Gloves, hh 

Clo, Have I not told thee how I was cozen'd by the 

Way) and loſt all wy money ? 

Ant, And indeed Sir, _ are Cozzners abr oad, there- 

it hehoeves men to be wary. ; 

he ne not thowman, then ſhalt loſe nothing here. 

Aut. 1 hope ſoy fir, for I have about me many parcels 

of charge. 

Cle. What haft here? Ballads ? 8 

Mop. Pray now buy fome , I love a Ballad in print, a 

life, for then we are (ure they are true. 

Ant, Here's one to a very doleful tune, how a Ulſu- 

rers wife was brought to bed with twenty money-bags at 

2 burthen, and how ſhe long'd to eat Addfrs heads, and 

Toads Carbonado'd. 

Mop. Is it true, think you ? 

Ant, Very true, and but a month old, 

Dor. Bleſs me from marying a Uſurer/ ; 

Ant. Qere's the Midwives name to't z one MiſtrdsTale- 

Porter, and five or ſix honeſt Wives, that were preſent. 

Why ſhould 1 carry lyes abroad ? 

Mop. *Pray you now buy it. 

Clo. Come on, Lay it by ; and let's 


firſt ſee mod Bal- 


upon the coaſt, on Wednesday the fourſcore of April, o__ 
thouſand fadora above water , and ſung this Ballad again 
the hard hearts of Maids ; it was thought ſhe was a Wo- 
man, and was turn'd into a cold fiſh, for ſhe would not 
exchange fl.ſh with one that lov'd her : The Ballad is ve- 
ry pitiful, and as true. ) 
Dor. 1; it true too, think you, 
Aut, Five Juſtices hands at it 
than my pack will hold. 
Clo. Lay it by too z another, 
eAnt. This is a merry Ballad, but a very pretty one. 


; and witneſTes more 


much homely 


lads; We'll buy the other things anon. O Father, you'l know more of thy 
Aut. Here's another Ballad of a fiſh, that appear@d/FfF it not too far gone ? *tis time to part they 


263 
Song. 

Will you buy any T ape, or I ace for your Cape } 
My 1ainty Dack, my Deer-a ? 
eAny Silk, any Thred, any Toyes for your head 
Of the new'ſt, and fin'ſt, fin'ſt wear-a.; 
Come to the Pedlff, Money's a medler, 


- That doth utter all mens ware-a.(Exc- Clowk 
£-1 


ree Shepherds , | 


—Sceme Vik bnler a Serv ahls.” 
Str, Maſter, there is three CA! t 
three Neat-herds , three Swine-herds that have mace 
themſelves all men of hair, thay call themſelves Saltiers. 


and they have a Dance, which the wenches fay is a gal- 
ly. maufry of Gambols, becauſe they are not in't : but 
| they themſelves are o'ch'mind &if it be not too rough 
for ſome , that know little but bowling Fit will picaſe 


plentifully. 
Shep. Away , we'll none on't; here has been too 
0 


olery already. I know;f' Sir we weary 
ou. 


Pol. You weary thoſe that *cefreſh vs : Pray let's ſee 


theſe four-threes of Herdſmen. 
Ser. One three of thc, by their own report; Sir} 


hath Jdanc'd before the King ; 2nd not the wo 

three,. but jumps twelve toort and hait by th -ſarke. 
Shep. Leave your pratings Gnce theſe gooduditi 

pleas'd, let them come in ; but quickly nowf%+.«.....4.% 


ay at CoorSir: Floufil. ade 


Here a Dance of twelvc Mi 


He's ſimple, and te!ls much. How now, & fair-ſhep? 
Your heart is full of ſomething, that do's take 
Your mind from teaſting. Sooth, when | was young, 
And handed love, as you doy I was wont | 
To load my Shee with knacks : 1 would have ranſackd 
The Pedljrs ſilken Treaſury, end have pour'd it 

To her acceptance; you have let him go, 

And nothing marted with him. If your Lats 

Ir terpretation ſhould abule, and call this 

Your lack of love, or bounty, you were ftraited 

For a reply atleaſt, if you mske a care 


Mop. Let's have ſome merry ones, 
eAut. Why this is a paſſing merry one, and goes to the 
tune of two Maids wooing a man j there's ſcarce a M:19 
Weſtward but fhe ſingsit: *cis in requeſt, Ican tel 1 you. 
Mop. We can both fingit; if thov'it bear a part, thou 
ſhalt hear, *cis in three parts, 
Dor. We had the tune on't a month a po. 
eAut. | can bear my part, you muſt know *tris my occu- 
pation : Have at it with you : 
Song' 
Get you hence, for I muſt £ 0 

Aut. Where fits not you to kwow, 

Dor. Whither.) 

Mop. O whither ? 

Dor. Whither ? 

Mop. 1: becomes thy oath full well, 

T hou to me thy ſecrets tell. 

Dor. Me too, let me go thither : 

Mop. Or thou goeſt toth* Grange, or Mill, 

Dor, If to either thou doft ill, 

Aut. Neither. 

Dot. what neither ? 

Ant. Neither. 

Dor. Thou haſt ſworn my Love tobe, 

Mop. T bou haſt ſworn it more 10 me; 

Then whither goeſt? Say whither ? 


Cl. Wellhave this ſong out anon by our ſelves: My 
Father and the Gent, are in ſad talk, and we'l{not trouble 
them : Come bring away thy pack after me, Wenches 
WEbuy for you both : Pedl+ let's have the firſt choice ; 


220g meggirls. Aut. And you ſhall pay well for *@m. 


—— 


Of happy holding her. 
Flo. O!d Sir, I know 
She prizes not ſuch triffles as theſe are ; 
The giſts ſhe looks from me, are packt and lockt 
Up in my heart, which I have given already, 
But not deliever'd, O hear me breathemy life 
Before this ancient Sir, who it ſhould feem + 
Hath ſometime lov?s, | take thy hand, this hand 
As ſoft as Doves Down, and 2s white as it, : 
Or Ethiepians tooth, or the fari'd ſnow, 
That's bolted by th*Nothern blaR, twice o'ce. 
Pol. what follows this ? 
How prettily th'young Swain ſeems to waſh 
The hand,.was fair before 7 1 kive put you out, 
But to your proteſtation ; Let me hear 
What you profcſs. 
Flo. Do, and be witneſs to'r. 
Pol. And this my neighbour too ? 
Flo. And he, and more 
Than he, and men ; the earth, and heavers, and all ; 
That were I crown'd the moſt Imperial Monarch 
Thereof moſt worthy were | the faireſt youth 
That ever made eye ſwerve, had force and knowledge. 
More than was ever mans, | would not prize them 
VVithout her Love; for her imploy them all, 
Commend them, and condemn them to her lervice, 
Or to their own perdition. | 
Pol. Fairly offcr'd, 
Cam. T his ſhews a found affeion, 
She. But my daughter, 
Say you the like to him, 
+ i I cannot ſpeak 


—_— 


ſt of rhe 


| 
's F4 » 


$0 


—_ 


i 


Aut. Ds 


Le} 


_— A 


{ Worthy enough a Herdſman : yea him too, 
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So well, £ nothing fo wellZ, no, nor mean better, 
By th& pattern of mine own thoughts, I cut out 
The purity of his 
Shep. Take hands, a bargain; 
And triends uoknown{ you ſhall bear witneſs to't : 
| give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her Portion equal his. 
Flo. O, that muſt be 
I'th* vertue of your daughter ; one being dead, 
T (hall have more than you can dream of yer, 
Enough then for you.wonder : but come-on 
Contra us *ſore theſe witneſſes. 
Shep. Come, your hand : 
And daughter, yours. 
Pol. Sift, Swain a-while ; beſeech you, 
Have you a Father f 
Flo. have ; but what of him? 
Pol. Knows he of this ? 
Flo. He neither do's, nor ſhall. 
Pol. Me-thinks a Father, 
I5 at the nuptial of his ſon, a Gueſt 
That beſt becomes the Table : pray you once more, 
{s not your Father grown incapable 
Of reatonable affairs ? is he not ſtupid 
With Age, and altring Rheumds ? Can he ſpeak ? hear ? 
Know man from man? Diſpute his own eftate ? 
Lies he not bed-rid ? And again, dds nothia g 
But what he did, being childiſh ? 
Flo. No,good Sir; 
He has his healch, and ampler ſtrength indeed 
Than moſt have of his age. 
Pol. By my white Beard, 
You offer him it this be {0.3 a wrong 
Something unfilial : reaton my fon + 
Should cheafe himfelfa wife, but as good'reaſon 
The Father, ( all whoſe joy is nothing elſe 
Bur fair poſterity ) ſhould hold ſome counſcl 
{n tuctr « buſinets. 
Flo, | yield all this; 
But for fome other reaſons; my grave Sir}, 
Which®ris not fit you know, I not acquaint 
| My Father of this buſmels. 
Pol. Let him know'c, 
Flo. He ſhall not. 
Pol. Prethee let him. 
Flo. ; he molt not. 
Shep. Let hinxmy fon}, he ſhall not need to grieve 
At knowing of thy choice. 
Fl). Come, come, he muſt not ; 
Mark our Contra&t. | 
Pol Mark your divorce,tyoung Sins COUere vs 
Whom ſon I dare not call: Thou art foo baſe hkinsely | / 
To be acknowledg'd. Thou a Scepters Heir, 
That thus affcQsta ſheep-hook } Thou old Trajtor, 
Tm ſorry that by hanging thee, I can 
But ſhorten thy life one week. And thou freſh Piece 
Ol excellent Witchcraft, who of force muſt know 
The roya! Fool thon coap'lt with. 
Shep. Oh my heart/ 
Pol. PiUhave thy beauty ſcratcht with brigrs, and made 
More homely than thy ſtate. For theeff found boy,}- 
[f I may ever know thou doſt but ſigh, 
That thou ro more ſhalt neveeſce this knack) as never 
{ mean thou ſhalt ) wel\bar thee from ſucceſſion; 
Not hold thee of our blood, no not our Kin, 
Ee than Dencalion off: { mark thou my words } ; 
Follow us to th? Court. Thou Churl, for this time, 
Though full of our difpleaſureJ;yer we free thee 
From the dead blow oft : And your enchantment, 


Thar mzkes himſelf bur for our Honour therein-+ |, 
Unworthy thee. If ever henceforth, thou 
Theſe rural Latches to his entrance open, 


CT — 
| I will deviſe a death, as crucl for thce, 0 | 
As thou art tender to'c. 4 

 Perd. Even here undone: OE © V1. 
I was not much afe«f?Y ; for once, or twice 

I was about to ſpeak, anc tcll him plainly, | 

The felf-fame Sun, that ſhiacs upon his Court, | 

Hides not his viſage from our Cottage, but | 

| 

| 

| 


Looks on alike. Wiltpleaſe you{(Sir- be gone (7 Flr 

I told you what would come of this + Beleech you, 

Of your own ftate take care AThis"ream oFeminc [701 

Being now awake, I'LQueea it no inch farther, * 

But mi'k my Ewes, and weep. 

Cam. Why, how now Father,/ 
Speak ere thou dge\t, 
Shep. I canon? ipeai, nor think, 

Nor dare to (now, that which I knows O Sir , [Jo F(c 

You have undone 2 man of fourfcore three, 

That thought to fill his grave in quiet ; yea, 

To die upon the bed my tather dy'd, 

To lje cloſe by his heneft bones ; but now 

Sorhe Hangman muſt put cn my ſhroud, and lay m* 

Where no Pric{t ſhovels-in duſt, Oh curſed wretchl{ lo oa 

That knew'ſ this was the Prince, and wouldſt adyentur 

To mingle faith with him. Undone, undone { | 

If I might die within this hour, 1 have livd | 

To die when Idefire. _ CL, xy, (Exit, 
' 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Flo. Wry lock you to ypon me ? 
I am but forry , not aſery'd; —_— 
But nothing alter'd z What | was, Tam ; 
More ſtraining on,.(or plucking back 5 not following | 
My leaſh unwillingly | 
Cam, Gracious wy Lord, 
You know your Fathers temper : at ihis time 
He will allow no ſpeech , {which 1 do ghets 
| You do not purpole to him; and as hardly 
Will he endure your ſight, as yet, 1 fear; 
Thentill the fury of his Highneſs ſettle, 
Come not before him. 
Flo. I not purpoſe it g 
| think;{amillo. 
Cam, Even he, my Lord. 
Per, How often have I told you *twould be thus? 
How often {aid, my dignity would laſt 
But till *rwere known? d 
Plo. It cannot fail, but by 
The violation of my faith, and then 
Let Nature cruſh the fides o'th* earth together, 
And mar the (ces withinkLift up thy looks —— 
From my ſucceſſion wipe med Fathewg,1 
Am heir to my affeftion. 
Cam. Be advis'd. 
| Flo. l 2m; and by my Fancy; if my Reaſon 
Will thercto be obedient z Thave Reaſon; 
If not,my lenſes better+ pleas*d with madneſs F 
Do bid it welcome. 
Cam. This is deſperatef fir. 3 
Flo, So call it ; but it do's fulfil my vow 3 
Inceds mult think it honeſty 4 Camills, 
Not for Beb&wee, nor the pomp that may 
Be thereat gleaned 3 for all ks the Sun fees, or 
The cloſe earth wombs y or the profound ſeas hide 
In unknown fadomes y will I break my Oath 
To this my fair belov*d g Therefore I pray you, 
As you have ever been my Fathers friend, 
When he ſhall miſs me, os in ſaith 1 mean not 
To fee him any more Þ caſt your good counſels 
Upon his paſſion z Let my telf, and Fortune 
Tug for the time to come, This you may know, 
And ſo deliver , I am put to ſca 
With her, whom here I cannot ho'd on ſhore ; | 
And moſt opportune to her nced, | have | 
A Veſſc] rides faſt by, but not prepat'd . 
For this Ceſign, V/hat courſe I mean to hold 


Or hope his body more, with thydmbraces, 


Shall aothing benefit your knowledge, nor | 


en hy— 
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—_—__ A 


—— . 

Concern me the reporting. 

Cam, O my Lord, _ 

| would your ſpirit were eaſier for advice, 
Or ſtronger ſor your need. 
Flo. Heark Perditay 
MIthear you by and by. 
Con. He's irremo ble, I” 
|Reſolv'd for flight : Now were I happy, if 

His going) | could frame to ſerve my turn; , 
Gaye him from danger, do him love and honour, 
Purchaſe the ſight again of dear Sticilia, 

and that unhappy King, my Maſter, _ 

| ſo much thirſt to lee, / 4 810E- 

Flo, Now,good Camilo, 

[ 2m ſo fraught with curious buſineſs, that 

| leave out Ceremony. 

Cam. Sir, I think 4 | _ 

You have heard of my poor ſervices, i'th” love 
That I have born your Father ?- 

Re, Very nobly 

Have you deſerv*d : It is my Fathers Muſick 
Toſpeak your deeds 3 not little of his care 

To have them recompenc'd, as thought on. 

Cam, —_ LordJ » | 

If you may pleaſe to think I love the King, _ 
And through him, whats neareſt to him, which is 
Your gracious ſelf z embrace but my direQion, 

If your more ponderous and ſctled projet 

May ſuffer alteration ; On wine honour, _ 
| |Fpoint you where you ſhall have ſuch receiving 
As ſhall become your highneſs, where you may 
Enjoy your Miſtreſs z from the whom , I ſee, 
There's no disjunRion to be made, but þy 

(As heavens forfend ) your ruin « Marky her, 
And with my beſt endeavgurg, in your ablence; 
Your diſcontenting Father, rive to qualifp<e/ 
And bring him up to liking. 

Flo, How Camilo, | 

May this {almoſt a miracle3 be done ?, 

That | may call thee ſomething more than man, 
And after that truft to thee? .. 

(4. Have you thought or 

A place whereto you'llgo ? 

Flo. Not any yet : 

But as th'unthought-on accident is guilty 

To what we wildly do, ſo we profeſs 

Our ſelves to be the ſlaves of chance, and flies 

Cf every wind that blows- 

Cam, Then liſt to me * 


But undergo this flight, make for Sicilie, 


( For fo [| tee ſhe muſt be ) "fore Leontes 1 
She ſhall be habited, as it becomes | 

The partner of your Bed. Methinks Lee 
Leontes opening his free Arms, and weeping 


As'twere i*th* Fachers perſon ; kiſſes the hands 
Of your freſh Princeſs ; ore and ore divides hims. 
'Twixt his unkindenfs, and his kindneſs : th'one 
He chids to Hell, and bids the other grow 
Faſter than Thought, or Time. 

Flo, Worthy Camilo, 

What colour for my viſitation, ſhall 1 

Hold up before him ? 

Cam, Sent by the King your Father 

To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir, 

The manner of your bearing towards him, with 
What youas from your Father}, ſhall deliver, 
Things known betwixt us three, 1 

The which ſhall point you forth at every ſitting 
at you muſt ſay, that he ſhall not perceive, 
But that you have your Fathers Boſom there, 
And ſpeak his very heart. 


oe ICS 


(0 Cam.) 


This follows, if you will not change your purpoſe, 


And there preſent your felf, and your fair Princeki, 


His welcomes forth ; asks thee the Son forgiveneſs, 


|& write you down; 


| 


| 


q 


There is ſome ſap in this. | ' | 


Than a wild dedication of your ſelves _ 

To unpath'd waters, undream'd Shores ; moſt certain, 
To miſeries enough : no hope to help you, 

But as you ſhake off one, to take another : 

Nothing ſo certain, as your Anchors, who 

Do their beſt office, if they can but ftay you, 

Where you'l be loath to be * beſides you know, 
Proſperity's the very bond of love, | 
Whoſe freſh complexion, ahd whoſe heart together, | 
Affidion alters. | 


I think AMiQion may ſubdue the cheek, | 
But not take in the Mind. 


There ſhall not atyou ar Fathers houſe, theſe ſeven years 
Be born another ſuch, 


She's as forward of, her breeding, as 


ir - | 
' We are not furniſh'd like Bolpemsa's Son, 73* y Bn as 


Flo. 1 am bound to you : | | 


Cam. A, Courfe more promiſing  _ 


Per. Oneof theſe is true : 
Cam. Yea, ſay you ſo? 


Flo. My good Camilo, 

She is i'th? rear *obs birth. 

Cam. I cannot ſay, 'tis pity 2 

She lacks inſtruftions, for ſhe ſeems a Miſtreſs 

To moſt that teach. 

Par. Your pardon,Sir; for this- 

PIEbluſh you thanks. | | 
Flo. My prettieſt Perdta _—— 

But O, the Thorns we ftand upon / 4Camill) 

Preferver of my Father;now of me; 

The Medicine of our Houſe; how ſhall we do 


Nor ſhall appear in Sicily. —- - | 
Can, My Lord, | 
Fear none of this: I think you know my fortunes | 
Do all i there : Ir ſhall be ſo my care 

To have you royally appointed, as if 

The Scene you play, were mine. For inſtance, Sir, 


. Jeeme X 
"KEnter _— 


eAut. Ha, ha, what a fool Honeſty is and Truſt, #his 
[worn brother.) a very ſimple Gentleman/ I have fold all 
my trumpery ; not a counterfeit ſtone, not a ribbon , 
glals, pomander, browch, table-book, ballad, knife, tape, 
glove, ſhooe-tye, bracelet, horn-ring, to keep my pack 
from faftaing : they throng who ſhould buy ficſt, as if my | 
[Trinkets had been hallowed, and brought a benediRtion to 


piture; and what 1 ſaw, to my good uſe, | remember 
My Clown (who wants but ſomething tobe a reaſonable | 
man ) grew ſoin love with the Wenches ſong, that hef 
would not ſtir his pettytoes till he had both tune and 
words, which fo drew the rcſt of the herd to me, that 
alt their other ſenges tuckin ears 3 you might have pinch'd 


—————————_—. 


a Placket, it was ſengelels, *rwas nothing to = a Cod-} 
plece of apurſe z 1 would have fiG4 Keys off that hung 
iN chains: no hearing, no feeling, but my firs ſong, and ad-| 
miring the nothing of it- So that in this time of Lethar-| 
gy,-I pick'c and cut moſt of their Feſtival purſes: and} 
had not the old man come in with a Whoo-bub againſt 
his Daughter, and the Kings Son, and ſcar'd my chowghes | 
from the chaff, I had not left a purſe alive in the whole } 
Amy. Cam ule A lor? _ Nerd Coma 

Cam. Nay; but my Letters by this means being there, 
So ſoon as you arrive, ſhall clear that doubt. 


Cam. Shall ſatisf@your Father- 
Perd, Happy be you : 

All that you fpcak, ſhews fair. 
Cam. Who have ive here? 


the buyer ; by which means, | ſaw whoſe purſe was beſt i D 


That you may know you ſhall not want ; one words 4 4c 


-for« 


Flo. And thoſe that you'l{procure from King Leong 2h —— 


Seeamy A "4 


M We 
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: :y90t# What a boot is here, with this exchange 
: (ods do this year connive at 1s, and we may do any thing 
\extempore. The Prince himſelſis about a piece of iniquity, 
{ſtealing away from his Father,with his Clog at his heels. . 


The V/inters T ale. 


We'l make an inſtrument of this ; omit 

Nothing may give us ayd. 
Aut, It they have'over-heard me now : why , hanging; 
Cam. How now{Good Fellow) co m c-, 


Why ſhaK'it thou {o ?, fear not, Eman3, | 
| with her : I-This being done, let the Law go Whiftle; j 


Here's-no harm intended to thee. 
Zut. 1am a poor fellow, Sir. HE 
Cam, Why, be fa ſtill : here's no body will ſteal that 
from thee z yet for the out-ſide of thy poverty, we muſt, 
make an exchange ; therefore diſ-caſc thee inſtanily ( thou 
auſt think there's a neceſſity in't ) and change garments 
with this Gentleman : tho the peny-worth © on his ſice 
be the worſt, yet hold thee, there's ſome boor. 
eAnt. Tam a poor fellow, Sir, £ I know ye well e- 
nough.) Avid, | 
Cam. Nay prgthee diſpatch : the Gentleman is half fled 
already. 
Aut. Are you in earneſt, Sir? (I ſmell the trick wad 
Flo. Dilpatch, I prythee. E. 
Ant. Indeed T have had earneſt, but I cannot with con- 
lcience take it. 
(4», Unbuckle, unbuckle. 
Fortunate Miſtral ( let my prophecy 
Com: home toye|[ ) you muſt retire your ſelf 
into tome Covert; tzke your {weet-hearts hat 
And pluck it ore your brows, muffle your face, 
Diim2atle you, and £:s you can Ciflicen 
th-4ruth of your own, ſ;cming, that you may 
(For I do tear eyes over,) to S:1p-board 
Ger undelcry'd. | 
Per..1 ice 7 e Play ſoljs, 
Taar 1 mutt Lear a part, 
an. N: remed + —— 
i ve you done titre ? | 
//2. Shoule In: w meet my Father, 
. wovld not call me Son. 
(4, N.y.you thall haveno hat 


| Cone I ”- , i-rewelfmy friend} 


! 


Ai . Adieu þ} 
{/c, O Perdits, vi'at have wg twain forgot ; 


Pray you 8 word. 
Cam, W..t1 1 next, ſhall be to tell the King, Aride 
OF this e(r: 2,474 whither they are bound : 


re-2 my hope is, I ſhallfſoprevail, 
'vrcc him after; in whoſe company 


Ihallreview <£:cil;a , for whoſe ſight, 


FI 
[1 


| T have a womans Longing. 


Flo. Forivne ſpeed us ! 


{ i bus we ſet on, Camils,3 to th? Sea (ije. 


7 
Cam. The ſwifter ſpeed, thebctterd Flory Zerd._Exir. 
£2. I underſtand the buſinets, I hear it: to have an 

open car a quick eye, and a nimble hand, is neceſſary for a 

Cut-purſe; a good nole is requiſite alſo, to ſmell out work 

{orth*other lenges, I ſee this is the time that the unjuſt man 

doch thrive. What an exchange had this been, without 

[ ſure the 


if I thoughtit were, 3 picce of honeſty to acquaint the King 
withal, I would #64 dot: I hold it the more knavery 
to conceal it ; and therein am 1 conſtant tomy Prof. (h- 


1 ON. 


Enter Clown and Shepheard. 


Aſide, afide, here's more matter for a hot brain ; Every 
Lanes end, every Shop, Church, Sciſion, Hanging yields a 
careful man work. 

Clown. See, fee: what a man you are now | there is no 
other way, but to tell the King ſhe's a Changling, and none 
of your ficſh and blood. 

Shep. Nay, but hear me. 

Clow, Nay, but hear me. 


—— 


Shep. Go to then. 

Clow, She being none of your fl:ſh and blood, yourg.g 
and blood has not offend:d the King,and fo your fleſh ang 
blood is not to be puniſh'd by him. Shew thoſe things 1Q 
found about heyt(thole fecrec things, a1] but what ſhe his 


warrant YOu. | 

Shep. 1 will tell the King all, every word, yea, ard j;;! 
Sons pranks too; who, 1 may ſay, 1s no honeſt man 5g,| 
ther to his father, nor to me, to go about to make met}e! 
Kings brother in Law. 

Clow. Indeed Brother in Law was the fartheſt off yo, 
could have been to him, and then your bload had bt 
the dearcr, by 1 know how much an ounce. 

He , | a 

Aut. Very wilely;# Puppies (c4 110 | 

Shbep. Well ; ler us to the Ring; there is that inthi, 
Farthel, will make him ſcratch his beard. | | 

ut. | know not what impediment this complaint mzy' 
to the flight of my maſter. , | 
Clo. *Pray heartily he be at;Palttace, ('s 
Aut. Tho Iam not naturally bon«ft, I 3m fo fometing! 
by chance : Letme pocket up my pedlrs excrement, Hoy 
now {Ruſtiques } whither are you bound ? | 

Shep. To th? Paltacgf and it like your Worſhip), | 

Aut, Your affairs there what F with whom F the cor- 


ed 


' you have none. 


dition of that Farthel ? the plece of your dwelling ? your 
names? your ages? of what having ? breeding, andany 
thing that is fitting to be known, dilcover ? 

Clo, We arc but plain fei lows, Sir. 

eAut, A Lye ; you are rough, and hairy ; Let 
 haveno lying 3 it becomes none but Tradeſemen, and they 
often give usTSouldiers T the lit, but we pay them for; it 
with ſtamped cop not ſtabbing eel, therefore they d 
"ne? give us the lye. 

Clo, Your Worlhip had like to have given us one, if you 
had not taken your felf with the manyrer. 

Shep. Are you a court'er, an& like you Sir? R 

Aut. Whether it like me, or no,! am a Courtier, Sel 
thou not the air of the Court, in theſe enfo!dings? hath nbt 
my gate in it, the meafure of rhe Court ? receives not thi 
Noſe Court-Odour from me? refle& I not on'thy baſcnels, 
Court-conterpt ? Think thou, for that 1 infiauart, or 
to#z2 from thee thy buſineſs , 1 am therefore no Covurtier! 
| am cqurtier Cap-a-pe ;, and one-that will either [puſh-on, | 
or plaek- back, thy buſineſs there z whereupon | command 
thee td'vpen thy affair. 

Shep. My buſineſs, Sir, is totheKing. 

Ant. What advocate haſt thou to him? 

Shep. I know not, (an@t like you.) 

Clo. Advocate's the Court-word for 


a PheaJant: 


Shep. None, fir; I have no Pheaſant cock, nor hen. 

Ant. How bleſſed are we, that are not fimple men} 
Yet nature might have made me as thele are, 
Thcrefore I will not diſdain. 

Clo, This cannot be but agreat Courtier, 

Shep. His Garments are rich, but ' he wears them 10 
handiomly. | | 

Clo, He ſeems to be the more noble in i being fantafi 
cal : a great man, PlEwarrant z I know by the picki 
on's teeth. 

Ave, The Farthel there} What's Pth' Farthel ? 
whereforc that Box ? | 

Shep. Sir, there lies ſuch ſecrets in this Farthel and 
which none muſt know but the King, and which he 
know within this hour , if 1'may come to th? ſpeech 
him, 

Aut. Age, thou haſt loſt thy labour. 

Shep. V Vhry Sir ? 

Aut. The King is not at the Paltace, he is gone i 


a new Ship, to purge Malfhcholty, and air himſelf ; for'i 
thou bet capable of things ſerious, thou muſt know fe 
King isfull cf grief. 


I” 
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Svep. So ) *tis faid,ESir , about his Son that *s | 
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$2ve Married a Shepherds daughter. 


are to be {wil'd at, their offerccs being {o capital? Tell me 
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{. If that Shepherd be nor in hand-faſt, let him fly 
—_ he Dl dats the Torturcs he (hall feel, will 
break the back of Man, the heart oi Monſter. 

Cle. Think you fo, Sir? 

Aut. Not he alone ſhall ſuffer what Wit can make hea- 
vy, and vengeance bitterz but thoſe that — to 
him frho remov'd fifty times}; ſhall all cofie under the 
Hz:ngman 3 which, tho it be great pity, yet'it is neceſſary. 
An old Sheep-whittling Rogue, a. Ram-tender, to offer 
to have his Daughter come into grace j Some lay he ſhall 
be ton'd ; but that Death is too ſoft for him { ſay 1: 
N:aw our Throne into a Sheep-Coar? all Deaths are too 
ſew, the ſharpeſt too ealie; 

Cle. Ha's the old man ere a Son, Sir {do you hear}and"t 
like you, Sir. Ahh 

Ant. He ha's a Son , who ſhall be flay'd alive, then| 
nointed over with honey, ſet on the Head of a Walps 
Neſt, then ſtand till he be three quarters and a dram dead); 
then recover*d again with Aqua-vite, or ſome other hot 
ſofuſi»nzthen, raw as he is (and in the hotteſt day Progno- 
fication proclaims) ſhall he be ſet againſt a Brick-wall 
(the Sun looking with a Southward Eyc upon him y where 
he is to behold him, with Flies blown to Death.) But 
what talk we of theſe Traitorly-Ralcals, whoſe miſeries 


(for you {cen} to be honeſt plain men) what you have to 
the King; being ſomething gently conſider'd, PIE bring 
you where he is aboard, tender. your perſons to his pre- 
ſence, whiſper him in your behalf;z. and if it be in man, 
beſides the King, to eff-& your Suits, here is a man ſhall 
do it. 

Clo, He ſeems to be of great Authority ; cloſe witif 
him, give him Gold ; and though authority be a ſtubborn 
Bear, yet he is oft led by the Noſe with Gold; ſhew 
the inſide of your Purſe to the outſide of his hand , 
and no more ado: Remember fton'd and flay'd a- 
live. 

Shep. Ang't pleaſe, you tSiry,to undertake the buſi- 
neſs for us, here is that Gold | have; PiEmakeit as much 
Tore, and leave this young man in Pawn till | bring it 
you, 

Ant. Aſter I have done what I promiſed ? 

Sb-p. AySir, 5 

Aut. Well, give me the moity ; are you a arti in 
this buſinels, TY _ x 

Clo. In ſome fort, Sir : but tho my caſc be a pitiſul one, 
[ hope I ſhall rot be flay'd our of it. 

Aut. Ohyxthat®> the c:fe of the Shepherds Son 3 hang him, 
he'llbe made an ex2mple. 

Clo. Comfort, good comfort; We muſt to the King, 
anc ſhewour ſtrange Gghts; he muſt know *ris none of your 
Duwghter, nor my Siſter y we are gone elſe, Sir, 1] will 
give you as rauch as this old man do's, when the buſineſs is 
performed, and remain as he” ſays)-your Pawn rill it be 
brought you. 

Aut. | will truſt you, walk before toward the $*3-ſide, 
$0 0n the right hand, | wil! but look upon the Hedgg and 
follow you, ; 

2 Clo, We are blefs'd, in this many as I may ſay, even 
elv'C. LET 

Shep, Let's before, as he hids us 3 he was provided to 
Co us pC0ds 

Exeunt. 


Aut. 1; I had a mind to be honeſt, I ſee Fortune would 
not ſuffer me; ſhe drops Booties in my mouth. I am 
courted now with a doubie occaſion: (gold, and a means 
to do the Prince my Maſtcr good ; which, who knows 

ow that may turn back to my. advancement?) I will 

brivg gheſe two Moles theſe blind ones, aboard bim; if 

he think it fir co ſhoar them again, and that the Com- 

Plaint they have to the King concerns him nothing, let 

im call me Rogut, for bring ſo far officious; for I am 

Provt againſt that Title, and what ſhame <lſe belongs 
Lo 


—_—, 


to't: To him will I preſent them , there aiay be matter 


in it, 
( Excue 


Actus Quintus: Sceng Prima. 
/ Aamges Fo St audleal 
Enter Leontes, Cleomines, Dion, Paulina, Servant-, 


A Saint-like Sorrow : No fault could you make, 
Which you have not redeem'd 5 indeed'payg'd down 
More penitence, than done trefpaſse at the laſt 
Do as the Heavehs have done forget your evil; 
With them, forgive your ſelf. 

Leo. Whilſt I remember 

Her and her vertues, | cannot forget | 

My blemiſhes in them, and ſoftill think of 

The wrong | did my felf; which was fo much,. 
That Heir-lefs it hath made my Kingdom, and 
Deftroy'd the ſweer'ſt companion that ere man 
Bred his hopes out of, cru 

Pait',, Too true-{my Lord : 

If one by one, you wedded all the World, 

Or from the All that are, took ſomething good, 
To makeaperfe& Womany the you kill'd, 

Would be unparalleld, | 

* Leo. I think ſo. Kill'd? 4, 

She I kild ? I did fo, bur thou firik'ft me 

Sarely, to lay I did; it is as bitter 

Upon thy tongue, as in my thought. - Now, good how, 
Say ſo but ſeldom. 

Cleo. Not at all, good Lady ; ; 
You might have ſpokena thouſand things,.. that would 
Have done the time more benefit, and grac'd 

Your kindneſs better, 

Paxl. You are none of thoſe, 

Would have him wed again, 

Dio. If you would not &, 

You pity not the State, nor the Remembrance 
Of his moſt Sorfraign Name ; Conſider little, 
What deagaee y his Highneſs fail of Iſſue) 

May drop upon his Kingdom, and devour 


Than to rejoyce the former Queeniawell? 
What holier, than for Royaſtigs repair, 
For preſent comfort, and for fature good, 
To bleſs the Bed of Majeſty again 
With a ſweet fellow to'r? 
Paul. There is none worthy, 
(ReſpeQing her that's gone ;) beſifes the Gods 
Will have {ulb1Pd their fecret purpoſes : 
For has not the Divine «pol ſaid , 
l>'c not theren$r of his Oracle, 
That King Leontes ſhall not have an Heir , | 
Till his loſt Child be found ? Which, *thar it ſhall, 
Is all as monſtrous to our humane reafon, 
As my Antigonxs to break his Grave, 


Did periſh with the Infant. *Tis your Coungel , 
My Lord ſhould to the Heavets be contrary , 
Oppole againſt their wills. Care not for iſſue, 
The Crown will find an Heir, Great Alexander 
Left his to th? Worthi-it; fo-his Succeſſor 
Was like,to be the beſt, 

Led. &5 ood Paulins, 
Who haſt the memory of Hermione, 
I know in honour : O, tnat ever [ 


To 


\ -——— 


Had ſquar'd me to thy Councel; then, even now 
Z 


& ; by 444-4 — 
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Cleo. Sir, you haye done enough, and have perform'd, 


Inccrtain lookers on, What were more = ; 7 


; 
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And come again to me} who onmy life, T 
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The one, 1 have almoſt forgot, (your pardon :) 
The other, when ſhe he's obtain'd your Eye, 
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| might have look'd upon my Queens full eyes, 
Have taken Treaſure from her lips/ 
Paul. And leſt them 
Mare rich, for what they yielded. 
L:o. Thou ſpeak'ſt truth : 
No more ſuch wives, therefore no wife; one worle, 
And better uy'd,. would mike her Sainted Spirit, 


Again poſſeſs her Corps, and on this Stage, 
(Where we Offender peer) Soul-yext, 
[And begin, why to me. 


Paul. Had ſhe ſuch power, 
She bad juſt cauſe. 
Leo. She had, and would incenſe me 
To murther her I marricd, 
Paxl. lſhould to: 
Were I the Ghoſt that walk'd, I'td bid you mark 
Her eye, and tell me for what dull part in't 
You choſe her ; then Pld ſhrick, that even your Ears 
Should rifr to hear me, and the words that follow'd, 
Should be, Remember mine, 
Leo. Stars, Stats, 
And all eyes elſe, dead coals ; fear thoy no Wife ; 
I'{f have no Wife, Paulina. 
Paul. Will you ſwear 
N:ver to marry, but by my free leave? 
Leo. Never {Paulina),{o be blels'd my Spirit. 
Paul. Then good my Lords, bear witneſs to his Oath. 
Cleo. You tempt him over-much. 
Paul. Unleſs another, 
As like Hermione, as is her picture 
Afﬀront his eye. pres 
Cleo. Good Madam, + have done, 
Paul. Yet if wy Lord\will marry 3 if you will, Sirs ; 
No remedy, but.you will ; Give me the office 
To chuſe you a Queen z ſhe ſhall not be fo young 
As was your former; but ſhe ſhall be ſuch 
As£wa!k'd your firſt Queens GhoRtZ, it ſhould take joy 
Toltee her in your arms. 
Leo. My truce Paxlina, 
We ſhall not marry, till thou bidſt us. 
Paul. That 
Shall be when your firft Queen's again in breath : 


Never till then. ._ CEILL. /{. 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. One that gives out himſelf Prince Florizel, 
Son of Polixenes, with his Princeſs (fhe 

The faireſt I have yet beheld) defires acceſs 

To your high preſence. 

Leo. Wh:+t with kim ? he comes not 


'Like to his Fathers greatneſs; his approach 
So out of circumſtance, and ſuddeny telk us, 
»[is not a Viſitation fran*d , but forc'd 

By need, and accident, What Train ? 


Ser. But few, 


And thoſe but mean. 


Leo. His Princels {ſay you} with him ? 
Ser. VeSthe moſt prerleſs piece of Earth, I think, 


| That ere the Sun ſhone bright on. 


Paul. Olv Hermuone, 


As ever preſent Time doth boaſt it (clf 
| { Abovea better, gone 5 ſo muſt thy Grave 
} way to what's ſeen now. Sir, you your («lf 


ave ſaid, and writ fo y but your writing now 


. 


ts colder than that Theame,'ſhe had not been, 
Nor was not to be equall'd ;, thus your Verſe 
Flow'd with her B:auty once, *tis ſhrewdly cbb'd, 
'To ſay you have {ſeen a better, 


Ser. Pardon , Madam r 


Will have your Tongue too: This is a reature, 


Would ſhe begin aSeR, might quench'the zeal ' 


—_—_—— p—_ _ _ 


| 


Of all Profeſſorselſc z make profelites 
Of who ſhe but bid follow. 

Paul. How ? not Women? 

Ser, Women will love her, that ſhe is a Woman 
More worth than any Man ; Mcn,that the is 
The rareſt of all Women. 

Leo. Go,Cleomines, 
You felf (affiſted with your honout'd friends) 
Bring them to our cmbricement. Skull *tis ſtrange 
He thus Chould ſteal upon us, : 


Paul. Had our Prince, 
(Jewel of Children) fecn this hour, be had pair'd 
Well with this Lord; there was got a full month 
Between their Births. 

Leo. *Prgthee no more z-eexte: thou know? t 
He dics to me again, when ralk'd of: ſure 
When I ſhall ſee this Gentleman, thy Speeches 
Will briog me to conſider that, which may 
Uaturniſh me of Reaſon. They are come, 

CLE HT. | 


Emer Florizcl, Pcrdita, Cleomines, and others. 


\ 


Your Mother was moſt true to Wedlock, Prince, 
For ſhe did print your Royal Father off, 
Conceiving you. Were | but twenty one, 
Your Fathers Image is fo hit in you, 
(His very air that 1 ſhould call you Brother, 
As 1 did him, and {feak of ſomething wildly 
By us perforgy'd betore. Moſt d:aily weicome , 
And your f.'r Princeſs: fGoddels}, oh? alas / 
Loſt a couple, that *twixt Heaven and Earth 
Might thus have Rtood, begetting wonder, as 
You,tgracions Couple3, do : and then I loft 
; (AU mine own Folly) the Society, 
Amity taq of your brave Father, whom 
(Tho bearing Miſery) I defire my lifc 
| Once more to look on him. 

Flv, By his comm nd 
Have I here tauch'd Sicilia, and from him 
Give you all greetings, that a Ring, fas friend) ) 
Can fend his Brother ; and bur intirmity 
+Which waits upon worn times, hath ſomething feiz'd 
His wiſh'd Ability, he had himlelf 
The Lands and Waters, *cwixt your Thirone and his 
Meaſur'd, to Jook upon you; whom he loves, 
{He bad me ſay ſo}, more than all the Scepters, 
And thoſe that bear them, living. 

Leo, Oh my Brother / 
FGood Gentleman the wrongs [ have done thze, ſtir 


' Afreſh within me; and theſe thy offices 


{S0 rarely kind, are as Interpreters 


' Of my behind-hand flacknefs, Welcome hither, 


As is the Spring to th* Earth. And hath he too 
Expos'd this Paragon to th? fearful uſage 
(Arlealt ungentle_) of the dreadful Neptune, 

To greet a man, not worth her pains ; much leſs, 


| Ti adventure of her perton ? 


Flo. Good my Lord, 

She came from Lyb1a. 

Leo, \W here the warlike Smalns, 
That Noble honour'd Lord, is fear'd, and loy'd 2? 
Flo. Moſt Royal Sir, 

From thence irom him, whoſe Daughter 

His Tears proclaim'd his, parting with her z thence 
A proſperous South-wind friendly Fe have crofs'd, 
To execute the Charge my Father gave me, 

For viſitingy your Highnefl: ; my beſt Train 

| have from your S:£i/5an ſhores diſmily*d ) 

Who for B nd, tofignific 


| Not only my ſuccels in Lybia;thr) , 


But my arrival, and my Wifes, in ſafety 


ricre, where We are, 
A (C 


( Cleem . Exit, 
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Purge all infetion from our Air, 
Do Climate here ( you 
A graceful Gentleman, 


red a | 
s are the HeavensCtaking angry note), . 
Have |:ft me Ifue-lels; and your Father's blel d 


hy his go 
Might þ - and daughter now have lqok'd on, 


Such goodly things as you 


A I ee tree tos 
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I p—— 
leſſed Gods 
oo. whilſt you 


have a holy Father, 
againſt whoſe perſon 
$ it is) | have done fin; 


he from Heaven merits it A with you, 
- odneſs. What might I have been, 


 ZCERE. I- 


Enter a Lord, 


Loyd, Moſt Noble Sir, 


That which I ſhall report will bear no credit, 
We 


ot the proof ſonigh. Pleaſe you&-great Sir 
oreets you from himſclf, by me p 
Deſices you to attach his Son, who ha's 


His Dignity, and Duty both caſt off 


Fled from his Father, from his Hopes, and with 
ughte . 
Leo. Where's OR Soak, 


Lyr. Here in your City ; I now came from him. 


A Shepherds Da 


[1 ſpeak amazedly, and it becomes, 


My marvel, and my Mcſſage; to your Court 


Whiles he was haſtning;& in the Chale, it {cems , 


Of this fair Couple meets he on the way 
The Father of this ſeeming Lady, and 
Her Brother, having both their Countrey quitted, 
With this young Prince. 

F'o. Camillo ha's betray'd me z 
Whoſe honour, and whole honeſty till now, 
Endur'd all Weathers. 

Lord, Lay*t fo to his charge ; 
He's with the King yourFather. 

Leo. Who ? Camille ? 

Lord. Camillo >+Sir j H ſpake with him 4who now 
Ha's theſe poor men in queſtion, Never faw 1 
Wretches ſo quake ; they knee), they kils the earth; 


TForſywear themſelves as often as they ſpeak : 


Bohewre tops his ears, and threatens them 


| With divers deaths, in death. 


Per. Oh oor Father $ 
The Heaven, ets ſpies wpon us, will not have 
Our Contradt celebrated. 
Leo, You are married ? 
Flo, We are not, (Sir nor are we like to be 3 
The Stars, I ſee Ywill kits the Valleys firft 3 
The odds for high and low's alike, 
Leo, My Lord, 
Is this the Daughter of a King ? 
Flo, She is, 


\ | When once ſhe is my Wife. 
Leo. That once, {1 lee by your good Fathers ſpeed, 


Will come-on very ſlowly. 1 amforry, 


# Moſt ſorry you have broken from his liking, 
Where you were ty'din duty ; and as forry,- 
Your choice isnot fo rich ia Worth, as beauty,. 


That you might well enjoy her. 

Flo. Dear, look up : 
Though Fortune, viſible, an enemy, | 
Should chaſe us, with my Father,: power no jot 
Hath ſhe tochange our Loves. Beleech youth Þ 
Remember fince you .ow*s no wore toTime __ 
Than I do now ; with thovgh of ſuch aff:igns, 


Step forth mine Advocate :-at your requeſt, 


My Father wilt grant precious things, as Trifles. 


Leo. Would he do fo, I'd beg your precigus Miſtrs/, 


Which he eounts but a Trifte. 
Paul. Sir;& my Liege 3 x 


Your eye hath too much youthin't ; not a month 
Fore your QU1een dyd, ſhe was more worth fuch g2z:s 
Than what you look cn now. 


Even in theſe looks 1] made- But your Petition 
[s yet un-an{wer'd ; | will to your Father ; 
Your Honour not ore thrown by your 
| am friend to them, and you ; upon which Errand 
| now go toward him j therefore follow me, | 
And mark what way I make : Come, good my Lord 


tion ? 


the old Shepherd deliver the manner how he found it ; 
whereupon (after a little amazednefs 4;we were all com- 
manded out of the Chamber : only rhis (me 
heard the Shepherd ſay, he found the Child. 


the changes I perceived in the King and Camille, were ve- | 
ry Notes of admiration 3 they ſeem 
on one another, to tear the Caſes of their Eyes. There 
was ſpeech in their dumbneſs, Language in their very Ge- 


or one deltroyed ; a notable paſſion of Wonder appeared 
in them ; but the wiſeſt beholder, that knew no more | 


| which nature ſhews aboye her breeding; and many 9- | 


ſeen, cannot be ſpoken of, There'rhight you have be- þ 


Leo. | thought of her, 


res, 


( Exeunt. 


þ 


] 
; 


Scena Secunda. } 


Enter Autolichus, and a Gentleman. 
Aut, Beſcech you,ESirJ, were you preſent at this Rela- | 
Gent. 1, I was by at the opening of the Fatdel, heard 


thought )1 


Ant. | would moſt gladly know the Iſſue of it.” | 
Gen. 1. I make a broken delivery of the buſineſs ; but 


d almoſt, with ftaring 
ture ; they look'd as they bad heard of a World ranfom'd, 


but ſeeing, could not fay, if th* importance were Joy, or 
Sorrow 3 but in the extremity of the one, it muſt needs be, 


Emery anther Gentleman. 


Mere comes a Gentletnan, that happily knows more: 

The News, Rogers; | 
Gen. 2. Nothing but Bonfires : the Oracle is fulfil'd; 
the Kings Daughter is found ;, fuch a deal of wonder is 
broken our within this hour, that Balladmakers cannot 
be able to expreis ifs 


Enter another Gentleman, 


Here comes the Lady Paulina's Steward, he can ddiver | 
you more. How goesit now<Sir ? }-This News-{whi 
is call rrue3 1s folike an old Tale, that the vericy of it is } 
in trong (uſpition z Ha's the King found his heir? 
Gen. 3. Mot true, ifever Truth were pregnant by | 
Circumſtance; That which you hear, you'l[ſwear yo 
ſee , there ,is ſuch unity in the Proofs. The Man 

of Qi:en Hermiones, her Jewel about the Neck of it; | 
the Letters of Ant5gonus found with it, which they know | 
to be his Charater z the Majeſty of the Creature; in re- 
ſemblance of the- Mother 3 the AﬀeRion of Noblenels, 


other, Evid ences, proclaim her with all certainty to be{ 
the Rings Daughter » did you fee the meeting of the awo 

| Kings? 
Gent. 2. No. 152903 Þ 
Gezt. 3. "Then Have you loft a fight which was to bet 


held one Jay crows another, ſo and in fuch maaner, that | 
it ſeem'd Sorrow wept to take ſeave'of them ; for their f 
Joy waded in tears. There was'cafting up of Eyes, hol- | 
ding up of hands, * with Countenance of fuch diltcaRiop, f 
that they were to be known by Garment, not by Favor. | 
Our King being ready to leap out ef himſelf, for joy pf | 
his found Davghter g as if that joy were now becomea 


Loſs, cries, Oh, thy Mother , thy Mother { then [asks 
| & 2 Bohemia \ 


a 
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Bibkanestorgivencls; then embraces his Son-in-law ; then 
again worryes he his Daughter, with clipping her. Now 
he thanks the old Shepherd, 4 whjeh ſtands by, like a wea- 
ther-beaten Conduit of many Kings Reigns, 3 I never 
heard of ſuch another encounter y which lames Report to 
follow it, and undo's deſcription to dFit, 

Gent. 2. What pray you, became of eAntigonns, that 
carrigd hence the child ? 

-- wh 3. Like an old Tzle till, which will have matters 
to rehearte, tho Credit be aſleep, and not an car open; he 
was torn to pieces with a Bear ; This avouches the Shep- 
"herds fon, who has not only his innocence ( which ſeems 
much ) to juſtifie him, but a Handkerchief and Rings of 


| his 4 that Paulinaknows. 
' Gent, 1. What became of his Bark, and his Follow- 


ers? o . 
Gent. 3, Wrjckd the ſame inſtant of their Miſters 
death, and in the view of the Shepherd; ſo thar all the 
inſtruments which aided to expoſe the Child, were even 
then loſt, when it was found. But oh the Noble combar, 
that *twixt-Joy and S rrow was fought in Paulina! - She 
had one eye declined for the loſs of her Husband, another 
elevated that the Oracle was fulfilYd e She lifted the 
Princeſs from the Earth, and fo locks her in embracing, 
as if ſhe would pin her to her heart, that ſhe mighe no 
more be in danger of loſing. 

Gert. 1. The Dignity of this At was worth the an- 
dience of Kings and Princes, for by ſuch was it ad. 
Gent. 3. One of the prettieſt rovches of all, and that 
which angled for mine Eyrs (eaughtthe—werer —hengh 
| | was, when at the Relationof the Queens 
death-$ with the manner how ſhe came to't, bravely con- 
ſelsd, and lamented by the King how attentiveneſs 
wounded his Daughter, till ( trom one lign of dolour to 
another ſhe did-4with an Alas | would fain ſay, bleed 
Tears ; for I am ſure, my he:rt wept blgod. Who was 
moſt marble there, changed colour ; fone ſwounfed, all 
ſorrowed ; if all the World could have feerr, the Woe 
{ had been univerſal. | 
Gene, 1, Are they returned ro the Court? | 
Gent. 3. No + the Princeſs hearing of her Mothers 
| Statue which is in the keeping of Paulina La Piece many 
years in doing, and now newly perform'd by that rare 
ltalian Maſter, Fuylio Romano, who ( had he himlelf eter- 
aity, and could pur breatte into his Work ) would be- 
gnile Nature of her Cuſtom, ſo perteQly he is her Ap: « 
He ſo near to Hermione, hath done Hermione, that they 
{ay one would ſpeak ro her, and ſtand in hope of an{wer, 
Thither with all greedine's of affeftion}zare they gone ; 
and there they intend to ſup. | 

' Gent. 2. I thought ſhe had ſome great matter there in 
hand, for ſhe hath privately twice or thrice a day, ever 
ſince the death of Hermione, viſited that removed houſe. 
Shall we thither, and with our company piece the rcjoy- 
cing? 
oh 1. Who would be thence, that ha's the benefit 
of acccls? every wink of an Eye, ſome new Grace will be 
-born; our abſence makes us unthrifty to our Knowledge. 


Let's along. : 
( Ex. 
Zut. Now;&had I not the daſh of my former life in 
me would Preferment drop on. my head. I brought 
:he old man and his Son aboard the Prince ; told him, I 
' F heard them talk of a Farthel, and l know not what ; but 

he at that time over-fond of the Shepherds daughter « lo 

he then took her to be  ) who began to be much Sea-lick, 
and himſelf little better,extremity of weather continuing, 


me; for had | been the finder-out of this ſecret, it would 
not have reliſh'd among wy other diſcredits, 


WW,” FO i £ 
"Lmer $ epherd Alcon. 


Here come thoſe I have done good to againſt my will, 


and already appearing in the bloſſoms of their For. 


tune, 


Shep. Come boy, I am paſt more Children ; but thy 


Clo, You are 


Clo, 


ver we ſhed. 


Clo. 


are Gentlemen. 
Clo. Thou wilt 
Aut, Ay are it li 
Clo, Give me 

thou art as honeſt 
Shep. You may 


and Franklins fay i 


hands, 


Clo. 


with me th& other day, 


Sons and danghters will be all Gentlemen born. 


well met ,{- Sir ; } you denied to fight 


amend thy life ? 
ke your good Worſhip. 


thy hand; I will ſwear ta the Frince, 
D haracs 


a true Fcllow as any is in 
ſay it, but not ſwear it. 


| Clow. Not ſwear it, n»w I am a Gentleman ? Let Bir 


t, PIE ſwear it. 


Shep. How it it be falſe ſon ? 

Clo, If it be nere fo falſe, a true Gentleman may fwexr 
it in the behalf of his friend : And FIC ſwear to the 
Prince, thou art atall fellow of thy hands. and that thou 
wilt not be drunk ; but 1 know thou artno tall felon 
of thy hands, and that thou wilt be drunk ; but | 
{wear it, and 1 would thou wouldſt be a tall Fellew of thy 


Aut, | will prove ſo,fir, tomy power. 
, by any means prove a tall Fellow 
wonder how thou dar'ſt venture to be dru 
a tall fellow, truſt me not. Hark, the Kings and the Priv- 
ces tour Kindred Fare going to fee the Queens Pifure. 
Tome, follow us: We'l|be thy good Maſters . 


ik, nor bet 


becauſe ] wasno Gentleman bor 
See you theſe clothes ?. ſay you ſee then not, and think me! 
ſtill no Gentleman born « You were beſt ſay theſe Robes 
are not Gentlemen born. Give me the Lye ; do ; a 

try whether I am not now a Gentleman born, 
Ant. 1 know you are now ,&Sir ,a Gentleman hory 
,and have been fo any time theſe four hours, = 
Shep.” And fo havel, boy. 
Clo. So you have ;, but 1 was a Gentleman born befor: 
my Father; for thc Kings Son took me by the hand, ang 
call'd me brother ; and then the two Kings cali'd ay 
Father brother ; and then the Prince my brother and the! 
Princeſs my Siſter calld my Father, tather , and (6 we 
wept 5 and there was the firft Gentl:manJlike tears that e./ 
| 


Shep. We may live, Son, toſhed many more. | 
or elſe *cwere hard luck, being in fo prepoſte. 
rous eſtate as we are. | 
Aut. 1 humbly beleech you, fir, to pardon me all the 
faults I have commirtcd to your Worſhip, and to Sive me 
your good report to the Prince, my Maſter. 
Shep, *Prgthee lon do; for we muſt be gentle, now ne 


» if I don 


(- xe ut. 


Enter Leontes, Pulixenes, Florizel, Perdita, Camille, Paul 
nay Hermione, ( like a Statue) Lords, &c, 


Leo. O grave and good Paulina, the great comfort 


That | have had of 


Scena Fertia. V!/. 


thee # 


Paxl.- What, Sovereign fir, 


I did not well, I meant well; all my ſervices 
You have paid home. But that you have vouchfafed 
this Myſtery remained urdiſcover'd. But *tis all one to +V Vith your Crown'd Brother, and theſe your coſitr 


Heirs of your Kingdoms I my poor Houſe to viſit, 
It is a ſurplus of your Grace, which never 
My life may laſt to anſwer. 


Leo- O Paulina, 


VVe honour you with trouble ; but we ceme 


To ſee the Statue of our Queen. Your Gallery 


Have 


————— ————_ 
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Have we oal;'d through, not without much content 
|n many ſingularities z but we ſaw not 
[That which MY Daughter came to look upon, 
The Statue of her Mother. 
Paul As (he liv'd Pecrleſs, 
6 her dead likenels | do wc [] believe 
Excells what ever yet you lookd upon, | 
Or hand of Man hath done; theretore | keep it 
Loyelys apart. But here it is; prepare 
To ſee the life as lively mock'd, as ever L 
Still SlI;ep moc k*d death :, behold, and ſay *tis well. 


. "Jeu? 0 
| like yOUT filence, it the more ſhews off [a3 2 


Your wonder , but yer ſpeak, firſt you, {my Liege J, 
Com:s it not {omething near ? 
Leo, Her natural Poſture. 
Chide _—_— Stone? that I may ſay indeed 
Thou art Hermione ;, or rather, thou art ſhe, 
In thy not chiding 3 for ſhe was as render 
As infancy, and grace. But yet (Paulina), 
Hermione was not ſo much wrinkled, nothing 
$0 aged as this ſees, 

Pol. Oh, not by much. 

Paul. So much the more our Carvers excellence, 
Which lets go by ſome ſixteen years, and makes her 
As ſheliv'd now. 

Leo, As now (he might have done, 
So much to my good comfort,as it is 
Now piercing to my Soul. Oh, thus ſhe ſtood; 
Even with ſuch Lite of Majeſty-fwarm Life, 
Asnow it coldly ftands 3, when firſt I woo'd here 
| am aſham'd ;, do's not the tone rebuke me, 
For being more ſtone thanit ? Oh Royal Piece, 
[There's Magick in thy Majeſty, which has 
My evils conjur'd to remembrance 3 and 
From thy admiring Daughter took the Spirit*, 
Standing like Stone with thee. 

Perd. And give meleave. 
And do not ſay *cis Superſtition, that 
1 kneel, and then implore her bleſſing, Lady, 
Deer Queen that ended when but began, 
| Give methat hand of yours to kils. 

Paul O, patience ; 
The Statue is but newly fix*d ; the Colour's 
Not dry. ? 

Cam, My Lord, your forrow was too ſore lag'd-0n, 

Which ſixteen Winters cannot blow away, 

'So mary Surhmers dry; ſcarce any Joy 

Did ever ſo long live ;, no Sericw, 

But kid it ſelf much ſooner. 
Pol. D:ar my Brother, 


; | Let him that was the caufe of this, have power 


Totake off fo much grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in himſelf. 

Paul. Indeed,my Lord, 
[f I had thought the fight of my poor Image 
Would thus have wrought you, for the ſtone is mine +» 
Itd not have ſhew'd youir. 

Les. Do not draw the Curtain. 

Paul. NoTonperfhatt you pgrzeontoteftmyonr-Faney— 
May think anon, it moves. 

Leo, Let be, let be; 
Would 1 were dead, but that methinks already..__—_——- 
(What was he that did make it ? )Seefmy Lord 
Would younot deem it breath'd 4 and that thoſe veins 
Did verily bear blood ? 

Pol, Maſterly done.” 
The very life ſeems warm upon her Lip. 

Leto, The fixture of her Eye h. s motion in'c, 
As we aZ&mock'd with Art. 

Paul. PlCdraw the Curtain ; 
My Lord's almoſt fo far tranſported, that 
| He'llthink anon it lives. 
| Les. Oh ſweet Pauline, 
Make me to think ſo twenty years together : 


pHeate you to tnterpoter fair Madamygrineeh,- —-—-—- 


No fetled lenges of the World can match 
The pleaſure of that madneſs. Let*falone. 
Pax!. 1 am forry (Sir)F have thus far ftir'd you 3 but | 
I could afflict you further. 
Leo. Do Paulina ; | 
For this afflition ha'sa taſte as ſweet 
As any cordial comfort. Still methinks 
There is an ag$r comes from her. What fine Chizzel 
Could ever yet cut breath? Let no man mock me, 
For [ will kiſs her. 
Tawl. Good my Lord,forbear 5 
The ruddineſs upon her lip is wet 3 | 
Youl marx@itaf you kiſs it ; ſtain your own 
With Oply Paineing ; ſhill 1 draw the Curtain ? 
Leo, No , not theſe twenty years. | 
Perd. Solong could | | 
Stand by, a look.r on. 
Paxl. Either forbear, 
Quit preſently the Chappel, or reſolve you 
For more am2z-ment; if you can behold it, 
PlE£make the Statue move indeed y deſcend, 
And take you by the hand 3 but then you'll think, 
WV Vhichl proteſt againſt }1 am aſſiſted 
By wicked Powers 
Leo. VVhat you can make her do, 
[| am content to lock on z what to ſpeak, 
| am content to hears. for *tis as eaſy 
ro make her ſpeak, as move. 
Pawl. It is requii'd 
You do awake your Faith; then all —_ Rill, 
OF} thoſe that think it is unlawtvl Buſineſs 
[| am abour, let them depart- 
Leo. Proceed ;. gn * | 
No toot ſhall ſtir, (rcoiche 
Paul. Muſick; awake her : Strike; 


'Tis time y detcend +beStone. co mary; appfoach Mp 
Strike all that look upon with marvgl. Come, 
PICfill your Grave up: ſtir, nay come away : 

Bequeath to ceath your numbneſ;; Efor from hi 


Start not, her aCtions ſhall be holy, as 
You hear my ſpell is lawſul; do not ſhun her, 
Uatil you lce her dye again , for then 
You kill her double. Nay, preſent your hand; 
V'Vhen ſhe was young, you woo'd her, now in age, 
is ſhe become the Suitor£ | ; 4} 
Leo, Oh (he's warm , F £E tn 2 + 
if this be Magick, letit be an art 
Lawful as Eating. 
PU. She embraces him. 
Cam. She hangs about his neck; 
If ſhe pertain to life, let her ſpeak too. | 
Pol. Ay and m#Kewy manifeſt where ſhe has lived, | 
Or hoiyſtoln from the dead ? 
Pas!. That ſhe is living, 
Were it but told you, ſhould be hooted at 
Like an old tale; but it appears ſhe lives, 
Tho yet ſhe ſpeak not. Mark a little while, 


, 

And pray your Mothers bleflin pR__ Lady, 
Our Perduta is found. (Pregert 72 U-9 AQ, hs | 

Her, You gods look down, of | 
And from your facred vids pour your graces 
Upon my Daughters head { tell me Fminc own} ; 
Where haſt thou been preſerved ? where lived ? how fou 
Thy Fathers Court ? For thou ſhalt hear that I 
Knowing by Paxlins, that the Oracle 


: 
i 
F 


— -——_ nn = 


| 


| 


Gave hope thou walſt in being, have preſerved 
My felt, to ſee the Iſſue, 

Paxl. There's time enough for that ; 
Leſt they defireupon this puſh Yeo trouble 
Your joys with like relation. Go ropether) 
You precious winners all , your exultation 
Partake to every one 1 IFan old Turtle+, 


Dear life redeems you you perceive ſhe ſtirs, (% OY chnegd 
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Wll wing me to ſome wither'd boy, and there Is richly noted ; and here juſtified 
My Mate, {thar's ever to be ſound again, , | By Us, apairo! Kings. Let's from this p'ace. 


What? look upon my Brother : both your pardons 7 l, 


Lament till I am loft. 
Log © proce Fantns: That ere I put between your holy looks 

Thou ſhould a husband take by my conſent, My ill ſuſpicion : 'This your Son-in-law, 

As Iby thine a Wife. This is a Match, And Son unto the King, whom heavens direQing 

And made between's by Vows. Thou haft found mine, | Is troth-plight to your daughter, Good Paulina, 

But how, is to be queſtion'd ; for 1 ſaw her Lezd us frem hence, where we may leiſurely 

(AsI thought) dead ; and have-f in vain }, ſaid many Each one demand, and anſwer to his part 

A Paryer upon her Grave. VICnot ſeek far Perform'd in this wide gap of Time, fince firſt | 

( For©him, I partly know his mind) to find thee 4 Were difſevet'd. Heſtily lead away. | 

An honourable Husband. Come,Camlo, ,. = 


And take her by the hand z whoſe worth, and honeſty & FY.nc/ Exe 


w 


Tak 


Names of the Actors, 


| Eontes King of Sicilia. | 
Manulzus, y oung Prince of Sictha. 
Camillo 


Antigonus Four 


Cleomines ( Lords of Sicilia. 

Dion 

Hermione, Qxeen to Leontes. 

Perdita, Daughter to Leontes and Her- 


nuone. 
Paulina Wife to Antigonus. 


Emulia, a Lady. ; ca) 
Polixenes, King of _— | 
Florizel, Prince of ma. 

014 Shepherd, reputed Father of Perdita. 
Clown his Son. 
Autolicus, a Rogue. 
Archidamus, a Lord of 
Other Lords, and Gentlemen, and Servants. 
Shepherds, and Shepherdeſſes. 
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Encr King John, Queen Elinor, Pembroke, Ellex, and Sa- 
ligbury, 95th the Chattglion of France. 


Kino Fohn. 
ag? Ow ſay, Chattylion, what would France with us? 
Chat. Thusfafter greeting;ſpeaks the King 
of France 
In my behayiour, to the Majeſty, ' 
IVED The borrowed Majeſty of England here. 
Zi, A ſtrange beginning 5 borrowdd Majeſty / 
K. fobn, Silencegood Mothery hear the Embaſlic. 
Chat. © Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
Of thy deceaſed Brother Geffrey's Son, 
Ankur Plantagenet, lays ett lawful Claim 
To this fair I fland, and the abories: 
To Ireland, Pogitiers, Anjothe, ne, Maine 
Dering thee to lay aſide the Sword _ 
Which ſways ufurpipgly theſe ſeveral T itles, 
And Put-the ſame into young Arthur's hand, 
Thy Nephew, and right Royal Sovermagn. 
K.Job. What follows, if, we difallow of this ? 
Chat. The proud control of fierce and bloody War, 
Nd inforce theſe Rights ſo forcibly withheld. 
K.Jom.Here have weWar for War,and Blood for Blood, 
Contrefiment for Controjment; ſo anſwer France. 
Chat. Then take my Kings dehance from my mouth, 
The fartheſt limit of my Embailie. 
K. John, Bear mine to him, and ſo depart in peace, 
&e thou as lightning in the Eies of France y 
for &re thou canſt report, I will be there z 
The Thunder of my Cannon ſhall be heard. 
5 hence ! be thou the Trumpet of our wrath, 
And ſullen preſage of your own decay « 
An honourable condutt let him have, 
Pembroke, look to't ; farewell Chatrylion, 
[Exit Chat. and Pem. 
Eli, What now, my Son, have I not ever ſaid ' 
How that ambitious Conſtance would not ceaſe 
Till ſhe had kindled France and all the World, 
Upon the Right and Party of her Son ? 
This might have been prevented, and made whole 
With very eaſie Arguments of Love; 
Which now the manzage of two Kingdoms mult 
With fearful bloody iſſue arbitrate. 
K, Fobn. Qur ſtrong Poſſeſſion, and our Right for us. 
E5, Your ſtrong, Poſleſfion much more than your Right, 
elſe it muſt go wrong with you and me; 
much my Conſcience whiſpers in your Ear, 
Which none but Heaveh, and you and I ſhall hear. 
Enter a Sheraff. 
Efex. My Liege, here is the ſtrangeſt controverſie 


——_— 


Come from the Countrey to be judg*d by you 
That ere I heard; ſhall l produce the men 
K.Fobx. Let them approach: 
Our Abbies and our Priories ſhall pay 


This Expedition's ChargeWhat men are you ? 
Enter Yn 


Philip. Your faithful Subje&t, I,a Gentleman, 
Born in Northamptonſhire, and eldeſt Son, 
Ax 1 ſuppoſe, to Faulconbridge, A Ro Cert” 
A Soldier, by the Honour-giving-hand 
of ion, Knighred in the field. 

K. Febn. What art thou ? 


You came not of one Mother then it ſeems ? 
That. is well known, and, asI think, one Father : ' 
But for the certain kvowledge of that truth, 

| put you o're to Heaven, and ty my Mother ; 

Of thar I doubt, as all mens Children may, 


And wound her Honour with this diffence, 

Phil. 1, Madam ? No , I have no Reaſon for it, 
That is my Brother's Plca, and none of mine, 
The which if he cag prove; a pops me out, 

Art lcaſt from fair five hundred pound a year : 
Heaven guard my-Mother's Honour, call my Land/ 


Doth he lay claim to thine Inheritance ? 
Phil. 1 know rot why, except to get the Land ; 
But once he ſlandered me with Baſtardy : 
But whether I bes true begot or no, 
That ſtill1 lay upon my Mother*s head; 
Bur that | am as well begor, my Liege, 
(Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me) 
Compare our faces, and be judge your ſelf, 
If old Sir Robert did beget us both, 
Ard were our Father, and this Son like him :- 
O old Sir Robert, Father, on my knee | 
| give Heaveh thanks I was not like to thee; 
K. John. Why what a mad-:c 
El:. He hath a trick of Copdelio”s face, 
The accent of hls ronge affefterh'him, 
Do you not read ſorve tokens of niy {on 
In the large compoſition of this man ; 
K. John. Mine eye hath well examined his parts, 
And finds them perfect Richard: firrah ſpeak, 
W hat doth move you to clairi your Brother?s' Land ? 
Phil. Becauſe he hath a half-face, like my Farher, 
With half that face wonld he haye all my Land | 
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Robert, The Son and Heir to that ſ#me ale aprathy, e, 
K. Fohy. Is that the Elder, and art” thou the Heir ? 


the and Philip. he Bas 


Philip. Moſt certain of one Mother, mighty King, P. 


\ 


Elj. Out on thee, rude man, thon doſt ſhame thy Mother, 


K., John. A good blunt Fellow: why, being younger borp, 


hath heaven lent ns here? 


| 
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| I would not be Sir Nob 
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The Life and Death of. King John. 


| A half-facd groat, five hundred pound a year ? 
Rob. Mygracious Liege, when taat my Father liv'd, 
Your Brother did imploy my Father mucy 
Phil. Well, Sir, by this you cannot getamy Land, 
Your tale muſt be how he imploy*d my Mother. 
Rob. And once diſpatch'd him in an Embatlic 
To Germany; there with the Empetour | 
To treat of high Afﬀairs touching that time : 
Tiyadvantage of his abſence took the King, 
And in the mean time ſojourn'd at my Fathers, 
Where, how he did prevail, I ſhame to ſpeak : 
But truth is truth; large lengths of Seas and Shores 
Between my Father, and my Mother al 
LU 


(As I have heard my Father ſpeak hitaſcl 

When this ſame Juity Gentleman was got « 
Upon his death-hed he by Will bequeartPd 

His Lands to me, and took it on his Qeath 
That this my Mother*s Son was none of his; 
Ang if he were, he came into the world 

| Full fourteen weeks before the courſe of time : 
Thenggood my Liege, let me have what is mine, 
My. Father*s Land, as was my Father*s Will. 

K. John. Sirrah, your Brother is Legitimate, 

| Your £Þ/ Wife did after Wedlock bear him : 


( 


And if F*@ id play falſe, the fault was hers, 

W hich"TMit lies on the hazzardpot all Husbands 

That,marry Wives tell me, how if my Brother, 

1 Who, as you ſay, took pains to get this Son;— 

Had of your Father claim'd this Son for his,” 

| In ſooth, good Friend, your Father might have kept 

{ This Calf, bred from his Cow, from all the worlds 

In ſcoth he might ; then if he were my Brother's, 

| My Brother might not clam him; nor your Father, 

| Being none of his, refuſe him this concludes, 

{ My Mother's Son did get your Father's Heir, 

1 Your Father's Heir muſt have your Father's Land. 

1 Rob. Shall then my Father's Will be of no force 

To diſpolleſs that Child which is not his ? 

Phil. Of no more force to diſpoſlels me, Sir, 
Than was hjs will to get me, as [ think. 

0-7 hadfſt thou rather be a Faulconbridge, 

1 And, like thy Brother, to enjoy thy Lang: : 

Or the reputed Son of Cordelsen, Eur 0c Coon 

Lord of thy Preſence, aud no Land beſide ? 

Baſt. Madam, angif my Brother had my ſhape, 

And [ had his, Sir Robert”s, his like þim, 

And if my Legs were two ſuch riding Rods, 

My Arms ſuch Eel-skins ſtuft, my Face fo thin, 

That in mine Ear I durſt nor ſtick a Roſe, A- 

Leſt ep, mould ſay, look where three farthings goes, 

Aad'ter his ſhape were Hcir to all this Land, 

Woyld1 might never ſtir from off this place, 

I wenkd give it every Foot to have this Face 7 

in any caſe. 

Eli, 1like thee well; wilt thou forfake thy Fortune, 

Bequeath thy Land to him, and follow me ? 

L am a Sowldier, and now bound to France, 


Your Face hath got five hundred pound a year, 

Yet ſell your Face for five-pence, and ?tis dear. 
Madam, IICfollow you unto the death. 

El:, Nay, I would have you go before me thither, 
, Baſt. Our Country manners give our betters way. 
K. John, What is thy Name? 

Baſt. Philip, my Liege, ſo is tyy name begun, 
Philip, gocd old Sir Robert's Wiyes eldeſt Son. 

K. John. From henceforth bear his name 

Whoſe form thou bearelt : 

Kneel thou down Philip, but riſe more great, 

Ariſe Sir Richard and Plantagenet, 

Baſt. Brother by th? Mother's ſide, give me your hand, 
My Father gaye me Honour, yours gave Land, 
Now bleſſed be the hour, by night or day, 

When I was got, Sir Robert was away./ 


- _ 
. 


Baſt. Brother, take you my Land, VIE take my chance; 


Eli. The very Spirit of Plantagener { 
[ am thy Grandam, Richard, call me fo. 
Baſt. Madam, by chance, but not by truth, what tho 7 
Something about, a little from the right, 
In at the Window, or elſe o*ce the Hatch - 
W ho dares not ſtir by day, muſt walk by night, 
And have is have, however men do catch ; 
Near or far off, well won is {till well ſhot, 
And I am I, how © re I was begot. 
K, John, Go, F — haſt thou thy deſire 
A Landleſs Knight, makesThee a Landed Squire : * 
Come Madam, and come R:chard, we mult ſpeed 
For France, for France, for it is more than need, 
Baſt. Brother, adieu, good Fortune come to thee! 
For thou waſt got i'th? way of honeſty. 


Cong. [[l. 
Baſt. A Foot of Honour better than I was, 
But manyp@many,Foot of Land the worſe! 
Well,,now can I make any Joare a Lady g 
Good denaes Sir Richardg-Godamercy , Fellowg—» 
| And if his Name be George, PIE call him Perer , 
For new made Honour doth forget mens Names : 
'Tis too reſpective, and tes, fociable 
For your converſieng now your Traveller, 
He and his Tooth-pick, at my Worſhips Meſs; 
And when my Knightly ſtomach is ſuſhed, 
Why then I ſuck my teethjand Catechige 
My picked man of Countrys+my dear, Sir, 
(Thus leaning on mine elbow 1 begin) 
[ ſhall beſeech youz=that is Queſtion now, A- /}. (._ 
And then comes Anſwer like an Abſ&#-book ; 
O Sir, ſays Anſwer, at your belt Conſtnand, 
At your Employment, at your Service, Sir —— 
No Sir, ſays Queſtion, I ſweet, Sir, at yours, —— 
And fo ere Anſwer knows what Queſtion would, 
Sfg in Dialogue of Complement, 

nd talking of the Alpps and Appepines, 
The Pyrerwean and the River Poa 
It draws towards ſupper in concluſion ſo. 
But this is worſhiptul Society, 
And fits the mounting Spirit like my ſelf 3 
For he is but a Baſtard to the time 
'That doth not fi of Obſervation, 
(ap ſo am I whetler I ſmack or noJ) 
nd not alone in habit and device; 
Exterior Form, outward Accoutrement ; 
But from the inward Motion to deliver 


W hich though I will not Practiſe to deceive, 
Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn ; 

For it ſhall ſtrew the footſteps of my riſing / 
But who comes in ſuch haſte in riding Robes ? 
What Woman-polt is this ? hath ſhe no Husband 
That will take pains to blow a horn before her ? 
O me, *tis my Mother ; k&w now, good Lady, 


| What brings you þere to Court lo haſtily ? 


Enter Lady Faulconbridge and James Gurney. 


Lady. Where is that Slave, thy Brother ? where is he} 
That holds in chaſe mine Honour up and down 
Baſt. My Brother Rovert, o1d Sir Robert”s Son j 
Colbrand the Gyant, that ſame mighty man, 
[s it Sir "Roberts Son that you ſeek fo ? 

Lady. Sir Robert”s RR unreverend Boy, 
Sir Robert's Son, why ſcorn@t thou at Sir Robert ? 
He is Sir Robert's Son, and fo art thou. 
Baſt. James Gurney, wilt thou give us leaye a while ? 
Gur, Good leave, good Philip. 
Baſt. Philip! , James, /, je Ae "yy 
There's toys abroad, anon PICrtell thee more. 
[Exit James. 


Madam, I was not old Sir Robert”s Son, 


Sir Robert might have eat his pert in me 
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Qaſ— « a 
| The Life and Death of King John. 3 
Tron good Fryaay, and nere broke his Faſt : Whoſe foot ſpurns back the Oceans roaring Tides , | 
cir Kobers could do well,” marry, £6-confeſs! And coops from other Lands her Iſlanders; | 
Could get me}Sir Robert could not do it ; | Even till that England, hedg'd in with the Main, | 
We know his handy-work, therefore good Mother, That water-walled Bulwark, ſtill ſecure X 4 
Towhom am1 beholding for theſe Limbs ? And confident from Foreign purpoſes, | 
cir Robert never holp to make this Leg. Even till that outmoſt Corner of thg Wes#F 
| , Haſt thou conſpired with thy Brother to 0 Salute thee for her King, till then, fair Boy) 
= thine own gain ſhould®ſt defend mine Honour ?| Will I not think of howe, but follow Arms. | 
What means this ſcorn, thou moſt untoward Knave ? Conſt, O take his Mothers thanks, a Widows thanks, 
Baſt. Knight, Knight, good Mother;Baſiliſco-like Till your ftrong hand ſhall help to give him ftrengrh, 
"What, | am dub'd, I have it on my ſhoulder : To make a more requxal to your love. 
But Mother, 1 am not Sir Robert*s Son, Auſt. The peace of Heaven is theirs who lift their Swords 
| have diſclain?d Sir Kobere and my Land, [n ſuch a juſt and charitable War. | 
Legitimation, Name, and all is gone ; '| King. Well, thenyto work, our Cannon ſhall be. bent 
Then, good my Mother, let me know my Father, Againſt the Brows of this reſiſting Townz | 
Some proper man I hope; who was it, Mother ? Call for our chiefeſt men of Diſcipline, 
Lady. Haſt thou deny'd thy ſelf a Famlconbridge ? To tull the Plots of belt Advantages « | 
Baſt. As faithfully as I fe he Devil. , Well lay before this Town our Royal Bones, 
Lady. King Richard C6 was thy Father, Wadk to the Market-place in French-mens Blood, 
By long and vehement ſuit I was ſeduc'd But will make it ſubject to this Boy. 
Tomake room for him in my Husbands Bed o / Conſt. Stay for an anſwer to your Embaſſie, 
HeavEn lay not my tranſgreſſion to my charge; Leſt unadvisgd you {tain your Swords with Blood x 
Thou art the Iſlae of my dear Offence, My Lord Chat#:lion may from England bring 
Which was ſo ſtrongly urg*d paſt my defence. That Right in Peacezwhich here we urge in War, 
Baſt. Nowsby this light, were I to get again, And then we ſhall repent each drop of Blood, 
Madam, I would notwiſh a better Father « That hot raſh haſte fo indirectly ſhed. | 
Some fins do bear their priviledge on Earth, _ | | 
And ſodoth yours 45 your fault was not your folly.; Es Exter Chatvilion. 
Needs muſt you lay your heart at his diſpoſe, King. A wonder, Lady / lo upon thy wiſh = 
Subjected tribute to commanding love, Our Meſſenger Charvl{bn is arriv?d; I» 
Againſt whoſe fury and. unmatched force, What England ſays, ſay briefly, gentle Lord, 

The awleſs Lyon could not wage the fight, -| We coldly paufe for thee, Chat#:/l:on ſpeak. | 
|Nor keep his Pringy heart from Richards hands ? Chat. Then turn your Forces from this paultry Siepe, 
He that per force robs Lyons of their Hearts, And ſtir them up againſt a mighticr Task. : 

| May eaſily win a Womans: aye, my Mother, { England, impatient of your juſt Demands, 
With all my heart I thank thee for my Father a Hath put himſelf in Arms; the adverfe winds, 
| Who lives and dares but fay, thoudidſt not well > Whoſe leifare I have ſtaid, have given himtime 
| When1 was got, I1Gnd his Soul to Hell, k To Land his Legions all as foon as « | 
Come, Lady, I will Ihew the,to my Kin, His Marches are expedient to this Town, © — IE 
And they ſhall ſay, when chard me begot, | His Forces ſtrong, his Souldiers confident x 8. 
[fthou hadſt ſaid. him nay, it hat! been ſin, | With him along is come the Mother-Oneen; ot: 
Whoſays it was, he lyes, I ſay *twas not. An AR ſtirring him to bloud and firife = 
| Excunt, || With her her Neece, the Lady Blench of Spain” >. 
| With them a Baſtard of the King deceagd, o IE? 
| PReptypm—y— cy »J __ all the —_— humors of the Land; . ws 
| Raſh, inconſiderate, hery Vokunteers, # res of 
| Atl . Sana Stetttat, [ With Ladies Faces, and fierce Dragons Ipterns, 


Have fold their Fortunes at their Native Homes, - . 

Enter before Angiers, Philip King of France, Lewis, Dana. Bearing their Birth-right proudly on. their Backs, * 
phin, Auſtria, Conſtance, Arthur. To make a hazzard of new Fortunes here g 

| In brief, a braver Choice of dauntleſs Spirits _. 
Lewy, Before Angers well met brave Auſtria, Than now the Engliſh Bottoms have waft o*re | 

Arthur. that great fore-runner of thy Blood, Did never float upon the ſwelling Tide, | 

Richard that rob'd the Lyon of his heart, To do offence and ſcathe in Chriſtendom « 
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And fought the Holy Wars in Paleſtine, | The interruption of their churliſh Drums SO _ 
Bythis brave Duke carne early to his Grave; | Cuts off more Circumſtance; they are at handy | - * , 
And for amends to his Poſterity, | [ Dries. beat 
At our importance hither is he come, | To parly or to fight, therefore prepare. I 
Toſpread his Colours Boy, in thy behalf; | X:ng. How much unlook'd for, is this Expedition!” 
And torebuke the Uſurpation 1 Auſt. By how much unexpetted, by ſo much - + ** | , 
Of thy unnatural Uncle, Englsſh John, . | We muſt awake, endeayour for defence; od 
nbrace him, love him, give him welg ither. { For Courage mounteth with occaſion; = 
Arth. God ſhall forgive fou HRT | { Let them be welcqme then, we are prepar'd. 
The rather, that you give his Offſpring life, "Y | ee nit} tt 
Shadowing thejr Right under your Wings of War + Enter King of England, Baftard, Queen, Blanch, Fe 


| give you welcome with a Powtrleſs Hand, | 
But with a Heart full of unſtained Love; | 
Welcome before -the Gates of 4ngitrs, Duke. | | 
Lewis, A Noble Boy, whowobldnot do thee right? || Our juſt and lineal Entrance to'our own þ 1 

Auſt. Upoii thy Cheek lay I this zealous kiſs, | [f not, bleed France, and peace afcend to Heaven? - 
As Seal to this Indenture of my love 5 | Whileswe Gods wrathful _— do correct - 


and others, 


K. Job. Peace be to France y if Frame in peace permit 


| That to my home 1 will no more return Their proud contempt that beats his peace *ro Heave 
Till Angiers, and the Right thou haſt in France, Fran. Peace be to _—_—_— if that War return © 
Tofther with that pale, that white-fac*{ſhore, From France to England, there to Itye 1n peace 7 = 4 
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| England we love, and for that Englang”s ſake, 

With burthen of our Armour here we ſweat ; 

This topgl of ours ſhould be a work of thine, 

But thou from loving England art {0 far 

That thou haſt under-wrought its lawful King, 

Cur off the ſequence of Poſterity, 

Out-faced Infant State, and done a Rape 

Upon the Maiden-Vertue of the Crown # 

{| Look here upon thy Brother Geffreys Face, , 

| Theſe eyes, theſe brows, were moulded out of his 

{ This lirtle Abſtratt doth contain that large, 

"Which digd in Geffrey ; and the hand of time 

Shall drfw this brief into as huge a Volume + 

| That Geffrey was thy Elder Brother born, 

And this his Son; England was Geffreys Right, 

And this is Geffreys; in the Name of God, 

1 How comes it then that thou art calld a King, 

When living blood doth in theſe Temples beat 

Which owe the Crown that thou o're-maſtereſt ? 

1 K.Fohn, From whom h 
To draw my Anſwer thy Articles ? 

In any Breaſt of ſtrong Authority, 

| To look into the Blots and Stains of Right, 

That Judge hath made me Guardian to tiis Boy, 

Under whoſe Warrant I impeach thy Wrong, 

And by whoſe help I mean to chaſtiſe ir. 

: . chou uthority: 
Fran. Excuſe it is to beat Uſurping down. 
Qmen. Who is it thou doſt call Uſurper, France ? 
Conſt. Let me make anſwer: thy Uſurping Son. 
| Queer, Out inſolent, thy Baſtard ſhall be King, 
That thou may*ſt be a Queen, and check the World. 
Conſt, My Bed was ever to thy Son as truc, 

As thine was to thy Husband, and this Boy, 
Liker in feature to his Father Geffrey, 

{ Than thou and John, in manners being as like, 
1 As Rain to Water, or Devil to his Dam. 

My Boy a Baſtard ? by my Soul [ think 

1 His Father never was ſo true begot, 

41t cannot be, and if thou wert his Mother. 


F nn 


Conſt. There*s a good Graudam, Boy, 
T hat would blot thee. 
Auſt, Peace. 
Baſt, Hear the Cryer. 
Auſt, What the Devil art thou ? | 
Baft. One that will play the Devil, Sir, with you. 
And a may catch your hide and you alone : 
You are the Hare, of whom the Proverb goes, 
Whoſe valour plucks dead Lyons by the beard ; 
Ple ſmoak your Skin-coat, and I catch you right, 
{Sirra, look to't, Pfaich [ will, Paith. 
Blan. O well did he become that Lyons Robe, 
That did diſrobe the Lyon of that Robe. 
Baſt. It lyes as ſightly.on the back of him, 
As great Alcides ſhoos upon an Af: 
But, Afs, Ple take that burthen from your back, 
Or lay on that ſhall make your ſhoulders crack. 
Ar What cracker is this ſame that deafs our ezrs 
With this abundance of ſuperfluous breath ? 
King Lewzs determine what we ſhall do ſtreight. 


Enzland, and Ireland, A Tofain, Main, 
In Right of Arthur doT claim of thee : 


Wilt thou reſign them, and lay down thy Arms ? 
Folm. My lite as ſoon, | do dehie thee, France, 

Arthur of Bretsag, yield thee to my hand z 

{ And out of my dear love PIC give thee more, 


Tian Exe. the Coware-hang of France can win 

mit thee, Boy. FP ge 
Queen, Come to thy Grandam, Child. 

| Conſt, Do, Child, go to it Grandam, Child, 


— 


(1 


£Q#. Thete's a good Mether, Boy, that blots thy Father. 


meg Aabew and Fools break off your Conference, 
King 7obz, this15s theverg lum of all _——— 


Give it a Plum, a Cherry, and a Fig, 
There's a good Grandam: 
Arthir. Good my Mother peace, 
I would that 1 were low laid in my Grave, 
{ am not worth this coyl that's made for me. 
Q«.440. His Mother ſhames him ſo, poor Boy he we 
Conſt. Now ſhame upon yon whe're ſhe does or no. 
His Grandam's wrong , and not his Mothers ſhame, 


Which Heaven ſhall take in nature of a Fee ; 
[, with theſe ſad Cryſtal Beads Heaven ſhall be bribu 
To do him. Juſtice, and Revenge on you. 


Call me not flanderer, thou and thine uſurp 

The Dornination, Royalties and Rights 

Of this oppreſſed Boy ; this is thy Eldeſt Son's Son, 
[nfortunate in nothing bur in thee z 


thou this great Commiſſion, | Thy ſins are viſited in this poor Child, 
[ France, 
Fra. From that ſupertial Judge that ſtirs good thoughts 


The Canon of the Law is laid on him, 
Being but the ſecond generation 
Removed from thy ſin-conceiving Womb, 
John. Bedlam have done. 
Conft. i have but this to ſay, 
That he is not only plagued for her fin, 
But God hath made her fin and her, the plague 
"On this removed iſſue, plagued for her, 
And with her plague her fin : his 1ajury 
Her injury the: Beadle to her fin, 
All puniſh'd in the perſon of this Child, 
1 And all for her, a plague upon her. 

Qu. Thou unadviſed ſcold, I can produce 
A Will that bars the Title of thy Son. 
Conft. I, who doubts, a will: a wicked will, 
A womans will, a cankered Grandams will. 
Fran. Peace Lady, pauſe, or be more temperate, 
[t ill beſeers this preſence tocry ay me 
To theſe ill tuned repetitiags : 

e Irump 
Theſe men of Argiers,” let us hear them ſpeak; 
Whoſe Title they, admit, Arthurs or Fohns, 


CE liens. 
| Enter a Citizen nyon the Walls, 


| 


Citi, Who is it that hath warn'd us to the Walks ? 

Fran, *Tis France,-for England, 

John, England for it ſelf 5 | 

You men of Angieap, and my loving Subjefts ——— 
Fran, You loving men of Angiers, Arthur's Subjefts, 

Our Trumpet calld you to this gentle parle — 
John, For our advantage; therefore hear us firſt ; 

Tieſe Flags of France,that are advanced here 

Before the eye and proſpect of your Town, 

Have hither march'd co your endamagement. 

The Canons have their bowels full of wrath; 

And ready mounted are they to ſpit forth 

Their Iron indignation ?gainſt your walls ; 

All preparationsfor a bloody Siege 

And mercileſs proceeding, by theſe French 

Comfort your Cities eyes, your winking ates : 

And but for our approach, thoſe ſleeping ſtones, 

Thatas a waffte doM girdle you about, 

By the compulſion of their Ordinance 

By this time from their fixed beds of lime 

Had been diſhabited, and wide havock made 

For bloody power to ruſh upon yous peace, 

Burt on the fight of us your lawful King, 

W ho painfully with much expedient-marcly 
ave brought a counter-check before your Gates, 

To fave unſcratch'd your Cities threatned Checks 


Behold the French amaz'd vouchſafe a parle; 
And now 1a ſitad of Bullets wrapd in fire, - 


Give 'Grandam Kingdom, and it Grandam will 


— 


Draws thoſe Heaven-moving Pearls from his poor Eye, | 


©«. Thou monſtrous ſlanderer of Heaven and Farth, 
Conſt. Thou monſtrous injurer of Heaven and Eart, 


To 
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-e 2 ſhaking Feaver in your Walls, 

ham but calm words, folded up in tmoak, 
To make a faithleſs error in your cars; 
Which truſt accordingly kind Citizens, 
And let us in. Your King, whoſe labour?d ſpirits 
rore-wearied in this action of ſwitt.ipecd, 
Craves harbourage within your City walls. , 

Fran, When I have ſaid, make anſwer to us both. 
Loc in this right hand, whole prote-lion 
moſt divinely vow?d upon the right 
of him it holds, ſtands young Plz agenet, 
cn to the elder. Brother of this man, 
And King ore him, and all that he enjoys « 
For this down-trodden equity, we tread ._- 
in warlick march, theſe greens before your Towng 
Being no further Enemy to you 
Than the conſtraint of Hoſpitable zeal, 
In the relief of this oppreſſed Child, 
Religiouſly provokes. Be pleaſed then 
Topay that duty which you truly owe, 
To him that owes it, namely, this young Prince, 
And then our Aris, like to a muzled Bear, 
Gare in aſpect, hath all offence ſeal'd up : 
Our Canons malice, vainly ſhall be ſpent 
Againſt th* invulnerable Clouds of Heaven; 
And with a bleſſed, and un-vext retire, 
With unhack'd ſwords, and Helmets all unbruts'd, 
We will bzar home that luſty blood again, 
Which here we came to ſpout agaiaſt your Town; 
And leave your Children, Wives, and you in pace: 
But if you fondly paſs our proffer*d offer, 
Tis not the rounder of your old fac'd Walls, 
Can hide you from our Meſlengers of War; 
Though all theſe Engliſh, and their Diſcipline, 
Were harbour®d in their rude Circumference « 
Then tell us, ſhall your City call us Lord, 
In that behalf which we have challeng*d it ? 
Orſhall we give the ſignal to our rage, 
And ſtalk in blood to our poſleſſion ? 
Citi, In brief, we are the King of England's Subjects; 
for him, and in his right, we hold this Town. 
Johs. Acknowledge then the King, and let me in. 
Citi, That can we not; but he that proves the King, 
To him will we prove loyal; till "y* time / 
Have we ramn?d up our Gates agAnſt the world. 
- John. Doth not the Crown o6E»2/2nd, prove the King ? 
And if not that, I bring you Witneſſes 
Twice fifteen thouſand hearts of Englands breed. 
— 21 unde and cle.) 
John. To verifie our Title with tkeir Lives, 
Fran, As many, and as well born Bloods as thoſe __ 
Baſt. Come. Baſtards too) 
Fran, Stand in his face to contradict his Claim. 
Citi, Till you compound whoſe right is worthieſt, 
We for the worthieſt hold the right from both. 
Joln. Then God forgive the ſin of all thoſe ſouls, 
That to their everlaſting reſidence, 
Before the dew of evening fall, ſhall fleet 
[n dreadful trial of our Kingdoms King! 
Fran, Amen, Amen, mount Chevaliers to Arms. 
Baſt. Saint George that ſwindg'd the Dragon, _ 
And &re fince fits oy's horſcback at mine Holleſs door, 
Teach us ſome fence* Sirrah, were 1 at home 
At your den, Sirrah, with your Lyonnels, A 
| would ſet an Ox-head to your Lyons hide 5 , 
And make a Monſter of you. (20 Aus < 
Auſt, Peace, no more. 
Bit. O tremble j: for you hear the Lon roar. 
Jon, Up higher to the plain, where we'll ſer forth, 
In beſt appointment, all our Regiments. - 
Baſt. Speed then to take advantage of the Ficld. 
Fran, It ſhall be fo; and at the other hill 
Command the relt to ſtand. God and onr :ight] 


| 


(Excunt, 


en 
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SLeme IV. 
Here after excurſions, enter the Herald of France 
with Trumpets to the Gates, 
F. Her. You men of Angers opzy wide your Gates, 
And let young Arthur Duke of Bx on 
W ho by the hand of France, this day fath made 
Much work for tears in many an Exzl:ſh Mother, 
Whoſe Sons lye fcatterd on the bleeding grouud : 
Many a Widows Husband groveling lIyes, 
Coldly embracing the diſcolourtd Earth; 
And Victory with little lots doth play 
Upon the dancing Banners of the French, 
Who are at hand triumphantly diſplayed 
To enter Conquerors; and to proclaim 
Arthur of he Engl:a«'s King, and yours. 


Enter Enzliſh Herald with Trumpet, ; 


E. Her. Rejoyce you men of An9zers, ting your Bells; 
King Job, your King and England's, doth approach, 
Commander of this hot malicious day, | 
Their Armoursthat march'd hence ſo filver bright; 
 Hither return all gilt with Frenchmens Blood v 
| There ſtuck no Plume in any Engliſh Creſt, 
| That is removed by a Staff of France. 

Our Colours do return in thoſe ſame hands) 

That did diſplay them when we firſt marcht forth; 
And Like a jolly Troop of Huntſmen core 

Our luſty Ezzlsſ-, all with purpled hands, 

o42e-in the dying ſlaughter of their foes. 

Open your Gates, and give the Viftors way. , _ 

Hub. Heralds, from off our Towers we might behold, 


Of both your Armies, whoſe equality 


By our beſt eyes cannot be cenſured; _ G 
Blood hath bought Blood, and blows have anſwereq blows : 
Strength matcht with ſtrength, and power confront 
Both are alike, and both alike we like ; [power.” 
One mult prove greateſt, While they weigh ſo even, 
We hold our Town for neither ; yet for both. q 


Wo 4 p y , 
Exter the two K amngs with their Powers 
at ſeveral doors. 4 


John. France, haſt thou yet more Blood to caſt away ?} 


Say,ſhall the currapt of our Right run on? 
Whoſe paſſage vext with thy impediment, 
Shall leave his native Channel, and o*re-ſwell 
With courſe dilturb'd eytn thy confining ſhores; b 
Unleſs thou let his filver Water keep 
A peaceful progreſs to the Ocean. __—_ 
Fran. England,thou halt not ſav'd one drop of Blood 
In this hot Tryal,more than we of France, 
Rather loſt more. And by this hand I ſwear 
That ſways the Earth this Climateover-looks; 
Before we will lay down our jult-born Arms; | 
We'll put thee down, ?gainſt whom theſe Arms we bear, 
Or add a Royal Number to the dead j 
Gracing the Scroul that tells of this Wars loG, 
With ſlaughter coupled to the name of Kings. 
Baſt. Ha ! Majeſty ; how high thy glcry towers; 
When tle rich blood of Kings is ſet on fire 
Ohznow doth death line his dead chaps with ſtecl} 
The Swords of Souldiers are his Teeth, his Phangs7 
And now he feaſts, mouſe? the fleſh of met 
In undetetrmin'd differences of Kings. 
Why ſtand theſe Royal Fronts amazed thus ? 
Cry havock; Kings, back to the ſtained fie}dy 
You equal Potents, fiery kindled Spirits 
Thien let confuſion of one pdrt confirm. / 
| The others peace z till then, blows, blood, and Qeath:* * 
Jobn. Whoſe Party do the Townſmen yet admit? _ 
Fran, Speak Citizens, for England, who's your Ring? ' 


$i. The King of mY when we know the King - 
& "£ 


From firft to laſt, the on-ſet and retire, | 


- 
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| Lord of our preſence, Argiers, '% of you. 
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The Life and Death of King John. 


John, In us, that are our own great Deputy, 
And bear pollzſſion of our Perſon here, 


Fw. A greater power than We denies all this, 
And till it be undoubted, we ock 
Our former ſcruple in our barr*d Gates : 
Kings of our fear, until our fears reſolv*d 
Be by ſome certain Kin 'd and depos'd. 
aſt. BY 
And ſtand ſecurely on their Battlements, 
As in a Theater, whence they gape and point 
At your induſtrious Scenes and acts of death 
Your Royal Preſences, be ruPd by me, 
Do like the Mutines of Jeruſalem; 
Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend 
Your ſharpeſt deeds of malice on this Town. 
By Eaft and Weſt let France and England mount 
| Their batterin Catpn charged to the mouths, 
Till their ſoul-Fearing clamours have braul'd down 
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous City, 
Pde play inceſlantly upon theſe Jades, 
Even till unfenced deſolation 
Leave them as naked as the vulgar Air + 
' Thatdone, diſſever your united Strengths, 
And part your mingled Colours once again, 
Turn face to face, and bloody point to point, 
Then in a moment Fortune ſhall cull forth, 
Out of one ſide, her happy Minion, 
To whom in favour ſhe ſhall give the day, 
And kiſs him with a glorious ViCttory e s) 
How like you this wild Counſel mighty States, 


=_ 


Fohn, Now by the Sky that hangs above our heads, 
[ like it well. France, ſhall we knit our Powers, 

And lay this Azters even with the ground, 

Then after fight who ſhall be King of it ? 

Baſt. And if thou haſt the mettle of a King, 
Being wrong'd as we are by this pceviſh Town y 
Turn thou the mouth of thy Artillery, 

' As we will ours, againſt theſe ſaucy Walls; 

And when that we have daſh'd them to the ground, 

Why then dehie each other, and pell-mell, 

Make work upon our ſelves for Heaven or Hell. 
Fran, Let it be fo ; ſay, where will you aſſault ? 
Fobn, We from the Weſt will ſend deſtruction 

Into this Cities boſom. 

Auſt. I from the North. 

Fran. Our Thunder from the South, 


| Fran. Know him in us, that here hold up his right. 


Tiers flout you 
(Kings, 


4” 


Auſtria and France ſhoot in each others mouth, 
Ple ſtir them to it © come away. away. 


Shall rain their drift of Bullets on this Town. 
Baſt. O prudent Diſcipline ! From North to Sonth : 


He is the half part of a bleſſed man, 

Left to be finiſhed by ſuch as ſhe, 

And ſhe a fair divided Excellence, 

W hoſe fulneſs of perfection ligs in him. |, 

Oſ!two ſuch ſilver Currents when they joyn, 

Do glorific the Banks that bound them in-; 

And two ſuch Shores, to two ſuch Streams made one, 

Two ſuch controlling {Bounds ſhall you be, Kings, 

To theſe two Princes, it you marry them e 

This Union ſhall do more than Battery can, 

To our faſt cloſed Gates: for at this Match, 

With ſwifter Spleen than Powder can enforce, 

The mouth of paſlage ſhall we fling wide ope, 

And give you entrance ; but without this Match, 

The Sea garaged is not halt ſo deaf, 

Lyons mare confident, Mountains and Rocks 
free from Motion, no not death himſelf 

ln mortal fury half ſo peremptory , 

As we to keep this City. - 

Baſt. Here's a ſtay, 
That ſhakes the rotten Carkaſs of old death 
Our of his rags. Heres a large mouth indeed, 


Talks as familiarly of roaring Lyons, 
As Maids of thirteen do of — 9 
What Cannoneer begot this lufty Bloody 

He ſpeaks plain Cannon fire, and ſmoak, and bounce, 
He gives the Baſtinado with his Tongue : 

Our ears are cudgePd; not a Word of his 

But buffets better than a Fiſt of Frarce ; 

Zounds(l was never ſo bethumpt with words, 

Since I firſt calld' my Brother's Father Dad. 


Give with our Neece a Dowry large enough; 
For by this Knot, thou ſhalt ſo ſurely tye, 

Thy now unſur*d Aſſurance to the Crown, 
That yon green Boy ſhall have no Sun to ripe, 
The bloom that promiſeth a mighty fruit, 

I ſee a yielding in the looks of Framse : 

Mark how they whiſper, urge them while their ſouls 
Are capable of this ambition, 

Leſt zeal now melted by the windy breath 

Of ſoft petitions, pity and remorſe, 

Cool and congeal aggin to what it was. 
CA-Hiub, Why anſwer not the double Majeſties, 
This friendly Trexty of our threatned Town ? 


To ſpeak unto this City : What ſay you? 

John. If that the Dolphin there, thy Princely Son, 
LCan in this Book of Beauty read I lovg;: 
Her Doyyry ſhall weigh equal with 

For Art, and fair T#ain, Main, 
And all that we upon this fide the Sea, 


geen, 
ers, 


And I ſhall ſhew you peace, and fair-fac'd League ; 
Win you this City without ſtroak, or wound; 
Reſcue thoſe Breathing lives to dge in Beds, 
That here come Sacrihces for the Field? 
Perſevere not, but hear mepmigkty Kings. 

| John, Speak on with favour, we are bent to hear. 


[s negr to England, look upon the years 

Of Lewis the Dolphin, and that lovely Maid, 
If luſty love ſhould go in queſt of Beauty, 
Where ſhould jxg fiad it fairer, than in Blanch1 


If zealous _— x in ſearch of Vertuc, 


Where ſhould he find it purer than in Blaxch ? 
if Love ambitious, ſought a Match of Birth, 


.| Whole Veins bonnd richer Blood than Lady Blanch ? 
* | Such as ſhe is, in Beauty, Vertue, Birth, 


[s the young Dolphin every way compleat; 

[f not compleat oR\'ſay he is not ſhe; 

And ſhe again wants nothing, to name want, 
If want it be not, that ſhe is not he + 


| 


#7: Hear us great Kings; vouchſate a while to ſtay R 


Hub. That Daughter there of Spain, the Lady Blanch, 


A—— ———— 


|.A wonder, or a wondrous Miracle, 


(Except this City now by us beſiegd) 

Find liable to our Crown and dignity, 

Shall gild her Bridal Bed, and make her rich 
In Titles, Honours, and Promotions, 

As ſhe in Beauty, Education, Blood, 

Holds hands with any Princeſs of the World. 


Dol. Ido, my Lord, ard in her eye 1 find 


cmadow of my Telf forn'd In her eye, a Mes 
Which being but the ſhadow of your Son, 


Till now, infixed I beheld my ſelf, 
Drawn in the flattering Table of her eye. 


Baſt. Drawn in the flattering Table of her eyc, 
Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her brow, 

And quarter*d in her heart{he doth eſpie 

Himſelf Loves Traitor; this is pity now, 

That hang'd, and drawn, and quarter'd there ſhould A 


_—_— 


That ſpits forth death, and Mountains, Rocks, and Sex, 


Old Qs. Son, liſt to this conjunCtion, make this Match, 


Fra. Speak England firſt, that hath been forward firſt 


Fra. What ſay'ſt thou, Boy ? look in. the Ladips face. 


_— 


Becomes a Son, and makes your Son a ſhadow ; 
I'do protelt T never bvd mf a | 


[Whiſpers with Blanch: 


n 
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In ſuch 2 Love, ſo vile a Lout as he. This Bawd, this Broker, that all-changing-word, 
Blan. My Uncles Will in this reſpect is mine. Clapt on the outward eye of fickle France, 

if he ſee ought in you that makes him like, Hath drawn him from his own determin'd aid, 

That any thing, he ſees, which moves his liking, From a reſoly'd and honourable War, 

can with caſe tranſlate it to my will : To a moſt baſe and vile concluded Peace. 

Orif you will, to ſpeak more properly, And why rail | on this Commodity ? 

1 will enforce it caſily to my love. But for becauſe he hath not wooed me yetz _. 

carcher | will not flatter youmy Lord, Not that 1 have the power to clutch my Hand, 

That all I ſee in you is worthy Love, When, hi fair Angels would ſalute my Palm; 

Than this; that nothing do I ſee in you, Bur fer iny hand, as unattempted yet, 


(Though churliſh thoughts themſelves ſhould be your Judge} Like 2 Þoor Beggar, raileth on the Rich. 
That I can find,-ſhould merit any hate. Well, whiles 1 am a Beggar, I will rail, 
Jon, What ſay theſe young-ones? W hat ſay you myNeece? | And fay there is no fin but to be rich; 


Blar. That ſhe is bound in honour ſtill to do And being Rich,my Vertue then ſhall be, 
What you in wiſdom Fill vouchſafe to ſay. To fay there is no Vice, but Beggary, 
5oim.Speak then, Prince Dolphiz, can you love this Lady ? | Since Kings break Faith upon Commodity, 
Dol, Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love, Gain/be my Lord, for I will worſhip thee. [ Exit, 


ror | do love her moſt unfeignedly. a | | 
Joby, Then dol give Yolqueſſen, Torain, Main, - tt 
Poitiers, and Anjou, theſe five Provinces 


With her to thee, and this addition more, Attns SEFERSEY: } LW WF. 
full thirty thouſand Marks of Engliſh Cogn ; = he fir em WA WY L 7: 1 ; 


Philip of France, if thou be plead withatt, Enter Conſtance, Arthur, and Salisbury. 
Command thy Son and Daughter to jopn hands. 


Fran, It likes us well; young Princes, cloſe your Hands. | Conſt. Gone to be marri af one to ſwear a peace [ 
. And your Lips too, for I am well allurd,,. 7 " | Falſe blood to falſe blood Jow?d.? Gone to be Friends ? 


That I did fo nl rſt aſſur*d O 6 Shall Lewis have Blanch, and Blanch thoſe Provinces ? | - 
"T" Fran. Now Citizens of Angiers,op2 your Gates, It is not ſo, thou haſt miſpoke, miſheard; | 


Letin that amity which you have made; Be well advigd, tell o're thy tale again, 
| |Forat Saint Adariy*s Chappel preſently, [r cannot be; thou doſt but ſay *tis ſo. 
The Rites of Marriage ſhall be ſolemniz'd. l truſt I may not truſt thee, for thy word 


not the Lady Conſtance in this Troop ? Is hut the vain breath gf a common man : 
[ know ſhe is not; for this Match made up, Believe me, I do not believe thee man, 
Her preſence would have interrupted much, | have a Kings Oath to the contrary. 
Where is ſhe and her Son, tell me, who knows ? Thou ſhalt be puniſt*d for thus frighting me, 
Dd. She is ſad and paſſionate at your Highneſs Tent. | For I am ſick, and capable of fears, 
Fran, And by my faith, this League that we have made, | Oppreſt with wrongs, and therefore full of feats; 
Will give her ſadneſs very little cure « A Widow, Husbandleſs, ſubject to fears, 


brother of England, how may we content A Womanjnaturally born to fears \ - bi | 
Ths Widow Lady ? in her Right we came, And though thou now confeſs thou didft but jeſt, | | 
Which we, God knows, have turned another way, With my vext Spirits, I cannot take a Truce, - 
To our own vantage. But they will quake and tremble all this day. 1 
Joon, We will heal up all, What doſt thou mean by ſhaking of thy head ? 
for well create young Arrhur Duke of Buitair- 2444 2, | Why doſt thou look fo ſadly on my Son ? 
And Earl of Richmond nd'this rich fair Town p What means that hand upon that breaſt of thine ? 
Wemake him Lord of. Call the Lady Conſtance, Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheuag, 
"me ſpeedy Meſſenger bid her repair Like a ptoud river peering ore his bounds ? 
To our Solemnity : I truſt we ſhall, Be theſe ſad ſigns confirmers of thy words ? 
fif not fill up the meaſure of her will +) Then ſpeak again; not all thy former tale, 
Yet in Some meaſure fatisfie her ſo, But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 
That we ſhall ſtop'her Exclamation. Sal. As true, asI believe you think them falſe, 
G0 wejas well as haſte will ſuffer us, That give you cauſe to prove my ſaying tre. 
,, | Tothis unlook'd for, unprepared pomp. [Exeunt, Conſt. Oh, if thou teach me to believe this ſorrow, 
th Baſt, Mad world, mad Kings, mad Cotnpoſition { Teach thou this ſorrow how to make me dye; 
/l.| Jon, to ſtop Arthurs Title in the whole, And let belief, and life encounter ſo, 
—tath willingly departed with a part, As doth the fury of two deſperate men, 
And France, whoſe Armour Conſcience buckled on, Which in the very meeting, fall and dye. 
Whom Zeal and Charity brought to the Field, Lewis marry Blanch] O Boy, then where art thou? 
As Gods own Sorldier, rounded in the ear France friend with England/what becomes of me ? 
With that ſame Pur ſe-changer; that ſlye Devil, Fellow be gone : I cannot brook thy ſight, be 
That Broker, that ſtill breaks the pate of Faith, Tis news hath made thee a molt ugly man. vey. 
That Gaily Break-Vow, he that wins of all, Sal. What other harm have I, good Lady, done{ 2.1) 
Kings, of Beggars, old men, young men, maids, But ſpoke the harm, that is by others done. 97 
ho; having no external thing to loſe, Conſt. Which harm within it ſelf ſo hatnous 1s, 
but the word Maidgcheats the poor Maidgof that. As it makes harmful all that ſpeak of it. G 
That ſmooth-fac*d Gentleman, tickling Commodity, © ur. 0 beleech you, , be content. 
Commodity, the bfasof the World; Conſt. If thou that bidſt me be content, wert grim, 
he World, wh$'>f it ſelf is poyſed well, Ugly, and flandFous to thy Mothers Womb, 
Made tO run even, upon even ground 5 , Full of unpleaſing blots, and ſightleſs ſtains, 
ll this advantage, this vile drawing byass, Lame, fooliſh, crooked, ſwart, prodigious 
IS {way of motion, this Commodity, Patch'd with foul Moles, and eye-offending marks, 
"I2Kes it take head from all indiffterency, [| would not care, I then would be content; 
om all direction, purpoſe, courſe, intent: For then I ſhould not love thee: no, nor thou 7 & 
nd this ſame Byasg jthis Commodity, Become thy great Birth, nor deſerve a Crown: 


But 
EE 1 


- * - % a i= Era 0 on OT EZEIE 57 2 _ - = EE. _ 


at at Aatecd. 4 - a. 44 a. 


wi 


=—z | - The Life and Death of King John. 


But thou art fair, and at thy birthdear Boy+/ 
Nature and Fortune jopn*d to make thee great. 
Of Natures Gifts thou may*it with Lilies boaſt, 
And with the half blown Roſe. But Fortune, oh/ 
She is corrupted, chang'd, and won from thce, 
S# adulterates hourly with thy Uncle Job-, 

And with her golden hand hath pluckt on France 
To tread down fair reſp of Sovergignty, 

And made his Majz{ty the Bawd to theirs. 


1 France is a Bawd to Fortune, and Kizs Joon, 
{ That ſtrumpet Fortune, that uſurping Jo# + 
| Tell me, thou fellow, is not Frazce foriworn ? 


Enven2m him with words, or get thee gone, 
And leave theſe woes alone, which I alone 
Am bound to under-bear. 

Sal. Pardon me, Madam, 
I may not go without you to the Kings. 

Conſt. Thou mayelt, thou ſhalr, I will not go with thee 
I will inſtruct my ſorrows to be proud, 
For grief is proud, and makes his owner ſtob$) 
Tomeand to the ſtate of my great grict, 
Let Kings aſſemble: for my griet”s ſo great, 
That no Supporter bur the huge firm Earth 


| Can hold it up : here I and ſorrows fit; 
'] Here is my Throne, bid Kings co 


e bow to it. 
Sits OO0WN-ON [Ae Floor 


AﬀtusFertmss Srann prime: /| 


Enter King Jokn, France, Dolphin, Blanch, Elianor, Philip, 
Auſtria, Conſtance, 


Fran. Tis truex fair Daughter Hand this bleſſed day, 
Ever-in France ſhall be kept Feſtival : 
To ſolemnize this dayythe glorious Sun 
Stays in his courſe, and plays the Alchymiſt, 
Turning with ſplendour of his precions eye 
The meager cloddy Earth to glittering Gold + 
The yearly courſe that brings this day about, 
Shall never ſee it, but a Holy-day. = 
Conſt. A wicked day, and not a Holy-day. (Ris Mit) 
What hath this day deſerv*d ? what hath it done, /) 
Thar it in golden Letrers ſhould be ſet | 
Among the high Tides in the Kalendar ? 
Nay. rather turi this day out of the Week, 
This day of Shame, Oppreſlion, Perjury: 
Or if it muſt ſtand ſill, let Wives with Child 
Pray that their Burthens may not fall this day, * 
Leſt that their hopes prodigiouſly be crglt : 
Bm this day+1ct Sea-men fear no Pa x 
No bargains break;that are not this day made 
Fhis day all things begun, come to ul] end, / 
Yea, faith it ſelf, to hollow falſhood change. 
Fran. By Heaven, Lady you ſhal] have no cauſe 
To curſe the fair Procecdings of this day : 
Have I not pawn'd to you my Majelty 
Conſt, You have beguiPd me with a Counterfeit 
Reſembling Majeſty, which being touchd and try*d, 
Proves valuclefs : you are forſworn, forſworn, 
You came in Arms to ſpill my Enemies Blood, 
But now in Arms, you itrengthen it with yours, 
The grapling vigor, aud rough trown of War 
ls cold in amity, and painted pcace, 
And our Opprcljion hath made up this League e 
Arm, arm, y@# Heavens, azaialt theſe perjur'd Kinzs| 
A Widow crycs, be Husband to me Hzaveng? / 
Let not the hours of this ungodly day 
Wear orvt the days In pzace ; bat ere Sun-ſet, 
Set armed diſcord "WIS theſe pzrjur*d Kings, 
Hear me, Oh, hear mc. 
Aujt. Lady Conſearte, Peace, 
Conſt. War, war, no peace; Peace is to mea War : 
E Lymo:w, O Auſtriaf thou doit ſhame 


TX 


That bloady ſpoil : thou Slave,thou Wretch, thou Cowarg 
Thou Little Valiant, Great in Villapy : | 
Thou ever ſtrong upon the ſtronger tide ; 

Thou Fortunes Champion, that doſt never Frht 

But when her humorous Ladyſhip is by y 

To teach thee ſafety ; thou art perjur*d too, 

And ſootlWit up greatneis. What a Fool art thoy, 

A ramping Fool, to brag, to ſtamp, and ſwear, 

Upon my Party ; thou cold-bloaded Slave, 

Haſt thou not ſpoke like 1 hunder on my fide? 

Been ſworn my Soldier, bidding me depend 

Upon thy Stars, thy Fortune, and thy Strength, 

And dolt thou now fall over to my Foes ? 

Thou wearsa Lyons hide } dof it for ſhame, 

And hang a Calves-skin on thoſe recreant Limbs, 
Auſt. O that a man ſhould ſpeak thoſe words to me! 
Phil. And hang a Calves-skin on thoſe recreant Limhs, 
Auſt. Thou dar®lt not ſay fo, Villain, for thy life, 
Plil. And hang a Calves-skin on thoſe recreant Limbs, 


John, v 
- Ill 


JS C411 - 
Enter Panaulph, 


Fran, Here comes the holy Legate of the Pope. 
Pan. Hailzyou anointed Deputies of Heaven { 
To thee King John my holy errand is 5 
| Pandulph,of fair Millane Cardinal, 
And from Pope Innocent the Legate here, 
Do in his Name religiouſly demand 
Why thou againſt the Church, our holy Mother, 
So wilfully doft ſpurn, and force perforce 
Keep Stephen Langton, choſen Archbiſhop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy See ? 
This in our toreſaid holy Fathers Name, 
Pope 1anccent, 1 do demand of thee. 
John, ,W har earthy name to Interrogarories 
Can ralls the free-breath of a ſacred King ? 
Thou Canſt not,FCardinal3, deviſe a name 
So ſlight, unworthy, and ridiculous, 
To charge me to an anſwer, as the Pope e 
Tell him this tale, and from the mouth of England, 
Add thus much more, that no Jalan Prieſt 
Shall tythe or toll in our Dominions : 
But as we,-upder Heaven, are ſupreamchead, 
So under kaathat great Supremacy 
Where we do Reign, we will alone uphold, 
Without th? alliſtance of a mortal hands 
So tcll the Pope, all Revtrence ſer apart 
To him and his uſurp*d Authority. 
Fran, Brother of England, you blaſpheme in this. 
Jo!m, Though you, and all the Kings of Criſtendom 
Are led ſo groſly by this medling Prielt, 
Dreading the Curſe that Money may buy out; 
And, by the merit of vile Gold, drofs, dult, 
Purchaſe corrupted Pardon of a'man, 
Who in that ſale ſells Pardon from himſclf : 
Though you, and all the reſt ſo groſly led, 
This jugling witch-craft with Revenne cheriſh, 
Yet I alone, alone, do me oppoſe 
Againſt the Pope, and count his Friends my Foes, 
Pind. Then by the lawful power that I have, 
Thou ſhalt ſtand curſt, and excommunicate; 
And blefled ſhall he be that doth revolr 
From his Allegiance toan Heretighe, 
And meritorious ſhall that hand be call'd, 
Canonized and hp hy as a Saint 
That takes away by any ſecret courſe 
Thy hateſvl life. 
Conſt, O lawful let it be 
That 1 have room with Rowe to curſe a while, 
Good Father Cardinal, cry thon Amen 
To my keen Curſes 5 for witheut my Wrong 
There is no Tongue hath power to curſe him right. 
Pan, Theres Law and W arrant ELady ior my _- 
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Conſt. And for mine too, when Law can 


Letit be lawful, that Law bar no wrong : 

Law cannot give my Child his Kingdom here; 

ror he that holds his Kingdom, holds the Law ; 
Therefore ſince Law it ſelf is perfect wrong, 

How can the Law forbid my Tongue to curſe ? 

Pand. Philip of France, on peril ofa curſe, 

Let go the hand of that Arch-heretiquer 

and raiſe the Pow r of France upon his head, 

lnleſs he do ſabmic himſelf ro Rome. 

Eles. Look?ſt thou pale, France ? donot let go thy hand. 
Conſt, Look to that Devil/ leſt that France repent, 
and by disjofning hands Hell loſe a Soul, 

Auf. King Philip, liſten to the Cardinal. : 

3:8, And hang a Calves-skin on ts recreant Limbs, 
Aft. Well, Ruffin, 1 muſt pocket up theſe wrongs, 
Becauſe, | 

Baſt. 


do no right, 


Your Breeches beſt may carry them. 

Philip, what ſay ſt thou to the Cardinal ? 
Conſt, What ſhould he ſay; but as the Cardinal ? 
Dolph. Bethink you Father for the difference 
[s purchaſe of a heavig Curſe from Rome, 

Or the light loſs of England for a Friend ; 

forgo the eaſier. 

Bla. That +5 the Curſe of Rome, | 

Con, &-Lewis, ſtand faſt, the Devil tempts thee here 
In likeneſs of a new ,natrimined Bride. 


Or ler the Church our Mother breathe her cure, 

A Moth«rs curſe, on her revolting Son. | 

France, thou may*lt hold a Serpent by the Tongye, 

A Gfed Lton by the mortal Paw, 

A falting Tyger ſafer by the Tooth, 

Than kcep in peace that hanU which thou doft hold. 
Fran. | may dis-jozn my Hand, but not my Faith. 

| Pand. So makit thou Faith an Enemy to Faith; 

And like a Civil War ſer Oath to Qath, 

Thy Tongue. againit thy Tongue. Ogler thy Vow 

Firit made to Heaven, firlt bz to Heaven pertorn'd, 

That is, to be the Champion of our Churth, 

What imce thou ſwor®tt, is ſworn againit thy elf, 

And may not be performed by thy ſelf, _ 

$9TS which thou haſt ſworn to do amiſs, 

ls amiſs, when it 1s truly done : _— 

And being not done, where doing tends to ill, 

The truth is. then molt done, not doing ir e 

The better Act of Purpoſes miſtook, 

[s to miſtake againz though indirett, 

Yet indireCtion thereby grows dire, 

And falſehood, falſshood cures, as fire cools fire 

Within the cor veins of one new burn'd. 

[t is Religion that doth make Vows kept, 

But thou haſt ſworn againſt Religion : 

By what thou ſwear®ſt, againſt the thing thou ſwear®ſt ; 

And mak*ﬀ an Oath the ſurety for thy Truth + 


Fl. The Lady Conſtance (peaks not from her Faith: 

But from her Need. » 
Cont. Oh, if thou grant my Need, b- m4 

Which onely lives but by the dcath of Faith, 

That Need, muſt needs infer this Principle, 

That Faith would live again by death of Need ® 

0 then tread down my Need, #nd Faith mounts up : 

Keep my Need up, and Faith is trodden down. 

Jokn,. The King is moved, and anſwers not to this. 

Conſt, © be remov'd from him, and anſwer well : 

Aft. Do ſo, King Philip, hang no more in doubt. 


Par. What canit thou fay, but will perplex thee more j 
If thou ſtand excommunicate, and curlſt ? 
Fran. Good reverend Father, make my perſon yours, 
And tell me how ybu would beſtoiv your ſelf? 
This Royal hand,. and mine are newly knit, 
And the conjunction of bur inward ſouls 
rigd in leaghe, coupted and link®d together 
With all Religious ſtrength of ſacred Vows : 
The lateſt breath, that gave the Tound of words, 
Was deep ſworn Faith, Peace, Amity, true Love 
&n our Kingdoms and our Royal ſclves, 
Andeyen befgre this Truce; but new before, 
No longer than we well could wath our hands, 
To clap this Royal Bargain up % Peace, 
Heaven knows they were beſineat*d and over ſtain'd 
With Slaughter's Pencil 3 where Revenge did paint 
The fearfal difference of incenſed Kings «+ 
And ſhall theſe hands, fo lately purg*'d of Blood 9 
$0 nemty joyn'd in love3ſo ſtrong in both; . 
Unyoke this ſeiſure, and this kind regreet * 
Play faſt and looſe with Faith ? ſo jeſt with Heaven; 
t ſuch unconſtant Children of our ſelves, 
5 NOW again to ſnatch our Palm from Palm ? 
Un-fivear Faith ſworn, and on the Marriage-bed 
Of ſmiling Peace to march a bloody Holt, - 
And make a riot on the gentle brow 
Of true fincerity ? O holy Sir, 
) Teverend Father, let it not be ſoz 
ut of your grace, deviſe, ordain, impoſe 
me gentle Order, and thew we ſhall be bleſt 
9 do your pleaſure, and continne Friends. 
Pand. All Form is formleſs, Order orderleſs, 
= what is oppoſite to England's love. | 
terefore to Arms{ be Champion of our Church 


—._. 


—_—_— 


{ ang nothing es-Skin, moſt ſweet lo 
'| Fran, lam pr ext, and know not what tO 1ay. 


3 
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Againſt an Oath, thatTruth, thou art unfers true 
To ſwcary ſwears, only not to be forſwornz 
Elſe what a mockery ſhould it be to ſwear f 
But thon doſt ſwear, only to be forſworn, 
Amd moſt forſworn, to keep what thou doſt ſwear, 
Therefore thy latter Vows, againſt thy firſt, 
Is in thy ſelf Rebellion to thy ſelf : 
And better Conqueſt never canſt thou make, 
Than arnm thy conſtant and thy nobler parts 
Againit theſe giddy , looſe ſuggeſtions : | 
Upon which better part, our Pray*rs cotne in , 
It thou vouchſafe them. But if not, then know 
The peril of our Curſes light on thee 
So heavy, as thou ſhalt not ſhake them off, 
But in deſpair, dye under, their black weight, 
Auſt. Rebellion, flat Rebellion, 
Baſt. WilPrt not be? | 
Will not a Calves-skin ſtop that mouth of thine ? 
Daul. Father, to Arms. | 
Blanch, Upon thy Wedding: day ? | 
Againſt the blood that thou haſt married > | 
What,ſhall our Feaſt be kept with flaughterdd men ? 
Shall braying Trumpets, and loud churliſh Drums, 
Clamours of Hell, be meaſures to our Pomp ? 
O Husband, hear me : ay, alack, how new _. 
is Husband in my Mouth ? eveh for that Name _ 
Which till this time my Tongue did n&re pronounce } 
Upon my knee I beg, go not ro Arms | 
Againſt mine Uncle. Es BBD”. 
Conſt. O, upon my knee, made hard with kneeling, | 
I do pray to thee, thou vertuous Daulphin, 
Alter not the Doom, fore-thought by Heaven; _ 
Blan. Now ſhall I fee thy love; what motive may 
Be ſtronger with thee than the Name of Wife ? 


His Honour. Oh, thine Honour, Lewis, thine Hogour1 
Dolph. 1 muſe your Majeſty doth ſeem ſo cold,. 

Whes . ſuch 
Pand. 1 will denounce a Curfe upon. his head, 
Fran. Thou ſhalt not need. England, I will fall from thee. 
Conſt. O fair return of baniſh'd Majeſty! | | 
Elea. O. foul reyolt of French Inconſtaney- | 
Eng. Francr,, thou ſhalt rye this hour within this hob. 

Baft. Old Time the wore ns bald Sexton, Time, 

Is it,as he will ?, well then, Fraxce ſhall rue. , 7, 

| Blan, The Sun's O'recalt_with Blood : fair pay ,adieu! 

Which is the fide that 1 maſt go withak? 4 
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The Life and Death of King John. 


{ am with both, each Army hath a hand, 

And in their rage, I having hold of both, 

They whdrle aſlunder, and diſmember me.. 
Husband, I cannot pray that thou may*ſt win : 
Uacle,1 needs muft pray that thou may?lt loſe : 
Father, I may not wiſh the fortune thine : 


{| Grandam, I will not wiſh thy wiſhes thrive - 


Whoever wins, on that fide ſhall I loſe : 

Aſſured loſs, before the match be playd. : 
Dolph. Lady, with me, with me thy Fortune lyes. | 
Bla, There where my Fortune lives, there my life dies. 


France, | am burn'd up with inflaming wrath; 
A rage, whoſe heat hath this condition y 
That nothing can allay, nothing but Blood, 
"The Blood, and deareſt valued Blood of France. 
Fren, Thy rage ſhall burn thee up, and thon ſhall turn 
To aſhes, ©re-our blood ſhall quench that fire : 


To Arms let?s hie. 


John. No more than he that threats. 
[ Exennt, 


Scana Sevunttt | V 
A Field of Rat, 


Allarms, Exturſwns : Enter Baſtard ith Auſtria's head. 


Baſg, Now,by 'my life, this day grows wondrous hot, 
SOINe 
And 


evil hovers 1n the Me St 

down miſthict, Asſtria ethe 
Fhas Ba th ten 97 he; oh a the. roy 
4 F®, e/te»0 Aus a 


Job#, "Hubert, keep this Boy-Phiip make up) 


My Mother is aſlailed in our 'Tent, 
And tane, I fear. 
Baſt. My Lord, I reſcued her: 
Her Highneſs is'in ſafety, fear you not + 
But on, my Liege, for very little Pains 
Will bring this labour to an happy end. ( LExR@. 
\SCEML- Yall : 
Alarms, Excurſions, Retreat. Enter Fohn Eleanor, Arthur, | 
Baſtard, Hubert, Lords. 


obn. So ſhall it-be ; your grace ſhall ſtay behind 9 
So ſtrongly-guarded : Coltn, look not fad, Jo Ar Hur: 
Thy Grandam loves thee, and thy Uncle will 
As dear be to thee, as thy Father was. 

Arth, - O,this will make my Mother die with gricf. 

John, Coſen, away for England, haſte before, Ts 0.5 
And ere our coming ſee thou ſhake the Bags 
ee bet Abbots, mpriſoned Angels /*<" 


— 


Set;af tiberty : The fat ribs of Peace 

Mult by the hungry new, be fed upon 

Uſe our Commillion in his utmoſt force. 

Baſt. Bell, Book, and Candle, ſhall not drive me back, 
When Gold and Silver becks me to come on. 

| teave your Highneſs : Grandam, I will pray 

(If everl remember to be holy ) 

For your fair ſafety; ſo I kiſs your hand. 

Ele. Farewell, Yentle Coſen. 

John, Coz, farewell! 


wn Ele, Come hither little Kinſman, harkxa word. . 


1 lat 


*/ Fon, Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle "Hubert, 2. 


We'owe thee much ; within this wall of fleſh 
There is a Soul counts thee her Creditor, 
And with'advantage means to pay thy love ; 
And, my good Friend, thy voluntary Oath 
Lives in this: boſom, dearly cheriſhed. 

Give me thy hand, I had @thing to ſay, 
But I will fit it with ſome better tune. 12 
By Heaven, Hubert, 1 fm almoſt aſham'd' 
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John. Cofen; go draw our Puillance — tart Dayh 


To ſay what good reſpect I have of thee. 
Hub. 1 am much bounden to your Majeſty, 


But thou ſhalt have<-and creep time ne're ſa 
Yet it ſhall come for me to do thee good. 

I had a thing to ſaygbut letit go: 

The Sun is in the Heaven, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleaſures of the world, 

Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds, 

To give me audience, if the midnight Belt 
Did with his Iron Tongue, and Brazen Month 
Sound onfifito the drowſie race of night ; 


And thou polleſſed with a thouſand Wrongs ; 
Or if that ſurly Spirit, Melancholty, 


Making that idbt Laughter keep mens Epes, 
And ſtrain their Cheeks to idle Merriment; 
(A paſſion hateful to my Purpoſes } 

Or if that thou couldit ſee me without Ej 
Hear me without thine Ears, and make reply 
Withput a Tongue, uſing conceit alone, 

V Vithout Ejes, Ears, and harm 
Then, in deſpight of bro$ded, watchful day, 

I would into thy boſom pour my thoughts : 
But fah),I mill notxyet 1 love thee well, 

And by my trothI think thou lov!ſt me well. 


By Heaven I weald do it. 
Fohn. Do not I know thou wouldſt ? 
/ Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert throw thine eye 


7” On yon young Boy : V1 tell thee what, my Friend, 


He is a very Serpent-in my way, 


'Thou art his Keeper. 
Hub, And II keep him ſo, 
That he ſhall not offend your Majeſty: 
Fohn, Death. 
Hub, My Lord- 
Fobn, A-Grave. 
Hub. He ſhall not live. . 
John. Enough. 
I could be merry now, Hubert, I love thee. 
Well, PlE not fay what I'intend for thee : 


I'I&ſend thoſe Powers o're to your Majeſty. 
Ele. My bleſſing go with thee! 
John. For England, Coſen, £0. 
Hubert ſhall be your man, to attend on you 
With all true duty ; on-toward Call#t, hol. 


<Gr_———_ 


John. Good Friend, thou haſt no cauſe to ſay ſo yet, 


If this ſame were a Church-yard where we ſtand, 


Had bak*d thy Blood, and made it heavy, thick, 
Which elſe runs tickling up and dowa the Veins, 


fal ſound of V Vords 


Hub. So well, that what you bid me undertake; 
Though that my death were adjunct to my Act, 


Ardwhereſoe*re this Foot of mine doth tread, 
He lyes before me + doſt thou underſtand me ? 
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Scand 


A whole Armado of canuidied Sail CGle 


Pand. Courage and comfort, all-fhall yet go 


Are we not beaten? I not Anozers loſt ? 
Arthur tahe Priſoner ? divers dear Friends flain 
And bloody England into England gone, 
Orre-bearing Interruption, ſpight of France ? 


So hot a gn ſuch Advice diſpog'd, 
Such tem 

Doth want Example; who hath read, or heard 
Of any kindred-aCtion like to this ? 


o.- ig-: 
VT. 
The ne Tergos, V. | 


Enter France, Dolphin, Pandnpho. Attendants. 
Fran. So 'by a roaring Tempeſt on the Flood, 
[s ſcattered and disjogndd from fellowſhip. ” 


Fran. What can go well, when we have run ſoil ? 


Dol. What he hath won, that hath he forti 


rate Order in ſo fierce a Canſe, 0:40, 
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Fran. Well could 1 bear that England had this Praile, 
5 we could fin ſome Pattern of our Shame. 
Enter Conftance, 
Look, who comes here ? a Grave unto a Sonl, 
Holding thyetcrnal ”= wgainit her WH, 
[a the vile Priſon ot afflicted Breath ; 
[Prighee, Lady, go away with me, 
ary Lo, aow z now ſee the iſſue of your Peace. 
Fran, Patience, gaod Lady; comfort,gentle Conſtance. 
Conſt. No, | dehie all Countel, all Redreſfs, 
Bat that which ends all Counſel, true Redrefs, 
Neath; Death, O amiable, lovely Death,! 


Ariſe forth from the Couch of laſting Nighr, 

Thou hate and terror to Proſperity, 

4nd1 will kiſs thy deteſtable Bohes, 

And put my eye-balls in thy vaulty Brows, 

And ring theſe Fingers with thy hauſhold Worms, 

And ſtop this gap of breath with fulſom duſt, 

And be a Carrion Monſter like thy ſelf; 

Come, grin on me, and I will think thou ſmiPſt, 

And B88 thee as thy Wife ; Miſeries Love! ("74 Show 

0 come to me.! / <oveof Mu 
Fran, O fair AfiQtion, Peace. 
Conf, No, no, I will not, having breath to cry ; 

0 that my Tongue were in the Thunders Mouth, 

Then with a Pallion I would ſhake the World, 

And rowze from flcep that fell Anatomy, 

VVhich cannot hear a Ladys feeble Voice, 

VVhich ſcorns a modern Invocation. 

Pard. Lady, you utter madneſs, and not ſorrow: 

Cinf. Thou art not holy to belye me ſo, 
lamgot mad ;; this hair I tear is mine; 
Myname is Conſtance, I was Geffrey's Witeg 
Young Arthvur 1s my Son, and he is loſt { 

[am not mad; I would to Heaven I were, 

For then tis like 1 ſhould forget my ſelfy 

0, if Icould, what gri d er! 
ome Philoſophy to make me mad, _ 

And thou ſhalt be Canoniz?d (Cardinal) G ) 

fer, being not. mad, but ſenſible of grief, /22:4/c 

My reaſonable part produces Reaſon 

How I may be deliver'd of theſe Woes, 

And teaches me to'kill or hang my ſelf; 

If 1 , I ſhould forget my Son, 


Or madly think a Babe of Cl 
an not mad ; too well, too well I eel 


——— 
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And fo hel) dye ; and ritng fo again, 

When I ſhall meet him in the Court of Heavin 

[| ſhall not know him; therefore never, never 

Muſt I behold my Pretty 47th more. 
Paid. You hold too hfinous a reſpe:t of grief. 
Conſt. He talks to me; that never had a Son. 
Fran. You are as fond of Grief, as of your Child. 


o_ in his Bed, walks up and down with me; 
uts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts; 

Stuffs out his vacant garments with his Form; 
Then havel reaſon to be fond of griet?- 

Fare you well; had you ſuch a loſs as1, 

I could give better comfort than you do. 


V Vhen there is ſuch diſorder in my Wire 
O Lord, my Boy, my Arthxr, my fair Son, 
My life, my joy, my food, my all the world, 


Fran, 1 fear ſome outra L 


Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, 

Vexing the dull car ofa drowſie mang- 

And bitter ſhame hath ſpoil'd the ſweet worfls taſte 
That it yields nonght but ſhame and bitternels. 
Pard. Before the curing of a ſtrong diſeaſe, 
Even in the inſtant of repair and health, 

The fit is ſtrongeſt : evils that take leave, 

On their departure, molt of all ſhew evil » 

What have youloſt by loſing of this day ? 

Dol. All days of glory, Joy, and happineſs. 
Pand. If you had won it, certainly you had. 

No, no; when Fortune means to men moſt good, 
She looks upon them with a threatning Eye + 

'Tis ſtrange to think how much King Fobn hath loſt 
In this, which he accounts fo clearly won + 

Are not you griev*d that Arthur is his Priſoner ? 
Dol. As heartily as he is glad he hath him. : 
Pand. Your Mind is all as youthful as your Blood; 
Now hear me ſpeak with a Prophetick Spirit ; 

For even the breath of what 1 mean to ſpeak, 

Shall blow each duſt, each ſtraw, each little rub 
Out of the Path which ſhall dire&ly lead 

Thy foot to England's Throne: And therefore mark 4 
Fohn hath ſeiz?d Arthur, and it cannot be, 

That whileswarm life plays in that Infants veins, 


The different Plague of each Calamity. The miſplac*d-Fohn ſhould entertain an hour, 
—Bin E Irelles : O what loveI note . /F Qae minute, nay one quiet breathpf reſt. 

In the fair multitude of thoſe her Hairs ; A Scepter ſratch*d with an unruly band, 

Where but by chance a ſilver drop hath faln, Muſt 


ren tothat drop ten thouſand wiery Fiends — 
Do glew themſelves in ſociable grief, ) 
Like true, inſeparable, faithful Loves, trill CL 
Sticking together in Calamity. | 

Conſt. To England, if you will. 

Fran, Bind up your Hairs. 

Coſt, Yes, that I will : and wherefore will I do it ? 
| tore them from their Bonds, and cry*d aloud, 
0, that theſe hands could ſo redeem my Son, 
As they have given theſe Hairs their liberty : 
But now 1 envy at their Liberty : 
And will again commit them to their Bonds, 

cauſe_m r Child isa Priſon — 


Father Cardinal, I have heard you ſay 

That we ſhall ſee and know our Friends in Heaven : 
[f that be, zege, I ſhall ſee my Boy again» 
For ſince the birth of Cain, the firſt Male-child, 
To him that did but yeſterday ſuſpire, 
There was not ſuch a gracious Creature born « 
But now will. Canker-ſorrow eat my Bad, 
And chaſe the native Beauty from his Check, 
And he will look as hollow as'a Ghoſt, 

$ Cimand meager as an Agues fit, 
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as bapſterouſly maintain*d as gain'd: 
And he thatſtands upon a ſlipp'ry place, 
Makes nice of no yile hold to tay him up e 
That John may ſtand, then, 4rthxr needs mult fall; 
So be it, for it cannot be but ſo. 


Pand. You, in the right of Lady Blanch your Wite, 
May then make all the Claim that Arthur did. 


Pand. How green you are, and freſtrin this old wor 
John lays you Plots : the Times conſpire with you; 
For he that ſteeps his ſafety in true Blood, 


| Shall find but bloody ſafety and untrue. 


This Att ſoevilly born,ſhall 'cool the hearts 


| Of all his people, and freeze up their zeal; 


That none ſo (mall advantage ſhall ſtep forth 
To check his Reign, but they will cheriſh it. 
No nazyral exhalation-in the Ski , 

No ſcope of Nature, no diſteryper'd Day, 
Noc Wind, no-cuſtomed Event, 

But they will pluck away bis Natural Cauſe; 
And call Meteors, Prodigies, and Signs; 
Abortives, Preſages, an& Totgues of Heaven, 


| Plainly denouncing Vengeance upon Foks, 
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Dol. But what ſhall I gain by young Arthur's fall ? 


Conſt. Grief fills the room up of my abſent Child : 


[ will not kezp this Form upon my head, (Jean ing off L 


My Widow-comfort, and my Sorrows cure/ [Fxit. 


| D#T. There's nothing in this world can make me joy, 


pl 


Dol. And loſe it, life and all; as Arthur did. in 
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Dol. May be he will rot touch young Arthur's life, 
But hold himſelf ſafe in his Priſonment. 
| Pand. O Sir, when he ſhall hear of your approach, 
If that young Arthur be not gone already, 
Even at this news he dies: and then the hearts 
Of all his People ſhall revolt from him, | 
And kiſs the lips of unacquainted Change, 
And pick ſtrong matter of Revolt, and Wrath, 
Out of the Bloody Fingers ends of John, 
Methinks I fee this Hurley all on foot ; 
And O, what better matter breeds for you, 
Than 1 have nam*d/ The Baſtard Faulconbridze 
Is now in England, ranſacking he Church, 
Offending Charity e If but n French 
Were there in Arms, they would be as a Call 
To train ten thouſand Engliſh to their ſide ; 
' |-©x; as a little ſnow, tumbled about, 
' | Anon bzcomes a mountain. O noble Dolphin, 
Go with me to the King; ®tis wondertul,. 
What may be wrought out of their Diſcontent, 
| Now that their Souls are top full of Offence, 
For England go z | will whet on the King. 

Dol. Strong Reafons makes ſtrong Attions : let us go, 
[f you ſay Ayzhe King will not ſay no. [Exeunt 
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Aftus Ruinees, Scena_prima. 
Chumges England A.Prosol. 
| (Ent erHubeft and Execntioners, | 
| | 
Hub. Heat me theſe Irons hoy, and look thou ſtand 
Within the Arras ; when I ſtrike my foot 
Upon the boſom of the ground, ruſh forth 
And bind the Boyz which you ſhall find with me, 
Faſt to the Chair : be heedful; hence, and watch. 
Exec. | hope your Warrant will bear out the Dezd#. 
| Hub. Uncleanly Scruptes/ fear not you; look to't._ 
{ Young Lad, come forth; 1 have to ſay with you. 
| Enter Arthur. 
Ar. Good morrow, Huberr. 
Hub. Geed- merrow, little Prince. 
Ar. As. little Pri ce,{ having ſo great a Title 
To be more Prince) as may bee you are fad. 
! FHyb., Indeed | have been merricr. 
Ar. Mercy on me! 
Methinks no body ſhould be ſad but I s 
Yet I remember when I was in France, 
Young Gentlemen would be as fad as night, 
Only for wantcnnefſs « by my Chriſtendom, 
So 1 were out of Priſon, and keprt Sheep, 
I ſhould bezammerry as the day is long « 
And ſo I would be here, but that I doubt 
My Uncle praCtiſes more harm to me « 
He is afraid of me, and 1 of him » 
Is it my fault that I was Geffrey*s Son ? 
No indeed is't not, and 1 would to Heavin 
I were your Son, ſo you would loye me, Hubert. 
Hub, If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my Mercy, which lyes dead ; . 
Therefore I will be ſudden, and diſpatch. (Aids) 
Ar. Are you ſick, Hubert ? you Jook pale to day ;' 
Inſooth) I would you were a little ſick, 
Thar I might fit all night and watch with you. 
- I love you more than you do me. 
Hub, His words do take poſſeſſion of my Boſcm. 
Read here, young Arthwr How now fooliſh rheumg 
Turnirg diſpiteus Torture out of door 
I muſt bo brief, leſt Refolution drop. 
Our at mine Eyes, in tender Womaniſh Tears 
Can you not read it? Is it not fair writ ? 
Ar. Teo fairly, Hubert, for ſo foul Effet, 
Muſt you with he Irons burn out both mine Eyes ? 


— 


Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my Tongue, 
S 


Ar, And will you? 

Hub. And 1 will: 

Ar. Have ou the heart ? When your head did but ake, 

I knit my Hand-kercher about your Brows, 

(The beſt I had, a Princeſs wrought it me) 

And I did never ask it you again ; 

And with my Hand, at midnight held your Head; 

And like the watchful Minutes, to the Hour, 

Still and anon chear'd up the heavy time , 

Saying, what lack you ? and where lies your grief } 

Or what good love may I perform for you? 

Many a poor mans Son would have lain till, 

And ne're have ſpoke a loving word to you ; 

But you, at your ſick ſervice had a Prince i 

Nay, you may think my love-was crafty love, 

And call it cunning. Do, -av& if you will; 

[f Heaven be pleay'd, that you muſt- uſe me ill, 

Why thea you muſt _Will (ys put out mine Es? 

Theſe Eies, that never did never ſhall _ 

So much as, frown on you? " 

Hub. | fe ſworn to do it; 

And with hot Irons-mult I burn them out. he 

"—Ar."Ah, none but in this Iron age, would it: 

The Iron of it ſelf, though heat red hot, 

Approaching near theſe Eies, would drink m tears, 

And quench this fiery Indignation, "tt, 

Even in the matter of mine Innocence : 97 

Nay, after that, corſume away in Ruſt, 

But for containing Fire to harm mine Eye: , 

Are you more ſtubborn hard, than hammer*d Iron ? 

an ave Come to me; 

And totd me Hubert ſhould put out mine Eyes, 

[ would not have belicy'd hims no Tongue but Haber's, 
Hub. Come forth ; Do as I bid you do #/ bamps min 
Ar. O fave me, Hubert, ſave me ! my, Ejes are out 

be with the fierce looks of theſe bloody men. 

ub, Give me the Iron, I ſay, and bind him here. 
Ar. Alas, what need you be ſo boiſterous rough? 

[ will not ſtruggle, I will ſtand ſtone ſtill ; 

For Heaven ſake, Hubert, let me not be bound4 

Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive theſe men away, 

And I will fit as quiet as a Lamb. þ. 

{ will not ſtir, nor wince, nor ſpeak a word, 

Nor look upon the Iron angally : 
hruſt but theſe men away, and PlEforgive you, © 

W hart ever torment you do put me to. 

Hb, Go, ſtand within; let me alone with him. 


Art, Alas, I then have chid away my Friend, 
He hath a ſtern Look, but a gentle Heart ; 
Let him come back, that his compaſſion may 
Give life to yours. 

Hub, Come Boy4 prepare your ſelf. 

Ar. Is there no remedy ? 

Hub, None, but to loſe your Eyes. 

Art, O Heaven ! that there were but a Moth in yours 
A Grain, a Duſt, a Gnart, a wandring Hair, 

Any Annoyance in that precious ſenſe : 
Then feeling what ſmall things are boiſtrous there, 
Your vile intent muſt needs ſeem horrible. 


Hub, 1s this your Rromiſe ? Go too, hold your Tongwe. 
. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of 1 ongues, 144 
me not hold my Tongue; let me not, Hubert, 
o | may keep mine Ejes, O ſpare mine Eyes, 
hovgh to no uſe, bur till to fook on 4 
o, by my troth, the inſtrument is cold, 
And would not harm me. 
Hub, ] can heart it, Boy. 
Ar. No, in gocd ſooth, the fire is dead with grief, 
Being create for comfort, to be us'd 
In undeſerved Extreams ; ſee elſe your ſelf, 


Hub, Young Boy, I mult. 


IO—— hs. 


There is no malice in this burning coal; 


Exec, 1 am beſt pleag'd to be from ſuch vis (6 
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eath of Heaven hath blown his Spirit oat, 
= — repzntant aſhes on his head. 
Aw. But with my breath I can revive 1t 
—Anh n do, you will Bat make 1t bluſh, 
And glow with ſhame of your proceedings, Huber: : 
Nay, It perchance will ſparkle in your Eyes - millte) 
And, like a Dog that 1s compelPd to fight, 
Snatch at his Maſter that doth tarre him on. 
, * 4 me wrong, 
their Office; only you do lac 
—. Mercy which herce Fire, and Iron extends, 
Creatures of note for Mercyg-lacking uſes. 
Hub, Well, ſee to live ; F will not touch thine Eye 
For all the Treaſure that thine Uncle ow&, 
Yet am I ſworn, and I did purpoſe, Boy, 
With this ſame very Iron, to burn them out. 
Art, O now you look like Hubert. All this while 
You were diſguisd. 
Hub. Peace : no more. Adicu, 
Your Uncle mult not know but you are dead. 
If fill theſe dogged Spies with falſe Reports : 
And, pretty Child, ſleep doubtleſs, and ſecure, 
That Hubert, for the Wealth of all the World, 
Will not offend thee. 
At. O heaven 7 I thank you, Hubert. 
Hub. Silence, no more; go cloſely in 
Mach danger do I undergo for thee. 


ith me. 
[ Exeunt, 


—_ 
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Scena Secunda. © , 

he Court of Ongland. 

Enter John, Pembroke, Salisbury, and other Lords, 


.- | 

Jon. Here once again we ſit, once again crownd, 
And look*d upon, I hope, with cheartul Eyes, * 
Pem, This once againyg&ut that your Highneſs pleas*d, 
Ws once ſuperfluous; you were Crowwd before, 
And that high Royalty was n* ere pluck*d off .. 
The Faiths of men,_ne*re ſtained with Revolt : 
freſh ExpeCtation troubled not ;Land 
With any long?d-for change, © er State. 
Sal. Therefore to be poſleſsd with double Pomp, 
To guard a Title that was rich before y 
To gild refined Gold, to paint, the Lilly y 
Tothrow a perfume on the Violet, 
To ſmooth the Ice, or add another - hew 
Unto the Rainbow z or with Taper-light 
To ſeek the beauteous Eye of Heavdn to 
ls waſteful and ridiculous exceſs. 
Pem, But that your Royal Pleaſure muſt be done, 
This Act is as an ancient Tale new told, 
And in the laſt repeating troubleſom, 
being urged at a time unſcaſonable. 
Sa, In this the Antick, and well noted face 
Of plain old form, is much disfigured; 
And like a ſhifted Wind unto a Sail, 
It makes the courſe of thoughts to feich about; 
Yartles and frights Conſideration ; 
Makes ſound Opinion fick, and Truth ſuſpected, 
for putting on ſo new a faſhion'd Robe. 
Pem. When Workmen ſtrive to do better than Well, 
They do confound their Skill in Covetouſneſs; 
And oftentimes excuſing of a Fault, 
Doth make the Fault the worſe by theexcuſe : 
AS Patches ſet upon a little Breach, 
Diſcredit more in hiding of the Fault, 
Than did the Fault before it was ſo patch'd. 

Sal. To this Effet, before you were new crown'd, 
e breath*d our Counſel ; bur it pleas'd your Highnels' 
0 over-bear it. we/ere all well pleasd; 
ance all, and every part of what we would, 
Doth make a ſtand, at what your Highneſs will. 
John. Some Reaſons of this double Coronation 


garniſh, 


—— 


Mc. 
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eee, 


I have polleſt you with, and think them ſtron ſ 
And more, more ſtrong, (thee lefs*is my fear } 
I ſhall endue you with : Mean time, bur ask& 
What you would have Reform'd, that is not well, 
And well ſhall you perceive, how willingly 
I will both hear and grant you your requeſts. 

Pem. Then I, as one that am the Tongue of theſe 
To ſound the Purpoſes of all their Hearts, 
| nas for my ſelf, and them; but chief of all 

our ſafety; for the which, my ſelf and them (/ 
Bend their beſt ſtudies;) heartily requeſt 
The Infranchiſement of Arthur, whoſe reſtraint 
Doth move the murmgring lips of Diſcontent 
To break into this danggrous Argument, 
[f what in Reſt you have, in Right you hold, 
Why then your Fears,(whjch as they ſay, attend 
The ſteps of Wrong 
Your tender Kinſman, and to choke his days 
With barbJrous ign@rance, and deny his youth 
The rich advantage of good Excerciſe, 
That the Times Enemies may not have this 
To grace Occaſions let it be our ſuit,. 
Thar you have bid us ask, his liberty; 
Which for our goods we do no further ask, 


| Than, whereupon our weal) on you depending, 


Councs It your weal + he have his Liberty. 
Enter Hubert. 
John. Let it be ſo; I do commit his Youth 
To your direCtion « Hubert, what News with you 


He ſhew'd his Warrant to a Friend of mine, 

The Image of-a wicked hegnous fault 

Lives in his Eye that cloſe aſpect of his, | 
Does ſhew the niood of a much troubled. Breaſt, 
And I do fearfully believe *ris done, x 
What we ſo fear'd he had a charge to do. 


Between his Purpoſe and his Conſcienc q 
Like Heralds *twixt two dreadful Bartdls fet * 
His Paſſion is fo ripe, it needs muſt break. 

Pem. And when it breaks; 1 fear will flue thence 
The foul corruption of a ſweet Child's Death. 

John. We cannot hold Mortalitigs ſtrong hand: 
Good Lords, although my will eo eine, is hving; 
The ſuit which you demand is gone, and dead. 

He tells tis Arthur is deceas'd to night. 
Sal. Indeed we fear?d- his-ſickneſs was paſt cure. 


Before the Child himſelf felt he was ſick « 
This muſt be anſwer's either here or hence. 


Sal. It is apparent foul-play, and ”ris ſhame 
That greatneſs ſhould ſo groſly offer it's 
So thrive it-in your Game, and fo farewe 

Pem. Stay yet,ALord Sali:bary}Plbgo with thee; 
And find tWinheritance of this poor Child, - | 
His little Kingdom of a foreed Grave. +: - 
That Blood which- 6W4-the breadth of all this Ifle, 
Three foot of it doth hold ; bad world the while 
This muſt not be thus borh; this will break out 


| To all our ſorrows, and &re-long I doubt. [Exeunt., 
John. They burn in indignation ; I repett g{.Enter ep. 
There is no {ſure Foundation ſet on Blood A | 


| No certain Life atchiev'd by--others Death4+—— 


A fearful Eye thou haſt? Where is that Blood 
That I have ſeen inhabit in thoſe Cheeks ? 

So foul a Skig, cleats not without a Stormy 
Pour down thy Weather ©- how goes all in France ? 


% 


% 


For any Foreign Preparation,  \ 
Was levigd in the Body of a Land. , 
The Copy of your ſpee _ by them : 


_ 


Pem, This is the man ſhould do the Bloody {40s 


Meſ. From: France to England, never ſuch a Power, | 


Fol 


move you to mew up. 


Sal, The colour of rhe King doth come and go, |. 


Pem. Indeed we heard how near his death he' was; - | 


4s i a 
a 
| 


John. Why do you bend ſuch ſolemii Brows on me.?/} 
|| Think you I bear the Shears of Deſtiny ? i | 


| Have I Commandment-on the Pulſe of Life ? 
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For when you ſhould be told they do prepare, 
The ridings come, that they are all arriv*d. 

Fohn. Ohywhere hath our Intelligence been drunk ? 
Where hath it ſlept? Where is my Mother®s care ? 
That ſuch an Army ſhould be drawn in France, 

And ſhe not hear of it ? 

AM:ſ. My Liege, her ear 
[s ſtopt with duſt : the firſt of April dy'd 
Your noble Mother ; and, as 1 hear, my Lord, 
The Lady Conſtance in a frenzie dy'd 
Three days before : but this from rumours Tongue 
[ idely heard ; if true, or falſe, I know not. | 

Fohn. With-hold thy ſpeed, dreadful Occaſion 
O make a League with me, ?till I have pleasd 
My diſcontented Peers. What ? Mother dead ? 
How wildly then walks my Eftate in France ,/ 
Under whoſe Condutt came thoſe Powers of France ? 
That thou for truth giv*lt out are landed here ? 

Meſ. Under -the Dolphin.'s 


Enter Boftard and Peter of Pomiret. 


Fohn, Thou haſt made me giddy 
With theſe ill tgdings «» Now y What ſays the World 
To your proceedings ? Do not ſeek to tuft 
My head with more ill News for it is full. 
Ba#F, But if you be afraid to hear the worſt, 
Then let the worſt unheard, fall on your head. 
John. Bear with me, Couſin ; for I was amaz'd 
Under the tidey but now I breath again 
Aloft the flood; and can give Audience 
To any Tongue, ſpeak it of what it will. 
Baſt. How I have ſped among the Clergy-men, 


| The Sums I have collected: ſhall expreſs + 


But as I travePd hither through the Land, 

I find the People ſtrangely fantaſied; 

Poſſeſt with Rumours, full of idle Dreams; 
Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear. 


| And here's a. Prophet that I brought with me 
'{ From forth the Streets of Pomfret, whom I found 


With many hundreds treading on his heels : 
To whom he ſung in rude harſh ſounding Rimes, 


| That ere the next Aſcenſion day at noon, 
{Your Highneſs ſhould deliver up your Crown. 


Fohn, Thou idle Dreamer, wherefore didſt thou ſo ? 
Pet. Fore-knowing that the truth will fall out ſo. 
John, Hubert, away with him 5 impriſon him, 


1 And on that day at noon, whereon he ſays 
| I ſhall yield up my Crown, let him be hang'd. 


Deliver him to ſafety, and return, 


| For 1 muſt uſe thee=O my gentle Couſin, Exit Huly [44 


Hearſt thou the News abroad, who are arriv*d ? 
Baſt. The Frenchſemy Lord;mens mouths are full of it : 
Beſides] met Lord Bigot,- and Lord Sal:sbury, 
With Eyes as red as new enkindled fire, 
And others more, going to feek the Grave 
Of Arthur, whom they fay is kilPd to night, on your 
John, Gentle Kinſman, go ({uggeſtion. 
And thruſt thy ſelf into their Companigm, 
I have a way to win their loves agaln : 
- Bring them before me. 
Baſt, 1 will ſeek them out. 
| John, Nay, but make haſte; the better foot before. 
O, let me have no Subjefts Enemies, : 
When adverſe Foreigners affright my Towns 
With dreadful Pomp of ſtout Invaſion. 
Be Mercury, ſet Feathers to: thy hecls, 
And fiye+like thoughty, from them to me again. . 
Baſt. The Spirit of the Time ſhallteach me ſpeed. [Ext, 
John. Spoke like a ſprightful Noble Gentleman, 
Go after him, for he perhaps ſhall need 
Some Meſlenger betwixt me and the Peers; 


And be thou he. 
Mcf. Wirth all my heart, my Liege. ( But 


» 
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ohn. My Mother dead f "i 
, F Enter Hubert. — Cont IV. 


Hub. My Lord, they ſay five Moons were ſeen to night 
Four fixed, and the fifth did whirle about, 
The other four in wondrobs motion. 
John. Five Moons ? 
Hub. Old men and Beldams, in the Sreets, 
Do propheſie upon it dangeroully : > 
Young Arthur's death is common 11 their Months,” 
And when they talk of him, they ſhake their Heads, 
And whiſper one another in the Ear. 
And he that ſpeaks, doth gripe the hearer*s Wriſt, 
Whilſt he that hears makes fearful Ation 
With wrinkled Brows, with Nods, with rolling Eyes 
| faw a Smith ſtand with his Hammer (thug, * 
The whilſt his Iron did on the Anvil cool, 
With open mouth ſwallowing a Taylor's News; 
Who with his Sheers, and Meaſure in his hand, 
Standing on Slippers, which his nimble haſte 
'Had falſly thruſt ypon contrary feet, 
Told of a many thouſand warlike French, 
That were embatteled, and rank®d in Kezt, 
Another lean, unwaſtvd Artificer, 
Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthas death. 
John. Why ſeek*ſt thou to poſleſs me with theſe Fears? 
Why urgeſt thou ſo oft young Arthur's death ? 
Thy hand hath murdttt2d thim : I had a Mighty. Cauſe 
To wiſh him, dead, bit thou hadſt none to kill him. 
H. Ne had Uny Lord {why did you not provoke me ? 
John, It is the Curſe of Kings, to be attended 
By Slaves that take their Humours for a Warrant, 
To m_ bloody houſe of lite, It 
And on the Winking of Authority 4 
To underſtand a Law; to know the meaning 
Of danggrous Majeſty, when perchance it frowns 
More upon Humour, than advis'd Reſpect. 
Hub, Here is your Hand and Seal for what I did. 
John. Oh, when the laſt account *twixt Heav+n and Earth 
Is to be made, then ſhall this Hand and Seal 
Witneſs againſt us to Damnation. 
How oft the ſight of means to do ill deeds, 
Makes deeds Ul done, adit not thou been by, >— 
A Fellow by the hand of Nature mark?d, \1 
Quoted, and ſign'd to do a deed of ſhame, 
This Murther had not come into my mind, 
But taking note of thy abhor*d Aſpect, 
Finding thee fit fqr Bloody Villany j 
Apt, liable to be employ*d in danger, 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur's deaths 
And thou to be endeared to a King, 
Made it no conſcience to deſtroy a Prince. 
Hub. My Lord 
John, Had'ſt thou but ſhook thy head, or made a pauſe) 
When I ſpake darkly, what 1 purpoſed : 
Or turn'd an Eye of doubt upon my Faceg 
bid me tell my tale in expreſs words ; 
Deep ſhame had ſtruck me dumb, made me breake off, 
And thoſe thy Fears, might have wrought Fears in me, 
But thou didſt underſtand me by my Signs, 
And didſt in Signs again parley with in; 
Yea, without ſtop didſt let thy Heart conſent, 
And conſequently thy rude Hand to at 
The deed, which both our Tongues held vile to name. 


Fa 
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| Out of my ſight, and never ſee me moref 


My Nobles leave me, and my State is bray*d 

Even at my Gates, with ranks of foreign Powers ; 

Nay, in the Body of this fleſhly Land, 

This Kingdom, this Confine of Blood, and Breath, 

Hoſtility and Civil Tumult reigns , 

Between my Conſcience, and my "Couſins death. 
Hub. Arm you againſt your other Enemies, 

PIC make a peace between your Soul, and you. 

Young Arthur is alive: this hand of mine 


Is yet a Maiden, and an innocent hand, 
; Not 


_ 
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Not painted with th: Crimſon ſpots of Blood « 
Within this Boſom, never entred Jr, 

The dreadful motion of a murdereys thought, 
And you have flander*d Nature in my Form, 


Which howſoever rude exteriorly, | 


[5 yet the cover of a fairer Mind, 
Than to be Butcher of an imaeecent Chi 

Jobs, Doth Arthur live ? O haſte thee to the Peers, 
Throw this Report on their incenſed rage, 
And make them tame to their Obedience. 
Forgive the Comment that my Paliion made 
Upon thy Feature; for my Rage was blind, 
And foul imaginary Eyes of Blood 
Preſented thee more hideous than thou art. 
0h, anſwer not y but to my Cloſet bring 
The angry Lords, with all expedient haltez 
| conjure thee but flowly; run more falt. 


[ Excunt, 


— 
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Scana Tertra. - 
A JS het o+e a-/ Ti} CH 
Enter Arthur on the Walls, 9 wr wes. 


At. The wall is high, and yet will 1 leap down. 
Good ground, be pitiful, ang hart me not! 

There's few or none do know mez' if they did, 

This Ship-boys ſemblance hath diſguis*d me quites 

| am afraid, and yet P16 venture it. 

If | get down) and do not break my Limbs, 
Pikfnd a thouſand ſhifts to get away z 

As good to dye, and go; as dye, and ſtay. 
Ohme/ my Uncles ſpirit is in theſe ſtones 
Hearn take my Soul, and England keep my Bones. [[Dies. 
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Enter Pembroke, and Salisbury, and Bigot. 


| $4. Lords, I will meet him at St. Edmondsbury, 
[t isour ſafety, and'we muſt embrace 
This gentle Offer ofthe periltous time. 
Pem, Who broughtthat Letter from the Cardinal ? 
Sal. The Count Melleltre, a Noble Lord of France, 
Whoſe private with me'of the Dolphin?s love... 
ls much more —_—— thamtnele lines import. 
Bigot, To morrow morning let us meet him then. 
Sal, Or rather then ſet forward, for *twill be 
Two long days journey, (Lordsypr &re we meet. 
Per Baſtard. 
Baſt. Once more to day well met, diſtemper*d Lords; 
The King by me requeſts your Preſence ſtraizkt. 
Sal. The King hath difſpollſt himſelf of us; 
We will not line his thin-beſtained cl$ke 
With our pure Honours : nor attend the Foot 
That leaves the print of Blood where ere it walks. 
Return, and tell him- ſo : we know the worſt. (beſt. 
Baſt, What ere you think, good words I think were 
Sal. Our Griefs, and not our Manners reaſon now. 
Baſe. But there is little Reaſon in your Grich 
Therefore *rwere Reaſon you had Manners now. 
Pem, Sir, Sir, impatience, hath Priviledge. 
Baſt. *T'is true, to -hurt ks Maſter, no man elſe. 
Sal. This is the Priſon :. what is he lyes here 27 
P. Ohdeath,made proud with pure and Prince Ya 
The Earth had not 2 hole to hide this deed. 
Sal, Murzzer, as hating what himſelf hath done, , 
oth lay it open to urge on Revenge. He $45 
Big. Or when he doonrd this Beauty to 
found it too precious Princely, for a Grave. 
Sal, Sir Richard, what think you ? have you beheld, 
Or have you read, or heard, -or could you think'$ 
4 Or doyou almoſt think, although you ſec, 
Fhat you do fee ? could ;,Fhonght; without this Object, 
orm ſuch another ? #kis. is the very top, 
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- Not truly ſpeaks 


—— 

Of Murtrs Arms; this is the bloodieſt ſhame, 

The wildeſt Savaglty, the vileſt ſtrSks 3 

That ever wall-ey'd Wrath, or ſtaring Rage 

Preſented to the Tears of foft Remorſe. 

Pem. All Muftthers palt,, do ſtand excug'd in this; 

And this fo ſole, and ſo unmatchable, 

Shall give a holineſs, a purity, | 

To the yet unbegotten tin of times ; 

And prove a deadly blood-ſhed, but a Jeaſt, 

Exampled by this heinous Spectacle. 

Baſt. It is a damned, and a bloody Work, 

The fraceleſs action of a heayy hand, 

[f that it be the work of any hand. 

Sal. 1f that it be the work of any hand ? 

We had a kind of light, what would enſue 4 

[t is the ſhameful work of Hnbert*s hand, 

The practiſe, and the purpoſe of the King : 

From whoſe Obedience I torbid my Soul, 

Knecling before this Ruing of ſweet Life, 

And breathing to his - breathleſs Excellence 

The Inc:nſe of a Vow, a holy Vow! 

Never to talte the Pleaſures of the World, 

Never to be infected with Delight, 

Nor converſant with Eaſe, and l1dleneſs, 

Till I have feta glory to this Hand, 

By giving it the Worſhip of Revenge. | 

Fem, Brg. Our ſouls Religiouſly confirm thy words. 

Enter Hubert. C222 VE. 

Hub, Lords, I am hot with haſte, in ſeeking you; 

Arthur doth. live, the King hath ſent for you. ' 

Sal. Ohyhe is bold, and bluſhes not at death ; 

Avant, thou hateful Villain, get thee gone./ 

Hub. 1 am no Villain. 

Sal. Muſt I rob the Law ? 

Baſt. Your Sword is bright, Sir, put it "Þ i 

Sal. Not till I ſheath ir in a Murgbtcr”, Skin, 

Hub. Stand back, Lord Salisbury, ſtand back, I iy, 

By Heaven, 1 think my Sword's as ſharp. as yours. 

| would not have you,tLordyJ, forget your elf, 

Nor tempt the Danger of my true Defence ; 

Leſt 1, by . marking of your rage, forget 

Your Worth, your Greatneſs, and Nobility. 

B:o. Out Dunghitl, dar*lt thou brave a No 

Hub. Not for my life ; but yet I dare defend 

My innoceut lite againſt 'an Emperor. 

Sal. Thou art a Murtrerer, 

Hub. Do not prove me {o 

Yet I am none. Whoſe tongue ſo ere ſpeaks falſe, 

- who' ſpeaks not truly, Lies. 
Pem. Cut him fo pieces. 
Baſt. Keep the peace, I fay. / 
Sal. Stand by, or I ſhall gaul you, Fawconbridge. 
Baſt. Thou wert better gaul the Devil, Salzshury. 

If thou but 'frown on me, or ſtir thy toot, 

Or teach thy haſty Spleen tro do me ſhame, 

116 ſtrike thce dead. Put up thy Sword betime, 

Or FI& ſo maul you, and your toſting-Iron, 

That you ſhall think the Devil is come from Helt-, 


F 


| 


— 


Second a- Villain, and a Murttter ? 
Hub. Lord Brgor, I am none. 
—) Big. Who kilPd this Prince ? 
Hb. ?Tis not an hour ſince I left him well : 
| honour*'d him, Ilov'd him, and will weep 
My date of lite out, for his ſweet lifes lols. 
Sal. Truſt not thoſe cunning Waters of his E 
For Villaty is not without ſuch Rhenme; 
And he long traded in it, makes ir ſeem 
Like Rivers of Remorlſe and Innocencg.. 
Away with me, all you whoſe fouls abhor 
Tluncleanly ſavour of a flaughter-houfe, - 
For I am ſtifled with the ſmell of ſin. 
Big. Away toward Bury, to the Dolphin there. 


Jy 


The heights, the Crelt, or Crelt unto the Creſt 


Cm... I”. . o01Þ ””- ON; Uo coco, =, nc _ wu eas . DQw».e obs .@aQaas 


P. There tell the King he may enquire us out. [| Ex.Lords. 
C2 


Baſt. 


—— 


(D rawmy has JSco's 


bleman? 


Big, What wilt thou do, renowned Faulcombrigge«t - 
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Beyond the inhuite aud boundleſs reach of Mercy, 


Hub. Do bat hear me. Sir. 
Baſt. Ha ? Pl tell thee what, 
Thowrt davin*d #8 blackynay. nothing is ſo black; 
Thou art more deep damn'd than Prince Lucifer. 
There is not yet ſo ngly a Fiend of Hell _ 
As thou ſhalt be,'ifchou did'[t kill this Child. 
Hub, Upcn my Soul. ——— 
Baſt. 1t thou did'it but conſent 
To this moit cruel Att y do but deſpair _ 
And if thou want'it a Cord, the ſmalleſt thregd 
That ever Spider twiſted from her Womb 
Will tezzzzm ſtrangle thee ; A ruſh will be a Beam 
To hang thee on: Or wouldſt thou drown thy (elf, 
Puc but a little Water in a Spoon, 
And it ſhall be as all the Ocean, 
Enovgh to ſtifle ſuch a Villain up. 
| do {uſpect thee very grievoully, 
Hub. If 1 in a&t, conſent, or fin of thought, 
Be guilty of the ſtealing that ſweer Breath 
Which was embounded in this Beauteous Clay, 
Let Hell want pains enough to torture me : 
| left him well. 
Baſt. Go, bear him in thine Arms«e 
I am amaz'd, methinks, and loſe my way ; 
Among the Thorns, and —_— of this World. 
How caſic doſt thou take all Ergland ups 
From forth this Morſel of dead Royalty * 
The Life, the Right, and Truth of all this Realm 
+ fled to Heavtn ; and England now is left 
To tug and {Zimble, and to part by th” Teeth 
The =. hoe intereſt of proud ſwelling State & 
Now for the bare-pickt bone of Majelty,. 
Doth doggcd War briſtle his angry Creſt, 
And ſnarleth in the gentle Eycs of Peace + 
Now Powtrs from home, and Diſcontents at home 
(hed in one Linc : and vaſt Confufion, waits 
T 


$ doth a Raven on a - 26.997 Beaſt 
he imminent decay of wreſted Powp. 
Now happy he, whoſe Cloak and ILEER 
UYold out this tempelt. Bear a way that Child, 
Ang follow me with ſpeed ; IIEto the King ; 
A thouſaud buſineſſes are brief in hand, 

And Hecaveh it ſelf doth frown upon the Land. 


(If thou did'ſt this deed af death)thou art damu'd, Hubert. 


Aftus Fs Flom 


U Ow ; 
Enter King John and Panidulph, Attendants, 


XK. John, Thas have I yielded up into your hand 
The Circle of my Glory. 4 Wins {rown., 
Pand, Take again Sd BO ew” 7 

From this my hand, as holding of the Pope,_ 

Your deveriinn Greatneſs and Authority, | 

Tebn, Now keep your holy word; go meet the French, 
And from his Holineſs uſe all your Power 

To ſtop their Marches ?fore we are entlam'ds 


. | Our diſcontented Counties do revolt j 


Our people quarrel with Obedience, 


| Swearing Allegiance, and the love of Soul 
"1 To roger blood, tp forcign Royalty 


This inundation of Siſtemper@d humour, 
Reſts by yoa only to be qualifig!. 


| Then pauſe not; for the preſent time's ſo ſick, ® 
| Thar preſent Med'cine mult be muniltred, 


Or cvy:rthrow incurabl@&enſues. 
P.:;:4. Ir was my breath that blew this Tempeſt up, 


| Upon your ſtubborn uſage of the Pope: 


 — PEPE Wy 
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But fjnce you are a gently Convertite, 
My Tongue.ſhall huſh again this Storm of War, 


Ba. Here's a good World ; knew you of this fair Work ? 


th 


And” make fair Weather in your bluſtring Lands © 

On this Aſcenſion day, remember well, 

Upon your Oath of ſervice to the Pope, 

Go 1 to make the French lay down their Arms. 
John. 1s this Aſcenſion day ? did not the Prophet 

Say, that before Alcenlion day at noon, 

My Crown I ſhould give oft ? even ſol have: 

| did ſuppoſe it ſhould be on conſtraint, 

ButgHeavn be thank?d} it is but Voluntary. 

Exter Baſtard. 
B.iſt. All Kent hath yielded, nothing there holds our 

But Dover Caſtle : London hath receiv*d, 

Like a kind Hoſt, the Dolphin and his Powers, 

Your Nobles v/ill not hear you, but are gone 

I'o offer ſervice to your Enemy ; 

And wild Amazement hurries up and down 

The litcle number of doubtful Friends. 

Fohn. Would notmy Lords return to me again, 

Atcer they heard. young Arthur was alive ? 

Baſt. They found him dead, and caſt into the ſtreets, 

An empty Casket, where the Jewel ef life, 

By ſome damn'd hand was rob'd and tafie away. 
John, That Villain Hubert told me he did live, 
Baſt. So oh my Soul he did, for ought he knew: 

But wheretore do you droop ? why look you ſad ? 

Be great in Act, as you have been in Thought : 

Let not the world eg Fear ard ſad Diſtruit 

Govern the motion ofa Kingly Eye; 

Be ſtirring as the time, be fire with fire; 

Threaten the threatner, and out-face the Brow 

Of bragging Horror : $o ſhall inferior Eyes 

That borrow their Behaviours from the 

Grow great by your Example, and put on 

The dauntleſs Spirit of Reſolution, 

Away, and gliſter like the God of War 

When he intendeth to become the Field ; 

Shew boldneſs and aſpiring Confidence e 

What? ſhall they ſeek the Lyon in his Den, 

And fright him there? and make him tremble there? 

Oh et it.not be ſaid /forrage, and run 

To meet diſpleaſure farther from the doors, 

And grapple with him ere he come ſo nigh. 

John. The Legat of the Pope hath been with me, 

And I have made a happy Peace with him; 

And he hath promigd to diſmiſs the Powers 


LExi 


reat, 


[ExawdLed by the Dolphin. 


Baſt. Oh inglorious League / 

Shall we upon the footing of our Land, 
Send fair-play-orders, and make comprſiniſe. 
In{inuation, parley, and baſe truce, 


, To Arms Invaſive ? Shall a beardleſs Boy, 


A cockrtd-filken Wanton brave our Ficlds, 

And fleſh his Spirit in a War-like Soil, 

Mocking the air with Colours idely ſpread, 

And hind no check ? Let us,my Lieggto Arms : 
Perchance the Cardinal canxet make your Peace; 

Or it he do, let it at leaſt be ſaid 

They ſaw we had a purpoſe of defence. 

John, Have thou the ordering of this preſent time. 
Baſt. Away then,with good C__ ; yet I know 
Our Party may well meet a prouder Foe. [Exeunt. 


ii. 
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———— 


Scena Secunda. 


Bigot, Soldiers, 


Dol. My Lord: Melkss, let this be copied out, 
And keep it fafe for our remembrance : 

Return the Preſident to theſe Lords again 
That having our fair Order written-down, 


Both they and we, peruſing ore theſe Notes, May 


4 The L mn np lamp 'F- avs k DD mwntrk f 
Enter (in Arms),Dolphin, Salisbuty, Melle6n, Pembroke, * | 
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w wherefore we took the Sacrament, 
4 keep our Faiths firm and inviolable 

of 115on our ſides it never ſhall be broken. 

"= noble Potphin, albeit we ſwear 

\ voluntary Zeal, and an un-urg*d Faith 

To your Proceedings ; yet believe me, Prince, 
:m not glad that: ſuch a Sore of Time 

chould ſeck 2 Plaiſter by contemn*d Revolt, 

4nd heal the invetfrate Canker of one wound,. 

By making MANY @ Oh, it grieves my Soul, 

That 1 muſt draw this Mettye from my fide 

To be a Widow-maker : Oh, and there 

Where honourable Reſcue, and Defence, 

Cris out. upon the Name of Saljsbury, 

oofuch is the Infeftion of the time, : 

That for the Health and Phyſick of our Right, 

We cannot deal but with the very Hand 

Of ſtern Injuſtice, and confuſed Wrong e 

And is not pity, Foh my grieved Friends} / 

That we, the Sons and Children of this fee, 

Were born to fee ſo ſad an hour as this, 

Wherein we ſtep after a Stranger, march 

Upon her gentle Boſom, and fl up 

fer Enemies Ranks ?(I muſt withdraw and weep 

Upon the ſpot of this enforced Cauſe, 

To Grace the Gentry of a Land remote, 

And follow unatquainted Colours here ? / 

What here ? O natton, that thou couldſt removes 

That Neptwnes Arms who clippeth thee about, 


May KO 


and/repple thee unto a Pagan ſhore, 

Where theſe two Chriſtian Armies might combine 
The blood of malice, in a vein of league, 

And not -Tpend it ſo un-neighbourly. 

Did, A noble Temper doſt thou ſhew in this, 
And great Aﬀections wreſtling in thy Boſom 

Doth make an Earthquake of Nobility. 

0h,what a Noble combats haſt thou of 
Between compathon, and a brave reſpect 
Et me wipe off this Honourable Dew, 
That filverly doth progreſs on thy cheeks e 

My heart bath melted' at a Ladigs tears, 

belag an ordinary inundation ! 

But this Effuſion of ſuch Manly Drops, 

This ſhowr blown up by tempeſt of the Soul, 
Sartles mine Eyes, and mak$ me more amazd, 
Than had I ſeen the vaulty top of HeayTn 

fieur'd quite o're with burning Meteors. 

Lift up thy brow {renowned Salisbury, + 

ard with a great Heart heave away this ſtorm « 
Commend theſe Wars to thoſe Baby-eyes 

That never ſaw the Gyant-world enrag?d; 

Nor met with Fortune, other than at Feaſts, 

Full warm of Blood, of Mirth, of Goſlipping. 

Come, come, for thou ſhall thruſt thy hand as deep 
Into the Purſe of rich Proſperity 

As Lewis himſelf; ſoNobles}; ſhall you all, 

That knit your Sinews to the ſtrength of mine, 


ght , 


Enter Pandulpho. 


Ard even there, methinks an Angel ſpake; 
Look where the Holy Legate comes apace, 

To give us Warrant from the hand of Heaven, 
And on our Actions ſet the Name of Right 
With holy Breath. <SCEML, WM 

Pas. Hail, Noble Prince of France / 

The next is this : King Jobr hath reconcil'd - 
Himſelf to Rome; his Spirit is come in, 

That fo ſtood out againſt the Holy Church, 
The great Metropolis and See of Rome » 
Therefore thy threatning Colours now wind up, 
d tame the Savage Spirit of Wild War; 
That like a Lyon foſterdd up at hand, 


Would bear the from thes knowledge of thy ſelf, 


PEN 
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It may ligegently at the foot of Peace, 
And b= to further harmful than in ſhew. 
Dolph. Your Grace ſhall pardon me, I will not back : 
I am too high-born to be Propertied, 
To be a ſecondary at contrdH, 
Or uſeful Serving-man, and Naſtrument 
To any Sovermgn State thfoughout the World « 
Your breath firlt kindled the dead Coal of Wars, 
Between this chaſtis'd Kingdom and my ſelf, 
And brought in Matter that ſhould feed this Fire y+ 
And now *tis far too huge to be blown out 
With that ſame weak wind which enkindled it 8 
You taught me how to know; the face of Right, 
Acquainted me with Antcreſt;t& this Land, 
Yea jthrult this Enterprize into my heart; 
And come ye now to tell me John hath made 
His Peace with Kome ? what is that Peace to me? 
I, tby the Honour of my Marriage-bedZ , 
After young Arrhar, Claim this Land for mine; 
And now it is half conquer*d, muſt I back, 
Becauſe that John hath made his Peace with Rome ? 
Am I Romes Slave? what Penny hath Rome born 3 
What Men provided ? what munition ſenr 
To under-prop this Action ? 1sr nor I 
That-under-go this Charge.? who elſe but 1, 
And ſuch as to my Claim are liable, 
Sweat in this Buſineſs, and maintain this War ? 
Have I not heard theſe /ſlanders ſhout out 
Vrue le Roy, as I have bank*d their Towns ? 
Have I not here the beſt Cards for the Game 
To win this cafie Match, playd for a Crown ? 
And ſhall I now give o're the yielded Set ? 
No, #o, on my Soul it ſtall never be faid. 
Pan. You look but on the our-fide of this Work. 
Dolp. Out-fide or in-lide, I will not retura, 
Till my Attempt ſo much be glorihed, 
As to my ample Hope was promiſed,. 


| Before 1 drew this gallant head "of War, 


And culPd theſe fiery Spirits from the world 
To out-look Conqueſt, and to win Renown + /*©,,, 
Even in the jaws of danger, and of death #/ _/ 
What luſty Trumpet thus doth ſummon us ? 
LCLALL I 
Enter Baſtard. *. 
& 

Baſt. According to the fair-play of the World; 
Let me have Audience: 1 am ſent to ſpeak : 
My holy Lord of A4:8:e, from the King 
I come, to learn how you have dealt for him : . 
And as you anſwer, I do know the ſcope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pand, The Dolphin is too wilful, oppoſite, 
And will not temporize with my Entreaies : 

He flatly ſays. he*}} not lay down his Arms. 

Baſt. By all the blood that ever fury breatlQ, 
The youth fays well. Now hear our Ezghfh Kings 
For thus his Royalty doth ſpeak in me : 

He is prepar*d, and Reaſon roo he ſhould, 
This apiſh and unmannerly approach, 

This harnef$*d Mask, and unadviſed Revel, 
This unheard fawcineſs and Boyiſh Troops; 
The King Qoth ſinile at; and is well prepar*d 
To whip this dwarfiſh War, th&ePigmy Arms, 
From out the Circle of his Territories. 


That Hand which had the ſtrength, eve at your door, 


To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch, 
To dive like Buckets in concealed Wells, 
To crouch in Litter of your Stable Planks, 
To 
To 
In Vaults ard Priſons, and to thrill and ſhake; 
Even at the crying of your Nation's Crow, 
Thinking +his Voice an. armed Engliſh man; 
Shall that victorious _ * feebled here, 

$ 


| 


lye-like Pawns, lock'd up in Cheſfs and Trunks, 
ha wich Swine, to ſeek ſweet ſafety out h 
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No; know the gallant Monarch 1s in Arms, 
And like an Eagle, ore his ayery , Towdry 
To ſonſe Annoyance that comes near his Neſt g 
And you degentrate, you ingrate Revoltes 
You bloody Ner0gripping vpthe Womb 
Of your dear Mother-Englard y bluſh for ſhame « 
For your own Ladies, and Pale-viſag'd Maids, 
Like 4:.:20n5, come tripping after Drums ; 
Their Thimblcs into armed Gantlets change, 
Their Necdlcs to Lances, and their gentle Hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 
Dol, Tixre end thy Brave, and turn thy Face in Peace; 
We grant thou canſt out-ſcold us ; fare thee well 
We hold our time too precious to be ſpent 
With ſuch a Beebler. 
Pan, Give me Icave to ſpeak. 
Bajt, No, I will ſpeak. 
Do!. We will attend to neither : 
Strike up the Drums, and let the Tongue of V Var 
Picad for our Intereſt, 2nd our being here. 
Baſt. Indeed your Drums being beaten, will cry out4 
And ſo ſhall you, being beaten ; do but ſtart 
An eccho with the Clamour of thy Drum, 
And even at hand, a Drum is ready brac'd, 
That ſhall reverbtrate all, as loud as thine. 
Sound but another, and another ſhall 
+As loud as thineYrattle the Welkin's Ear, 
And mock the deep-mouth*d Thunders for at hand 
(Not truſting to this halting Legat here 
Whom he hath us'd rather for ſport than need) 
Is warlike John; and in his forehead fits 
A bare-rib?d death, whoſe Office is this day 
| To feaſt upon whole thouſands of the French, 
Del... Strike up our Drums, to find this danger out. 
Baſt. And thou ſhalt find it Dolphin) do not doubt. 
| [ Excunt. 


That in your Chambers gave rou Chaſtiſement ? 


—_ 
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he BY my J1 _ 


Alarms. Entcr *John, and Hubert. 


John, How Foes the day with us? oh tell me, Hubert. 

Hub. Badly, I fear; how fares your Majeſty ? 

John, This Feaver that hath troubled me ſo long, 

Lyes heavy on me: oh, my heart is ſick./ 
Emter a Meſſenger. | 

Atcſ. My Lord ) your Valiant Kinſman, Faulconbridge, 
Deſires your Majeſty to leave the Field, 4 
And ſend him word by me, which way you go. 

Jobn, Tell him, toward Swenſted, to the Abby there. 

Ae. Be of good comfort: tor the great Supply,. 
That wgs expected. by the Dolphin here, 

Are wr&fKd three nights ago on Goodwin Sands. 
T his News was broeght to Richard but even now, 
The French aght coldly, and retire themſelves, 

John. Aye me, this Tyrant Feaver burns me up 
And will not let mie welcome this good News. ; 
Set on toward Swinſ : to my Litter ſtrA&bt, / 
Weakneſs poſleſieth me, and I am faint, [Exeunt, 


P 


Enter $a#lisbury, Pembroke, and Bigot, 


Sal. IT did not think the King ſo ſtord with Friends, 
Pem. Up once again ; put SPplrit in the Frenchg 

if they miſcarry, we miſcarry T0. 
S42/, I hat misbegotten Devil Faulconbridge, 

In ipight of ſpight, alone upholds the day. 


' Scana Srartac Vl. | 


Pem. They fay, King John, ſore lick, hath left the Fu 
i: | Y Tele wounded. the Field, 
el, Lead me to the Revolts of England here, 

Sal, When we were happy, we had other Names, 

Fem, It is the Count Mcinwne. 

Sal. Wounded to death. 

Mel. oN ly, Noble Engi:ſh, you are bought and ſold- 
Unthresd the rude Eye of Rebellion, ; 
And welcomehome again diſcarded Faith, 

Scek out King John, and fall before his feet : 
For if the French be Lords of this loud day, 
He means to recompence the Pains you take, 
By cutting off your Heads ;_ thus hath he ſworn, 
And I with him, and many more with me, 
Upon the Altar at St. Edmondsbury, 

Even on that Altar, where we ſwore to you 
Dear Amity, and everlaſting Love. 

Sal. May this be poſſible ? May this be true ? 

Mel. Havel not hideous death within my view, 
Retaining buta ory of life, 

Which bleeds away, even asa Form of Wax 
Reſolveth from his Figure ?gainſt the Fire ? 
W hat in the world ſhould make me now deceive, 
Since I mult loſe the uſe of all deceit ? 
Why ſhould I then be falſe, ſince it is true 
That I muſt die here, and live hence, by truth ? 
I ſay again, if Lewis &@win the day, 
He 1s forſworn, if e*re thoſe Eyes of yours 
Behold another Day break in the Eaſt : 
But cven this Night, whoſe black contagious breath 
Already ſmoaks about the burning Cre 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied Sun, 
Even this ill night, your breathing ſhall expire; 
Paying the Fine of rated Treachery, 
Even with a treacherous Fine of all your lives j 
If Lewis, by your aſſiſtance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your King ; 
| The love of him, and this reſpect beſides 
{For that my Grandſire was an Engliſhman 3 
Awakes my Conſcience to confeſs all this. . 
In lieu whereof, I pray you bear me hence 
From forth the noiſe and rumour of the Field ; 
Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace j and part this Body and my Soul, 
W ich Contemplation, and devout Delires. 
Sal. We do believe thee, and beſhrew my Soul, 
But I do love the favour, and the form 
Of this moſt fair occaſion, by the which 
We will untread the ſteps of damned flight; 
And like abated and retired flood, 
Leaving our rankneſs, and irregular courſe, 
Stoop low within thoſe Bounds we have o*re-look'd, 
And calmly run on in Obedience, 
Even to our Ocean, to our great King John, 
My Arm ſhall give thee help to bear thee hence, 
For I do ſee the cruel Pangs of death {+ F<. 
Right in thine Eyes; Away, my Friends, | 


hea) whey Ml 
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5/ Xs Ao ay 
Enter Dolphin and his Train, 


Dol. The Sun of HeavlnEmethought) was loth to ſety 
But ſtaid, and made the Weſtern Welkin bluſh, 
When Enegliſb meaſured backward their own ground 
In faint retire: Oh bravely came we off, 
VVhen with a Volley of our needleſs ſhot, 
After ſuch bloody toyle, we bid good night, 
And woen'd our tott'ring Colours clearly up, 
Laſt in the Field, and almoſt Lords of it. 


tet - — _ * 
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[_Exeunt, 
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Enter a Meſſenger. 


18. Where is my Prince, the Dolphin ? 
Dol. Here, what News ? 
1, The Count Melee is ſlain; The Engliſh Lords 
By his perſwalion are at length faln oft, | 
And your Supply, which you have wiſt'd ſo long, 
re caſt away,J.and ſunk on Gooawn Sands. 
* Dal. Ah foul ſhrewd News/ Beſhrew thy very heart j 
1 did not think to be ſo ſad to Night | 
As this hath made me. Who was he that ſaid 
King Job! did fly an hour or two before 
The ſtumbling Night did part our weary Powers ? 
Me. Who ever ſpoke ir, It is true, my Lord. 
Dal, Well; keep good Quarter, and good care to Night; 
The Day ſhall not be up ſo ſoon ag I, 


To try the fair Adventure of to Morrow. [Exeunt, 


anSm__— 


Scana Sexte, L///. 


Exter Baſtard and Hubert ſeverally. 


Hub, Who's there ? Speak, hos, ſpeak quickly, or I ſhoot. 
Ba, A Friend. What art thou ? 
Hub, Of the part of England. 
Baſt, Whither doſt thou go ? 
Hub, What's that to thee ? 
Why may not I demand of thine Afﬀeairs, 
As well as thou of mine'? * DOSS 
Bat, Hubert, 1 think. 
Hub, Thou haſt a perfeCt thought : 
[ will upon all hazzards well believe 
Thou art my Friend, that know*ſt my Tongue ſo well : 
Who art thou ? 
Baſt, Who thou wilt ; and if thou-pleaſe 
Thou maſt be-friend me ſo much, as to think 
| come one way of the Plantageners. 
Hub. Unkind Remembrance! thou, an night, 
Have done me ſhame, brave Souldier, pardor{*me, 
That any accent breaking from thy Tongye, 
Should ſcape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 
Baſt. Come,come : ſans complement, What News abroad ? 
Hub, Why here walk 1, in the black Brow of Night, 
To hnd you out, 
Baſt. Brief then : and what's the News ? 
Hub. O my ſweet Sir, news fitting to the Night, 
black, fearful, comfortleſs, and horrible. 
Baſt. Shew, me the very wound of this ill News, 
| am no Woman, PlE not ſwoon at it. 
Hub, The KinglI fear, is popſon'd by a Monk; 
[left him almoſt ſpeechleſs, and broke out 
To fcquaint you with this Evik that you might 
The better Arm you to the ſudden time, 
Thangf you had at leiſure known of this. 
Baſt. How did he take it? Who did taſte to him ? 
Hub. A Monk, I tell you, a reſolved Villain, 
Whoſe Bowels ſuddenly burlt out; The King 
let ſpeaks, and peradventure may recover. 
Baſt, Who didſt thou leave to tend his Majeſty ? 
Hub. Why, know you not ? the Lords are all come back; 
and brought Prince Henry in their company, 
At whoſe requeſt the King hath pardon'd them, 
And they are all about his Majeſty. \ 
Baſt, With-hold thine Indignation, mighty Heaven, 
ind tempt us not to bear - our Power. 
PIE tell thee, Hubert, half my Pow@rsthis Night 
| are taken by the Tide, 
cle Lincoln-Waſhes have devoured them; £4 
_ 


Gy, 


My elf, well mounted,,have eſcap'd. «x Wo 


Way before : ConduCt me to the King, 


{ doubt he will be dead, or &re I come. 


LES 


| Death having 
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Enter Prince Henry, Salisbury, and Bigot 


Her. It is too late, the life of all his Blood 
Is touch'd corruptibly ; and his pure Brain, 
4 W hich ſome ſuppoſe the Souls trail dwelling houſe3, 
Doth by the idle Comments that it makes, 
Foretelt the ending of Mortality. 

Enter Pembroke. 

Pem, His Highneſs yet doth ſpzak, and holds belief, 
That being brought into the open air, 
It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell Poyſon which allaileth him. 

Hen, Let him be brought into the Orchard here 
Doth he ſtill rage ? 

Pem, He is more patient | 
Than when you left him; even now .he ſung. 

Hen, Oh vanity of Sickneſs, fierce Extreams 
In their continuance will not feel war. Los 

rey'd .upon the outward parts 

Leaves them WISE her ſiege 1s now 
Againſt the "Wind; the which he pricks and wounds * 
With many Legions of ſtrange Fantahes, | 
Which in their throng and preſs to that laſt hold, 
Confound.therhſelves. ?Tis ſtrange that death ſhould ſing ; 
| am th to this pale zfajnt Swan, | 
Who chaunts a dolefyl Hymn to his own death, 
And from the Orgzn-pipe of irailty ſings 
His Soul and atheir 'laſting' reſt, * 
Sal. Be of good comfort {Prince}, for. you are born 
To ſet a form upon that indigeſt 
W hich he hath left ſo ſhapeleſs and fo rude. 
John brozght 32, 
Fobn, Aymarry now my Soul hath elbow-room; 
lt. woultfot out at windows, nor at doors, 
There. is ſo hot a Sunimer in my Boſom, 
That all my Bowels crumble up to Duſt ; 
I am a fcrihled Form drawn with a Pen,. 
Upon a Parchment, and againſt this fire do I ſhrink up. 

Hen, How fares your Mijelty ? 

John. Po $ſon'd, ll faire;dead, forſook, caſt af 
And none of you will bid the Winter come 
To thruſt his Ic&p Fingers in my Maw; .. TE 
Nor let my Kitfgdoms Rivers take their courſe 
Through my burn'd Boſom : nor intreat the North 
To make his bleak winds kiſs my parched lips, 
And comfort me with cold. I do not ask you much, 
| beg cold comfort; and you are fo ſtraigat 
And ſo ungrateful, you deny me that. 

Hen, Oh that there were ſame Virtue in my Tears, 
That might relieve you! 

John, "The Salt of them is hot, 
Within me is a Hell, and there the Payſon 
[s, as a Fiend, confind toftyrannize, 
On —U Blood, 


FLEX. 
WA Baſtard, 


Baſt. Oh, 1 am ſcalded with my violent Motion, 
And Spleen of Specd to fee your Majelty. wo 
Fokn. Oh Couſin, thou are come to ſet mine Eye |} 
The Tackle of my Heart is crackt and burnt, . 
And all the ſhrowds wherewith my life ſhould fail, 
Are tyrned to one thre, one little hair : 
My Heart hath one poor ſtring to ſtay it by» - 
Which holds but till thy News be uttered; 
And then all this thou ſeeſt, is but a Clod, 
And modyle of confounded Royalty. 
Baſt, The Dolph is preparing hitherward, * _ 
Where Heaytn he knows how we ſhall anſwer him. 
For, in a night ghe beſt part of my Power, 
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As upon advantage did remove, Were 
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Were in the Waſbes all, unwarily, WE To the diſpoſing of the Cardinal; 
Devoured by the unexpected Flood. ( lunk- Dues. : | 
Sal. You breath theſe dead News in as ded an Ear z |If you think meet, this Afternoon will poſt 


A... 8 


With whom your ſelf, my ſelf, and other Lords, 


My Liege, my Lord but now a Kingy.now thus. To conſummate this buſineſs happily. 
i Hc. Even ſo muſt 1 run on, and even fo ſtop. Baſt. Let it be ſo; and you, my Noble Prince, 
y Wat lurety of the World, what hope, what ſtay, | With other Princes that may beſt be ſpar'd, 
1] When this was tow a King, and now is Clay ? Shall wait upon your Fathers Funeral. 
- Artthon Zone To ! | Hen. At Worceſter muſt his Body be interr'd, 
| To do the Office for thee, of Revenge; | For ſo he wilPd it. 
| And then my Soul ſhall wait on thee to Heaven, Baſt. Thither ſhall it then, 
As it on Earth hath bcen thy Servant till. And happily may your ſweet ſelf put on 
Now, now,you Stars, that move in your right Spheres, The lineal ſtate, and glory of the Land,/ 
Where be your Powers ? Shew now your mended Faiths, | To whom with all ſubmiſſion on my Knee, 
And inſtantly return with me again, I do bequeath my faithful Services, 
To puſh Deſtruction, and perpetual Shame And true Subjection pear wages 6h 
Out of the weak door of our fainting Land : Sal. And the like tender of our love we make, 
S t let us ſeek, or ſtreight we ſhall be ſought; To reſt without a ſpot for eyermore. 
The Dolphin rages at our very heels. Hen, 1 have a kind Soul that would give thanks, 
Sal. It ſeems you know not then ſo much as weg And knows not how to do it, but with Tears, | 
{ The Cardinal Pandnlph is within at reſt, Baſt. Oh let us pay the time=but needful Wog, 
W ho half an hour ſince catne from the Dolphin; Since it hath been beforg hand with our gricfs, 
And brings from him ſuch Offers of our Pcace, Thes England never did, never ſhall, 
As we with Honour and Reſpect may take, | Lye at the proud foot of a Conqueror, 
With purpoſe preſently to leave this War. But when it firit did help to wound it ſelf. 
| Baſt. He will the rather do it, when he ſees Now, theſe her Princes are come home again, 
Our ſelves well ſinewtd to our Defence. Come the three Corners of the world in Arms, 
Sal. Nay tis in a manner done already, And we ſhall ſhock theme Nought ſhall make us rue, 
For many Carriages he hath diſpatch'd If England to it ſelf, do reſt but true, {[CExunt, 
To the Sea-ſide, and put his Cauſe and Quarrel 
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Aftus Primus, Scena Prima, /%e ( nurt, 


Enter King Richard, John of Gaunt, with other Nobles | On ſome apparent Danger ſeen in him, 


* 0 
| and Attendants, Aid at your Highneſs; no invettrate Malice. 
ESD King. Then call them to our Preſenceface to face, 
King Richard. And frowning, brow to brow, our ſelves will hear 
TtPAccuſer, and the Accuſed freely ſpeak ; 
Ld Fohn of Gannt, time-honourfd Lancaſter, High ſtomack'd are they both, and full of ire. 
Halt thoujaccording to thy Oath and Band, |In rage, deaf as the Sea; haſty as Fire. 
—_— ——— _ re om thy bold Son SUR / , [3 oluny br l 
ere to make good the boiſterous late A Enter Bulk and M MEL 
Which then our lciſure would not let us hear, -— le y pag Ny _ 
Againſt the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray # Ball. Mafiy years of happy dps befall 
Gaunt,” 1 have, my Liege. My gracious Soverkign, my molt loving Liege. 
King. Tell me moreover, haſt thou ſounded him; Mow. Each day ſtill better others happineſs; 
If he Appeal the Duke on ancient Malice, Until the Heavens envying Earths 200d P, 
Or worthily, aKgood Subject ſhould, Add an immortal Title to your Crown! 
Oa ſome known ground of Treachery in him ? King. Wethank you both, yet one but flatters us, þ 
Gant. As near as I could fift him on that Argument, | As wel appeareth by the Cauſe you COME 0 j 
"6 Namely 


td ——— 4 _ _ 
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Thou art a Traitor and a Miſcreant y_ 
—TToo good to be ſo, and too bad to hive ; 
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| Upon his bad 
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ely ts Appeal each other of high Treaſon. 
_ W Hereford what doſt thou object 
Againſt the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 

Bull, F irfliicaren be the record to my ſpeechſ) 

[n the devotiots of 4 Subjects love, = 
Tendting the precious ſafety of my Prince, 
And free from other miſ-begotten hate, 
Come | AppeMant to this Princely Preſence. 
Now: Thomas Mowbray do I turn to thee, 
and mark my greeting well ; for what I ſpeak, 
My Body ſhall make good upon this Earth, | 
Or my Divine Soul anſwer it in Heaven. 


Since the more fair and Cryſtal is the Skie, 
The uglier ſeem-the Clouds thar in it flye: 
Once more, the more to aggravate the note, () 


2 
Witha foul Traitors Name ſtuff I thy throat, | 


And wiſh (fo pleaſe my Soveraign )e*re I move, (prove. 
What my Tongue } ED my right drawn Sword may 
—76Þv. Let not my coelaWords here accule m 3 
Tis not the Tryal of a Woman's War, 

The bitter Clamour of two eager Tongues, 

Can arbitrate this Cauſe betwixt us twain ; 

The Blood is hot that mult be cool'd for this, 

Yet canl not of ſuch tame patience boaſt, 

4sto be huſht, and nought art all to ſay, 

firſt the fair reverence of your Highneſs curbs mes. 

from giving reins and ſpurs to my free ſpeech, 

Which elſe would poſt,until it had return'd 

Theſe terms of Treaſon, doubly down his throats 
ting aſide, his high Bloods Royalty, 

#*&let him De no Kinſman to my Licge, 


Which to maintain, I would allow him odds, 
And meet him, were l tide to run a foot, 
Wherefever Engliſhman durit ſet his foot, 
Mean time, let this defend my Loyalty; 
Diſclaiming here the Kindred of a King, 
nd lay alide my high Blood's Royalty, 
Asto take up mine Honour?s Pawn, then ſtoop. 
by that, and all the Rights of Knighthood elle, 

Mow. 1 take it up, and by that Sword 1 ſwear, 
Which gently laid my Knighthood on my ſhoulder, 
And when 1 mount, alive may I not light, | 
[fl be Traitor, or unjuſtly fight./ 

9 much as of a thought of ill in him. 

Bull. Look what I ſaid, my life ſball Prove it true, 
Thewhich he hath detain'd for lewd Imployments; 
Like a falſe Traitor and injurious Villain, 

That ever was ſurvey'd b yes 
ey'd by Enzliſheye 
That all the Treaſons for theſc cighteen years 
urther 1 fay, and further will maintain 
life, to make all this good, 


[ do defie him, and I ſpit at him, 
Callbim a landerous Coward and a Villain; 
frento the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 
Or any other groundunhabitable, 
by all my hopes moſt falſly doth he lie, 
Bull, Pale trembling Coward, there 1 throw my Gage, 
Which Fear, not Reverence makes thee to exce 
guilty dread hath left thee ſo much ſtrength, 
Willl make good againſt theearm to arm 4 
What I have ſpoken, eethoreinitdevife® & = PEN 
(anſwer thee in any fair degree, 
Or Chivalrous deſign of Knightly tryal 
King. What doth our Couſin lay to 1owbray's Charge ? 
it mult be great that can inherit us, 
That Mowbray hath receiv'd eight thouſand Nobles, 
In name of lendings for your Highneſs Souldiers, 
beſides, 1 ſay, and will in Battel prove, 
Orhere, or elſewhere, to the furtheſt Verge 
mplotted and contrived in this Land, . 
etcht from falſe Mowbray their Firſt Head and Spring. 
That he did plot the Duke of Gloſter”s death, 


Suggelt his ſoon belicving Adverſaries, 
And conſequently like a Traitor Coward, 
Sluc'd out his rn na Soul through ſtreams of Blood 
Which Blood, like ſacrificing AbePs cries, 

Even from the tongueleſs Caverns of the Earthd- 

To me for Juſtice, and rough Chaſtiſements 
And by the glorious worth of my deſcent, 

This arm ſhall do ir, or this life be ſpent. 

King. How high a pitch his Reſolution ſoars 
Thomas of Narfolk, what ſay*ſt thou to this ? 

AMow, Ohlet my Sovergign turn away his Face, 
And bid his Ears a little while be deaf, : 
TillI have told this flander of his Blood, 

How God and good men hate fo foul a Ly#. 

King. Mowbray, impartial are our Eyes and Ears, 
Were he my Brother, nay, bur Kingdonys Heir, 
As he is but my Father's Brother's Son; 

Now by my Sceprers awe, I make a Vow, 

Such neighbour-nearncſs to our ſacred Blood, 
Should nothing privHledge him, nor partialize 
"The unſtooping firmneſs of my upright Soul. 
He is our Subject Monbray3fo art thou, 

Free ſpeech and fcapleſs, I tg thee allow., 

Mow, T hen, DES , as low as to thy heart,. 
Through the falſe paſlage of thy throaty thou lielt ; 
Three parts of that Receipt I had for Cau##&7 
Disburlt I to his Highneſs Soeldiers ; _—_ 

The other part reſery?d | by conſent, 

For that my Sovergign Liege was in my debt, 
Upon remainder of a dear Account, 

Since laſt I went to Frarce to fetch his Queen « 
Now ſwallow down that lye. For CIs death, 
I ſlew him not; but fto mine own diſgrace}, 
Neglected my ſworn Duty 1n that caſex 

For you,my noble Lord of Lancaſter, 

The Honourable Father to my Foe, 

Once I did lay an ambuſh for your Life, 

A treſpaſs that doth vex my grieved Soul ; 
But ere 1 laſt receiv*d the Sacrament, ' 

[ did confeſs it, and exattly begg'd 

Your Graces Pardon, aid | hope I had it. 
This is my fault ; as for the relt appeaPd, 

[t iſſues from the Tancgr ofa Villain, 

A Recreant and molt degenerate Traitorg 

W hich in my felf I boldly will defend, 

And interchangeably hurle down my Gage, 
Upon this overweening Traitors foot, 

To prove my ſelr a Loyal Gentleman, 

Even in the beſt Blood chamber*d in his boſom, 
In haſte whereof moſt hegrt1ly 1 pray 

Your Highneſs to aſſign our Tryal-day. 

King. Wrath-kindled Gentlemen, be ruPd by me j 
Let's purge this Choſer without letting Blood ; 
This preſcribe, though no PhYTifian, 

Deep Malice makes too deep Incilion, 
Forget, forgive, conclude and be agreed, 


* 


Well calm the Duke of Norfalk, you your Son, | 
Gaunt, To be a Make-peace ſhall become my age; 
Throw down;@my Sonthe Duke of Norfollgs Gage, 
King. And, Norfolk,throw doyn his, 
Gaunt, When Harry, when ? 
Obedience bids, 1 ſhou}d not bid agen. 
K ng a Norfolk, 
Mow. My {lt I throw 
My Life thou ſhalt comrhand, but not my Shame; 
The one my Duty owes; hut my fair Name, 
Deſpight of deathythar lives upon my Grave, 
To dark diſhonours uſe, thou ſhalt port have. 
1 am diſgracd, impeact'd, and bafffd here 
Pier©d to the Soul, with ſlanders venoprd Spear ; 
The which no can cure, but his heart Blegd 
W hich breath*d this Pollon, 


j 


Bo - 


I. 
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Our Doctors ſay. this is no time to bleed, L 
ood Uncle, let this end where 1t begun, 


throw down, we bid , there is no boot. 
{dread SoyerSign3at thy foot. | 


| King. 
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King. Rage muſt be withſtood : 

Give me his Gage : Lyons make.Leopards tame. 

Mow, Yea, but not chang ts : take but my ſhame, 

And I reſign my Gage. My dear, dear Lord, 

The pureſt Treaſure mortal times afford, 

Is ſpotleſs Reputation ; that away, 

Men are but gilded Loam, or painted Clay. 

A Jewel in a ten-times barr®d ” Cheſt, 

Is a bold Spirit in a Loyal Brealt. 

Mine Honour is my liſe z both grow in one; 

Take Honour from me, and my life is done. 

Thenfdear my LiegeY,mine Honour let me try, 

In that I livey and for that will I dye. ; 
King. Couſin, throw down your Gage; Do you begin. 
Bal. Oh,Heaven defend my Soul from ſuch foul ſin/ 

Shall I ſeem Creſt-falh in my Father's {ight, 

Or with pale beggar*d Fear impeach my Might, 

Before: this out-dar*d Daſtard ? E*re my T ongue 

Shall wound my Honour with ſuch feeble Wrong 3 

Or ſound ſo baſe a parlez my Teeth ſhall rear 

The flaviſh Motive of recanting Fear, 

And ſpit it bleeding in his high diſgrace, 

Where ſhame doth harbour, even in Mowbray's Face. 

[Exit Gaunt. 
King. We were not born to ſue, but to Command, 

Which ſince we cannot do to make you Friends, 

Be ready, as your lives ſhall anſwer it}, 

At Coventrey, upon Saint Lambert*s day « 

There ſhall your Swords and Lances arbitrate 

The ſwelling Difference of your ſetled Hate: 

Since we cannot attone you, you ſhall ſee 

Juſtice deſign the Victor*s Chivalry. 

Lord Marſhal,command our Officers at Arms, 


Be ready to direft theſe home Alarms. [Exeunt. 
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She Duke of Lon caolort , Ds 


Emer Gaunt, and Dutcheſs of Gldſter. 


Gaunt, Alas, the part I had in Glopers blood g 
Doth more ſoliciteme than your Exclaims, 
To ſtir againſt the Butchers of his life. ' 
But ſince Correction lyeth in thoſe Hands, 
Which made the Fault that we cannot correct, 
Put we our rrel to the Wyll of Heaven: 
Who when 8h ſeetthe Hos - on Earth, 
Will rain hot Vengeance on Offenders heads. 
Dat. Finds Brotherhoad in thee no ſharper ſpur ? 

| Hath love in thy old Blood no living fire 
| Edward*s ſevtn Sons;f whereof thy ſelf art one3, 

Were as ſeven Vials of his ſacred Blood; 
Or ſeven fair Branches ſpringing from one. Root : 
Some of thoſe ſeven are yd by Natures Courſe; 
-Some of thoſe Branches by the DeſtHies cut :* 
But Thomas, my dear Lord, my life, my Gloſter j 
(One Vial full of Edward*s Sacred Blood, 
One flouriſhing Branch of his moſt Royal Root 
Is crack?d, and all the precious Liquor fſpilt ; 
Is hackt down, and his Summer Leaves all faded, 


By my and, and Murder's Bloody Axe. 
Ah Gay ZHis Blood was thine; that Bed, that Womb, 
That Meet, that Self-mould that faſhion*d thee, 


Made him a Man ; And though thou liv*ſt and breath'ſt 1 
Yet art thou ſlain in him; thou doſt conſent 

[n ſome large meaſure to thy Father's death; 

[n that thou ſcelt thy wretched Brother die, 

Who was the Model of thy Father?s life, 

Call it not Patience@amthit is Deſpair, 

in ſuffFing thus thy Brother to be ſlaughter'd, 

Thou ſhew'ſt the naked Pathway to thy life, 

Teaching ſtern Murther how to butcher thee : 


That which in mean men, we intitle Patience, 
Is pale cold Cowardice in noble Breaſts x 

W hat ſhall I fay, to ſafegard thine own life, 
The beſt way 4s to'venge my G/ſter*s deyrh. 

Gaunt. +15 the Quarrel : for Subſtitute 
His Deputy adointed in his ſight, 
Hath caus'd his death; the which if wrongfully, 
Let Heaven Revenge ſor I may never lift 
An angry Arm againlt his Miniſter, 

Dut. Where then alas may I complain my ſelf ? 

Gam. To Heaven, the V Vidows Champion Sek ke, 

Dur, Why then 1 will : farewel,old Gar. few; 
Thou go'it to Covertrey, there to behold 
Our Couſin Hereford, and fell Mowbray fight « 

O ſit my Husbands Wrongs on Herefor@s Spear, 

That it may enter Butcher Mowbray*s breaſt ! 

Or if Misfortune miſs the firſt Carseer, 

Be Mowbray's fins ſo heavy in his Boſom, 

That they may break his foaming Courſers back, 

And throw the Rider headlong in the Liſts, 

A Caytiff recreant to my Couſin Hereford/ 

Farewel,old Gaunt , thy ſomtimes Brother's Wite 

With her Companion Grief muſt end her life. 
Gaunt, Siſter, farewel ; I muſt to Coventroy, 

As much good ſtay with thee, as go with me: 

Dut. Yet one word more;Grief boundeth where it fall, 
Not with the empty hollowneſs, but weight : 
[| take my leave, before I have begun; 
For Sorrow ends not z when it ſee 
Commend me to my Brother, Za 
Lo, this is all-+-nay yet depart not. ſo, 
Though this be all, do not ſo quickly go, 

I ſhall remember more. Bid him, Oh, what ? 
With all good ſpeed at Plaſbie viſit me. , 
Alack, and what ſhall good old York. there ſee 

But empty Lodgings, and unfurniſhd Walls, 
Un-peopPd Offices, untrodden Stones ? 

And what hear there for Welcome, but my Groans ? 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there 
To ſeek put Sorrow that peels every where ; 
-Defelatc, deſolate will Ihence, and dye; 

The laſt leave of thee, takes my weeping Eye. 


h done. 
York, 


[ Exen, 


—_— 
Is, 
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Enter Marſhal and Au e. 


. Mer. My 1? Aumerle, is Harry Hereford ard? 
Arm, Yea, at all points, and longs to enger in. 
Mar. The Duke of Norfolk, ſprightfuRFand bold, 

Stays but the Summons of the AppeUants Trumpet. 

Au. Why then the Champions are prepar*d,and ſtay 

For nothing but his Majeſties approach. [ Flourſh 

Enter King, Gaunt, Buſhy, Bagot, Gr d others: 

Then Mowbray im Armonr, and H, a 


Rich. Marſhal, demand of yonder Champion 
The Cauſe of his arrival here in Arms: 

Ask him his Name, and orderly proceed 

To {wear him in the Juſtice of his Cauſe. 
Mear.1n Gods Name,and the Kings,ſay who thonart?| 
And why thou convſt, thus Knightly clad in Arms? 
Againſt what man thou conſt, and what®s thy Quarrel, 
Speak truly onthy Kinghthood, and thine Oath, 

As ſo defend thee Heaven, and thy Valour: 

Mow, My Name is Tho, Mowbray, Duke of Norfok., 
Who hither comgengaped by my Oath, 

(Which Heaven Ee Knight ſhould violate) 
Both todefend my Loyalty and Truth, - 


— 


— 


To God, my King, and his ſucceeding Iſſue, 
Againſ: 


ER 
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by the Grace of God, and this mine Arm, 
pp hinzfin defendiug.of my ſelf}, 
4 Traitor to my God, my Kang, and me; 
And as | truly fight, defend me Heaven/ 


Tucket. Enter Hereford, and H, 


roth who: he is, and why he cometh hither, 
Thus plafed in Habiliments of War : 

and formally according to our Law 

Nevoſe him in the Juſtice of his Cauſe. 


Before King Richard, in his Royal Liſts ? 


meak like a true Knight, ſo defend thee Heaven 
Bull, Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter, and Darby, 
Am1, who ready here do ffand in Arms, 


in Liſts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolk, 
That he's a Traitor foul and dangerous, 
To God of HeavTn, King Richard, and to me, 
And as truly fight, defend me Heaven/ 


0 daring hardy, as to touch the Liſts, 
Except the Marſhal, and ſuch Officers 
Appointed to direct theſe fair Deſigns. 


And bow my Knee before his Majeſty : 

For Mowbray and my ſelf are like two men, 
That yow a long and weary Pilgrimage; 
Then let us take a ceremonious Leave 

And loving Farewel of our ſeveral Friends. 


And craves to kiſs your hand, and take his leave. 


Couſin of Hereford, as thy Cauſe is Tal; / Ak 

Þ be thy Fortune in this Royal Fight ! 

farewel, my Blood, which if to day thou ſhed, 

Lament me may, but not Revenge thee dead. 
Bull, Ohylet no noble Eye prog a Tear 

For me, if I be gor?d with Adowbrays Spear : 

k confident, as is. the Faulcon's flight 


— 


Rich, Marſhal z Ask yonder Knight in Arms, 


\gainſt the Duke of Hereford, that Appeals me ; This feaſt of Battle, with mine Adverſary. 


Moſt mighty Liege, and my Companion Peers, 
As gentle, and as joctnd, as to jewlt, 

Gol to fight : Truth hath a quiet breaſt. 

Rich, Farewel, my Lord, ſecurely I eſpy 


Vertue with Valour, couched in thine Eyee 
Order the Triah Marſhal, and begin. 


Bull. Strong as a Tower, in hope, I cry Amen. 
1. Harry of Hereford, Lancaſtgr and DFby, 


On pain to be found falſe and recreanr, 


Againſt whom comAſt thou ? and what's thy Quarrel ? To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Monbray, 


A Traitor to his God, his King, and him, 
And dares him to ſet forward to the fight. - 


Both to defend himſelf, and to approye 

Henry of Hereford, Lancaſter, and Dgby, 

To God, his Soverfjign, and to him ditloya Cr 
Couragfoully, and with a free deſire, 


Q tay, the King hath thrown his Warder down. 


Withdraw with us, and let the Trumpets ſound, 
While we return theſe Dukes what we decree. 


Draw near, and lift — | 
What with our Council we have done. 


Mr. The Appellant in all duty greets your Highneſs, | For that our Kingdoms Earth ſhould not be ſoild 


With that dear Blood which it hath foſtered; 


Rich, We will deſcend and fold him in our arms: And for our eyes do hate thedire aſpect 


Of Ciyil Wounds plough'd up with Neighbours Swords; 
rouz'd up with boiltFrous untun'd Drums; 


arſh reſounding Trumpets dreadful bray, 
And grating ſhack of wrathful Iron Arms, . 
Might from our quiet Confines $i 

And make us wade even in our Kindreds Blood : 
Therefore, we baniſh you bur Territories. 

You Couſin Hereford, mon pain of death, 


Author of my Blood, (7 
Whoſe youthful Spirit, in me regenerate, - 
Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me up 
To reach at Vitory above my Head, 


And with thy Bleſſings ſteel my Lances Point, 
That it may enter Mowbray's Waxen Coat, 
And furniſh new the Name of Fohn a Gaunt 

Even in the luſty *haviour of his Son. 


be ſift like Lightning in the Execution, 
And let thy Blows,doubly redoubled, 0/- 
Fall like amazi thunder on the Cask 


T 


A Loyal, Juſt, and Upright Gentleman : 
ever did CoptdFwith a freer heart 
lt off his Chains of Bondage, and embrace 
ts golden uncontrouPd Enfranchiſement, 
| ore than my dancing Soul doth celebrate 


Bull, Mine Innocencefgnd St. George to thrive. 
Mow. How ever Heaven or Fortune caſt my Lot, Or like a cunning Inſtrument cagd up, 
here lives, or dies, true to King Richard*s Throne, | Or being open, put into his hands 


Gaunt” | Shall point on me, and gild my Baniſhment. 


Which I with ſome unwillingneſs pronounce, 
The ſlye flow Hours ſhall not determinate 


Add ptoof unto mine Armour with thy Prayers; The dateleſs limit of thy deat Exile : 


The hopeleſs word, of never to return, 
Breathe I againſt thee, upon pain of life. 


And all unlook*d for from your Highneſs mourt 


Gaunt, Heaven in thy good Cauſe make thee profp”rous! A dearer Merit, not ſodeep a Maim,. 


As to be caſt forth in the-common air, 
Have I deſerved at your Highneſs hands. 
The Language I have learwd theſe forty years, 


Of thy 24 Hernicious Enemy. tg ENT E-/ {My native Eng{5ſhhnow I muſt forgo! 
Rouze up Thy youthful BJood , be E and live/ T 


And now my Tongues ule is to me no, more; 
Than an unſtringed Viol, or a Harp, 


That knows no touch to tune the harmony. 


Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter and Qty 
Receive thy Lawnce, and HeavEn defend thy R 


Take from my mouth, the wiſh ot happy years; 


jehe! 


Mar. Go bear this Laznce to 1 homas Dyke of Norfolk, 


"Mar What is thyName, and wherefore convſt thou hither, | Stands here for God, his Soverggn, and Himſelf, 


2, Har.Here [tandeth Thomas Mowbray Duke of Noxfalk 
To prove by Heaven's grace, my Body?s Valour, On pain to be found falſe and recreanr, 


Mar, On pain of Death, no perſon be fo bold, Attending but the Signal to begin. [ Acharge ſounded. 
h Mar. Sound Trumpets, and ſet forward, Combatants : 


Kich, Let them lay by their Helmets, and their Spears, 
Bull, Lord Marſhal, let me kiſs my Soverſign's Hand, | And both return back to their Chairs again : 


[4 long Flouri 
lhe 


be 


Till twice five Summers have enrich'd our Fields; 
(ray noble Cool Locd-cuncrles. — | Shall not reggget our fair Dominions, 

Net lick, although TT have to do with death, #5; | But tread the ſtranger Paths of Baniſhment, 

” a Bull. Your will be done : This muſt my Comfort be, 

That Sun that warms you here, ſhall ſhine on me : 

: And thoſe his golden Beams to you here lent, 


Rich, Norfolk.y for thee remains 4 heavier Doom; 


Mow. A heavy Sentence, thy moſt Sover '2n Liege, 


h : 


] 


And dull, unfeeling, barren Ignorance, 


Within my Mouth you have Go oavigt Tongues, 
Doubly percullifd with my Teeth and Lips, -. { y 


1s made 'my Goaler to attend or me - _ 


—— 
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| I am too old to fawn upon a Nurie, SIX years, we baniſh hum, and ne .ſhall go, [Exit, 
Too far in years to be a Pupil now: | bY eV! Floursſh. 
Whar is thy Sentence then, but ſpcechileſs death, Aru. Couſin, farewel, what preſence mult not know, 
Which robs my Tongue from ge: 6 mai breath ? | From where you do remain,. let Paper ſhow. | 
Rich, It boots thee not to be compailiozatez Mar. My Lord, no leave take I, for I will ride 
After our Sentence, plaining comes too late. { As far as Land will let me, by your lide. 
| Mow. Then thus I turn me from my Country's light, | G:unt. Ohgo what purpoſe doſt thou hoard thy words, 
a .To dwell in ſolemn Shades of endleſs nighr. ; That thou returnſt no greeting to thy Friends ? 
R:ch. Return again, and take an Oath with Bl. 1 have too few to take my leave of you, 
Lay on gour Royal Sword, your baniſh'd hands ; When the Tongue's Office ſhould be prodigal, 
Swear by the Duty that you owe to Heaven To breathe ttPabundant dolour of the Hearrt. 
"Our part therein we baniſh with your ſelves) Gaunt, Thy Gricf is but thy Abſence for a time, 
o keep the Oath that we adminiiter : Bul, Joy abſent, Grief is preſent for that time. 
You never ſhall,@o help you Truth, and Heaven}, Gaunt. W hat is fix Winters, they are quickly gone4 
Embrace ezch others Love in Baniſhmeat, Bul, To men in Joy; but Grief makes one hour teg,} | |For 9 
Nor ever look upon each others Face, Garnt. Call it a travel that thou tat tor pleaſure. Our 9 
Nor ever write, regreet, or reconcile Bul. My heart will figh, when I miſcall it fo, Where 
This lowing Tempeſt of your homz-bred Hate, Which finds it an@nforced Pilgrimage. They | 
Nor ever by adviſcd purpoſe meet, Gaunt, The ſallen paſſage of thy weary ſteps and fe 
To plot, contrive, cr complot any i!!, 0 Eſtczem a Boil, wherein thou art to ſet | For W6 
*Gainſt Us, our State, our Subjects, or our Land. The precious Jewel. of thy home return. X 
Bul. I ſwear. Bul. Oh who can hold a Fire h his hand -, 
Adow. And1I, to keep all this. | By thinking on the Froſty Caucaſus ? y, 
Bul. Norfolk, ſo he to minc Enemy."//A mhlare cloy the hungry edge of Appetite, Fudde 
By this timegfhad the King permirred us>, By bare imagination of a Fealt ? Toin 
One of our Souls had wandred in the air, | Nr wallow naked in December Snow Ric 
[Baniſh'd this frail Sepulchre of our flcſh, By thinking on fantaſtick Summers Heat ? By, 
As now our fleſh is baniſtfd from this Land. Oh no, the apprehenſion of the good Ric 
Confeſs thy Treaſons, ere thou fly this Realm, Gives but the greater feeling to the worſe ; Toh 
Since thou has far to go, bcar not along Fell Sorrows Tooth, doth never ranskle more The 
The clogging burthen of a guilty Soul. Than when it bites, but lanceth not the ſore. To 
ow. No Bngbrookg if ever I were Traitor, " Gaunt, Come, comeemy Son }PlTbring thee on thy way; Com 
My Name be blotted from the book of Lite, Had I thy Youth, ahd Cauſe, I would not ſtay. Pray 
And 1 from Heaven baniſWd,. as from hence ! Bul. Then, England's ground farewel { ſweet ſoil adiey WY 
But what thou art, Heaven,. thou and I do know, My Mother and my Nurſe, which bears me yet « 
And all too ſoon, fear, the King ſhall rue. Where-e*'re I wander, boalt of this I can, 
Fareweltfny Licgeynow no way can I ſtray; / — . 5 | Though baniſt'd, yer a true-born Engliſh-man. ( Gy4ul 
Save back ro Enzland, all the world*s my way. (EY t, 6 77S 
EMEN Rich. Uncle, even in the Glaſles of thine Eyes DT) 
I ſce thy grieved Heart; thy fad AſpeCt,. | 
V. Hath om the number” of his baniſh'd years Sana Clanrtr VI. 
Plu:kd four away ; Six frozen Winters ſpent, The Comrt- in 
| Return with welcome home from Baniſhment. Enter Kizg, Aumerle, Green, Bagot, | 
Bul. How long a time lies in one little word / eco Fo 
Four lagging Winters, and four wanton Springs Rich, We did pbſerve=Couſin Armerle, 
End in a word; ſuch is the breath of Kings. How far brought you High Hereford on his way ? ln 
Gaunt. ] thank my Liege, that in regard, of me Aum, 1 brought High Here op 3 you call him fo}; \ 
He ſhortens four years of my Sons Exile : adi But to the next high way, and there I left him. LL 
= But little vantage ſhall I reap thereby; Rich, And fay, what ſtore of parting tears were ſhed? f 
| | For ere the ſix years that he hath to ſpend,- Aum, Faithynone by me ; except the North-Eaſt wind 1 
| Czn change thewMcons, and bring their times about y KWhich then grew bitterly againſt our faceg , 
; My oyl-dry'd Lamp, and time-bewaſted Light, Awak*d the fleepy rheums, and fo by chance 
| Shall be extinct with Age, and endleſs Night - 1d grace our hollow parting with a tear. ; 
My inch of Taper, will be burnt, and done, Rich. W hat faid our Couſin when you parted with him? 
, | And blindfold death, not let me fee my Son. Au. Farew<lfand for my heart diſdained that my Tongue | 
Rich, Why, Uncle? thou haſt many ycars to live. Should ſo prophane the word, That taught me craft . 
Gaunt. But not a minuteFKingYth; t thou canlt give; | Io counterfeit oppreſſion of ſuch Grief, fk 
| Shortcn my days thou can{t with ſuegen Sorrow, That word ſcem'd buried in my Sorrows Grave. 
And pluck Nights from me, but not Rnd #we a Morrow : walky! would the word farewel, haFengthwd Hours, 
| Thou canſt help time to furrow m2 with Age, And added Years to his ſhort Baniſhment, 
| But ſtop no. Wrinekle in his Pilgrimage: He ſhould have had a Volume of Farewels: 
Thy word 1s currant with him, tor my death; But {ince It would, not. he had none of me. 
Burt dead, thy Kingdom cannot buy my breath: Ric, He 1s our @*%uſin)but *tis doubt, 
Rich. Thy Son is band upon good advice, When time ſhall call tfim home from Baniſhment, 
Whererto thy Tongue a party-verdict gave, , Whether our Kinſman come to ſte his Friends, 
Why at our Juſtice fecm'ſt thou then to lowre ? Our Self, and Buſhy y her® Baodyand Green 
Gaunt, Things ſweet to taſte, prove in digeſtion fowr : | Obſcrv*d his Courtſhip to the "Common People : 
You urg?d me as a Judge, but 1 had rather How he did ſeem to dive into their Hearts, 
You would have bid me argue like a Father. With humble, and familiar Courteſie; 
Alas, I look*d when ſome of you ſhould ſay, What Reverence he did throw away on Slaves 
I was too ſtrict to make mine own away : Wooing poor Crafts-men with the craft of ge ) 
But you gave leave to my unwilling Tongue, And patient under-bearing of hi Fortune, 
Agaialt” my will, to do my ſclf this wrong. As *twere to baniſh their A byaih him, 
| Rich, Coulin, tarewett; and Uncle bid him ſo: Off goes his Bonnet to an Oyſtet-wench; k 
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\ brace. of Dray-men bid God ſpeed him well, 
\nd had th: I ribute of his ſupple Knee, 
| ; Conntrymen, my loving Friends; 


0 I, 
With thanss, My vor |) Wy's 
A; were Our England in Reverlion his, 


our Subjects next Degree in hope. 

A Yell, he is gone, and with him go theſe thoughts / 
Now for Fc Rebels, which ſtand out in lrel.nd, 
expedient manage mult be madey my Liege 
ere further leiſure, yi-1d the farther means 
er their advantage, and your Highnets Iols. 

Rich, We will our Self in Perſon to this V Var, 
1nd for our Cotters, with too great a Court, 
4nd liberal Largelſs, are grown ſomewhat light, 
VVe are inford to farm our Royal Real, 
The Revenue whereof ſhall furniih us 
cor ourcAfairs in hand ;; if they come ſhort, 
Our Subſtitutes at home ſhall have Blank Charters : 
Whereto, when they ſhall know what men are rich, 
They ſhall Subſcribe them for large Sums of Gold, 
4rd ſend them after to ſupply our Waats: 
ror we will make for Jrelard preſently. 

| | Enter Buſhy. 
Buſby, what News ? 
Bs, Old Fohn of Gant is weeplick, my Lord, 
cuddenly taken, and hath ſent poſt haſte 
Tointreat your Majelty to vilit him. 
Rc, Where ligs he ? 
Bu, At Ely-houſe, ; 
Ric. Now put it EHeavenyjn his Phyſician's mind, 
To help him to hi! Grave immediately } 
The lining of his Cotters ſhall make Coats 
To deck our Souldiers for theſe 1ri/þ Wars. 
Come Gentlemen, let's all go viſit him : "RE? 
Pray Heavdn we may make haſte, and come too late![ Exit, 


Aftus Secuntlns. Scena Prima. 
Ely Howsyse. 


Enter ſick, Gaunt, with York. 


Gas, Will the King come, that I may breathe my laſt | 
In wholeſom counſel to hjs unſtaifl youth ? 

Tor. Vex nat your ſelf, Rex {trive not with your breath; 
for all in vain comes counſel to his ear. 

Gas, Oh butthey ſayJthe Tongues of dying men 
lnforce attention like deep harmony : 

Where words are ſcarce, they are ſcldom ſpent in vain, 


for they breath truth, that breath@heir words in pain, 


| This bleſſed Plor, this Earth) this Realm, this EncLndy 


He that no"more mult fay, is Titemd more, 

Than they whom youth and eaſe have taught to gloſe, 
More are mens ends markt than their lives before, 

The ſetting Sun, and Mulick is the cloſe, 

as the laſt raſte of ſweets, is ſweetelt laſt, 

Writ in remembrance, more than'things long paſt z 
Though Richard my lifes counſel would not hear, . y ) 
My deaths fad rale may yet urdeaf his Ear. 0 


For violent Fires ſoon burn out themſelves x 
Small Show&rs laſt long, but ſudden Storms are ſhort: 
He tires betimes, that ipurs too falt betimes ; 

With eager feeding, food doth chope the feedcr ; 

Light Vanity, inſaitate Cormorant, 

Conſuming m-ans, ſoon preys upon 1t ſelf, 

This Royal Throne of Kings, this ScepterFd If], 

This Earth of Maj-lty, this Scat of A{zrs, 

This other Edw, demy Paradiie, 

Chis Fortreſs built by Nature for her ſelf, 

Againſt infection, and the hand of War; 

This happy Breed of men, this little World, 

This precious Stgge ſet 1n the Silver Sea, 

W hich ſerves it IFthe Office of a Wal}, ; 
Or as a Moat defenlive to a Houſe, 4 
Againſt the envy of leſs happige Lancs, | 


This Nurſe, this teeming womb of Royal Kings, -, 

Fear'd by their Breed, and famous for their birth, 
Renowned for their Dezds, as far frem home, 

For Chriltian Service, and true Chan 

As is the Sepulchre in ſtubborn Fury 

Of the Worlc's Ranſom, bleſI.d My 'Son; 

This Land of ſuch dear Souls, this dear-dear Land; 
Dear for her Reputation through the World, | 
[s now Lead out ( | dye pronouncing it) | 
Like toa Tenement,or pelcing Farm | 
England bound in with the triumphant Sea, 

W hoſe.rocky ih6re beats back the envious Siege 
Of watry Veprure, is Rew bound 1 with ſhame; 
With Inky Blots, and rotten Parchment Bonds. 
That Engla,d4zthat was wont to conquer .others, 
Hath made a ſnameful Conquelt of ir ſelf, 

Ah! would the Scandal vaniſh with my life, 


How happy then he. death! | =} 


Enter King, Queer, Aumerle, Buſhy, Green, Wo | 
Bagot, Roſs, and Willoughby. ; 167} 
>. Y 
Yor. The King, is come, deal mildly with his youtlip | 
For young hat Colts, being rag'd, do rage the more: * - / 
#, How fares our Noble Uncle, Lencafter ? h 
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Ric, What comfort, man ith ed Gaung ? 


A, 

Old Gaznt irdeed, and gaunt-in being old : 
Within me Grief hath kept a tedious Faſt, ' * * © 
And who abſtains from Meat, that is not gaunt } | 
For ſleeping Eneglard long time have I watcht, 
Whatching breeds leannels, leannefs is all gaunt 3 
The Pleaſure that ſome Fathers feed upon, 
Is my ſtrict Faſt, | mean my Childrens looks, | 
And therein Faſting haſt thou made me gaunr ; Ty 
Gaunt am | for the Grave, gaunt as a Grave, 
Whoſe hollow Womb inherits nought but Bones. 

Ric. Can ſick men play fo nicely with their Names? 

Gaz. No, Miſery makes ſport to mock 1t felt ; | 
Since thop dolt ſeek to kill my Name in me, | 


Ar 


i. is ſtopt wit INS SOuRds3 cha 
As praiſes oy his Sns ; then ther Ferownd NA 
Laſcivious Meeters, to whoſe venomdound 
The open Ears of youth doth always litten: 
__ « Faſhions in proud JTraly, 
'hoſe Manners ſtill our tardig apiſh Natio 
Limps afrerjn baſe imitation? n oe 2 
here doth the World thruſt forth a nity, 
50 It be new, there's no reſpect how ve) 
hat is not quickly buz'd into where Ears ? 


Lk all roo late comes counſel to be heard, 


pl 


And thus expiring, do foretelt of him, 
His raſh fierce Blaze of Ryot cannot laſt; 


I mock my Name (great King) to flatter thee. 
Ric. Should dying men flatter thoſe that live ? 
Gau, No, no, men living flatter thoſe that dye. 


| Where Will doth mutiny with Wits regard : 
Direct not him, whole way himſelf will chooſe, ©). 
Tis breath thoy lackſt, and that breath wilt thou looſe, 
; Gaunt, Methinks Tam a Prophet new inſpir'd; 


Ric. Thou now a dying, ſay*lt thou flatter®it me. 
Gan, Oh no, thou dy*it, though I the ſicker be. . 


Ric, I am in health, I breathe, I ſee thee 1. 

Gan, Now he that mage me, knows l ice _thee il}; 

in my le oa 146 and in thee learns Gut Samy 
Thy Death-bed is no leſſer than the Land, 


Wherein thou lieſt in Reputation ſick; 

And thou, too careleſs Patient as thou art, 
Committ|t thy anointed Body to the cure 
Of thoſe Phyligians that firſt wounded thee : 
A thouſand flatterers fit within thy Crown, 
Whoſe compaſs is no bigger than thy hang, 
And yet ingaged in ſo ſinalla Verge, 


| The walte is no whit _ than thy Land. : 
D 


Oh 


__ AS : c 
Thencdely hk ALL meas ure or a N&nAe-, 
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Oh had thy Grandſjier&«ith a Prophets Eye, 

Seen how his Son's Son ſhould deitroy his Sons, 
From forth thy reach he would have laid thy ſhame, 
Depoſing thee before thou wert poſleſt, 

Which art poſleſt now to depoſe thy ſelf, 

Why Couſin) wert thou Regent of the world, 

It were a ſhame to ler this Land by leaſe : 

But for thy world enjoying but this Land, 

Is it not more than ſhame, to ſhame it ſo ? 


Landlord neland art thou, and not King : 
Thy ſtate aw, is bondllave to the Law, 
And R 


Rich, And thou, a lunatick lean-wizged Fool, 
Preſuming on an Agues priviledge, * 
Dar'ſt with thy frozen Admonirtion 
Make pale our check, chafing the Royal Blood 
With fury, from his Native Relidence y 
Now by my Seats right Royal Majeſty, 
Wert thou not Brother to great Edward”s Son, 
This Tongue that runs ſo roundly in thy head, 
Should run thy head from thy unreverent ſhoulders. 
Gas, Oh, ſpare me not, my Brother Edward's Son, 
For that I was his Father Edward's Son v 
| That Blood already;flike the Pelican}y. 
Thou haſt tapt out, and drunkenly carowgd. 
My Brother Gloceſter, plain well meaning Soul} { 
(Whom fair befall in Heaven *mongſt happy Souls) 
| May be a Preſjdent and Witneſs good, 
| That thou reſpeCtſ not ſpilling Edward's Blood » 
Joyn with the preſent ſickneſs that I have, 
And thy unkindneſs be like crooked age, 
To crop at once a too long wither*d Flower. 
| Live in thy ſhame, but dye not ſhame with thee, 
Theſe words hereafter thy tormentors be/ 
Convey me to my Bed, then to my Grave. 
Love they to live, that Love and Honour have. [ Ext. 
Rich, And let them dye, that Age and Sullens have; 
For both haſt thou, and both become the Grave. 
| Yor. 1 do beſeech your Majeſty;impute his words 
' To wayward ſicklineſs, and age ini : | 
He loves you on my life, and holds you dear 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here. : 
Rich. Right, you ſay true j as Hereford's love, ſo his; 
As theirs, ſo mine ; and all'be as it is. SLEENE UE. 
Enter Northumberland: ; 
Nor. My Liege, old Gaunt commends him to yourMajeſty. 
Rich, What fay's he? OL Gaunt? 
' Nor. Nay nothing,” all is ſaid : 
His Tongue is now a ſtringleſs Inſtrument, 
"| Words, life, and all, old Lancaſter hath ſpent. 
Tor. Be York the next, that muſt be Bankrupt ſo. 
Jhough Death be poor, it ends a mortal woe . 
\Kich. The ripeſt Fruit firſt falls, and ſo doth he; 
1 His'time is ſpent, our pilgrimage muſt be : 
So /much for that. Now for our 1r:ſþ Wars; 
We muſt ſupplant thoſe rough rug-headed Kerns, 
W hich live like Venom, where no Venom elſe, 
But ogly they, have privilegge to live. 
And for theſe great Aﬀeairs do ask ſome charge, 
Towards our Alliltance, we do ſeize to us 
The Plate, Coyn,,an& Revenues, and Moveables, 
Whereof our Uncle Gawnt did ſtand poſleſt. 
Yor. How long ſhall I be patient ? Oh how long 
| Shall tender duty make me ſuffer wrong ? 
Not Gldſter”s _ not Hereford's + nr; 
Nor Gans Rebukes, nor England's private Wrongs, 
Nor the prevention of poor WkS2rolke, 
About his Marriage, nor my own Diſgrace, 
Have ever made me ſower my patient Cheek, 
Or bend one wrinkle on my Soverggn's Face e 
I am the laſt of noble Edward?s Sons, 
Of whom thy Fathar Prince of Wales was firſt ; 
ln Wars was never Lyon rag'd more fierce ; 
ln Peace, was never gentle Lamb more mild, | 


———C @  ————— —_— 


Er't be disburthengd w itH a libtral Tongue. 


Than was that young and Princely Gentleman - 
His Face thou haſt, for even ſo look®d he, 
Accompliſt?d with the number of thy Hours 
But when he frown'd, it was againſt the French, 
And not againſt his Friends : his Noble Hand 
Did win what he did ſpend; and ſpent not that 
Which his triumphant Father's Hand had won ; 
His Hands were guilty of no Kindreds Blood, 
But bloody with the Enemies of his Kin 
Oh Richard, Tork.is too far gone with Grief, 
Or elſe he never would compare between. 

— _— What's the matte? 

or Oh, myLiege, IM if you pleaſe, if n 

1 pleas not.to be pardon'd, am contre wit 4 

cek you to ſeize, and gripe into your hands | 
The Royalties and Rights of baniſh'd Hereford ? 
Is not Gant dead, and doth not Hereford live ? 
Was not Gaunt juſt, and is not Harry true ? 
Did not the one deſerve to have an Heir ? 
Is not Kis Heir a well-deſerving Son ? _ 
Take Hereford*s Rights away, and take from time 
His Charters y and his cuſtomary Rights + 
Let not to morrow then enſue to day, 
Be not thy ſelf. For how art thou a King 
But by fair Sequence and Succeſſion ? 


bu 3 

[f you do wrongfully ſeize Hereford*s right, 

Call in his Letters Patents that he hath) 

By his Attorneys General, to ſue 

His Livery, and deny his offer'd Homage; 

You pluck a thouſand Dangers on your head; 

You loſe a thouſand well diſpoſed Hearts; 

And prick my tender Patience to thoſe thoughts 

Which Honour and Allegiance cannot think. 
Rich. Think what you will ; we ſeize into our hands, 

His Plate, his Goods, his Money, and his Lands, 
Tor, Pl&not be by the while ;, my Leige, farewell 

What will enſue hereof, there's none can tell, 

But by bad Courſes may be underſtood, 

That their Events can never fall out good. - [Exit 
Rich GoBuſhlg,to the Earl of Wiltſhire ſtraight, 

Bid him repair to ys to Ely-houſe, 

To ſee this buſineſs ?&F morrow next 

We will for Ireland, and *tis time I trow » 

And we create in abſence of our ſelf 

Our Uncle Tork, Lord Governour of England : 

For he is juſt, and always loy*d us well. 

Come onzour Queen, to morrow muſt we part, 

Be merry, for our time of ſtay is ſhort. C low: 

Manet North, Willoughby, and Roſs Lend) 

North, Well, Lords, the Duke of Lancaſter is dead. 
Roſſ. And living too, for now his Son is Duke. 
Wil, Barely in Title, not in Revenue. 
Nor. Richly in both, if Juſtice had her Right. 
Rofſ. My Heart is great ; but it muſt break with filence, 


Nor, Nayjſpeak thy mind; and let him ne*er ſpeak more 

Thar ſpeaks thy, words again to do thee harm. 

Wil. Tends&atthow'dit ſpeak to the Duke of Hereford? 

If it be fo, out with it boldly, man : 

Quick 1s mine Ear to hear of good towards him. 
Roſſ. No good at all that 1 can do for him, 

Unleſs you call it good to pity him, 

Bereft and gelded of his Patrimony. 

Nor. Now afore heaven, it*s ſhame ſuch wrongs are borl,. 

In him a Royal Prince, and many mogge, 

Of Noble Bloed in this declining Land 

The King is not himſelf, but baſely led 

By Flatterers; and what they will inform 

Meerly in hate *gainſt any of us all, 

That will the King ſeverely proſecute 

*Gainſt us, our Lives, our Children, and our Heirs. 


And gquite- loſt their Hearts : 


— 


the Nobles hath he fin'd 
For 


Roſſ. The Commons hath he _ with grievous Taxes| 
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ror ancient Quarrels, and quite loſt their Hearts. | For Sorrows eye, glazed with blinding Tears, 
Will, And daily new ExaCtions are devigd j Divides one thinggatire, to many- Objects; 
As Blanks, Benevolences, aad-l wot not what : Like Perſpectives, which rightly gaz'd upon 
But what o'Gods name doth become of this ? Shew nothing but Confuſion; ey*d awry, 
Nor, Wars hatfnor walted it, for war*d he hath nor, Diſtinguiſh Forms ſo your ſweet Majeſty 
But baſely yielded upon Comprimiſe,. Looking awry upon your Lord's departure, ; 
That which his Anceltors atchiev'd with blows : Find ſhapes of Cor Regs 3 to wail, 
More hath he ſpent in Peace, than they in Wars. V Vhich look 'd. on a *4h10U t bat Shadows 
: Roſ, The Earl of Wiltſhire hath the Realm in Farm. | Of what z0t : then thrice gracious Queen, 
1/1, The King's grown Bankrupr, like a broken man. | More than your Lords departure weep not, more*s not 
Nor, Reproach and Diſſolution hangeth over him. Or if it be, ?tis with falſe Sorrows eye, (ſeen ; 
Ref. He hath not Money for theſe 7riſh Wars : V Vhich for things true, weepsthings imaginary, 
(His burthenous Taxations notwithſtanding ) Qs. It may be ſo; but yet my inward ſoul _ 
But by the robbing of the baniſh'd Duke. / Perimades me-#—,otherw! e : how-ere it be, 
Nor. His Noble Kinſmanz-molt degenerate King : i cannot but be ſad o& ficavy lad, 
But Lords, we hear this fearful Tempeſt ſing, Asthough-onethinking-08-v6-ThoughtL think, 
Yet ſeek no ſhelter to avoid the Storm : _—_— moy 
We ſee the Wind fit fore upon bur Sails, Buſh, *Tis nothing but conceit;kmy gracious Lady. + 
And yet we ſtrike not, but ſecurely periſh. Qs. Tis nothing leſs; concelt is {till deriv'd 
Roſ, We ſee the very Wrgck that we mult ſuffer, From ſome fore-father Grief, mine is not ſo, 
And unavoided is the Danger now Far Nethiug bath-begat my-Sometiing-Gnief, | 
For ſuffering ſo the Cauſes of our Writk. Or-Somethingbaththe-nothing-thalgric | 
Nor. Not ſo: even through the hollbw Efes of death, a-rexerhon-chatl-do-peliels, * 
| ſpiq life peering , but I dare not ſay But what it is, +hat4s not y&6 known; what 
Hl near the Tidings of our Comfort +5. a/C- Leanngt-ramer 'tis nameleſs woe, wet ni / 
Wil. Nay,let us ſhare fhy Thoughts, as thou doſt ours, Enter Green. CONC VL 
Roſ, Be confident to ſpeak, Northumberland, Gree, Heaven ſave your Majeſty, and well met ,Gen-' 
We three, are but thy ſelf, and ſpeaking fo, [ hope the King is not yet ſhipt for Ireland. (tlemen, 


Thy Words are-but as Thoughts, therefore be bold, Q«, VVhy hop'ſt thou ſo ? *Tis better of 7; ; 


Nor. Then thus 1,1 haze from Port le Blang, © For his Deſigns crave haſte, good hope, 
TR intelligence; R Then wherefore doſt thou Rbpe he is not ſhipt ? 


ABay in Br@ 4g | | 
That # Dake of Hereford, Kainald 'Lord Cobham, Gree. That he, our hope, might have retir'd his Powet,, X 
That late broke ftom the Duke of Exerey, And driven into deſpair ai Ma na 'Y 
His Brother Archbiſhopy_Jate of Canterbuyy, V V ho ſtrongly hath ſet" footing "Ih this Land 


| - . 3 
fir Thomas Erpingham, Sir fohn Rarnfton, - | The banifi'd Bulbnebrork.repeals himſeIfs  Botunin (, 
Sir Joby Norkeri, Sir Roberr Waterton, and Francis es And with up-liffed Arms Pak arriyd Rs long 0 


= 


All theſe well furnifid by the Doke of Bream | At Ravenſpurg. | 
With eight tall Ships; three thouſand men of War, * { =. Now-God in Heavfnforbid. - . 
Are making, hither with-alt due Expedience, \. ] _ Gree, O, Madain, *tis too true ; and that'is wotſe; 
And ſhortly mean to'touch- our I orthern Shore ; The L? Northumberland, his young Son Hewy Percy, 
Perhaps they had e*re-this, but that they ffay The Lords of Roſe, Beatwnond, and Willoughby, 
The firſt departing of the King for: /reland. | With all their powfrful Friends are fled! ro hin. | 
If then we ſhall ſhake off our Mfavith Ydke, Buſh, hy have you not proclaim?d Northumberland, 
Imp out our drooping Countrigs broken Wing, | And e# of that revolted FaCtion, Traitors? | 
Redeem from browKing Pawn the blemift'd Crown, Gree. We have: whereupon the Earl of Worcefer | 
Wipe off the Duſt that-hides our Sceprers gilt, * Hath broke his Staff, reſign?d his Stewardſhip, ;, , £.,. | 
And make high Majeſty look like it felf7 And all the Houſhold Servants fled with him to FMS 
A way with me in haſte to Reverſpurgy Qs. Green hou art the Midwife of my woe; | 
But if you faint, as-fearing to do ſo, And Fs my Sorrows diſival -Heir : 
Nay, and be ſecret, and my ſelf will go. Now hath my-Soul brought forth her Prodighy, 

R.To Horſe, to Horſey'urge Doubts to them that fear. | And 1 2gad ping new delivered Mother, _ 

o@to Woe, Sorrow to Sorrow jogn'd. 


WilHold out my Horſe, and I will firſt be there. [Exexnt, | Have | 
| | Buſh. Deſpair not, Madam. 


= Ou "5g #. Who yo" _ me? 
{ will deſpair, and be at enmity | 
. S and g ecunda, C) "I With covenidy Hope z he is a Flatterer, 
ot ht (pur t o> On lum er” A Paraſite, a keeper back of Death, 
nter Queen, Buſhy, und Beot. Who gently would diffolve the bands of Life, 
at 0 Which falſe Hopes linger, in Extremity, TIC 
Buſh; Madam, your Majeſty is too much ſad, Enter York: SCERE., VM. * 
You promigd, when you parted with the King, Gree. Here comes the Duke of York, S. 
To lay aſide ſelf-harming heavineſs, #, With Signs of War about his aged neck5 
And entertain a chearful Diſpoſition. Oh, full of careful buſineſs are his looks « - * 
L», To pleaſe the King ,1did ; to pleaſe my ſelf, | Uncle, for. Heaven ſake fpeate comfortable words. X 
[ cannot do it : yet I know no Cauſe York, Comfort?s in Heaven, and we are on the Earth, 
VVhy 1 ſhould welcome ſuch a Gueſt as Grief, Where nothing lives but Croſſes, Care and Grief - 
Save bidding farewel to ſo _ a Gueſt Your Husband he is gone to fave far off, 
Asmy ſweet Richard: yet again methinks Whilſt others.come to make his loſe at home e 
Some unborn Sorrow, ripe in Fortune?s V Vomb, Here am I left to underprop his Land; Þ 
ls coming towarde-me, and my inward Soul Who weak yyith Age, cannop ſupport my ſelf e 
VVhich nothing crembleſ® fomerhing4egrieve, Now comes ,$ ſick four SHR urfeit made, 
Morethan with py rom my Lord the King. Now ſhall he try his Friends that flattercl him, 
y Buſh, Each Subſtance of a Grief hath rventy Shadows, Enter a Servant. 
Vhich ſhewslike Grief it ſelf, bat & Not — WE Ser, My Lord, your Son was gone befote 1 came. pe ; | 
ork, 
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Yor. He was ; why ſo; go all which way it will / 
The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they-are cold, 
And will 1 feargrevolt on Hereford's ſide. | 
Sirrah, get thee to Plaſhic, to my Siſter Glofter, 
Bid her ſend-mepreſently a Thouſand Ponndg 
Hold, take my Ring. 
Ser. My Lord, 1 had forgot AM 
To tell, iy to day I came by, and calPd there, 
But 1 ſhall grieve youto report the reſt. 
Tor. What 1gt, Knave ! 
Ser. An Hour before 1 came, the Dutcheſs dy*d. 
Yor. Heav*n for his mercy, what a Tide of Woes 
ComeTulhing on this woful Land art once 
I know not what to do: I would to Heaven, 
(So my Untruth had not provok'd him to it) 
The King had cut off my head with my Brother's. 
What, are there Poſts diſpatch'd for /reland ? 
How ſhall we do for Money for theſe Wars ? 
Come Siſter; (Couſin, 1 would ſay) pray pardon me. , , 
Go pon, get thec home, provide ſome Carts,(/ h:Jerv 
And b 


ring away th mour that 1s there. 
"act; n.4 wall inter men ? ; 
If I xnow how, | o order theſe Afﬀeairs, 
| Thus diſorderly thruſt at my Hands, 
Never believe Rt, th ate my Kinſmen; 
TH onea&my Sovergign, whom both my Oath 
And Duxy bidg.defend ; th? other again 
Ifmy Kinſman, whom the King hath wrong'd, | 
Whom Conſcience, and my Kindred bidsto right. 
Well, ſomewhat we muſt do : Come, Coulin, MC 
diſpoſe of you. &entlememy go muſter up your men, 
| And meet-me preſently at Barkly Caſtle ; 
1 ſhould to Pla 4-but time will not permit, 
1] Allis uneven, aftd every thing is left at ſix and ſeven. [ Ext. 
Baſh. The wind fits fair for News to go to Ireland, 
But none returns ; for us to levy Power 
 Proportionable to th? Enemy, is all impoſſible. 
Gree, Beſides our nearneſs to the King in love, 
[s near the hate of thoſe,love not the King. 
}Þ Bag. And that's the wavering Commons, for their love 
es in their Purſes; and who&&emprties them, 
y ſo much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 
Buſh. Wherein the King ſtands generally condemn'd. 
Bag. If judgment hp in them, then ſo do we, 
Becauſe we have beeh ever near the King. 
Gree. Well ; L wall for refuge ſtreight to Br:ſtol Caſtle; 
The Earl of Wilrſhzre is already there. 
Buſh. Thither will I with you; for little Office 
| Wil ommons perform for us; 
Except, like Curs, to tear us all in pieces : 
| Will you go along with vs ? 
| Bag. No; I'll to Ireland to his Majeſty : |, 
Farewell; if Hearts preſages be not vain, 


1 


Gree, Alas poor Duke, the Task he undertakes 

Is numbting Sands, and drinking Oceans dry 

Where one on his ſide fights, thouſands will fiye. / 
Buſh, Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever, 

Well, we may meet again. 


Bag. 1 fear me, never. [Ex. 


bes. 


Scana Tertha, I X 
\ Th G low cad Tory) MY &. 
Enter the Duke of Heteford, and Northumberland, 


- How far is it, my Lord, to Barkley now ? 
or, 

| am a ſtranger here in Glodſterſtire, 

| Theſe high wild Hills, and rough uneven Ways, 
Draws out our Miles, and makes them weariſome : 
I nd yet. our fair diſcourſe hath been as Sugar, 
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We three here part, that never ſhall meet agains.. , /, 
Bu. That's as York thrivesjto beat back Bulle? 


| Making the hard Way ſweet and deleCtable » 
But I bethink me, what a weary way 

From Ravenſpurg to Cortſkdld will be found, 

By Foſſe and Willoughby, wanting your company, 

hich I proteſt hath very much beguiPd 

The tediouſneſs and proceſs of my trayel : 
But theirs is ſweetned with the hope to have 
The preſent benefit that I poſſeſs : 
And hope to joy, is little leſs in joy, = 
Than hope enjoy*d : By this, the weary Lords 
Shall make their. way ſeem ſhort, as mine hath done, 
By ſight of what I have, your noble Company. 
Bull. Of much leſs value is my Company, 
Than your good words - but who comes here ? 
Enter H. Percy. 

North. It is my Son, young Harry Percy, 

Sent from my Brother Worceſter : whenceldever; 
Harry, how fares your Uncle F  _. 

Percy. 14«& thought, my Lord, te have learn'd his 
Health of you. 

North, Why, is he not with the Queen? 

Percy. No, my good Lord, he hath forſook the Court, 
Broken his Staff of Office, and diſperſt 
The Houſhold of the King. 

North, What was his Reaſon? 

He was not ſo reſoly*d, when we laſt ſpake together. 

Percy. Becauſe your Lordſhip was proclaimed Traiter, 
But he, my Lord, is gone to Kavenſpurg, 

To offer ſervice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And ſent me oxtr by Barkley, to diſcover 

W hat Powtr the Duke of Tork had levied there; 
Then with direCtion to repair to Ravenſpurg. 

North, Have you forgot the Duke 6f Hereford t Boy 

Percy. No, my good Lord ; for that is not forgot 
Which ne're I did remember ; to my knowledge, 

I never in my life did look on him. 

North. Then learn to know him now ; this is the Duke. 

Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my ſervice, 
Such as It is, being tender, raw, and young, 

Which elder days ſhall ripen, and confirm 
To more approved ſervice and deſert. 

Bull, 1 thank thee, gentle Percy, and be ſure 

I count my ſelf in nothing elſe ſo happy, 

As in a Soul remembring my good Friends - 

And as my Fortune ripens with thy Love, 

Ic ſhall be ſtill thy true Loves Recompence, 

My Heart this Covenant makes, my Hand thus ſeals it. 

North, How far is it to Barkley ? and what ſtir 
Keeps good old Tork there with his Men of War ? 
Percy. There ſtands the Caſtle by yond Tuft of Trees 
Manr*d with three hundred men, as I have heard, 

And in it are the Lords & York, Barkley , aa&-Seymonr, 
None elſe of Name, and Noble Eſtimate. | 
Enter Roſle ard Willoughby. 

North. Here comes the Lords of Roſſe and Willoughly, 
Bloody with ſpurring, fiery red with haſte. 

Bull, Welcome, my Lords; I wot your love purſues 
A baniſht Traitor ; all-my Treaſury 
Is yet but unfelt Thanks, which more enrich'd, 

Shall be your love and labours Recompence. 

Rofſe. Your Preſence makes us rich, moſt Noble Lord. 
Willo. And far ſurmounts our labour to attain it. 
Bull, Evermore Thanks,(th* Exchequer of the poor) 
Which till my infant-fortuge c mes to years, . 
Stand#for my Bounty : but who Fomes here ? 

Enter Barkley. 

North, It is my Lord of Barkley, as I gueſs. 

Bark, My Lord-eb Hereford, my Meſlage is to you. 
Bull, My Lord, my anſwer is to Lancaſter, 

AndI am come to ſeek that Name in England, 

And I muſt find that Title in your. Togn,g-9-4<- 
Before I make reply to ought you ſay. 

Bark, Miſtake me not, my Lord, *tis not my meaning 


To raze one Title of your Honour out. 
To 
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To you, my Lord, | comegewhat Lord you _—_ 
rom the moſt glorious of xhis Land, A 
The Duke of Tork, to know what pricks you on 
To take Advantage of the abſent time, 

And fright our Native Peace, with ſelf-born Arms. 
'* Enter York. 

Bull, I ſhall not need tranſport my words by you, 

Here comes his Grace in Perſon. My Noble Uncle(/Anee, 

Tor. Shew me thy humble Heart, and not thy Knee, 
Whoſe Duty is deceivable, and falle. 

Bull, My gracious Uncle: 

Tor. 3 
[am no Traitors Uncle ; and that word Grace, 
(nan ungracious Month, is but prophane. 

Why have theſe baniſh*d,_and forbidden Legs, 
Dar'd once to touch a duſt of England's Ground ? 

Bur more then, why, why have they car*d to march 
50 many Miles upon her peaceful Boſom, 

frighting her pale-fac*& Villages with War, . n | | 
And oftentation of ' rms? A® HC 
Conſt thou becauſe th* anointed King 1s hence'! 

Why, fooliſh Boy, the King is left behind, 

And in my loyal Boſom Fx his Power. 

Were I but now the Lord of ſuch hot youth, 

As when brave Gauzr, thy Father, and iy ſelf 

Reſcued the Black Prince, that young Mars of men 

From forth the Ranks of many thouſand French ; 

Oh then, how quickly ſhould this arm of mine, 

Now Priſoner to the Palſic, chaſtiſe thee, 

And miniſter Correction to thy Faults) 

Bull. My gracious Uncle, let me know my Fault, 
0n what condition ſtands it, and wherein ? 

Tor. Even in condition of the worſt degree, 

In groſs Rebellion, and deteſted Treaſon : 
Thou art a baniſtd man, and here art come, 
Before th? expiration of thy time, 
ln braving Arms againſt thy Soverfign. 
Bull, As I was baniſh'd, I was baniſh'd Hereford, 
But as I come, I come for Lancaſter. 
And, noble Uncle, I beſeech your Grace, 
Look on my wrongs with an indifferent Eye : 
You are my Father, for methinks in you 
| ſee old Gaunt alive. Oh then, my F ather}- 
Will you permit that I ſhall ſtand condemn'd 
Awandring Vagabond ; my Rights and Royalties 
Pluckt from my Arms perforce, and given away 
To upſtart Unthrifts ? wherefore was I born ? 
[f that my Couſin Kin ing of England, 
[t mult be granted | am of Lancaſter. 
You have a Son, Awmerle, my Noble Kinſmang a... 
Had you firſt dy?d, and he been thus trod downg- 
He ſhould have foupd his Uncle Gant a Father, 
Tarowze his WrongESaad chaſf,Yhem to the bay;* 57 
[am deny'd to ſue my Livery here, EY 
And yet my Letters Patents give me leave: At 
My Eather*s Goods are all diſtrain*d and ſold, 
And theſe and all, are all amiſs employ'd. 
What wopJd you have me do? I am a Subject, 
And challenge Law : Attorneys are deny'd me, 
And therefore Perſonally I lay my Claim 
To mine Inheritance of free Deſcent. 
North, The Noble Duke hath been too much abugd. 
Ref. It ſtands your Grace upon to do him right. 
Willo, Baſe men by his Endowments are made great. 
Tor, My Lords of Enzland, let me tell you this, 
| have had feeling of my Couſins Wrongs, 
And labour'd all I could to do him Right : 
But in this kind, to come in braving Arms, 
Be his own Carver, and cut out his Way, 
To find out Right with Wronggit may not bez 
And you that do abet him in this kind,, 
Cheriſh Rebellion, and are Rebels all. 
North. The Neble Duke hath ſworn his coming is 
But for his own and for the Right of that,, 


| 


| 


We all have ſtrongly ſworn to give him aid; 
And let him ne*er ſee joy that breaks that Oath. 
Yor. Well, well, I fee the iſſue of theſe Arms; 
[ cannot mend it, I muſt needs confeſs, 
Becauſe my Power is weak, and all ill left : 
But if I could, by him that gave me life, 
| would attach you all, and make you ſtoop 
Unto the SoverÞgn Mercy of the King. 
But fince I cannot, be it known to you, 
[ do remain as Neuter. So fare yeu well, 
Unleſs you pleaſe to enter in the Caſtle, 
And there repoſe you for this Night. 
Bull, An otter, Uncle, that we will accept ; 
But we mult win your Grace to go with us 
To Briſftob-Caftle, which they ſay is held 
By Buſhy, Bagot, and their Complices, 
The Caterpilars of the Common-wealth, 
Which I have ſworn to weed, and pluck away. 


Tor. It may be I will go'9weeh-you, but yet P1&pauſe, | 


For I am loth to break our Country's Laws : 
For Friends, nor Foes, to me welcome you are; 


Things paſt redreſs, are now with me palt care. [Exenrt. 


— 


Xl. 


Ic ana 
Fo tes 
Enter Salisbury, and a Captain. 
Cap. My Lord of Salisbury, we have ſtaid ten days, 
And hardly kept gour Countrey-men together, 
And yet we he x,n0 tidings from the King ; 
Therefore we Wa diſperſe our ſelves : farewell. 
Sal. Stay yet another day, thou truſty Welchmarg 
The King repoſeth all his G in thee. 
Cap. *Tis thought the King is dead; we will not 
The Bay-tres in our Country are all wither?d, 
And Meteors fright the fixed Stars of Heaven ; 
The pale-fac'd Moon looks bloody on the Earth; 
And lean look Prophets wiſper fearful Change; 
Rich men look ſad, and Rufhans dance arid leap; 
The one-in fear to loſe what they enjoy, 
The other to enjoy by Rage and War « 
Theſe, ſigns forerun the death of Kings. 
Farewelk; our Countrymen are gone and fled, 
As well aſſur*d, Richaz their King is dead. 
Sal. Ah, Richard, with Ejes of heayy mind, 
| ſee thy Glorylikea ſhooting Star, 
Fall to the baſe Earth from the Firmament : 
Thy Sun ſets weeping in the lowly Weſt, 
Witneſling Storms to come, Woe, and Unreſt; 
Thy Friends are fled to wait upon thy Foes; 
And croſly to thy good, all Fortune goes. 


A 


ſtay, 


bed ng 


[Exit 


[Exit, 
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Aﬀus Tertius. Siena Prima. 

\ Dl mn broket.!s 64.i1 bf 
Enter A 
Willpughby, w:th Buſhy and Green, Priſoners. 


Bull. Bring forth theſe men $ 
Buſby and Green, I will not vex your Souls, _ 
(Since preſently your Souls muſt part your Bodies) 
With too much urging your pernicious lives; 

For *twere no Charity : yet to waſh your Blood 
From off my Hands, here in the view of men, 
| will unfold ſome Caufes of your Deaths. 

You have mis-led a Prince, a Royal King, 

A happy Gentlerpan in Blood and Lineaments, 
By you unhappigh and disfigur?d Clean s 

You have in mYaner with your ſinful Hours 
Made a divorce betwixt his Queen and him; 
Broke the poſſeſſion of a OG, 
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rk, Northumberland, Rolle, Percy, 


Bag 


And 
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And ſtain'd the Beauty of a fair Queens Cheeks Then Thieves and Robbers range abroad unſeen, 
With Tears drawn md her Eg : 4k your foul Wrongs. | In Madden and in out-rage bloody here : 
My ſelf a Prince, by Fortune of my Birth, But when from under this Terreſtrial Ball 
Near to the King in Blood, (and near in Jove, He fires the proud tops of the Eaſt ern Pines, 
Till you did make him miFinterpret me And darts wy Lightawgthrough ev? ry guilty hole; 
Have ſtoopt my neck under your Injuries, Then Murtyers, Treaſons, and deteſted a 
And ſigh'd my Engl:ſh breath in foreign Clouds, + The Cloak of Night being pluckt from © their backs) 
Eating the bitter Bread of Baniſhment z Stand bare and naked, trembling at Fn ſelves: 
While you haves fed upon- my Selgnories; So when this Thief, this Traitor B oks 
Dif-parkd myDarks, and felPd my Forreſt Woods ; Who all this while hath revelPd in the, Night, 4 
From mine own Windows torn my Houſhold Coat, Shall ſee us riſing in our Throne, the Faſt” heS owe Fr 
1 Razd out my Impreſs; leaving me no ſign, His Treaſons will ſet bluſhing in his Face, Ty Wh 
Save mens Opinions, and my living Blood, Not able to endure the ſight of Day ; «4g 
To ſhew the world 1 am a Gentleman. But ſelf-aftrighted, tremble ar his ſin. > 
This, and much more, much more than twice all this, | Not all the Water 1n the rough rude Sea 
Condemns you to the death » ſee them delivered-over Can waſh the Balm from an anointed King z 
To Execution, and the hand of Death. The breath of worldly men cannot depoſe 
Buſhiy. More welcome is the ſtroak of death to me, | The Deputy elected by the Loxd + 
Than Buingbroltgto Enoland. For every man that B#Mingbrobi hath preſt, 
Gree. My comfort is;that Heaven will take our Souls, | To lift ſhrege Steel againſt our Golden Crown, 
And plague Injuſtice with the Pains of Hell. Heaven for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 
Bull. My Lord Northumberland, ſee them diſpatch'd » A glorious Angel; then if Angels fight, 
Uncle, Jou ſay the Queen is at your Houſe; we Men muſt fall, for Heaven {till guards the Right, 
For Heavens fake, fairly ler her be Entreatcd; SME 11/. Enter Salisbury. 
Tell her I ſend to her my kind Commends , Welcome, my Lord, how far off hes your Power ? 
Take ſpecial care my Greetings be deliver'd. Salz/. Nor near, nor farther off, my gracious Lord, 
Yor, A Gentleman of mine I have difpatch'd Than this weak arm ; Diſcomfort guides my Tongue, 
With Letters of your love to her at large. And bids me ſpeak of nothing but Deſpair : 
Bull. Thanks, gentle Uncle : come,Lords away, One day too late, I fear (my Noble LordÞ 
ith . ; tes, Hath clouded all my happy daigs on Earth » 
A while to work; and after Holiday. [Exeunt, | Oh, call back yeſterday, bid tirne return, . 
And thou ſhalt have twelve thouſand fighting men» 
To day, to day, unhappy day too late 
OPrethrows thy Joys, Friends, Fortune, and thy State. 
: Scena Se unda. E / For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead, 
Changes Fo Fhe (oa of LULA Are gone to Blllingbroth, diſperſt, and fled. 
Drums : Flouriſh, and Colours, Aum.Comfort, my Liege, why looks your Grace ſo pale? 
. Rich. But now the Blood of twenty thouſand men 
Enter Richard, AumerleRCarlije, and Souldiers, Did triumph in my face, and they are fled, 
7 
Rich. BarkloughtyC aftle call you this at hand ? ; ? 
Au, Yea, ord, How brooks your Grace the air, | All Souls,that will be ſafe, fly from my ſide; 
After your 4#ee tolling on the breaking Seas ? For Time hath ſet a blot upon my Pride. 
Rich, Needs mult 1 like it well ; I weep for joy Aum. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are. { 
To ſtand _ my Kingdom once a7ain. Rich. 1 had forgot tpy ſelf; Am 1 not King ? 
Dear Earth, Ido ſalute thee with my Hand, Awake,thou fogegra ajeſty, thou ſleepelſt : 
Though Rebels wonnd thee with their Horſes Hoofs : Is not the Kings Name, forty thouſand Names ? 
As a long Parted Mother with her Child, Arm, arm,my Name ! a pu bject ſtrikes 
Plays fondly with her Tears, and ſmiles in meeting ; At thy great Glory, LookWt to the ground, 
So weeping, ſmiling, greet I thee, the Earth, Ye Eayrites of a King ! are we not high ? 
And do thee favour with my Royal Hands. | High be; our thoughts { I know my Uncle York, 
Feed not thy Soverygns Foe, my gentle Earth, [Powtr enevgtrto ſerve our turn 
Nor with thy Sweets, comfort his ravenous Senſe - But who comes here? ._/ca2. 1 [Enter Scroop. 
But Ict thy Spiders that ſuck up phy Venom, 4 Scroop. More health and happineſs betide my Liege, 
j And heavy-gated Toads ke in way, Than can my care-tun'd Tongue deliver him. 
1 Doing Annoyance to the treacherous feet, Rich, Mine Ear is open, and my Heart prepar'd: 
{| Which with uſurping ſteps do trample thees 2-4 The Worſt is worldly loſs, thou canſt unfold 4 
1 Yield ſtinging Nettles to mine Enemies, * 24 Say, Is my Kingdom loſt ? why *twas my Care : 
And when they from thy Boſom pluck a Flower, 51 And what loſs is it to berid of Care ? 
4 Gvard FA —_ with a lurking Adder Strives B=Wingbroggto be as great as we ? 
» ] Whoſe double Tongue may with a mortal touch Greater he ſhall not be ; if he ſerve God, 
{1 Throw death upon thy Sovergign's Enemies. Well ſerve him too, and be his Fellow ſo. 
- | Mock not my ſenſeleſs Conjuration j Lords ; Revolt our Subjects? That we cannot mend; 
er; his Earth ſhall havea feeling, and theſe Stones They break their Faith to God as well as us « 
rove armed Souldiers ere her Native King Cry Woe, DeltruCtion, Ruins, Loſs, Decay, 
Shall faiter under foul Rebellious Arms. The worlt is Death, and death will have his day. 
Car. Fear not, my Lord, that Power that made you King | Scroop. Glad am I, that your Highneſs is ſo arm'd 
X*- Hath Power to keep you King, in ſpight of all. ' To bear the Tidings of Calamity. 
Amun, He means, my Lord, that we are too remiſs { Like an unſeaſonable ſtormy day, 
Whiiſt Brelinobrolks, through there ſecurity, Which makesthe Silver Rivers drown their Shores, 
Grows ſtrong ard great, in Subſtance and in Friends. As if the world were all diſſolv?d to Tears ; 
Rich, Diicomfortable Couſin, knoweſt thou not, So high above his Limits, ſwells the Rage 
| That when the ſeagching Eye of Heaven is hid Of Badlingbroklg covering your fearful Land 
Behind the Globe, that lights the lower World, With hard bright Steel, and aha, than oo 
_ ite 
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Whure Bears have arm'd their thin and hairleſs Scalps 
aoainſt thy Majeſty,md Boys with Womens voices, 
errive to ſpeak big, and clap their female jotnts 

In ſtiff unwicldy Arms againlt thy Crown! 

Thy very Bead-men learn to bend their _ 'J endl fa 


#1 of douh! faralYEws: againſt thy State; Sr a” 
| Yeardiſtaſf-women manage ruſty Bills « pony hows yr 


Againſt thy Seat both young and old rebel, 
And all goes worſe than I have power to tell. _ 
Kich. Too well, too well thou telPſt a-tale fo ill. 

Where is the Earl of Wilrſhzre : : 

What is become of Buſhy ? where 1s Green ? 

That they have let the dangerous Enemy 

Meaſure our Confines pars _—_ ſteps ? 

If we prevail, their $ ſhall pay for rt. 

H—_ they hec me peace with BMlingbratig. 

Scroop. Peace have they made with him indeed{myLord 
Rich, Oh Villains, Vipers, damn'd without redemption; 

Dogs, calily won to fawn- on any man; _ 

Snakes in my heart-blood warm'd, that ſting my heart; 

Three Judaſſes, each one thrice worſe than Judas, 

Would they make Peace ? terrible Hell make War 

Upon their ſpotted Souls for this Offence.! 

Scroop. Sweet Love ſee changing his Property, 

Turns to the ſowreſt, and moſt deadly Hite : 

Again uncurſe their Souls ; their Peace is made 

With Heads, and not with Hands ? thoſe whom you curſe 

Have felt the worſt of Death's deſtroying Hand, 

And lie full low, grav'd in the hollow ground. 

Aun, Is Buſby, Green, and th&Earl of Wiltſhire dead * 
Scroop. Yea, all of them at Briſtow-loſt their Heads. 
Am. Where is the Duke, my Father, with his Power ? 

Rich. No matter where; of comfort no man ſpeak : 

Lets talk of Graves, of Worms, and Epitaphs, 

Make Duſt our Paper, and with Rainy Eyes 

Write Sorrow in the Boſom of the Earth,” 

Let% chuſe Executors, and talk of Wills ; 

And yet nat ſog-for what can we bequeath, 

Save our depoſed Bodies to the Ground ? 

Our Lands, our Lives, and all are Balkngbr 

And nothing can we call our own, but Death; 

And that ſmall Model of the barren Earth, 

Which ſerves as Paſte, and Cover to our Bones # 

for Heavens ſake let us ſit upon the ground, 

And tell fad Stories of the death of Kings : 

row ſome have been depog'd, ſome ſlaig in Warg fined 

Some haunted by the Ghoſts they A, 

Some pogſon'd by their Wives, ſome ſleeping killdy 

All murther*d-For within/the hollow Crown, 

That rounds the mortal Temples of a King, 4 4. 

Keeps Death his Court, and there the Antique ſits . 

Scoſting his State, and grinning at his Pomp; 

Allowing him a breath, a little ſcene, 

To Monarchize, be fear*d, and kill with looks; 


lnfuſing him with ſelf and vain Cenceit, ST 


, 


: 3 
This Ague-ht-ofbearts-overblown, 
"7 Scroop where lies our Uncle with his Power ? 
Sg , 


peak-ſweetly man;athorgh thy tooksbelowre— 
Scroop. Menudge bythe-Complezion-ofthe Skie 
The Tour 4 cohe-dey, 
So-maypouby-ny dull and heanetye : 


| play the Torturer, by ſmall and ſmall 
To lengthen out the worſt, that muſt be ſpoken. 
Your. Uncle York is joyn*d to Badlingbrafk p 
And all your Northern Caſtles yielded up, 
And all your Southern Gentlemen in Arms 
Upon his Faction. 
Rich, Thou haſt ſaid enough. 
Beihrew thee, Couſin, which didſt lead me forth 
Of that ſweet way I was in to Deſpair / 
What ſay you now ? what Comfort have we now ? 
By Heaven PlEhatc him everlaſtingly 
That bids me be of comfort any more. 
Go to Flit-Caſtle, there PlE pine away; 
A King, Woes Slave, ſhall Kingly Wefobey : 
That Power I have, diſcharge, and let %m go 
To ear the Land, that hath ſome hope to growg 


|| For I have none. Let no man ſpeak again 


To alter this, for Coynſel is but vain. 

Aum, My Liege, one word. 

Rich, He does me double wrong, 
That wounds me with the flatteries of his Tongue. 
Diſcharge my Followers : let them away 
From Richard's Night, to Ballingby 


fair day. Exeunt. 
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Rich. Thou chid'ſt me well :* proud BlingbrahI come - 
n:; 


[30 am hes 


Ente r with Drum and C olours, 
Northumberland, Attendants. 


Bul. So that by this Intelligence we learn 
The Welchmen are diſpersgd, and Salisbury 
is gone to meet the King, .who lately landed 
Wirh ſome few private Friends upon this Coaſt. 
North. The News Is very tair and good, my Lord, 
Richard,not far from hence, hath hid his head. 
Yor. It would beſeem gens Northunberland, 
To ſay King Richard » aleek the heavy day, 
When ſuch a ſacred King ſhould hide his head/ 
North. Your Grace miſtakes,” ohely to be brief, 
Left I his Title out. 
Yor, The time hath been, : 
Would you have been fo. brief with him, he would 


- York, 


{| Have been ſo brief with=yen, to ſhorten you, 


As if this Fleſh, which walls about our Life, wy 
Were Braſs impregnable : and humour'd thus, 
Comes at the laſt, and with a little Pin 1 
Boars through his Caſtle Walls, and farewet+ King! 
Cover your heads, and mock not fleſh and blood 
With ſolemn Reverence : throw away Reſpect, 
Tradition, Form, and Ceremonious Duty, 
= move bay miſtook me all this while ; 
ive with Bread like you, feel Want, & 
Taſte Grief, need Fond Re ed thus, * 
How can you fay to me, I am a King ? 
Cart, My Lord,wiſe men nee wail their preſent Woes, 
Bur preſently prevent the ways to wail : 
0 tear the Foe, ſince fear oppreſſeth Strength, 
Gives,in your weakneſs, Strength unto your Foe z 


"of Ou, 


: wonngen the head, NR — 
+ ZBall. Miſtake not,QUncle},farther than you ſhoulg. 


0 of 


hn not {good Coulin), farther than you ſhould, 
you _— _ _ $ are = your _ | 
Bull. 1 know it, Uncle;an<,oppoſe et m * 
Againſt their will. But who —_ here > F Caegy v 
Enter Percly. « 
Weltem Harry ; what, will not this Caſtle yield ? 
Per. The Caltle royally is mand, my Lord, 
Againſt Entrance. 
Bull. Royally ? Why, it_containg no King ? 
Per. Yes&@mny good Lotd) , 
[t doth contain a King: King Richard yes 
Within the Limits of yond Lime and Stone; 
And with him, the Lord Awnerle, Lord Salisbury, 
Sir Stephen Scroop, beſides a Clergy-man 
of by Reverence;z who, I-cannot learn. +$ 
North. Oh, belike it is the Bilbop of Carhle. 


Bal. Noble Lord, 6 
Go to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caſtle, 
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Through brazen Trumpet, ſend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruin'd ears, and thus deliver - 

Henry BMingbroſgg upon his Knees-doth kiſs 

King Richard's Hand, and ſends Allegiance 

And 4x#eFaith of hearr't6 his Royal Perſon : hithercome 
Even at his fect,%S lay my Arms and Power, 
Provided, that 'my Baniſhment repeaPd, 

And Lands reſtor*d again, be freely granted ; 

If not, IL uſe the Advantage of my Power, 

And lay the Summer*s duſt with ſhowtrs of Blood, 
Rain'd from the Wounds of ſlaughter*d Engliſhmen 
The which, how far off from the mind of Balimbrolte. 


[It is, ſuch Crimſon tempeſt ſhould bedrench 


The freſh green Lap of fair King R:chard's Land, 

My ſtooping Duty tenderly ſhall ſhew. 

Go ſignifie as much, while here we march 

Upon the Graſlic Carpet of this Plain ; 

Ler's march without the noiſe of threatning Drum, 

That from this Caſtles tatter*d Battlements 

Our fair Appointments may be well perugd. 

Methinks King Richard and my ſelf ſhould meet 

With no leſs terror than the Elements 

'Of Fire and Water, when their thundring fi 

At meeting tears the cloudy Cheeks of Heaven* 
Fn OT . 

| March on, and maxk King Richard how he looks. 

4 4 
| Parle without, and anſwer within ; then a Flouriſh, Enter on the 
| Walls,Richard, Grflile, Aumerle, Scroop, Salisbury. 


q See, ſee, King Richard doth himſelf appzar 

+ As doth the bluſhing diſcontented Sun,. 

' From out the fiery Portal of the Eaſt, 

When he perceives the envious Clonds are bent 
To dim his Glory,- and to ſtain the tra6t 

Of his bright pallage to the Occident. 

Seve Yet looks he like a King; behold his Eye, 
As bright as is the Eagles}lightens forth 
Controlling Majeſty ; alack, nia, for woe, 

That any Harm ſhould ſtain fo fair a ſhow. 

Rich. We are amaz'd, and thus long have we ſtood 
To watch the fearful bending of thy Knee,Co NA - 
Becauſe we thought our ſelf thy lawful King; 
And if we be, how dare thy joynts forget 
To pay the, awful Duty to our Preſence ? 

If we be not, ſhew us the Hand of God, 

That hath diſmis'd us from our Stewardſhip, 
'For well we know, no Hand of Blood and Bone 
Can gripe the ſacred Handle of our. Scepter, 
'UnleiFhe do prophane, ſteal or uſurp. 

And though you think, that all, as you have done, 
Have torn their Souls, by turning them from us, 
And we are barren, and bereft of Friends : 

Yet Know, my Maſter, God Omnipotent, 

Is -muſtering in his Clouds on our bchalf, 
Armies of Peltilence; and they ſhall firike, 


[Your Children yet unborn, and unbegot, 


{That lift your Vaſlal Hands againſt my Head, 


And threat the Glory of my precious Crown. 


Tell B&kngbroreghtor yond methings, he 1s 
That every ſtride he makes upon my Land, 


Is dangerous Treaſon, he is come to ope 


The purp'e Teſtament of + bleeding War ; 
But e're the Crown he looks for. live in peace, 
Ten thouſand bloody Crowns of Mothers Sons 
Skall ill b:come the tlowedryeb England's face, 
Change the Complesion'ot her Maid-pale Peace 
To Scarlet indignation, and bedew 
Her Paſt&r&Grafs with faithful Engliſh Blood. 
North, The King of Heaven forbidpur Lord the King 
hould ſo with civil and uncivil Arms 
Be ruſd upon! Thy thrice-noble Couſin, 


- 


——————— 


[Ea king abata by tlie) 


Harry {Beilingbroflgdoth humbly kiſs thy hand, 
And by the honourable Temb he {wears 
That ſtands upon your Royal Grandſiet's Bones, 


And by the Royalties of both your Bloods, 
(Currents that ſpring from one moſt gr acious Head) 
And by the burigd hand of V Varlike Gawnr, 
And by the Worth and Honour of himſelf, 
Compriſing all that may be ſworn, or ſaid, 

His cominz hither hath no further ſcope, 
Than for his lineal Royalties, and to beg 
Infranchiſement immediate on his Knees : 
Which on thy Royal party granted once, 
His glittering Arms he will commend to Ruſt, 
His barbed Steeds to Stables; and his Heart 
To faithful ſervice of your Majeſty + 

This ſwears he, as he is a Prince, is juſt; 

And asI am a Gentleman, I credit him. 

Rich. Northumberland, fay thus : The King returns, 
His Noble Couſin is right welcome hither, 
And all the number of his fair Demands 
Shall be accompliſh'd without Contradiction x 
With all the gracious utterance thou haſt, 
Speak to his gentle hearing-kind commends, 
We do debaſe our ſelf,{Couſin },do we not, &/© 
To look ſo poorly, and to ſpeak ſo fair ? 
Shall we call back Northumberland, and ſend 
Defiance to the Traitor, and ſo die ? 

Aum, No, good my Lord, let”s fight with gentle words, 
Till time lend Friends, and Friends their hgpeful Swords, 

Rich, Oh God, oh God{that ere this tongue of mine 
That laid the Sentence of dread Baniſhment 1 
On yond proud man, ſhould take it off again 
With words of ſooth ; Oh that I were as great | | 
As is my Grief, or leſſer than my Namef 
Or that I could forget what I have been, 

Or not remember what I muſt be now ! 
SwelPſt thou proud Heart ? Plegive thee ſcope to beat, 
Since foes have ſcope to beat both thee and me. | 

Aum, Northumberland comes back from Beliingbralky 

Rich. What muſt the King do now ? muſt he ſubmit ! 
The King ſhall do it : Muſt he be depog'd ? 

The King ſhall be contented : Muſt he loſe 

The Name of King ? o*Gods Name let it go. 

PlEgive my Jewels for a ſet of Beads; 

My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage, 

My gay Apparrel, for: an Alms-mans Gownz 

My figur?d Goblets, for a diſh of Wood; 

My Scepter, for a Palmers walking S4f;; 

My Subjects, for a pair of Carved Saints, | 

And my large Kingdom, for a little Grave, 

A "_ little Grave, an obſcure Grave. 

Or Plebe burygd in the Kings high-way; 

Some way of common Tyade, where Subjects Feet 

May hourly trample on their Soverkign's Head : 
? 7 


Aunmerle, thou weepſt, my tender hearted Couſin), 
Wel{make foul weather with deſpiſed Tears - 

Our ſighs, and they, ſhall lodge the Summer Corn, 
And make a dearth in this Revolting Land. 

Or ſhall we play the Wantons with our Woes, 
And make ſome pretty Match with ſhedding Tears ? 
As thus : to drop them ſtill upon one place, 

Till they have fretted us a pair of Graves, 


| 
Molt mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland, 
What ſays King Belingbrdkg Will his Majeſty 
Give Richard leave to live, till Richard die ? 

You make a Leg, and Bokngbrolte. ſays Ay. 

North. My Lord, in the baſe Court he doth attend 


To ſpeak with you, may lt pleaſe you to come Ov. By 
Kr, 


Alum. 


p 


__O—_— 
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Rich. Down, down I come/like gliſPring Phacron, 
Wanting the manage of unruly Jades. 


- 7 

Bull, What, ſays his Majelſty ? 

North. Sorrow, reFof heart 
Makes him ſpeak fondly, like a frantick man ; 
Yet he is come. 

Bull, Stand all apart, 
And ſhew fair duty to his Majeſty. 
My gracious Lord. 

Rich. Fair Couſin, 
You debaſe your Princely knee, 
To make the baſe Earth proud with kiſſing it. 
Me rather had," my Heart might feel your Love, 
Than my un-pleas'd Eye lee your Courtehie. 


? 


/k neets 
_ "i 


? 7 


F 5 
Bull. My gracious Lord, 1 come but for mine own. 
Rich, Your own is yours, and I am yours, and all. 
Bull, So far be mine, my moſt redoubted Lord, 
As my true Service ſhall deſerve your love. 

Rich, Well you deſerv'd : 
They well deſerve to have, 
That know the ſtrong?ſt and ſureſt way to get. 
Uncke,give me your hand 5 nay, dry your Eges, (7 Ov 
Tears ſhew their love, but want their Remedies; 
Couſin, I am too young to be your Father, (7 />-4«4. 
Though you are old enough.to be my Heir. a 
What you will have, PlEgive, and willing toog 
for do we mulſt,.what Force will have us do. 
Fet on towards London e 
Couſing is it ſo ? 

Bull, Yea, my good Lord. 


Reb, Then I muſt not ſay no. [Flonriſh, | Excunt. 


_ F ECT —_—_— 


y 


— 
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Enter Queen, nd two Ladies, 


_— 


Scena 


Qs. What ſport ſhall we deviſe here in this Garden, | 
Todrive away the heavy thought of Care ? 
La.- Madam, we'll play at Bowls. - 
b "Twill make me think the world 
And that. my Fortune runs againſt the Byas. 
La. Madam, we*ll dance. | : 
Un. My Legs can keep no Meaſure in Delight, 
When my poor Heart no Meaſure keeps in Grief. 
Therefore no dancing {Girlyfome other ſport: 
Za. Madam, well tell Tales: * | | 
2x. Of Sarrow, or of Grief -J q- 
La, Of either, Madam, 
Qs. Of neither, Girl. 
for if of Joy, being altogether wanting, 
it doth remember me the more of 'Sorrow : 
Or if of Grief, being altogether had; 
It adds more Sorrow to my want of Joy : 
For what I have, I need not to repeat : 
And what 1. want, it boots not to complaih. 
La. Madam, VI Sing. 
2s, *Tis well that thou haſt Cauſe 7 Wh 
But thou ſhould{P'ſt pleaſe me better, would'ſt thau weep. 
La, 1 could Weep, am, would it do you good ? 
2s. And 1 could Sing, ould weeping do me good, 
And never borrow any tcar of thee. 5 
Enter a Gardiner, and two Servants, 
But ſtay here comes the Gatdiners, 
Let's ſtep into the ſhadow of theſe Trees: 
My wretchedneſs, unto a row. of Pines, - 
They*llralk of State ; for every one doth ſo, 


= 


Id 1s full of Rubs; 


The Weeds that his broad-ſpreading Leayes did ſelte 
CThat ſeenrd in cating him, to hold him up 


To make # ſecond 


'Dar*ſt thou fthou little better thing than Earrh+, 


Againſt a Change 3 woe is fore-run with woe. 2c 29: þ 
Gard. Go bind thon up yond dangling Apricocks, 
Which like unruly Children, make their Sxre 
Stoop with oppreſſion of their prodigal weig ht : 
Give ſome ſupportance to the bending twigs. 
Go thou, and like an Executioner ___ 

Curt off the heads of too falt growing ſprays, 
That look too lofty in our Common-wealth : 

All mult be even in our Goverament. 

You thus imploy'd, I will go root away 

The noiſom Weeds that without profit ſuck 
The Soils fertility from wholſomeFlowers. 

Ser, Why ſhould we in the compaſs of a Pale, 
Keep Law and Form, and due Proportion, 
Shewing, as in a Model, our firm ſtate ? 

When our Sea-walled Garden, the whole Land, 3 
Is full of Weeds, her faireſt Flowers choakr up, 
Her Fruit trees all upruin'd, her Hedges ruii.'d, 
Her Knots diſforder'd, and her wholſomeHeat bs 
Swarming with Cat:rpillors. 

Gard. Hold thy peace, 

He that hath ſuftcrd this diſorder*d Spring, 

Hath now himſelf met with the fall of Leai; 


| 
r, 


Are pulPd up, root and all, by Befinebrolle 
I mean the Earl of Wiltſhzre, Buſhy, Green. 
Ser. Whar, are they dead ? 
Gard. They are, 
And B@iingbrokghath ſeiz?d the waſteful King, 
What pity is it, that he had not trimny'g. 
Aud dreſt his Land, as we this Garden + 
And wound the Bark, the skin,of out Friitt-trces, 
Leſt being over proud with Sap and Blood, 
With roo much Riches it confound it ſelf? 
Had he done fo, to great and growing men, 
They might have liv?d to bear, and he to tafte 
Their Fruits of Duty. All ſuperfluous Branches 
We lop away, that bearing Boughs may live : 
Had he done foz himſelf had bora the Crown, 
Which walte and idle hours hath quite thrown dow. 
Ser. What think you the King ſhall be depoy'd * 
Gar. Deprefſt he js already, aad depogd 
Tis doubted he will be: Letters came laſt night 
Toa dear Friend of the Duke of Tok , a came: 
hat tell black tidings. | I 
Qs. Ohjl am preſt to death through want of Feaking : 
Thou @k&- Adan?s likeneſs, ſet to dreſs this Garden, 
How dares thy harſh tongue ſourd this unpleaſing News ? 
What Bvey what «Serpent hath y ry thee, 

t of curſed man ? + 
Why Coſt thou ſay, King Richard is depos'd ? 


[ 


| 
1 


Divine his downfall ?: ay, where, when, and how _ 
Camyſt thou by theeill rydings ?. ſpeak thou Wretch. 
Gard. Pardon me, Madam. Littte joy have 1 . 
To. breath theſe News ; yet what 1 fay is rrne 5 
King Richard, he is in the mighty hold | 
Of Balmbrolkg their Fortunes both are weightd : 
In your Lords Scale, is nothing but himſelf, * 
And ſome few Vanities that make him light - 
But in the Ballance of great Balingbrolkg 
Beſides himſelf, are all the Erghfh Peers  _ 
And with that o@ds he weighs King Richard down. 
Poſt you to Lonzon, and youll find it fo; 
I ſpeak no more, than every one doth know. - _ 
| 8%, Nimble Miſchance, that art fo light of Foot, 
Doth not thy Embaſhge belong to me? 
thin fy 


And am I laſt that knows it? Oh thou | 
To ſerve me laſt, that I mmay Iongeſt keep 
Thy Sorrow in my breaſt, Come Ladies, go, 
| To meet at London London's King in woe. 
What,was I bofn to fhis ! that my fad look, _ . 


| 


| Shoul grace the Trpumph of gfeat Ballingbrallel, 
Gar@ner 


—_— 


4 


———— 
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Gar@ner, for telling me theſe News of woe, 
I would the Plants thou graft1t may never grow. [Ex:t. 

Gar. Poor Queen, ſo that thy State might be no worſe, 
I would my $kill were ſubject to thy Curice 
Here did ſhe drop a tcar, here in this place 
PIE ſer a bank of R&s,+lowre Herb of Grace : 
Rew ev n for Ruth, here ſhortly ſhall be ſeen, 
In the remembrance of a weeping Queen. 


—_— 


[Extit, 


— 


| Aus Quartys. cena Prima. 
| 
xTZOnARdon 
Enter as to the Parliament, Ballingbrodle, Aumerle, Nor- 


thumberland, Percie, Fitz- Water, Surrey, Carlile, Abbot 
of Weſtminſter, Eerald, Officers, ana Bagot. 


2. / 

Bullingbrook, Call forth Bagor. 

| Now*#z595; freely ſpeak thy mind, 

What thou doſt know of Noble Gloter*s death ; 

Who wrought it with the King, and who perforn'd 

The bloody Office of his timeleſs end. 
Bag. Then ſet before my face the Lord Aumerle, 
Bull. Couſin, ſtand forth, and look upon that man, 
Bag. My Lord Awunerle, I know your daring Tongue 

Scorns to unſay, what it hath once deliver'd. 

In that dead time when Glofter*s death was plotted, 

I heard you ſay, Is not my Arm of length, 

That reacheth from the reſtful Egl:h Court 

As far as Calls to my Uncles i cad ? 

Amongſt muclother talk, that very time, 

I heard you ſay, tka you had rather.refuſe 

The offer of an hundred thouſand Crowns, 

Than B#ingbroke return to England ; adding, ai 


*. Aum, Princes, and Noble Lords 7 : 

W hat anſwer ſhall I make to this baſe man ? 

Shall I ſo much diſhonour my fair Stars, 

On equal terms to give him chaſtiſement ? 

Either I muſt, or have mine Honour jpgiPd 

With the Attainder of his land”rous lips, 

There is my Gage, the manual Seal of death FR”, 
That marks thee out ſor Hell. Thou lie age7, 
And wfll maintain what thou haſt ſaid; is falſe, © 

In thy heart Blood, though being all too baſe, 

To ſtain the temper of my Knightly Sword. 

Bull. Bagotyforbear; thou ſhalc not'take it.up. 

Aum, Excepting one, I would he were the beſt 

In all this Preſence that hath moyed me fo. +- -, 
Fitz. If that thy Valour ſtand on ſympathies y _ 
There is my Gage, Aumerle, in Gage to thine : | 

By that fair Sun, that ſhews me where thou ſtand'ſt, 
I heard the ſaytand vauntingly thou ſpak*ſt ity, 
That thou wert cauſe of Noble G/ofter's death. 

If thou deny?ſt it, twenty times thou lieſt, 

And I will turn thy falſhood to thy Heart, 

Where it was forged, with my Rapiers point. 

Aum, Thou dar*lt notxCoward)live to ſee the day. 
Fitz, Now, by my Soul, I would it were this Hour. 
Aum, Fitzwater thou art damn*d to Hell for this. 
Per. Aumerle, thou lieſt ; his Honour 1s as true , 

In this Appeal, as thou art all unjuſt : 

And that thou art ſo, there I throw my Gage 

To prove it on thee, to textreamelt point 

Of mortal breathing. Seize ir, if thou dar'lt. 

Aum. And if I do not may my Hands rot off, 

And never brandiſh more revengetul Stec], 

Over the glittering Helmet of my Foe/ 

Surreys My Lord Fitzwater : 

[| && remember well, the very time 

Aumerle and you did talk. 

Fuz, My Lord, 

Tis exp truc : You were in Preſence then ; 

[and you can witneſs with me, this is true. 


Emmons, 


How bleſt this Land would be in this your Coulins death, \ 


Surrey. As falle, by Heaven, 
As Heaven it ſelf is true, 

Fitz, Surrey, thou lyelt, 

Surrey. Diſhonourable Boy, 
That 1ye, ſhall ye ſo heavie on my Sword, 

That it ſhall render Vengeance and Revenge, 

Till thou the Lye-giver, and that Lye, Gojfe te F 
In earth as quiet, as thy Fathers Scull. n 
[In proof whereof, there is mine Honours Payn, | 
Engage it to the Tryal, if thou dar'it. 

Fitzw. tow fondly do'lt thou ſpur a forward Horſe] 
If I dare eat, or drink, or breath, or live, 
| dare meet Surrey in a Wilderneſs, 

And ſpig upon him, whilſt I ſay he Lyes, 

And Les, and Les : there is my Bond of Faith, 
To tye thee to my ſtrong Correction. 

As I intend to thrive in this new world, 
Aumnerle 1s guilty of my true Appeal. 

Beſides, I heard the baniſht Norfolk, ſay, 

That thou Awmerle, didit ſend two of thy men, 
To Execute the Noble Duke at Cali. 

Aum. Some honeſt Chriltian truſt me with a Gage 
That Norfolk lies ; here dol throw down this, ; 
If he may be repeaPd, to try his Honour. 

Bul. "Theſe Differences ſhall all reſt under Gage, 
Till Norfokk be repealPd : repeald he ſhall be 
4And though mine Enemy);reſtor'd again 

To all his Lands and Seigniories; when he's return'd, 
Againſt Aumerle we will enforce his Tryal. 

Carl, That honourable day ſhall n&er be ſeen. 
Many a time hath baniſht Norfolk fought 
| For Jeſus Chriſt, in- glorious Chriſtian Field 
| Streaming the Enſign of the Chriſtian Croſs, 

ainſt black Pagans, Turks, and Saracens : 

toxgPd with works of War, retir'd himſelf 

0 hai, and there at Venice gave 
His Body.'to that pl-aſant Countrigs Earth, 

And his pure Soul unt& his Captain Chriſt, 


Under whoſe-Colours he had fought ſo long; 


Bull. Why, Biſhop, is Norfolk, dead? 

Carl. As ſure as 1 live, my Lord. 

Bull. Sweet peace conduct his fweet Soul 
To the Boſom of. good alt Abraham. _—— 
Lords Appealants,your Differences ſhall all reſt under gage; 
Till we ajlign you to your days of Tryal. ? 

ACMA (. Enter York. 

York, Great Duke of Lavcaſter, - I come to thee 
From plume-pluckt &:<hard, who with willing Soul 
Adopts thee Heir, and his: high Scepter yields 


'| To the poſleſſion of thy Royal hand. 


Aſcend his Throne, deſtending now from.him, 

And long live Henry, of that Name the Fourth./ 
Bull, 1: Gods Name, Plg aſcend.the Regal Throne. 
Carl. Marry, Heaven forbid! 

Worſt in this Royal Preſence may:-1 ſpeak? 

Yet belt beſeeming me to ſpeak the truth. 

Would God, that any in this Noble" Preſence 

Were enough Noble-to be upright Judge 

Of Noble Ruhard; then true Noblenefs: would 

Learn him forbearance from ſo foul a Wrong, 

What Subject can giye Sentence on his King ? 

And who fits here that. is: not Richar#”s Subjedt ? 

Thieves are. not judg'd.. but they are by-to hear, 

Although apparent guilt be ſeen in them # 

And ſhall the Figure of "Gods Majeſty, 

His Captain, Steward, Deputy ele&t, \, 

Anointed, Crown'd and planted many Years, - 

Be judg?d by ſubject and inferiour breath, 

And he himſelf not preſent ? Oh, forbid it, Gods 

That in a Chriſtian Climate, Souls refin'd 

Should ſhew ſo heinous, black, obſceng a deed.) 

| ſpeak to Subjects, and a Subject ſpeaks, 

Stirr'd up by Heaveh, thus boldly for his King, 


My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, 
$ 
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Traftor to proud Hereford*s King. 

wy; = -, A uy let me propheſie, 

The Blood of Engliſh ſhall manure the ground, 

And future Ages groan forſhiis foul Act. 

Peace ſhall go ſleep with Turks and Infidels, 

And in this Seat of Peace, tumultuous Wars 

chall Kin with Kin, and Kind with Kind confound. 

Diſorder, Horrowr, Fear and Mutiny 

chall here inhabir, and this Land be call'd 

Thefeld of Golgotha, and dead mens Sculls. 

Oh, if you rear this Houſe, againſt this Houſe, 

[t will the wofulleſt Diviſion prove, 

That ever fell upon this curſed Earth. 

Prevent it, reſilt it, let it not be ſo, / 

Leſt Child, Childs Children cry againſt you, woe-- 
North, Well have you argwd, Sir ;, and for your pains, 

of Capital Treaſon we arreſt you here. 

My Lord of Weſtminſter, be it your charge, 

To keep him ſafely, till his day of Tryal. Ef 

May it pleaſe you, Lords, to grant the Commons Suit £ 
Bull, Fetch hither Richard, that in common view 

He may _—_— : So weſhall proceed 
ithout ſuſpiQon. : 

ro I will be his ConduCt. [ Exit. 
Bull, Lords, you that are here under our Arreſt, 

Procure your Sureties for your Days of — : / 

Little are we ery es to _ _ . {+ (7 | 

ittle look'd for at your helping Hands. 

_ Enter Richard = York. Seeme lf. 
Rich, Alack, why am I ſent for to a King) 

Before I have ſhook off the Regal thoughts 

Wherewith I reignd ? I hardly yet have learn'd 

Tdiofinuate, flattter, bow, and bend my Knee: 

Give Sorrow leave a while, to retarr me 4 

Tothis Submiſſion. Yet I wal remember * 

The favours of theſe men : Were they not mine ? 

Did they not ſometime cry, All hail to me ? 

S$0Fudas did to Chriſt : But he in twelve, 

Found truth in all,. but one ; 1, in twelve thouſand, none. 


Godfavethe Kingz—althoughlbe-nother 


Todo what ſervice, am Iſent for hither ? _ 
Tir. Todo that Office of thine own good will, 

Which txgred Majeſty did make thee offer ; 

The Reſignation of thy State and Crown - 


Here Gerfiay on this ſide my Hand, on that ſide thine. 


Thatewes+wo Buckets alling-ane another, 
B : — 


TheCaret-aive—theve—hough-giveneway, 


: _—_ , 
Rive lney— nol fertmulacthingbe: 
T 


Now, mark me how 1 will undo my ſelf; 
[give this heavy Weight from off my Head, 
And this unwieldy Scepter from my Hand, 

he pride of Kingly ſway from out my Heart, 
With mine own Fears I waſhaway my blame, 


elm 
A 
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With mine own HandsI give away my Crown, 
With mine own Tongue deny my Sacred State, 
With mine own Breath releaſe all dut@us Oaths : 
All Pomp and Majeſty I do forſwear : 

My ManRrors, Rents, Revenues, I forgo 

My Acts, Decrees, and Statutes I deny : f 

God pardon all Oaths that are broke to me, 
God keep all Vows uabroke are made to thee. 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing gricy'd. 
And thou with all pleas'd, that haſt all atchiev'd/ 


. . . E . 


/ 


What more remains ? 

North. No more; But that you read 
Theſe Accuſations, ' and theſe grievous Crimes; 
Committed by your Perſon, and your Followers, 
Againſt the State and Profit of this Land : 
That by confeſling them, the Souls of men 
May deem that you are worthily depos'd. 

Rich, MuſtI doſo? an ppſt I ravel out 
My weay?*d-up Follies ? orthumber 
[f thy O fences were upon Record, 
Would it not ſhame thee, in ſofaira Troop, 
Toread a Lecture of them ? if thou would*ſt; 
There ſhould'ſt thou find one hginous Article, 
Containing the depoſing of a King, 
And cracking the ſtrong Warrant of an Oath, 
Mark*d with a blot, damn'd in the Book of Heaven. 
Nay, all of you, that ſtand and look upon me; 
Whil'tt that my wretchednefs doth bait my ſelf, 
Though ſome of you, with Pilate waſh your Hands; 
Shewing an outward Pity ; Yet you Pilates 
Have here delivered me t6 my ſower Croſs, 
Ard water cannot waſh away your ſin, 

North. My Lord, diſpatch, read ore theſt Articles. 

Rich, Mine eyes are full of Tears; 1 cannot fee : 
And yet ſalt-water blinds them not ſo much, 
= Wo ſeea ſort of — 

ay, if I turn mine Kjes upon 
| find my ſelf a Trav with the zeſt i 
For I have given here my Souls conſent, 


3 


| Tandeck the pompous Body of a King 3 


Made Glory baſe ; a Soverg1gn, a Slave ; 
Proud Majeſty, a SubjeC&t; State, a Peaſant. 
North. My Lor 


Rich. No Lord of thine, t inſulting man ; 
Rich. Give me the Crown. Here Couſin,ſeize the Crown nor no mans Lord : I have no Natne, no Title $ 


No, not that name was given me at the Font; 
But *tis uſurpd : alack the heavy day 

'ThatI have worn ſo many Winters out, 

And know not now, what name to call my felf. 
Oh, that I were a Mockerig; King of Snow; 
Standing before the Sun of Tali ngbralhe_/ 
To melt my ſelf away in Watez-Diops.” 


3 

An&if my word beSterling yet in England, 
Let it command a Mirror hither ſtraight, 
That it may ſhew me what a Face I have, 
Since it is Bankrupt of his Majeſty. . | 

Bull. Goſome of you, and fetch a Looking Glaſs. 
North. Read ore this Paper 
Rich. Fiend, thou rormentFh me, ©rel come to Hel}. 
Bull. Urge it no more; my Lord Norchumberland, 
North. The Cominons will not then be fatisfy*d: 
Rich. They ſhall be fatisfy'd : FiEread enough; 
When I do ſee the very Book indeed, 


1 Where all my SIns are writ; and that's my ſelf; 


Enter one with a Glaſs. 
Give me that Glaſs; and therein will I read, | 
Nodeeper wrinkles yet ? hath ſorrow ſfrack 
So many blows upon this Face of mine, 


-, 


1 


while the Glaſs doth come. 


And made no deeper Wounds ? Oh flattring Glaſs ti 
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Like to my Followers in Proſperity, 
Thou doſt beguile me. Was this Face,. the Face 
That every day under his Houſhold-roof, 
Did keep ten thouſand men ? Was this the Face, 
That like the Sun did make Beholders wink ? 

- 


 Fhatwasatlaltoutfrcd by briiomobrows! : 
Arbrivele-GloryAhinerha ll Lac, 
gry (Re on dnflonc — 1:06" POE 
| How ſoon my Sorrow harh deſtroy*d my F ace.l 
| Bull. The ſhadow of your Sorrow hath deſtroy'd 
The ſhadow of. your Face. 

Rich. Say that again. 
The ſhadow of my Sorrow [ hay let's ſee; 
"Tis very true, my Grief hes all within, 
And theſe external Manners of Laments, 


Are meerly ſhadows to the unſeen Griet, 
That ſwells with filerce in the tortur®d Soul. 


1 There hes the Subſtance : And I thank thee, King, 


For thy great bounty, that not only giv?lt 
Me-Cauſe to wail, but teacheſt me the way 
How to lament the Cauſe. PlCbeg one boon, 
And then be gone, and trouble you no more. 
Shall I obtain it,? 

Bull. Name ir. <fair Couſin. 

Rich, Fair Couſin ! I am greater than a King : 
For when I was a King, my Flatterers 
Were then but Subjetts ; - being now a Subject, 
I have a King here to my Flatterer : 
Being ſo great, I have no need to beg, 

Bull. Yet ask. 

Rich. And ſhall I have? 

Bull. You fhall. 7 

Rich, Then give me leave to go. 

Bull, Whither ? 

Rich, Whither you will, ſo I were from your ſight. 

Bull, Go ſome of you, convey him to the 7 ower. 

| 2 


Bull. On Wedneſday next we ſolemnly ſet down 


Abbot. A woful Pageant have we here beheld, <4 
Carl. The woe's to comey the Children yet unborn, 
Shall feel this day as ſharp to them as thorn. 
Aum. You holy Clergy-men, is there no Plot? 
To rid the Realm of this pernicious Blot ? 
Abbot. Before | freely ipeak my mind herein, 
You ſhall not only take the Sacrament, 
To bury mine intents, but ## to effect | 
What ever I ſhall _ to deviſe. { 
I ſee your Brows are full of diſcontent, C 
Your Hearts of Sorrow, and your = of Tears, 
Come home with me to Supper, PIGlay,a Plot 
Shall ſhew us all a merry day. FExennt, 


©— 
—— — — 


Attus IMA, 


umtus. Srays- 


Sbr cet UML D 
Enter Queen, and Ladies, 


Qx. This way the King will come : This is the way 
To Julius Ceſar?s ill-crefted Tower, 
To whoſe flint Boſom, my condemned Lord 
Is doom'd a Priſoner, by proud B&lingbroktg, 
Here let us reſt, if this Rebellious Earth ; 
Have any reſting for her true Kings Queen. 
Enter Richard, and Guard, 
But ſoft, but ſee, or rather do not ſee, 
My fair Roſe wither ; Yer look up; behold, 
That you in pity may diſſolve todew, 
And waſh him freſh again with true-love Tears. 


| | had been ſtill a happy King of men. 


| Think I amdead, and that even here thon tak?ſt, | 


Our Coronation : Lords, prepare your ſelves. Ee You mult to Pomfrer, not unto the Tower, 
1 


O thou, the Model, where old Troy did and, (4-Tp/ 
Thou Map of Honour, thou-King Kicbard*s Tomb, 

And not King Richard; thou molt beanteous Inn, 
Why ſhould hard-favour*d grief be lodg'd in thee, 
When Triumph is become an Ale-houle Gueſl ? 

Rich. Jogn not with Grief, fair Woman donot fo, 
To make my End too ſudden :- Learn, good Soul, 
To think our former State a happy Dreain, 

From which awak*d, the truth of what we are 
Shews us but this... ' Il am ſworn Brother,tSweet, 
To grim necellity ;. and heand I ye 

Will keepa League til} death. High thee to France, 
And Cloylter thee in-ſome Religious Houle ; 

Our holy lives muſt wina new World's Crown, 
Which ony,Prophane Hours here have ſtricken down. 

On. ta , is my Achard both in ſhape and mind 
Transform'd and weaken2ds? Hath Bel;mgbroſlg 
Deposd,thine Intellect ? hath he been in thy Heart ? 
The Lyon dying thruſteth forth his Paw, 

And wounds the Earth, if nothing elſe, with rage 
To be ofre-powrd : And wilt thou, Pupil-like, 
Take thy Correttion mildly, kiſs the Rod, 
And fawn on Rage with baſe Humility, 
Which art a Lyon and a King of Beaſts ? 

Rich. A King, of Bealts indeed ; If ought but Beaſts, 


Goodjfſometime},Queen-prepare thee hence for Fra; 


As from my Death-bed, my laſt-living leave. 
In Winters tedious Nights ſirby the Fire 

With good old folks, and let them tell thee Tales 
Of neful Ages, long ago betide : 

And e're thou bid good-night, to quit their Grief, 
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, 

And ſend the hearers weeping to their Beds « 


Fheheavy accent ofmy-mering Tongue, 
Ane-ttrcompalionweepthebircout : 
Andtomewirmouruiu Ales Jome-coalblack, 
Enter Northumberland. o/ CEMEL I 
North. My Lord; the mind of Bwlingbrofigis chang. 


And Madam, there is order ta*ne for you : 
With all ſwift ſpeed, you mult away to France. 
Rich, Northumberland, thou Ladder wherewithal 
The mounting Ballingbrofgaſcends my Throne, 
The time ſhal) not be many Hours of age, 
More than it is, ere foul fin, gatWring head, 
Shall break into Corruption ; thou ſhalt think, 
Though he divide the Realm, and give thee half, 
fe is too little, helping him to all : 
He ſhall think, that thou which know'lt the way 
- To plant unrightful Kings, wilt know again, 
Being nere ſo little urg®d, another way, 
To pluck him headlong from th? uſurped Throne. 
The Love of wicked Friends converts to Fear ; 
That Fear to Hate ; and Hate turns oue, or both, 
To worthy Danger, and deſerved Death. 
North, My guilt be on my heady/ and there”s an end 
Takeleave, and part, for you mult part forthwith. 
Rich. Douly divorc'd ? tbad menZye violate 
A two-fold Marriage } *trwixt my Crown and me : 
And then betwixt me; and my married Wife, 
Let me unkiſs the Oath, *twixt thee and me: 
And yet not ſo, for with a ki *twas made. 
Part us Northumberland : I, towards the North, 
Where ſhivering Cold and Sickneſs pines the Clime: 
My Queen to France; from whence, ſet forth in PomP, 
She came adorned hither like ſweet ay, 
Sent back like Ho/lowmas, or ſhorttſt bday. 

Qs. And muſt we be divided ? muſt we part ? 


#.: Baniſh us both, and ſend the King with me. 


North. 
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— : . 
North. That were ſome Love, but little Policy. 


Og . WW" on , 7 
cince-weddtng titties ach tongthminGrict: 
: _y 7 . 

Thus give 1 mine, and thus take I thy Heart.(/y Ae. 

, Give me mine own again *twere no good part, . 
To take on me to keep, and kill thy Heart. (4s ” Fi 
&, now 1 have mine own again, be gone, 
That I may ſtrive to kill it with a groan. 

Rich, We make Woewanton with this fond delay : 

Once more, adieu { the reſt let Sorrow ſay. [ Excuit. 


0 e of th Place 


? 
Enter York and his ++ 


Dut. My Lord, you told me you would tell the reſt, 
When weeping made you break the Story off, 
Of our two Couſins coming into London, 

Tor, Where did I leave ? 

Dyt. At that ſad ſtop, my Lord, 
Where rude mis-govern*d hands, from Windows. tops, 
Threw duſt and rubbiſh on King Richard*s Head. 

Tow, Then, as I ſaid, the Duke,fgreat Buingbroll&) 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery Sided, 
Which his aſpiring Rider ſeem?*d to know, 
With flow, but ſtately pace, kept on his ccurſe : 
While all tongues cry*d, God fave thee, Ballingbrakg, 
You would have thought the very Windows ſpake, 
$0 many greedy looks of young and old, 
Through Caſements darted their defring tyes 


Upon his Viſage ; and that all the Walls 
With painted Imagery had ſaid at once / 
Jeſu preſerve theey' welcome, Belingbrolte 
Whilſt he, from one ſide to the other turning, 
Bare-headed Jower than his proud Steeds neck, 
Belpkethem thus ; I thank you Country»mcn ; 
And thus ſtiH doing, thus he paſt along. 
Datch, Alas | poor Richard, where rides he the whil&Z 
Tor, As in a Theater, the _ of men, 
After a well-grac'd Actor leafes the Stage, 
Are idely bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious - 
Eyen ſo, or with much more contempt, mens Eyes, 
Did ſcowle on Richard ; no man cry*d, God fave him / 
No joyful Tongue gave him his welcome home; 
But duſt was thrown upon his Sacred Head; 
Which with ſuch gentle ſorrow he ſhook off, 
His Face ſtill combating with Tears and Smiles, 
{The Badges of his Grief and Patience3/ 
That had not Godgfor ſome ſtrong purpoſeJſteel'd 
he hearts of men, they mult perforce have melted, 
And Barbariſm it ſelf have piteied him, 
But Heaven hath a hand in theſe Events, 
[To whoſe high Will we bound our calm Contents, 
To B@lingbrodge are we ſworn Subjects now, 
Whoſe State, and Honour, 1 for aye allow. 
Enter Aumerle. , /2-C IV. 
Dut, Here comes my Son Awmerle, 
Tor, Aumerle that was, 
But that is loſt, for being Richards Friend, 
And Madam, you muſt call him Rutland now : « 
lam in Parliament plcdge for his truth, 
And laſting realy > the new-made King, 


Dut. Welcome, my Son ; who are the Violets now, 
Thar ſtrew the green Lap of the-ngw-come Spring ? 
Aum. Madam, I know not, not+ greatly care ae, 
God knows I had as licf be none, 4 ore. 
Yor, Well, bear you well in this new-ſpriog of time, 
Leaſt you be cropt before you come to prime. 
What News from Oxford ? Hold thoſe Jults and Triumphs! 
Aum. For ought I know, my=tEvrt; they do. 
Yor. You wiu be there Heew. 
Aum. If God preventfor, [ purpoſe ſo. 
Yor. What Seals is that that hangs without thy Boſom ? 
Yea, look*it thou pale Ffet me ſce the Writing. 
Aum, My Lord, us nothing. 
Yor. No matter then who ſees it 
[ will be ſatisfied, let me ſee the Writing, + 
Aum, 1 do beleech your Grace to pardon me, 
It is a matter of ſmall Conſequence, 
Which for ſome Reaſons 1 would not have ſecn. 
Yor, Which for ſome Reaſons, Sir, 1 mean to ſee : 


I fear, I fear. 4 
k ado Y / 


Dut. What ſhould you fear } 
"Tis nothing bur ſome Bond. thee-h e& enter*d into 


For gay Apparcl,*againlt the Triumph. 

Yor. Boui.d to himſelf ? V Vhat doth he with a Bond 

That he. is bouud to? V Vife, thou art a Fool. 

Boy, let me {ce the Writing. 

Aum. 1 do beicech you pardon me, I may not ſhew it. 

Yor, | will be latisfid, let me ſee it, 1 ſay [ Snatches it. 

Treaſon! foul Ircatong Villain ; Traitor, Slave. 

Dat. What's the matter, my ,Lord 2 . 

Yor, Hoa, who's wich:in there ? ſaddle,my Horſe. 

Heaven for his mercy 1 what treachery is here ? 

Dur. Why, what igt ,my,- Lord ? 

Yor, Give me my Boots fay ; ſaddle my Horſe, 

Now by my Honour, mmy life, my Troth, 

I will appeach the Villain. 

Dut. What is the matter ? 

Yor. Pcace fooliſh Woman. 

Dt. | will not peaceg V Vhat is the matter, Son ? 

Au. Good pony arty content, It is no more 

Then my poor life mult anſwer. 
Dut. Thy life anſwer! Je Nt V. 

Enter Servant with Boots. 

Yoy. Bring my Boots, I will unto the King. 

Dut, Strike hims Awierle{Poor Boy, thou art 

Hence, Vitain, never more come in my ſight. 

Tor. Give me my Boots, 

Dut. Why, Tork, what wilt thou do ? 

Wilt thou not hide the treipaſs of thine own ? 

Have we more Sons ? or are we like to have ? 

[s not my teeming date drurk up with Time ? 

And wilt thon pluck my fair <on, from mine Age, | 

And rob me of a happy Mo: her's name ? t. of 

ls he not like thee ? 1s he not-thine own ? 


PE 


Yor. Thou fond mad V Vomany | 
Wilt thon conceal this dark Conſpiracy ? | 
| A dozen of them herg haye tane the Sacrament, 

And interchangeably fet their hands ] 
To kill the King at Uxford. 

” Du. He ſhall be none: 

We keep him here ; then what is that to him ? 

Yor. Away fond V Voman! where he twenty times my 
Son, I would apneach him. 

Dut. Hadſt thou groan'd for him as I have done, 
Thou wemtdit be more pittiful : 

But now I know thy mind z thou doſt ſuſpet 
That 1 nave been difloyal ro thy Bed, * 
Ard that he 1s a Baſtard, not thy Son: 
Sweet York, ſwect Husbard, be not of that mind * 
He 1s as like thee, as a man may be, 
Not like ro me, nor any of my Kan, 
And yet I love him. 
Yor, Make way, unruly VVoman/ [ Exit, 


Dut, Attcr j Awerle, Mount thee upon his Horſe, 
E e | _Spur 
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Spur poſt, and get before him to the King, 
And beg thy Pardon, ere he do accule thee, 

PIC not be long bchind ; though I be old, 

| doubt not but to ride as falt as York : 

And never will I riſe up from the ground | 

{ Till Z-#{;ngbrofiehave pardor'd thee: Awaylhegen. [Exit. 


Srana Tertra. V! 
172 door Cas Hts, 


Enter Bydlingbrok& Percty, and other Lords. 


Bull. Can no man tell of my unthrifty Son ? 
Tis fall three Months ſince I did ſee him lalt. 
If any plague hang over us, ?tis he : 
I would to Heavenzfmy Lorcs+he might be found, 
Enquire at London, *mongſt the Taverns chere : 
For there;they ſayFhe daily doth frequent, 
With unreſtrained looſe Companions, 
Even ſuchthey ſay;as ltand in narrow Lanes, 
And rgb our V Vatch, and beat our Pallcngers; - 
W hid he;fyoung wanton, and effeminate Boy3, 
Takes on the point of Honour, to ſupport 
So diſlolute a Crew. 

Per. My Lord, ſome two days ſince I ſaw the Prince, 
And told him of theſe Triumphs held at Oxford. 

Bull. And what ſaid the Gallant ? 

Per, His anſwer was j he would unto the Stews, 

And from the common'it Creature pluck a Glove 
And wear it as a Favour, and with that 
He would unhorſe the lultieſt Challenger, 

Bull. As diſſolute as deſp'rate; yer, trough both, 

I ſee ſome ſparks of bexter-hope,; which elder days 

May happily bring forth. But who comes here ? 
Enter Aumerle, 

Aum, Where is the King ? 

Bull. What means our Coulin, that he ſtares 

And looks ſo wildly ? 

Aum. God ſave your GracelI do beſeech your Majeſty 
To have ſome evade with your Grace alone. 

Bull. Withdraw your ſelves, and leave us here alone : 
What is the matter with our Couſin now ? 
Aum. For ever may my Knees grow to the Earth, 
My Tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth, 
Unleſs a Pardon, &re I riſe or ſpeak/ 
Bull. Intended or committed was this Fault ? 
If on the firſt, how hg1nous ere it be, 
To win thy after-love,l pardon th-e, 
Aum. Then give me leave that I may turn the Key, 
That no man enter till the Tale be done. 
Bull. Have thy deſire. 
Yor. My Liege, baware, look to thy ſelf, 
Thou haſt a Traitor in thy Preſence there. 
Bull. Villain, P1& make thee ſafe. 
* Aum. Stay thy revengeful hand, thou haſt no cauſe to fear. 

Yor. Open the door, ſecure ztool-hardy King : 

Shall I for love ſpzak Treaion to thy face ? 

Open the door, or 1 will break it cpen. Sump r1[- 
Enter York. , take 

Bull, What is the matterfUncle)ſpeak,veeever breath 

Tell us how near is danger, | : 

That we may arm us to encount.r It. 

Yor. Peruſe this Writing here, ard thou ſhalt know 
Theſreaſon that my halte iorbids me ſhow. 
Aum, Remember, as thou read'!t ,thy promife paſt : 

{ do repent me; read not my Name there, 
My Heart 15 not confedfrate with my Hand. 
Tor. It As eVillaing;ere thy hand ea (ct it down. 


[ York within, 


of King Richard the ſecond. 
O loyal | Father cf a treac h&rous cont lt 


Thou » immaculate, and filver Fountain, 
From wheace this ſtream, thouygh muddy paſlaggg 
Hath had his current, and dehPd himſelf, 
Thy ovcrflow of good, converts to bad, 
And thine abundaut goodneſs ſhall excuſe 
This deadly blot, in thy digreſling Son. 
Yor, So ſhall my Verrue be his Vices Bawd, 
And he ſhall ſpend mia2 Honour with his ſhame: 
| As thrifcleſs Sons their ſcraping Fathers Gold, 
Mine Honour lives, when his Diſhonour dies; | 
Or my ſhan'd life in his — : | 
Thou kilPit me in his lifeg giving him breath, 
The Traitor lives, the True man's put to death. 
—” [_ Dutcheſs withy, 
Dut, What hoa,tmy Lizge.for Hcavens ſake let mein, 
Bull. What ſhrill-vo1Cd Suppliant makes this eager cry) 
Dut, A Woman, and thine Aunt q(preat Kingy/tiy, 


Speak with me, pity me, open the door; 
A beef begs, that never begg*d before. 

- : : 
Arnd-rew-ehang!d 46the Beggar and the King: 


? 


(/{My dangerous Coulin, let yonr Mother in, 


I know the's come to pray for your foul ſin. 
' Yor, If thou do pardon, whoſoever pray, 
More ſins for this, forgiveneſs, proſper may, 
This felter*d joJnt cut cff, the reſt *efts ſound; 
This lzt alone, will all the reſt confound. 
Enter Dutcheſs. ww VIIE. 
Dut. O King, believe not this hard hearted man; 
Love, loving not it ſelf, none other can. 
Yor. Thou frantick Woman, what doſt thou make ) 
Shall thy old Dags once more a Traitor rear ? 
Dur. Sweet Yorkgbe patient, hear me gentle Liege. 
Bull. Riſe up, good Aunt. [Knees 
Dut, Not yet, I thee beſeech; 
For ever will I kneel upon my Knees, 
And never ſee day that the happy ſees, 
Till thou give joy zuntil thou bid me joy, 
By pard@ning Rutland, my tranſgreſling Boy. 
Aum, Unto my Mother”s Prayers, I bend my Knee. 
York, Againſt them both, my true Jo&nts bended be» 
- Du, Pleads he in earneſt ? Look upon his face; 
His Eyes &&erop no Tears : his Prayers are in jeaſt; 
.His words come from his Mouth, ours from our Brealt, 
He prays but faintly, and would be denyd; 
We pray with heart and ſoul, and all beſides . 
His weary Joynts would gladly riſe, I knows 
Our Knees ſhall kneel, till to the ground they growe 
His prayersare full of falſe Hyrocrilie, 
Ours of true zcal,-and deep integrity ; 
Our Prayers do out-pray his; then let them Have 
That Mercy, which true Prayers ought to have. 
Bull, Good Aunt,ſtand up. 
Dut, Nay, do not fay ſtand up, 
But pardon firſt, and afterwards itand up. 
And if I were thy Nurſe, thy Tongue to teach, 
Pardon ſhould be the firſt word of thy ſpeeeh. 
| never long'd to hear a word till now : 
Say Pardon ( King ) let pity teach thee how. 
Ford _ thor G but Not ſo ſwortas tweet, 
NowerdtttrePardon for Kings Mouths -de-mect: 
Tax..Speeitit-in-Sroneb-Citimpd ſay Revd 
Dur. Dolſt thou teach Pardon; Perdonto deities ! 
ak my ſourc Huibaud mnyberd-trearted bord, | 
jouammme nome 0:2" _ T_T ; mw_ 


I tore it from the Traitors boſom, King. LOrwmty4piicaus Hearty, plantthomthime Far, 
Fear, and not Love, begets his Penicence , | 7 - - 
Forgct tO piry [11m let thy pity Prove —APHHARReVe mae} wr pgs 
A Scrpent, that will ſting thee to the heart, Bull. Good Aunt,ſtand up. 
-Bull, Oh heinous, ſtrong, and bold Contpiracy, Dut. 1 do not ſue to ſtand, 


S———, "RC 


” a 


O— 
pardoi 


B ol 
p#t 


Few A — Rye ar TT HEE + WP -4.4 


= Ar 


is all the ſuit 1 have in hand. 


_ | pardon him, as Heaven ſhall pardon me. 


put. O nappy vantage of 2 kn-eling Kace < 
Yet am I lick for fear 5 ſpeak It againg = 
Twice ſaying Pardon, doth not pardon twain, 
gat makes One Pardon ſtrong. / 
Bull. | Pardofr him with all m7 hearr. 
Put. A God on Earth thou art. 2 
Zull, But for our trulty Brother-1n-Law, the Adoot, 
With all the reſt of that conſorted Crew, 
oeſtrution ſtreight ſhall dog them ar the heels 
Good Uncle help to order ſeveral Powers 


To Oxford, or where-&re theſe Traitors areg 


© JR IX. [Extt. 
Enter Exton ana Servant. 
Ext, Didſt thou not mark the King, what words he ſpake ? 
wrel no Friend will rid me of this living tear ? 
Was it not ſo ? 
Ser, Thoſe were his very words. i 
Ex. Have I no Friend 24quoth he ;}he (pak? It twice, 
And urg?d it twice together, did he not * 
Ser, He did. 
Ex. And ſpeaking it, he wiltly look*d on me, 
1 As who ſhall ſay, | would thou wer?t the man 
That wonld divorce this terror from my heart ; 
Meaning the King at Pomfrer « Come, let's gog | 
| 2mthe Kings Friend, and will rid his Foe. [Exm#. 


 Scana Dtarta, X. 
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Enter Richard. 


Rich. 1 have been ſtudying, how to compare 
This Priſon where I live, unto the World ; 
Andfor becauſe the World is populous, 


And here is not a Creature but my felt, G 
| cannot do it 4 yet PIE hammer*rovr: 0 72 
|My Brain, #e prove the Female to my Soul, 
My Sonl, the Facher ; and theſe two beget 
TT: of till breeding Tooughts; 


"rhall. 


And theſe fame Thonghts, People this littie World; 

In humoureglike the People of this World, 

For no Thought is contentag. The b.trer 1ort, 

& Thoughts of things Divine,Jare intermixt en 
"th Scruplez--pnd do ſet the Fara 1t ſelf w— 

Againſt the "AS thus;Come,litrle ones;and then again, 

It is as hard to come, as for a Camel 

To threfid the Poltern of a Needles eye. 

Thoughts tending to Ambition,they do plot _ 

Unlikely Wonders; how theſe vain weak Nails 

May tear a paſſage though the Flinty ribs 

Of this har4 World, my ragged Priſon Walls : 

And for they cannor, dye in their own pride. 

Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themſelves, 

That they are not the firſt of Fortunes Slaves, 

Nor {hall not be the lalt. Like filly Beggars, 

Who ſitting in the Stocks, refuge their ſhame 

That many have, and others mult fit there ; 

And in this Thought, they find a kind of caſe, 

Bearing their own Misfortune on the back 

Of ſach as have before endur®d che like. 

Thus play lin one Priſon, wany people, 

And nove contented. Sometimes am I King z, 

Then Treaſon makes me will! my ſelf a Begyar, 

And ſo 1 am. Then cruſhing Penury,. 

Perſandes me, I was better whena King ; 

hen am 1 King'd again; and by and by, 
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Think that I am un-king?d by Bulinzbrode, . | 
And [triight am nothivg,But what e're 1 am, Muſick. 
Nor 1, nor any man, that but man is, | 
With nothing ſhall be pleagd, till he be eayd | 
\Vith being nothingMulick do 1 hear ? 

Ha, ha? keep time : How ſowr ſweet Muſick is 
When time is broke, and no proportion kept 7 
SO 1S1It in the Muſick of mens lives » 


—— 


And here have | the dainitineſs of ear, 
I'o heat, time broke in a diforder*'d [tring ; 


Burt for the Concord of my State and Time, 

Had not an Ear to hear my true Time broke? 

| waſted Time, and now doth Time waſte mee 

For now hath Time made me his rumbring Clock 2 
My T houghts are Minutes; and with Sighs they jar, 
Tacir Watchzs to minz Tyes, the outward Watch; 
W hereto my Finger, like a Dials point, 

[s pointing (till, in cleanſing them from tears. 
Now, Sir, the found that tells what Hour it is, 

Are clamorous Groans, that ſtrike upon my Heart, 
W hich 1s the Bell ; ſo Sighs, and Tears, and Groans, 
Shew Minnres, Hours, and Tijmes+—O, but my Time 
Runs polting on, in BBlngbrodfi proud joy, 

While | ſtand fooling here, his Jack o't*Clock. 

T his Muſick mads me, let, ig Jound no more; 

For thongh ir have hElp*mad men to their wits, 

[a me 1t ſeems, it will make wiſe men mad e 

Yet bl ling on his heart, that gives it me / 

For *hs a 1gn of loves and 5H to Richardy 


[s a ſtrange Brooch, in thigall-hati B world, | 
Enter GToom CAXT. 
Groo. Hail, Royal Prince.! 


Rich,_Thanks; Noble Deer: | 


? 4 
W hat art theu ? and how comſt thou hither ? A 
Where no man ever comes, but that ſad Deg 
That brings me Food, to make Misfortune live? & Þ} 
Gr09. 1 was a poor Groom of thy StableFKingy , 
When hou wer*t Kirgy who travelling towfds Tork,,.. 
With much af, at length have gotten leave, wh 
To look upon my-{ ſometimes Rexaly,Maſter?s Face, 
O how ic yeagn'd my heart, when 1 beheld, { 
in Londen-Streers, that- Coronation day; 
V Vhen BuRw5$-o& rode on Roan Barbary, 
Thar Horſe, that thou ſo often haſt beſtrid* 
That Horſe, that I ſo carefully have dre 
Kich, Rode he on Barbary ? tell me, gentle Friend, 
How wenc he under him ? | 
Gyroo, So proudly, as $ nected 7; dain*d the ground., 
Rich. So proud, that hz Was On his back ; 
That Jade hath eat Bread from my Royal Ffand. 
This Hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Would he not ſtumble ? -would he not fal down 
(Since pride muſt have a fall) and break the neck 
Of that proud man, that did uſurp his back ? | 
Forgiveneſc, Horſe ! why do I rail on thee, 
Since thon, created to be aw*d by man, 
Wag born to bear ? I v:as not made a Borſe, 


And yer | bear a burthen like an Aſs,  - 
Spur-gall'd, and tyw*d by jaunting Bullet Zo 4 ©. 


Enter Keeper with a aiſh. 4 NY //. 
Keep, Tellow, give place; here is no longer ſtay, /A /. 


Rich, If thou love me, *cis time thou wer®c away. 
Gr00. What my Tongue dares not;that my Heart ſhall ſay 
[Exs, 


F 


>—_ 


Keep. My Lord, wilt pleaſe you to fall to ? 
Rich, Talte of it firſt, as thqy wer*t wont to do. 
Keep, My Lord, I dare not gf,Sit Pierce of Exton, 
Who lately came from th*King,commands the contrary, 
Rich. The DevTl take Henry of Lancaſter, andthee { 
Patience 1s ſtale, and I am weary of it, | Neahs PA 
Keep. Help, help, help/_——___ 

Enter Exton and Servants, 
R;. How now ? what means death in this rude aſſault 7 


Ee 2 Vilſain 
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Go thou and fill another Room in Hell. / # /Ae- & 2. 
[Exton ſtrikes him down. 

That Hand ſhall burn in never-quenching Fire, 

That ſtaggers thus my Perſon: Sw#9m, thy fierce Hand, 

Hath with the Kings Blood, ſtain'd the Kings own Land. 

Mount, mount my Soul/ thy Seat is up on high, : 

Whilſt my groſs fleſh ſinks downward here to del Pri 

Exton. As full of Valouy as of Royal Blood; 

Both havel ſpilt : Oh,would the deed were good, 

For now the Devil that told me 1 did well, 

Says, that this Deed is chronicled in Hell. 

This dead King to the living King PlCbear; 


Take hence the reſt y and give them burial here. [Fxit. 


Scena Sttntn. X VII. 
' F / | 
Flouriſh. Enter eitrradi® york, with other 


Lords and Attendants. 
ond 


Bull, Uncle York, the lateſt News we hear, 
Is that the Rebels have conſun'd with Fire 
Our Town of C:c<er in Gloucesterſhire; 
But whether they be tane or ſlain, we hear not. 
| Enter Northumberland. 
Welcome, my Lord : what is the News? 

Nor. Firſt tothy Sacred State wiſh I all happineſs; 
The next News 1s, I have to £9949 ſent 
The Heads of Salkbury, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent : 
,The manner of their taking may appear 
At large diſcourſed-in this Paper hcre. 

Bull. We thank thee, gentle Perceyfor thy pains, 
And to thy Worth will add right worthy Gatos. 

Enter Fitz-watere. 

Fitz. My Lord, I have from Oxford ſent to London, 
The Heads of Broccas, and Sir Bennet Seely,; 
Two of the dangerous conſorted Traftors, 
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plain, thine own hand yields thy deaths Inſtrument {4 


eatery = /1 


| | hate the Murthfrer, love him murthered, 


| 


That ſought at Oxford thy dire overthrow. is © we. 


Bull. Thy pains, F:1z-waters, ſhall not bz forgor., 

Right Noble is thy Merit, well | wot. 
Enter Percy and Carlife. 

Per. The grand Conſpirator, Abbur of WI eſt minſter 
With clog of Conſcience, and ſower Melanchoffy, : 
Hath yiclded up his Body to the Grave : 

Bur here Is Carlite, living to abide 
Thy Kingly doom, and ſentence of his pride. 

Bull. Carlfe, this is your doom : 

Chuſe out ſome ſecrct place, ſomT reverend Room 
More than thou halt, and with it joy thy{#K : &# © 
So as thou liv?*lt in peace, dye free from ſtrife,s 
For though mine Enemy thou halt ever been, 
High ſparks of Honour in thee have Iſeen. 

Enter Exton with a Coffm. 

Exton, Great King, within this Coffin I preſeat 
Thy burggd fear. Herein all breathleſs lies 
The miFhrielt of thy greateſt Enemies, 

Richard of Bourdeaux by me hither brought. 

Bull, Extong-thank thee not; for thon haſt wrought 
A Deed of Sla with thy fatal Hand, 

Upon my Head, and all this famous Land. 

Ex. From your own Mouth, my Lord, didI this Deed, 

Bull. They love not Pogſon, that do Pogſon need; 
Nordol thee z thoughlI did with him dead; 


The Guilr of Conſcience take thou for thy labour, 
Bur neither my Good Word, nor Princcly Favour, 
With Catz go wander through the ſhade of night, 
And ncver ſhew thy head by day, mor light, 
Lords, | proteſt my Soul is full of Wog, 

Thar Blood ſhould ſprinkle me, and make me grow, 
Come mourn with me, forFhart I do lament, © 
And pur on ſullen black incontinent : 

PlEmake a Voyage to the Holy-land, 

To waſh this Blood off from my Guilty Hand, 
March ſadly after, grace my Mourning hcre, 
la weeping er Lhis untimely Beer. [Exeun, 
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Enter the King, Lord John of Lancaſter, Earl 
of Welitmerland, w:th others. 


King. 


O ſhaken as we are, ſo wan with Care, 
Find we atime for frighted Peace to pant, 


No more the thirlty 
Shall dab her 11ps with her own Childrens blood : 
No more ſha!l trenching War channel her Fields, 
Nor bruiſe her Flowrers with the armed Hoofs 
Of Hoſtile Paces. Thoſe oppoſed Eyes,.H 15 
Which like the Meteors of a troubled Heaven, 
Al of one Nature, of one Subſtance bred, 
Did lately meet in the inteſtine ſhock, 
And furious cloſe of civil Butchery, 
Shall now in mutual well-beſeeming Ranks 
March all one way, aud be no more oppos*d 
azainſt Acquaintance, Kindred, and Allies, 
The edge of War, like an il|-ſheathed Knife, 
No more ſhall cut his Maſter, Therefore, Fricnds, 
c far as to the Sepulchre of Chrilt, 
(Whoſe Souldier now, under whoſe bleſſed Croſs 
Weare impreſled, and engag'd to fight 
rorthwith a Power of Engliſh ſhall we levy.; 
Whoſe Arms were moulded in their Mother's Womb, 
Tochaſe theſe Pagans, in theſe holy Fields, 
Over whoſe Acres walk*d thoſe bleſſed feet 
Whichfourteen hundred years ago were rail'd 
For our advantage on the bitter Croſs. 
But this our purpoſe is a Twelvemonth old, 
Ard bootleſs ?ris to tell you we will go : 
Therefore we meet not now., Then let me hear 
Of yowmy gentle Couſin Weſtmorland, 
What yeſternight our Council did decree, 
ln forwarding this dear Expedience. 
Weſt. My Liege z This haſte was hot ia queſtion, 
And many limits of the Charge ſet down 
Bur yeſternight: When all athwart there came 
A Poſt from Wales, loaden with heavy News; 


And breathe ſhort winded accents of new Broils, 
To be commenc'd in afar remote of &o 
of this Sox, ©7757 24 


Whoſe worſt was, That the Noble Mortimer, 
Leading the men of Herefordſhire to fight 
Againſt the irregular and wild Glendower, 

Was by the rude hands of that Welſhman taken; 
Aud a thouſand of his People butchered : 

Upon whoſe dead Corps there was ſuch miſuſe, 
Such beaſtly, ſhameleſs transformation, 

By thoſe Welſhwomen done, as may not be 


4Without much ſhame>re-told or ſpoken of, 
King. It ſeems then, that the ridings of this Broil, 


Brake off our buſineſs for the Holy Land, 
ſt. Thismarchr, with other like 

Far Mere uneven and unwelcome News . - 

Came from the North, and thus it did report : 

On Holy-Rood day, -the gallant Hotſpur there, 

Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 

Thar ever-valiant and appproved Scor, 

At Holmedon 48% <herethey-did ſpent 

A fad and bloody hour : 

As by diſcharge of their Artillery 

And ſhape of likelihood, the News was told : 

For he that brought them, in the very Heat 

And pride of their Contention, did take Horſe, 

Uncertain of the iſlue any way. 

King. Here isa dear and true induſtrious Friend, 
Sir Welter Blunt, new lighted from his Horſe, 
Staind with the variation of each Sop1, 

Betwixt thatHolmedon, and this Seat of ours : 

And he hath brought us ſmooth and welcome News, 

The Earl of Dowglas is diſcomfited, 

Ten thouſand bold Scors, two and twenty Knights, 

BalkÞin their own blood did Sir Walter ſee 

On Holmgdo:s Plains. Of Priſoners, Horſpur took 

Mor ake! arl of Fife, and eldeſt Son 

My obcaten Dowelas, and the Earlgef Athol, 
f Marry, Angus, and Menteith, 

And is not this an Honourable Spopl 

A gallant Prize ? Ha, Couſin, is it not 


2 
H4j A Conquelt for a Prince to or {i 


In envy,.that my lord Northumberland 
Should be the Father of ſo bleſt a Son ; 


£ <3 
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z my gracious Lord; 


{4 Faith ins 


King, Yea, there thou mak'ſt me ſad, and mak'ſt me ſin 


y 


| | my. derzand by and by inas higha flow as the ridf 
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A Son, who is the Theam of Honour*s T ongue j 
Amongſt a Grove, the very ſtreightelt Plant, 
Who is ſweet Fortune's Minion, and her pride : 
\WhiPſt 1 by looking on the Praiſe of him, 
Sec Rxot and Diſhonour ſtain the Brow 
Of my young Harry. O thatit couldbe prov'd, 
That ſonic Night-tripping Fayry had exchang'd, 
In Cradle cloaths, our Children where they lay» 
And cali'd mine Percy, his Plantagenet ; 
Then would I have his Harry, and he mine + , 
But let him from my thoughts. What think you CoZzE/7 
Of this young Percig's Pride ? The Priſoners, 
Which he in thisAdventure hath ſurpriz'd, 
To his own uſe he keeps, and ſends me word 
I ſhall have none but Adordake Earl of Fife. 

Weſt. This is his Uncles teaching, This 1s Worceſter, 
Malevolent to you in all Aſpects ; 
Which makes him pfuJc himſelf, and briſtle up 
The creſt of Youth againſt your Dignity. _ 

Kino. But I have ſent for him to anſwer this ; 
And for this cauſe a while we mult neglect 
Our holy purpoſe to Fernſalem. : 
Couſin, on Wedneſday next, our Council we will hold 
vt Windſor, ſo inform the Lords; : 
But come your ſelf with ſpeed to us again; 
For more is to be ſaid, and to be done, 
Than out of anger can be uttered. 


Weſt. 1 will, my Liege. [Execunt. 
Scena Serunua. > © » 
An Aprar ment of FH SRH COS 


buter Aznry Prince of Wales, Sir Jolin Fal- 
ſtaff, +wwRems. 


Fal. Now, Hal, what time of day is it, Lad ? 

Prinee, Thou art ſo fat-witted with drinking -e&old 
Sack, and ynbuttoning thee after Supper, and ſleeping 
upon Benches in the afrernoon, that thou haſt forgotten to 
demand that truly, which thou wouldſt truly know. What 
a devil haſt thou to do with the time of the day ? unleſs 
Hours were Cups of Sack, and Minutes Capons, and 
Clocks the Tongues of Bawds, and Dials the Signs of 
Leaping-houſes, and the bleſſed Sun himſelf a fair hot 
Wench in Flame-coloured Taffarazl ſee no reaſon why thou 
ſhouldit be ſo ſuperfluous, todemand the time of the day. 

Fal. Indeed you c4me near me now, Hal. For we that 
take Purſes, go by the Moon and ſeven Stars, and not 
by Phebus, he, that wandring Knight fo fair. And1I 
pray thee, ſweet Wag, when thou art Kingy-as God 
ſave thy Grace,(Majeity I ſhould ſay, for Grace thou 
wilt have none} — — — 

Prince. What .! none ? 

Fal. N A 40 as will ſerve to be Prologue to an 
Egg and Butter. 

Prince. Well, how then ? Come, roundly, roundly. 

Fal. Marry then, ſweet Wag, when thou art King, 
let not us that are Squires of the Nights-body, be cal'd 
Thieves of the days B&vty. Let us be Diana's Forelt- 
ers, Gentlemen of the Shade, Minions of the Moon ; and 
let men ſay, we be men of good Government, being go- 
verned as the Sea is, by our noble and chaſt Miltreis the 
Moon, under whoſe countenanceaye ſteal, 

Prince, Thou ſay*It well, and it holds well too ; for the 
Fortune of us that are the Moons men, doth ebb and flow 
like the Sca, being governcd as the Sea is, by the Moon : 
as for proof, Nowza Purſe of Gold moſt reſolutely ſnatch'd 


on Monday night, and moſt ” PI ſpent on Tueſday 
morning ; got with ſwearing, And ſpent with cry- 
ing.Bring in: Now in as low an ebb, as the foot of the Lad- 


Fal., Thou fay'ſt true, Lad : And is not mF Hoſteſs of 
the Tavern a moſt ſweet Wench ? 


of the Gallows 4 the Deyil. 


Prince, As t&the Honey'r old Lad of the Caſtl& 17, 
is not a Buff Terkin a molt ſweet Robe of durance ? 


Fl. tow, ftow 5 how now,mad Wag ? What, in th 
quips and thy quiddities ? What a Plague have [ to & 
with a Buff TJerkin ? 

Prixce, Why, what a Pox have I todo with my Hoſes 
of the Tavern ? 

Fal, Well, thou haſt calPd her to a reckohing many 
a time and off, 

Price. Dic 1 ever call thee 4er-to pay thy part ? 

Fal. No, Pl&give thee thy due, thou haſt paid all there 
| Prince. Yeaand elſewhere, ſo far as my Copn would 
ſtretch, and where it would not, I haveugd my Credit 

Fal. Yea, and ſo us'd it, that were it,here apparent, 
that thou art Heir apparent—But I prythee ſweet Wag 
ſhall there be Gallows itanding in England when thou art 
King ? and Reſolution thus fobb'd as it is, with the 
curb of old Father Antick the Law ? Do not thou when 
thou art a King, hang a Thief. 

Prince, No; thou ſhalt. 

Fl. Shall I? O rare / PlÞ be a brave Judge. 

Frince, Thou judgelſt falſe already; | mean, thou ſhalt 
have the hanging of the Thieyes, and ſo become a rate 
Hangman. 

Fl. Well, Hal, well ; and in ſome fort it jumps with 
my humour, as well as waiting in the Court, I can tell you, 

Prince. For obtaining of Suits ? 

F4l. Yea, for obtaining of Suits, whereof the Hang. 
man hath no lean Wardrobe.,' am as Melancholy azz 
Gyb-Cat, or a lugg*d Bear. 

Prin, Or an old Lion, or a Lovers Lute. 

Fal. Yea, or the Drone of a Lincolnſhire Bagpipe. 

Prin, W hat ſay'ſt thou to a Hare, or the Melanchollyof 
Moor-Ditch ? 

Fal. Thou haſt the moſt unſavoury ſimiles,and art indeed 
the moſt{&mparative raſcalleſt, ſweet young Prince-But, 
Hal, 1 prythee trouble me no more with vanity; I would 
thou and 1 knev,, wherea Commodity of good Names were 
to be bought : an old Lord of the Council rated me the 
other day in the ſtreet about you, Sir ; but I mark'd him 
not, and yet he talk*d very wiſely, ; 

: , A 
Prince, Thou didſt well o mafi regards It, 

Fal. O, thou halt damnablatter;frion, and art indeeds- 
ble to corrupt a Saint. Thou haſt done much harm unto 
me, Hal, God forgive thee for it! Before I knew thee, Ha, 
I knew nothing ; and now I amFif a man ſhould ſpeak truly 
little better than one of the, wickgd. I muſt give overthis 
life, and I will give it over,an&g1 do nor, lam a Villain, 
['ICbe damned for never a Kings Son in Chriſtendom. 

Prin. Where ſhall we take a Purſe to morrow, Jack 

Fal.. Where thou wilt, Lad, make one ; ang I do 
not, call me Villain, and baffle me. 

Prin, I ſeea good amendment of life in thee y From 
Praying, to Purſe-taking. 

Fal. Why, Hal, *tis my Vocation, Hal. ?Tis.no fin for 
a man to labour in his Vocation — :1:S.— /ceme 1 

Poin. Now ſhall we know if Gaas-hill have ft 2 
Match. O, if men were to be ſaved by merit, what hole 
in Hell were hot enough for him ? This is the molt om- 


Prin, Good morrow, Ned. 
Por, Good morrow, ſweet Hal. What ſays Monliew 
Remorſe ? What ſays Sir John Sack and Sugar Jack 
How agrecs the Devil and thes about thy Soul, that thou 
{oldeſt him on Good- Fryday faſt, for a Cup of Madera 
and a cold Capons leg ? 
Prin. Sir Jchn ſtands to his word, the Devil ſhall have 
his Bargain, for he was never yet a Breaker of ProverÞs3 
He will grve the Devil his due. 
Poin. Then art thou damn'd for keeping thy word with 


nt it r&cr, 199, 4 . Hy Shel 
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nipotent Villain, that ever cryed, Stand, to a true mat 


Prin. Elſe he had been damn'd for cozening the Devil. 
Poin. But, my Lads, my Lads, to morrow morning, Þ) 


{our 


XF Thes is a proof Hat the hare of S* John. Ho Ges kts iloo0 frl — Plus ——— 
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T he firſt Part of King Henry tbe Fourth. 


ock early at Gads-hil:;there are Pilgrims going to 
Ro with Yich Offerings, and Traders riding tO 
London with fat Purſes. I have Vizards for you all ; you 
| -zve Horſes for your ſelves: Gads-h1ll Jyes to night in Ro- 
cheter, 1 have beſpoke Supper to morrow 1n Eaſtcheap 5 
we may do it as ſecure as ileep: if you will go, I will ſtail 
your Purſes full of Crowns ; if you will not, tarry at home 
and be hang'd. ; 

Fal. Hear yeYedward, if Itarry at home, and go not, 
Tri hang you for going, 

Poin, You will, Chops: 

Fal. Hal, Wilt thou make one ? < W- 

Prin, Who, I rob? I a Thief ? not I. &y 

Fa. There's neither honeſty,manhood,nor good fellow- 
hip in thee; agg thou canVlt not of the Blood Royal, if 
thou dart noh ftdncyfor ten Shillings. 

Prin. Well then, once in my days P1E be a mad-cap. 

Fl. Why, that's well ſaid. | 

Pring Wet pome what will, I*|Etarry at home. 

j bf 'e a Traitor then, when thou art King, 

Prin, I care not. 

Porn, Sir John, I prgthee, leave the Prince and me a- 
lone;l will lay him down ſuch Reaſons for this Adventure, 
thar he ſhall go. 

Fal. Well,mayſt thou have the ſpirit of Perſkaſion ; and 
he the Ears of profiting that what thou ſpeakElt, may 
movey and what he hears may be believed; that the true 
Prince may,t for recreation ſake prove a falſe Thiet ; tor 
the poor abuſes of the time, want countenance. FareweR, 
you thall find me in Eaſt-cheap. 

Prin. Fareweh thewlatter Spring/ Farewel Allhalown 
Summer; [Exit Fal. 

Poin, Now, my good ſweet honey Lord, ride with us to 
morrow. I have 2 jealt to,c e,that I cannot manage a- 
lone, Falſtaff, 5 3A and Gads-bill, ſhall r ob 
thoſe men thar we have already way-laid; your ſelf and I 
will not be there ; and when they have the Booty, it 
youand 1 da not rob them,cur this Head from my Shoulders. 

Prin, But how ſhall we part wich them in ſetting forth ? 

Poin, Why, we will ſet forth before or after them, and 
2ppoint them a place of meeting, whereinit is at our plea- 
ſure to fail ; and then will = | a upon the Exploit 
themſelves, which they have no fooner atchieved,but we'll 
ſet upon thei. | 
Prin Aqbut tis like that they will know us by our Horſes,b 
our Habirs,and by every otherAppointment to be our folk. 

Pry. Tut, our Horſes they ſhall not ſee, 1Ertye them 
inthe wood 3 our Vizards we will change after we leave 
them; and,Sirrah,l have Caſes of Buckram for the nonce, 
to immask our noted outward Garments. 

Prin, ButI doubt they will be too hard for us. 

Poin. Well, for two of them, I know them to be as true 
bred Cowards as ever turn'd. back; and for the third, if 
be hight longer than he ſees Reaſon, PlEforſwear Arms. 
The vertue of this Jealt will be, the incomprehenſible lies 
chat thiSTat Rogue will tell us, when we meet at Supper z 
how thirty at leaſt he fought with, what wards, what 
blows, what extremities he endured z and in the reproof 
of =, hes the Jealſt. 

P14, Well, PlEgo with thee; provides all things ne- 
cellary, ard meet pac to morrow night in Eaftcheap, there 
PI8 ſup. Farewel! / 

Pom, Farewel, my Lord. [Exit Poins, 

Prin, I know you all, and will a while» uphold 
The unyoak*d Humour of your Idleneſs ; 

Yet herein will 1 imitate the Sun, 

Who doth permit the baſe contagious Clouds 
To ſmother up his Beauty from the World ; 
That when he plcaſe again to be himſelf, 

ng wanted, he may be more wondred at, 
By breaking through the foul and ugly Miſts 
Of Vapours, that did ſeem to ſtrangle him. 
If all the year were playing Holidays, 

To ſport, would be as tedious as to work 3 


But when they ſeldom come, they wiſht-for:come, 
And nothing pleaſeth but rare Accidents. 

So when this looſe Behaviour I throw off, 
And pay the debt I never promiſed ; 

By how much better than my Word I am, 

By ſo much ſhall I falſifie mens Hopes7 | 
And,like bright Metal on a fullen grougy 

My Reformation glittering o're my Fault 
Shall ſhew more goodly, and attract more Eyes, 
Than that which hath no foyl to ſet it off. 
ICſo offend, to make Offence a kill, 
Redeeming time, when men think lealt I will, 


Exit 


Scena_Tertia. 
The Satlace 
Enter the King, Northumberland, Worceſter, Hot- 
ſpur, S:r Walter Blunt, and others. 


King. My blood hath been too cold and temperate, | 
Unapr to ſtir at theſe Indignities; 

And you have found me; for accordingly, 

You tread upon my Patience : But be ſure, 

| will from henceforth rather. be my ſelf; 

Mighty, and to be fear'd, tH&& my condition, 

Which hath been ſmooth as Oyl, ſoft as young Down, 
And therefore loſt tha Title of Reſpect, 

W hich the proud pere pays, but to the proud, | 
Wor, Our Houleytmy Soverggn Liege little deſerves 
The ſourge. of Greatneſs to be uſed on it, 

And that [5g Greatneſs too, which our own hands 


Have help'to make ſo portly. 
Nor. It 4. 
0 


K Ing. reefter,get thee gone ; for I do ſte 
Danger and Diſobedience in thine Eye. 
O Sir, your Preſence is too bold and peremptory, 
And Majeſty might never yet endure 
The moody Frontier of a Servant brow, 
You have good leave to leave us. When we need 
Your uſe and counſel, we ſhall ſend for you. ( Ex: Wore - 
You were about to ſpeak. o Apr MM. ) 

North. Yes, my good Lord. 
Thoſe Priſoners in your Highneſs Name demanded, 
Which ZZarry Percy here at Holmedon took, 


Werejtas he ſays not with ſuch ſtrength deny'd "| 


As was delivered to your WES 
Mho-otmer-thronh envy, or miſpriſion, 


Ws guilty of this fault z and not my Son. 

ot, My Liege, I did deny no Priſoners. 
But, I remember when the fight was done, 
When I was dry with Rage, and extream Toyl, 
Breathleſs, and faint, leaning upon my Sword; 
Came there a certain Lord, neat and& trimly dreſt ; 
Freſh as a Bride-groom, and his Chin new reap} 
Shew'd like a ſtubble Land at Harveſt home. 
He was perfumed like a Millicer, 
And *®twixt his Finger and his Thumb, he held 
A Pouncet Box: whichever and anon 
He gave his Noſe, 2 


VWhe<kercwiih-angrywhon+-nexmeametiern 
Feok-i-ia-Saute And ſill he ſmiPd and talk'd j 
And as the Soldiers bare dead bodies by, 

He calPd them untaught Knaves, Unmannerly, 
To bring a llovenly,unhandſome Coarſe 

Betwixt the wind, and his Nobility. 

With many Holiday and Lady terms 

He queſtion'd me : Among the reſt, demanded 
My Priſoners, in your Majeſties behalf. 

l,then, all-ſmarting with my wounds being cold, 
fTo be ſo peſtered with a Popingayp, * 

Out of my grief, and my impatience, 
Anſwerdeneglectingly31 know not whats 

He ſhould or ſhould not ; For he made me mad, 


| To ſee him ſhine fo brisk, and ſmell fo ſweet, 


And 
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And talk fo like a Waiting-Gentlewoman, 

Of Guns, and Drums, and Wounds(God fave the mar) 
And telling me, the Soverfgwlt thing on Earth 
Was Parmacity, for an inward Brute ; 

And that it, was great pity, ſo it was, 

That Villhous Salt-peter ſhould be digg?d 

Out of the Bowels of the harmleſs Earth, 
Which many a good, tall Fellow had deſtroy'd 
So cowardly: And but for theſe vile Guns, 

He would himſelf have _ We , 
This bald, unjointed Chat of his&kmy Lordcy, 
ary adyurns indirectly;(es [| ſaid J; 

And I beſeech you, let not this Report 

Come currant for an Accuſation, 

Betwixt my Love and your high Majcſty. 

Blunt. The Circumſtance conſidered, good my Lord, 

W hat ever Harry Percyg then had faid, 
To ſuch a perſon, and in ſuch a place, 
At ſuch atime, with all the reſt retold, 
May reaſonably die, and never riſe 

To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
W hat then he ſaid, ſo he unſay it now. 

King. Whyyert he doth deny his Priſoners, 
But with Proviſo and Exception, ROE 
That we at our own Charges ſhall ranſom {tra 
His Brother-in-Lawthe fooliſh Adortimer, 
W ho,fen my SouBjhath wilfully betra%yd 
The lives of thoſe, that he did lead to Fight, 
Againſt the great Magician, damn'd Glendower, 
Whoſe Daughter,fas we hear};the Earl of March 
Hath lately marrifd. _ our wn then 
Be emprtigd, to redeem a Traitor home ! 
Shall —_— Treaſon ? and indent with Fears, 
When they have loſt and forfeited themſelves ? 
No; on the barren Mountains let him ſtarve; 
For I ſhall never hold that man my Friend, 
Whoſe Tongue ſhall ask me for one penny coſt 
To ranſom home revolted Aortimer, 

Hot. Revolted Mortimer ? 
He never did fall off, my Soverſign Liege, 
| But by the Chance of War; to prove that true, 
Needs no more but one Tongue—For all thoſe Wounds, 
Thoſe mouthed Wounds, which valiantly he took, 
When on the gentle Severn*s Sedgie Bank, 
in ſingle oppolition hand to hand, 
He did contound the beſt part of an hour 
In changing hardiment with great Glendower : 
Three times they breath*d,and three times did they drink 
| Upon "agreement of {wift Severr”s Flood ; 
Who then affrighted with their Bloody looks, 
Ran fearfully among the m_— Recds, 
And hid his criſped-head in&hollow Bank, 
Blood-ſtained with theſe valiant Combatants. 
Never did baſe, and rotten policy 
Colour her working with ſuch deadly wounds ; 
Nor never could the noble Aortimer 
Receive ſo many, and all willingly « 
[Then let him not be flander?d with Revolt. ""H 
King. Thou do'lt belye him, Perey, thoude# belye him ; 
He never did encounter with Glendower ; 
he durlt as well have met the Devil alone, 


As Owen Glendower for an Enemy. they howr, ST) 
Art then not atham'd ? Bur, Sieeall onceforth 4 
Let me not hear you ſpeak of Mortimer. 

Send m2 your Priſoners with the ſpeedieſt means, 

Or you ſhall hear in ſuch a kind from me 

As will diſpleaſe youdty Lord Northumberland 

We licenſe your departure with your Son, 

Send us your Priſoners,or you'll hear of it. [Exit King, 
Hot. And if the Devil come and rqar for them, 

I will not ſe1d them. I will after ſtrexhe 

And tell him fo; for I will caſe my Heart, 

Although it be with hazard of my Head. 


Nor. What ? drunk with Cholter?ſtay and pauſe a while, 


Here comc 
Hot, Sp22 

Yes, I will 131 
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in his behal}, L | &'- Veins, 

And ſhed my 4: top by Crop He duſt, 

But I will lifc ; [41h /Aortimer 

As high Ptin this unthankful King, 

As this ingrate a..d cankred Belinbrrke. | 
Nor. Brother, the King 12th made your Nephew mad 
IVor. Who ftrook this heat vp after I was gone ? 
Hot. He will ftoricorhy;have all my Priſoners : 

And when I urzg*d the Ranſom once again 

"Of my Wives Brother, then his check lookd pale, 

And on my Face he turwd an Eye of death, 

Trembling even at th2 Name of /4ortamer. 

Wor. I cannot blame him ; was he not proclain'd, 

By Richard that dead is, the next of Blood ? 

Nor. Fe was: I heard the Proclamation; 

And then it was, when the unhappy King 

(Whoſe wrongs in us God pardon) did ſet forth 

Upon his 1r:þ Expedition ; 

From whence, he intercepted, did return 

To be depos'd, and ſhort] - murthered. 

Wor. And for whoſe death, we in the worlds wide 
Live & ſcandaliz*d, and fouily ſpoken of. (month 
Hot. But ſoft, I pray you ; did King Kichard then 

Proclaim my Brother Mortimer, as Cawf i le. 

Heir to the Crown ? 

Nor. He did,” my ſelf did hear it. 
Hot. Nay then I cannot blame his Couſin King, 

That wiſt'd him on the barren Mountains ſtary'd. 

Bur ſhall ir be, that you that ſet the Crown . 

Upon the Head of this forgetful Man, 

And for his ſake wfe the deteſted Blot 

Of murt$erous Subornations ? ſhall it be, 

That you a world of Curſes undergo, 

Being the Agents, or baſe ſecond Means, 

The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather } 

O pardon, #*that I deſcend fo low, 

o ſhew the Line, and the Predicament 

Whercin you range under this ſubtle King) 

Shall it for ſhame, be ſpoken in theſe days, 

Or fill up Chronicles in time to come, 

That men of your Nobility and Power, 

Di&afgethem both in an unjuſt behalt 3 

(As both of you, God pardon it, have done) 

To put down Richard, that ſwcet lovely Roſe, 

And plant this Thorn, this Canker Bellingbrol? 

And hall it in more ſhame be further ſpoken, 

That you are fooPd, diſcarded and ſhook off 

By him, for whom theſe Shames ye underwent ? 

No; yet time ſerves, wherein you may redeem 

Your baniſh*d Honours, and reſtore your ſelves 

Into the good thoughts of the world again. 

Revenge the jeering and diſdain'd Contempt 

Of this proud King, who itudies day and night 

To anſwer all the Debt he owes unto you, 

Even with the bloody Payments of your deaths : 

Therefore I ſay 
Wor, Peace, Couſin, ſay no more. 

And now I will unclaſp a ſecret Book, 

And to your quick conveying Diſcontents, 

PlC read you Matter, deep and dangerous; 

As full of peril and adventurous Spirit, 

As to ofre-walk a Current, roaring loud, 

On the unſtedfaſt footing of a Spear. 

Hot, IfA6 fall in, good night, or fink or ſwim : 

Send danger from the Eaſt unto the Welt, 

So Honour croſs itr from the North to South; 

And let them grapple 9'The Blood more ſtirs 

Torotze a Lyon, than to ſtart a Hare. 

Nor. Imagination of ſome great Exploit, 

Drives him beyond the bounds of Patience: 


* Urceſter, 


Hot. 
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Hot. By Heaven, methinks it were an eafie leap, Ms Brothers death at Briſtob, the Lord Scroep. 
To pluck bright Honour from the pale-tac'd Moong | ipeak not this in eſtimation, 

Or dive into the bottom of the deep, As whart I chink might be, but what I know 
Where Fadom-line could never touch the ground, ls ruminatcd, plotted, and ſer down, 

And pluck up drowned Honour by the Locks : And onely ſtays but to behold the face 

& he chat doth redeem her thence, might wear Ot that occation that ſhall bring ir on. 
Without Co-rival, all her Digntties a Hor. 1 fmcll it: 

Byr out upon This halt-fac*d Fellowſhip. pon my life, it will do wendrews well. 

Wor. He apprehends a world of F1gures here, Nor. Before the game's a foor, thou ſtill letrſt ſlip, 
But not the Form of what he ſhould arrend « Hut. Hy, it cannot chooſe but bea noble Plorz 
Good Couſin give me audience for a while, And then the Pover of Scorland, and of Tok. 

To joyn with Aortwmer; Ha. 

Hot, 1 cry you mercy. Wor. Aid fo they ſhall. - 

Wor. Thoſe fame Noble Scots Hat: In faithyit is excecdingywell ainrd. 
That are your Priſoners... pn Wor. And tis no little Reaſon bids us ſpeed, 

Hot. mL keep them all. To fave our Heads, by railing of a Head : 
By Heaven, he ſhall nor have a Scot of them : For,. bcar our ſelves as even as we can, 

No, if a Scot would ſave his Soul, he ſhall noty The King wiltal ays think him in our dcbt, 
p16 keep them, by this Hand. And think we hk our ſelves unſatishgd, 

ter. You ſtart away, Till he hath found a time to pay us hone. 
And lend no ear unto my Purpoſcs. And ſee already, how he doth begin 
Thoſ: Priſoners you ſhall keep. To make us ſtrangers to his looks of love. 

Hit. Neg, I will; that's flat : Her. He does, he does; well be reveng*d on him. 
He faid he would not Ranſom Afortimer : Wor. Coulia, farewels. No further go in this, 
Forbad my Tongue to ipcak of Mortimer; Than I by Lztters ſhall dircCt your courſe ; 

But [will fiad him when he hes alleep, W hen time is rip2, which will be ſuddenly, 

Ard in his Ear P1&holtla, Aortimer! IE itcal to Glendower, and loyd Mortimer, 

Nay, PIC ve a Starling4haltbexaught to ſpcak here you, and_Dowelas, and our Powers at once; 
Nothing but Aſor1zmer, and give it him, ASI will fathion it) ſhall happily meet, 

To keep his anger {till in motion. o bear our Forttnes in our own ſtrong Arms, 


Wor. Hear you, Coulin ; A word. W hich now we hold at much nncertainty. 


Het, All Studies here I folemnly defie, Nor, Fareweli, good Brother; we ſhall thrive, I traſt, - 
Gave how to gall and pinch this Belinobrodly : Hot, Uncle, adicu? O let\Hours be ſhort, E 
ſport.CExinþ/— 


And that fame Sword and Buckler Prince of Wales, Till helds, and blows,and groans applaud our 
Bc that T think his Father loves him not; Is: 
Aid would bg glad he met with ſome Miſchance, 
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| would have popſon'd-his with a,pot of Ale. . 

Wor. Fardiigh, Kinſman : 182calk to you Afttus Secundus. Scena Prima. 

When you are,tc <r2d to attend. An. Jnm. ar-. Aus ber 
Nor, Why what a waſp-tongu'd and impatient Fool Enter a Carrier, with a Lanthorn in his hand, 

Art thou, to break into this Womans mood, US 

Tying thine Ear to no Tongne bur thine own ? 1. Czr. Heigh ho, ant be not four by the day PI& be 
Hi, Why look you,l am whipt and ſcourg?d with rodsy | hang'd. Ch.ics warn is over the new Chimney, and yer 

Newed, and {ſtung with Piſmiges, when | hear our Horſe not packt. W hat, Oftler 7 IT 

Of this vile Politician Bellingbrolte : Off. Anon, anon. 2 

In Richar@; time + W hat de'ye call the place 2— 1. Car. 1 prythee Tom, beat CatsSaddle, put # few 

A plague upowr it is in Gloceſter-{hire avoo—_ Flocks in the Point ; The poor Jade is wrung in the Wi 

'I was where the madcap Dake his Uncle kept ——— thers, out of all eefs. Ea SC» 

tis Uncle Torkg-where | firſt bowd my Knee Enter another Carrier. 

Unto theKing of Smiles, this Bd/:z7brolle:: | 2. Can. Pcaſ; and Beansare asdank here as 4 Dog, attd 

When you and he came back from R.venſpurs, ch8"is the next way to give poor Jades the Bots : Phis 
Nor, At Barkley Caſtle. Houle is turntd uptide down, lince Roben4heOltler digd. 
Het, You ſay true : 1. Car. Poor fellow never joy*d ſince the price of Oats 

Why what a gaudy deal of Clrteſic [ | roſe, it was the death gf him. } 

This fawiing Gray-bonnd thendid proffer me. 2. Car, | think this g the molt Villanons Houſe in all 

Lookwhen his intant Fortune came to age; _ London road for Fleas: PL We on a Tench. 

ind gentle #7.:r7y Pcreyand kind Couſin + ti, Car. Like a Tench®, There nee a King m Chrt- 

©, the Devil take ſuch Cczcnersz-God forgive me+—— | itendom, could be better bir, than I have becu ſince the 

Good Uncle tell your rale, for 1 have done. arſt Cock. | 
Wor. Nay, it yeu have not, to'r again, 2. Car, Why, L..- FO us ne%er 4 Jourden, ard 

Well Itay your leifure. HL - then we leak tn var Chimney : And your Chaniber-lye 
Hur. | have done, infoeth. U <4 4 P, breeds Fleas like a Loach. a 
Wer. Then once merets your Scottiſh Priſoncrs. 1. Car, What, Oftler, cone away, aid be hang%d 

Deliver them up wichout their Ranſom irBke, come away: | 

And make the Dowol.zs Son your onely mean 2. Car, | have a Gammon of Bacon, ard two razes of 

ror Powers in Scot ind, Which for divers Reaſons Ginger, £9 Fe delivered as far as Charing-croſs. 

Which I ſhall ſend you written, be aſſir'd 1. Car. , The Turkies in my Panniers are quite ſtarved. 

Will catily be grantedwon, my Lord, What Olftler # a plague on thee,* halt thou never an eye 

our S011 1n Scorfzrd being thus employ"d,) in thy head ? canlt not hear? and 'twere not as good a; 

Shall ſecretly inthe boſom creep ; / dced as rink, to break the pate of thee, Iam avery Vil! 

Of that ſame noble Prelate, well beloy'd, Iain. Come and be hang'd, haſt no faith in thee ? 

The Arch-Biſhop. Enter Gads-hill. | 
Hot, G& Yuh, it not ? G:4. Good morrow, Carriers. What's a Clock ? | 
Wer. True, whe bears hard C.rr. 1 think it be two a Clock. | | 

] ; Gad. | 
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Farewet ye muddy knave/ \ 


Gad. I pmſthez,lcnd me thy Lanthorn,to tee my Geld- 


ing in the Stable. 


1. Car, Nay, ſoft I pray ye; I know a trick- worth 
two of that. 4"fad#i. 

Gad. I prefhee lend m2 thine. 

2, Car fly, when)? canſt tell? lend me thy Lanthorn 


Ef quoth-aſ marryPlCſce th:e hang?d hrit. 


Gad. Sirrah, Carrier : what time do you mean to comc 
to London ? 

2. Car, Time enough to go to bed with a Candle, 1 
warrant thee. Come N<cighbour AMgges, we2ll call up the 
Gentlemen; they will along wich company, for they have 
great charge. . : [Excunt. 

Enter C _. 

Gad. What,ho, Chamberlain 

Cham. At hand,quoth Pick-purſe. 

Gad., That's even as fair, as at hand,quoth the Cham- 
berlain ; For thou varieſt no more from picking of Pur- 
ſes, than giving direction doth from labouring. Thou 
lay*ſt the plot,. how. 

Cham. Good morrow,Maſter Gads-hill, it holds cur- 
rant that I told you yeſternighr. There's a Franklin in the 
wild of Kent, hath brought three hundred Marks with 
him in Geld; 1 heard him tell it to one of his Company 
laſt night at Supper ; a kind of Auditor, one that hath 
abundance of Charge too, + God knows whatFthey arc 


| up already, and call for Eggs and Butter. Tuey will 


; away preſently. A” 

Gad. Sirrah, if they meet not with S: Nicholas Clarks, 
PIE give thee this neck. 

Cham, No, lCnone of it - I pragthee keep that for the 
Hangman; for I know thou worſhip'it ST Nicholas as 
truly as a man of falſhood may. 

: Gad, What talkeſt thou to me of the Hangman ? If 
I hang, PlEmake a fat pair of Gallows. For if I hang, 
old Sir Fohn hangs with me, and thou know?it he's no 
StxSyeling. - Tut, there are other Trojans that thou 
dreanvſt not of, thz whic1for ſport ſake+are content to 
do the Profeſlioa ſome grace z that would-b if matters 
ſhould be look?'d into>for their own Credit ſake, make 
all whole. I 2m joxned with no Foot-Land-Rakers, no 
Long-ſtaff ſix penny ſtrikers, none of theſe mad Multa- 
chio-purple-hwd-Malt-worms,; but with Nobility, and 
Tranquility 3 Burgomaſters, and great , ſuch as 
can hold in, _— ſtrikg ooner than ſpeak ; and 
fpeak ſooner thanink, and Epink ſooner than pray ; 
and yer [ 192, for they pray continually unto their Saint 
the Common-wealth ; or rather, not to pray to her, bur 
prey on her; for they ride up and down on her, Spd 
make her their Boots, 

Cham, What, the Common-wealth their Boots ? Will 


| ſhe hold out water in foul way ? 


Gad. She wiil, ſhe will; Juſtice hath liquor?d her. 
We ſteal, as in a Caitle, Cock-ſure; we have the recelt of 
Fern-ſeed, we walk inviſible. F 

Cham. Nay, | thiak rather, you are more beholding 


{co the Nighr.than the Fern-ſeed,for your walking invilible. 


Gad. Give me thy hand: c 
Thou ſhalt have a ſhare in our ardak! 
As I am a true man. Fo 
_ Cham. Nay,rather let me have it ,as you are a falſe Thicf. 
Gad. Go toy Homo is a common name to all men. 
Bid the Oltler bring the*Gelding out of the Stable. 
[ Excunt. 


! _ 


Scena Serttn. ll 
Y Lqhwoay. 
Enter Prince, Poſts, and Peto, 
F ) 
Paws. Comey ſhelter, ſhelter; I have removed Falſt rf: 
Horſe, and he frets like a gumnvd Velvet. 
Prin, Stand cloſe. 
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Enter Falitait. | 

Fal. Pogrhs, Tops, and be haigd Pong! 

Prin, Peace;ye fat-kidaey'd Raical, what a bawling 
doſt thou keep ? 

Fal. What Pajnes{ Hal 7 

P;in, He is walk*d up to the 
ſeek him. , 

Fal. Lamaccurſt to rob in that Thiefs Company : thy 
Raſcal hath removed my Horſe, and tigu h:m [I knoy 
not where. IfT travel bur four foot by the ſquare further 
a foot, I ſhall br-ak my wind. Well, I doubt not but tg, 
dic a fair death for al] this, if I ſcape hanging for killic 
chat Rogue. I have forſworn kis company hourly any 
time this two and twenty year, and yet I am bewitcht with 
the Rogues company. [f the Raſcal have not given m: 
Mcdicines to make me love him, PIE be hangd; it could 
not be elſe; I have drunk Medicines, PoWnge,” Hall , 
Plague upon you both. Bardolph,/ Peto I PIC ſtarve Ore | 
rob a foot further. Ane& *twere not as good a deed ax to 
drink, to turn True-man, and to leave theſe Rogues, Ian 
the verieſt Varlet that ever chewed with a Tooth. Eight 
yards of uncyen ground, is threeſcore and ten miles a fogt 
with me ; and the ſtony-hearted Villains know it we 
enough. A plague upon”t, when T liieves cannot be trye 
one to another. [1 bey whiſtle, 
Whew./a plagu24skt upoa you all. Give me my Horſe) 
you Rogues; give me my Horſe, and be hang'd. 

Prin, Peace ye fat-guts, ye down, lay thine ear cloſety 
the ground,and liſt if thou can hear the tread of Travellers 

Fal. i you any Leavers to lifc me up againgbeing 
down ?,11Enot bear mine own fleſh ſo far afoot again, 
for all the Copn in thy Fathers Exchequer, W hat a plague 
mean yczto colt me thus ? | 

Prin. Thou licſt, thou are not colted, thou art uncolted, 

Fal. | prthee,good Prince Hat, help me to my Hork, 
good Kings Son. 

Pria. Out,you Rogue, ſhall I be your Oftler ? 

Fal. Go hang thy ſelf in thy own heir-apparent- 
Garters; If I be ta*ne, I'lE peach for this, andl havenct 
Ballads made oriall, and ſung to filthy runes, let a Cup f 
Sack be my Poyſon ; when a jealt is ſo forward, and a 


foot too, I hate it. 
. Enter Gads-hill. Pa b dolph 
Gad. Stand. 


Fal. So1 do againſt my will. 

Poyn. Oy cis our Setter, | know his voice : 
Bardolf, what News ? 

Bar. Caſe ye, caſe ye ; on with your Vizards; there' 
Money of the Kings coming down the Hill, *cis going 
the Kings Exchequer. 

Fal, You li2,you Rogue, ?tis going to the Kings Tavert. 

Gad. There's enough to make us all. 

Fal. 1 o be hangd. 

Prin, You four ſhall front them-in the narrow Lane: 
Ned and I will walk lower ; if they ſcape from your et 
counter, then they light on us. 

Peto, But how many be of them ? 

ENF elght or. ten, 

Fal.. fil they not rob us ? 

Prin. What, a Coward, Sir fobn Paunch ? 

Fal. Indeed | am not Fob» of Gaunt +your Grand 
father ; but yet no Coward, Hal. 

Prin. Welljleave that to the proof. 

Popn. Sirrah Fack,, thy Horſe ſtands behind the Hedge; 
when thou need him, there ſhalt thou find him; fare 
welt, and ſtand faſt 

Fal. NowT cannot ſtrike him if I ſhould be hang'd. 

Prin, Ned, where are our Diiguiles ? 

Poyn. Here hard by : Stand cloſe. 

Fal. Now, my Malters, happy man- be his dole fay l 
every man to his buſineſs. JS CEMA- I V. 

Enter Traveller s, 

T a. Come, Neighbouy : the Boy ſhall lead our Horſe 
down the hill : Well a while, and cate _— 

eve) 


LLOCm—_— 


top of the Hill, Pl 2 


mommy 


HHNEEEIITT 


The firſt Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


47 


"Thieves. Stag? / / 


Tra, Jeſu bleſs us. _ 
Fal. Strike ; down with them, cut the Villains throats; 


a<whorſon Caterplllars ; Bacon-fed Knaves, they hate us 
youth z down with them, fleece them. 

Tra. O, we are undone, both we and ours for ever. 

Fal. Hang ye gorbellied Knaves, are you undone ? No 
» Fat Chutts, I would your ſtore were here. On, Ba- 
con$jON, what e Wares ? young men mult live; you are 
Grand Jurors Well jure ye Pfaith. 


[ Here they rob them and Lind x 
the Prince and Poyns. 


Prin, The Thieves have bound the True-men : Now 
:ould thou and I rob the Thieves and go merrily to Lon- 
4n, it would be Argument for a Week, Laughter for a 
Month, and a good Jeaſt for ever. 

Poe. Stand cloſe, 1 hear them coming. 

Emer Thieves agaim. 

Fal. Come my Maſters, let us ſhare, and then to Horſe 
before day ; an& the Prince and Por be not two ar- 
rank Cowards, there's no <quity ſtirring. There's no 
more Valour in that Por, than in a wild Duck. 

Prin. Your Money! 

Poyn. Villains.! . 

[ 4 they are ſharing, the Princ& and Poyns ſer pon them, 

They all run away, leaving the Bocty behind them, 

Prince, Got with much caſe. Now merrily to Horſe : 
The Thieves are ſcatterdd, and poſleſt with fear ſo ſtrong- 
ly, that they dare not meet each other ; each takes his Fel- 
low for an Officer. Away,good Ned, Falſtaff ſweats to 
death, and Lards the lean earth as he walks along : werr 
not for laughing, 1 ſhould pity him. 


Pon. How the Rogue roar'd/ [ Exeunt. 


—— 


Scena TFerttn. V. 


Enter Hotſpur ſolus , reading a Letter. 


But for mine own part, my Lord, I could be well con- 
rented ro be there, in reſ the love 1 bear your Houſe, 
He could be contented 7 Why 18 he not then ? in reſpect 
of the love he bears our Houſe. He ſhews in this, he 
loves his own Barn better than he loves our Houle. Let 


1 me ce ſome more , The purpoſe you undertake is dange- 


row, Why that's certain : *Tis dangerous to take a 
out of this Nettle, Danger y we pluck this Flower, Safe- 
ty. The purpoſe you undertake is dangerous , the Friends 
you bave named uncertain, the Time ut ſelf unſorted, and 
your whole Ploe too light, for the counterpuze of ſo great 
an Oppoſition, Say you ſo, ſay you ſo ? | ſay unto you a- 
gain, you are a ſhallow cowardly Hinde, and you lge. 
What a lack-brain is this # I proteſt, our Plot is as good 
a Plot as ever was laid ; our Friends true and conſtant : 
A good Plot, good Friends, and full of Expectation ; An 
excellent Plot, very good Friends. What a F roſty-{piri- 
ted rogue is this ? Why, my Lord of York, commends the 
Plot, and the general courſe of the aCtion. By this hand, 
fl were now by this Raſcal, I could brain him with his 
Ladigs Fan. Is there not my Father, my Uncle, and 
my Telf, Lord Edmond Mortimer, my Lord of Tork, 
and Owen Glendower ? Is there not beſides, the Dowglas ? 
Have I not all their Letters, to meet me in Arms 
dy the ninth of the next Month ? and are there not 
ſome of them ſet forward flready ? What a Pagan 
Raſcal is this Þ An Infidel. Haj you ſhall ſee now, in 
very ſincefity of fear and Cold h:art, will he to the 
King, and lay open all our Proceedings. O, I could divide 
ay ſelf, and go ro buffets, for moving ſuch a diſh of skim'd 
Milk with fo Honourable an Action. Hang him, let him 


nn 


cold, to ſletp, to drink ; but I tell yon, my Lord Fool 3; 


tell the King-weare prepared. I will ſet forwards to night. 
Enter his Lady. Je&ML4 Vl. 

How now, Kate} muſt leave you within theſe two hours. 

L.z. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone ? 
For what Offence have l this fortnight been 
A Baniſl?d Woman from my Harry's Bed ? 

Tell me ſweet Lord ), what is that takes from thee 
Thy ſtomach, pleaſure, and thy golden ſleep ? 
Why doſt thou bend thy Eyes upon the Earth ? 
And ſtart fo often when thon ſitVlt alone ? 

Why haſt thou loſt the freſh Blood in thy Cheeks ? 
And given my Treaſures and my Rights of thez, 
Tothick-ey'd muling, and curſt Melancholty ? 

In Hy fainc ſlumbers, I by thee have watchr, 

And heard thee murmur tales of lron Wars : 

Speak Learms of mannage to thy bounding Steed; 
Cry courageto the Field! And thou haſt talk*d 

Of Sallics, and Retiges PTrenches, Tents, 

Of Palizadoes, Fz&atiers, Parapets. 

Of Baſilisks, of C4hon, Culverin. 

Of Priſoners ranſom, and of Sowldiers flain, 

And all the currcnt of a heady fight. 

Thy ſpirit within thee hath been fo at War, 

And thus hath fo beſtirr'd thee in thy fleep, 

That B&s of ſweat ha ſtood upon thy Brow, 
Like bubbles in a late diſturbed Stream , 

And in thy Face ſtrange motion have appear'd, 
Such as we ſee when men reſtrain their breath,. 

On ſome great ſudden haſte. O,what Portents are theſe? - 
Some heavy buſineſs hath my Lord in hand, 
AndImuſt know it ; elſc he loves me not. 

Hot, W hat ho { 1s Gilkams with the Packet gong ? / 

Ser. He is, my Lord, an hour agone. - z b 

Hot.Hath Butler brought thoſe Horſes from the Sheriff ? 

Ser, One Horſe, my Lord, he brought even now. 

Hot, What Horſe ? aRoan, acrop-ear, is it not ? 

Ser, It is, my Lord. 4, 

Hor. Thag.Roan; ſhall be my Throne. Well, 1 will 
back him OE ſperance} bid Butler lead him- forth: 
into the Park, ; CER 

La. But hear you, my Lord. 

Hot, What ſay*ſt thou, my Lady ? 

La. What is it that carries you away ? 

H t. Why, my Horſe;&my Love 4-my Horſe. 

La. Out ,you mad-headed Ape} a” Weazck hath \not 
ſuch a deal of Spleen, as you are toſt with. In ſooth PIE 
know your buſineſs, Ay, that I will. I fear my Bro- 
ther Mortzmer doth ſtir about his Title, and hath ſeat | * 
for you to line his Enterpriſe. But if you go0—— | 

Ho&=So far a foot, I ſhall be weary, Love. : 

La. Come, come, you Paraquito, anſwer me dire 
wato this Queſtion, 4het I ſhall ask. Jladeed PIE br 
thy little finger, Harryy if thou wilt not tell me true, I 

Hot. Away, away, you trifler : Love, 1 love thee not, 

[ care not for thee, Kate; this is no. world 

To play with Mammets, and to tilt with Li | 

We mult have bloody Noſes, and crack*d Crowns, | 

And paſs them currant too=Gods me{my Horſe. © ©. + 

W hart ſay*lt thou, Kate ? what would'ſt thon have with me ? | 
La. Do ye not love me ? do you not indeed ? 

W.ll, do not then. For ſince you love me not, 

[ will not love my ſelf. Do you not love me ? © 

Nay, tell me if xa ſpeakeſ in Jeaſt, or no. 
Hot. Come, wilt thou ſee me ride ? 

And when | am@ Horſe-back, 1 will ſwear 

| love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kare, 

[ muſt not have you henceforth, queſtion me, 

Whither [ goz nor reaſon aderecdent 

Whither I muſt, I muſt ; and to conclude, 

This Evening muſt I leave thee, geatle Kate. 

| know you wiſe, but yet no further wiſe 

Then Harry Percig Wife. Conſtant you are, 

But yet a Woman; and for Secrecie, 

No Lady cloſer. For I will believe, 


4 
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Thou wilt not utter what thou doſt not know, 
And ſo far will I truſt thee, gentle Kare. 
La. How! ſo far ? Fg 
Hot, Not an inch further. But hark you, Kate, 
Whether I go, thither ſhall you go too: 
To day will I ſet forth, to morrow you. 
Will this content you ,Kate ? 


La. It mult of force. [Exeunt, 


To — 


Scena 
The Tawern- os facts 


Enter Prince and Poynes 


Vl. 


Prin. Ned, preghee come out of that fat room, and 
lend me thy hand to laugh a little. 
Poynes. Where haſt been, HaF? 

* Prin. With three or four Loggerheads, amongſt three 
or fourſcore Hogſheads. I have ſounded the very baſe 
ſtring of humiliry. Sirrah, I am ſworn Brogher td a leſh of 
Drawers, and can call them by their ,Names, as om, 
Dick, and Francis, They take it already upon their 
Conf&<nce, that. though I be but Prince of Wales, yet I 
am the King of Gurtelie ; telling me flatly, I am nov proud 
like- Fack, Falſtaff, but 'a Cormthian, a lad of mettle, a 
good Boy; and when I am King of Eyland, I ſhall com- 
mand all the good Lads in Eaſtcheap. They call drink- 
ing deep, dying Scarlet ; and when you bred in your 
watring, thee they cry fem/and bid you play it off. To 
conclude, I am fo gooda proficient in one quarter of an 
hour, that I can drink with any Tinker in his own Lan- 
guage during my life. I tell thee Ned, thou haſt loſt much 


.hononr, that thou wert not with me in this aCtion ; bur 
| ſweet Ned, to ſweeten which name of Ned, I give thee 
| this penniworth of 
| by an under Skiger, one that neyer ſpea 
liſh in his life, then Eight ſhillings and ſix pence, and, 


Sugfr, clapt even now into my hand 


other Eng- 


You are welcome with this ſhrill addition, Anon, Sir, 
Anon, Sir, Score a pint of Baſtard in the Half Moon, or 
ſo. But Ned, to drive away time till Falſtaff come, 1 
thee doe thou ſtand in ſome byeroom, while I quelti- 
or my puny Drawer, to what end he gave me the Suggr; 
and do never leave calling Francis, that his Tale to me 
may be nothing but, Anon : ſtep aſide, and PlCAhew 
thee a Preſident. 
eng Francis! . 
rin, Thou art pertect. - 
RE Fran Jaane VI 


Enter Drawer. 


_ + Fran, Anon, anonySir ; look down into the Pomgar- 


net Ralph 


| | Prince, Come hither, Francis, 


i Fran. My Lord. 
Prin, Hoa long haſt thou to ſerve, Francis ? 
Fran. Forſooth, hive years, and as much as to— 
Poyn. Francis] 
Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. 
Prin. Five years ; Bgrlady a long Leaſe for the clink- 


| ing of Pewter. But Francis, dareſt thou be ſo valiant, as 
'to play the Coward: with thy Indenture, and ſhew it a 
fair pair of heels, and run from it ? 


Fran. O Lord, Sir, PlCbe ſworn upon all the Books in 
jad in wy heart. — 
Poyn, Francis, 
Anon, anon, Sir. 

How old art thou, Francys ? 

Let me ſee, about Machaelmas next I ſhall be—— 
Poyn. Francis, 

Fran. Anon Sir, pray you ſtay a little, my Lord. 
Prin. Nay but hark you Frances, for the Sugar thou 


—_— 
Cm —— 


Fran. 
Prin, 
Fran. 


gaveſt me, *twas a pennjyworth, was't not ? 


Fran. O Lord Sir, | would it had been two. 
Prin, | will give thee for it a thcuſand pound : ask 


©2213 WG "I 
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9; fays the Drankard. Call in 


lay. I would I were a Weaver, i could tin 
Sorigs. A plague of all Cowards, I fay ſtill. 


me when thou wilt, and thou ſhalt have ir. 

Poyn. Francis, 

Fran, Anon, anon: | 

Prin, Anon, Francis ! No, Francis, but to morroy 

Frazcis ; or Francis, on Thurſday ; Or iced, Franc, 

. . / 
when thou wilt. But Francis, ) 

Fran, My Lord. 

Prin. Wilt thou Rob this Leathern Jerkin, ChriQ1 
button, KNot-pated, Agatring, Puke ſtocking, C dice 
garter,,Spaniſh pouch. a Tmocolk For <Q | 

Fran. O Lord, Sir, who do you mean ? 

Prin, Why then your brown Baſtard is your only! 
drink ; for look you, Francis, your whiteCanvas doublet 
will fully. In Barbary, Sir, it cannot come to ſo much. 

Fran, What, Sir ? 

Poyn. Francis! 

Prin. A way you Rogue, doſt thou hear them call ? 


[ Here they both call, the Drawer fands amazed, 
not knowing which way to go, 


Enter Vintner, 

Vint, What ſtand'ſt thou ſtill, and hear?ſt ſuch a all. 
ing ? Look to the Guelſtswithin « My Lord, old Sir 
John with half a dozen more, are at the door ; ſhall[kt 
them 1n ? 

Prin, Let them alone a while, and then open the door | 


Pogrsd. 

7 Enter PoynGs. 

Poyn. Anon, anon, Sir. 

Prin. Sirrah,” Falſtaff and the reſt of the Thives ar 
at the door, ſhall we be merry ? 

Poyn. As merry as Crickets my Lad. But hark ye, 
what cunning match have you made with this jcaſt of the 
Drawer ? Come, what's the iſſue ? 

Prin, 1am now of all humofs, that have ſhewed then- 
ſelves humoxs, ſince the old days of goodman Aaen, to 
the-pupil age of this preſent twelve a Clock at midnight, 
What's a clock 4 Frances, 

Fran, Anon. anon,sir, 

Prin. That ever this Fellow ſhould have fewer words 
then a Parret, and yet the Son of a Woman, His indy 
ſtry is up ſtairs and down-ſtairs; his eloquence the par- 
ce of a reckoniing. I am not yet of Percigs mind, the 
Hotſpur of the Northz he that kills me ſome fix or 
ſeven dozen of Scots at a Breakfaſt, waſhes his hands and 
ſays to his Wife : Fie upon this quiet life! I want work 
O my ſweet #arry, ſayes ſhe, how many haſt thou kill 
to day ? Give -my Roan Horſe a drgnch,4ſays he) and 
anſwers, —_ Py - = after; a trifle, a tri, 
I hee call in Falſtaff, PIE play Percy, and that}, 
dared .Brawn ſhall play Dame | + 5k bi Wife. FI. 


Rs call in Tallow 
CEAMLP. | X Emer Falſtaff. Y C- | 

Poyn. Welcome ack, where haſt thou becn ? 

Fal, A plague of all Cowardyl ſay, and a vengeance 
too, marry and Amen! Give mea cup of Sack Boy-Pre 
[ lead, this life long, IC ſow nether, ſtocks, and mend 
_ 00. A plague of all Cowards/ Give. me a Cup of 
Sack, Rogue. Is there no virtue extant ? (/ Pr I, 
Prin, Didit theu never ſee Titan kiſs a diſh of Bore 
pitiful hearted that raeltcd at the ſweet f 
the Sun ? If thou didſt, then behold that compound. 
Fal, You Rogue, herc*s Lime in this Sack roo ; there 
is nothing but Roguery to be found in Villthous man j 
yet a Coward is worſe then a Cup of Sack witiz Lime. 
vill-hous Cowards-go thy ways old Fack, die when thou 
wilt, if Manhood, good Manhoodbe not forgot upon the 
face of the Earth, then am 1 a ſhotren Herring : there lives 
not three good men unhang'd in England, and one of _ 
is fat, and grows old, God h. Ip the while, a had worl 

i le of 


Prin, Bow now Wovlſack, what mutter you ? _ | 
al, 
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Fal. A Kings Son ? Tf I do not. beat thee out of thy 
-"-dom with a Dagger of Lath, and drive all thy Sub- 

: Fe afore thee LIKe 2 flock of Wild-geeſe, Pl&ncver wear 

air 08 10y face more. You Prince of Wales ? 

Prin. Why you;horſon round man # what's the matter ? 
Fal, Are you not a Coward ? anſwer me to that, and 
p gs there ? 
| Prin, Ye fat Raunch, ane ye call me Coward, IE 


| hee. 
wi 1 call thee Coward 7 PlEſee thee damn'd &re I call 


oward ; but I would give a thoyſand Pound I could 
mw faſt as thou canſt. You are ſtrb; enough 1n the 
ſhoulders, you Care not-who ſees your back : Call you 
| : Friends ? a Plague upon ſuch backing! 
chat backing of your Friends ? a Plague upon king 
ive me them that will face me--Give me a Cup of Sack; 
| am 2 Rogue if I drunk today 

Prin. O Villain, thy Lips are ſcarce wip*d, ſince thou 
dmunkſt laſt. 

Falft, Als one for that. 

A plague of all Cowardsy ſtill, ſay T. 

Prin, What's the matter ? 

Falf, What's the matter Þ here be four of us, have 
t?ne a thouſand pound this Morning. 

Prin, Where is it, Jack? where is it ? 

Falf. Where is it # taken from us, it is; a hundred 

poor four of us. 

Prin, What, a hundred, man ? 

; Fa. lama Rogue, if I were not at half Sword with 
1dozen of 'them two hours together. I have eſcaped by 
miracle. I am eight times thruſt through the Doubler, 
four through the Hoſe, my Buckler cut through and 
through, my Sword hack*d like a Hand-ſaw, ecce ſignum. 
[ never dealt better ſince I was a man : all would not do. 
APlague of all Cowards<-et them ſpeak ;, if they ſpeak 
more or leſs than truth, they are Villains and the Sons 
of darkneſs. *- -» 
* Prin, Speak Sirs, how was it ? 

Gad. We four ſet upon ſome dozen. 

Falſt. Sixteen, at leaſt, my Lord. 

Gad. And bound them. 

Peto. No, no, they were not bound. 

Falft. You Rogue;they were bound, every man of them, 
orl am a Jew elſe, an Ebrew Jew. 

Gad. As we were ſharing, ſome fix or ſeven freſh men 
ſt upon us. 

Falſt, And unbound the reſt, and then came in the other. 

Prin, What, fought ye with them all ? 

Falf, All 1 know not what ye call all; but if I fought 
not with fifty of them, I am a Bunch of Radiſh ; if there 
were not two or three and fifty upon poor old fack, then 
aml no two-legg*d Creature. 

Poin, Pray Heaven, you have not murthered ſome of them. 

Falft. Nay, that's paſt praying for. I have pepper*d 
two of them ; Two I am ſure 1 have payed, two Rogues 
in Buckram Sutes. I tell thee what, Ha, it I tell thee a 
Lye, ſpitin my face, callme Horſe; thou knoweſt my old 
ward; here I lay, and thus I bore my point ; four Rogues 
in Buckrqm 1:t drive at me. | 

Prince, What., four ? thou ſaid'ſt but two, even now. 

Falſt. Four, Hal, i told thee four. 


Porn. Ay. he ſaid four. 

Falft. "Theſe four came all a-front, and mainly thruſt 
at me ; I made no more ado, but took all their ſeven 
points in my Target, thus. 

Prince, Seven ? why there were but four, even now. 

Falſft. In Buckrdm. 

Poin, Agg four ,, in Buckrqm Sits. - 

Falſt.” even, by theſe Hilts,or I am a Villain elſe. 

Prin, Prithee let him alone, we ſhall have more anon. 

Falſt, Doeſt thou hear me, Hal ? 

Prin. Ay, and mark thee too, Jack, 

. Falſt.”-Do ſo, for it is worth the liſtning too : theſe 
ane in Buckran, that I told thee of, —— 

Prin, So, two more already. 


[ He drinks. | 


| Neats tongue, Bulls-pifel, you ſtock-fiſh : O for breath 


Falſjt. Their Points ,being broken. -———. 

Poin. Down fell kis, Hoſe. 

Falſt. Began to give me ground ; but I followed me 
cloſe, came in foot and hand ; and with a thought, ſeven of 
the eleven I pay'd. 

Prin. O monitrous ! eleven Buckram men grown out 
of two ? 

Falſt, But as the Devil would have it, three miſ-be- 
gotten Knaves, in Kendal Green, came at my Back, and 
let drive at me ;(for it was ſo dark, Hal, that thou could"ſt 
not ſce thy Hand 

Prin. T heſe Lyes are like the Father that begets them, 
groſs as a Mountain, open, palpable. Whythou Clay- 
brain'd Guts, thou Knotty-pated Fool, thoukHorſon ob- 
ſcene grealie Tallow Gateh. Met ih 

Falſt. What, art thou mad ? art thou mad ? is not the 
truth, the truth ? 

Prin, Why, how could'ſt thou knowtheſe men in Ken- 
dal Green, when it was fo dark, thou could'ſt not ſee thy 
hand ? Come, tell us your Reaſon : what ſay*ſt.thou to this ? 
Poin, Come, -your Reaſon\Fack, your Reaſan. 

Falſe. What, upon compulſion ? Ng ; were 1 2t the 
Strappado, or all the Racks in the World, I would not 
tell you on compulſion. Give you a Reaſon on compulſi- 
on Þ 1f Reaſons were as plenty as Black-berriesz I would 
give no man a Reaſon upon compullion, I. 

Prin, VIE be no longer guilty of this ſin. This ſanguine 
Coward, this Bed-preſler, this Horſe-back-breaker, this 
huge Hill of Fleſh , 
Falſt. Away, you Starveling, you Ei skin, you dried 


to utter. What is like thee 7 You Tailors yard, you ſheath, | 
you Bow-caſe, you vile ſtanding tuck. 
Prin. Well, breathe a-while, and then to't again ; and 
when thou halt tyr*d thy ſelf in baſe Compariſons, hear 
me ſpeak but thus. ' 
Pon. Mark 1zFack, « . 
Prin, We two,. faw you four ſet on ford bound 
them, and were Maſters of their Wealth : mark now, how 
a plain Tale ſhall put you down. Then did we two yg ſet 
on you four, and with a word, out-facd I$p, from your 
Prize, and have it z yea, and can ſhew it youyn the Houſe, 
And,Falſt aff, you carrigd your Guts away as nimbly, with 
as quick dexterity, and roared for mercy, and ſtill rat 
and roar'd, as ever I heard Bull-Calf. What a Slave 
art thou, to hack thy Sword as thou haſt done, and then 
ſay it was in fight! What trick ? what device ? what ſtart- 
ing hole canſt thou now find out, to hide thee from this | 
open and apparent ſhame ? | 
Poin. 7h hear Jack: What trick haſt thou now ? 
F We w ye, as well as he that made ye. Why hear 
ye my Maſters; was it for me to kill the Heir apparent ? 
Should I turn upon the true Prince ? Why, thou knowelt 
| amas valiant as Hercules ; bur beware inſtinct, the Lion 
will not touch the true Prince : Inſtinct is a great matter. 
| was a Coward on Inſtint - I ſhall think the better of 
my ſelf, and thee, during my lifg 5J, for a valiant Lion þ 
and thou for a true Prince. BuLads, I am glad you have 
the Money: Hoſteſs, clap to the doors ; watch to Night, 
pray to Morrow. Gallants, Lads, Boys, Hearts of Gold, 
all the good titles of Fellowſhip come to you! har, 
ſhall we be merry ? ſhall we have a Play extempore. 

Prin, Content; and the argument ſhall be, thy run-, 
ning away. 

Falſt. Ah,no more of that, Hat, if thou lovelt me. 

Same X. Enter Hoſteſs. s From? 

Hof, My Lord the Prince ? A 

Prin. How now, my Lady the Hoſteſs, what ſay*lt]. 
thou to me ? 

Hoſt. Marry, my Lord, there is a Noble-man of the 
Court at door would ſpeak with you 5 he ſays he comes 
from your Father. 

Prin. Give him as much as will make him a Royal man, 


.  _ 


and ſend him back again to my Mother. 
Ft Falſt.\, 


_—_— 


A 


5O 


Falſt, What manner of man is he ? 
Hoſiefs, An old man. _— 
Falſt. What doth Gravity out of his Bed at Midnight ? 
Shall I give him his anſwer ? 

Prin, Prgthce do, =—_ £ 

Falſt. Faith and PlEſe im packing. [C Exit. 

Prince. Now y Sirs*Y F619 tought fair ; ſo did you 
Peto, ſo did you Bardot? you are Lions too, you ran 
away upon inſtin(t : you will not touch the true Prince ; 
| no, he. 

Bard. *F aith, I ran when I ſaw others run. 

Prin. Tell me now in earneſt; how came Falſtaff *s 
Sword ſo hackt ? 

Peto. Why, he hackt it with his Dagger, and ſaid, he 
would ſwear truth out of ## England » but he would make 
| you believe it was done in fight, and perſwaded us to do 
the like, 

Bard. Yea, and tickle our Noſes with Spear-grals, 
to make them bleed, and then beſlubber our Garments 
with it, and ſwear it was the Bloud of true men. I did 
that | did not theſe ſeven years before, I bluſh to hear 
his monſtrous devices: 

Prin. O Villain, thou ſtoleſt a Cup of Sack eighteen 
years ago, and wert taken the mans, and ever 
ſince thou haſt bluſht exrempore ; thou hadſt Fire and 
| Sword on thy ſide, and yet thou ranneſt away j what in- 
| ſtint hadſt thou for it? 

Bard. My Lord, do you ſee theſe Meteors ? do you 
behold theſe Exhalations ? 

Prin, 1 do. 

Bard. What think you they portend ? 

Prin. Hot Livers, and cold Purſes. 

Bird. Choler, my Lord, if rightly taken. 


Prin, No, if rightly taken, Halter. 

6 ae Falſtaff . WG emer XN. 

Here comes lean Fack, here, comes bare-bone. How 
now; my ſweet Creature of Bombaſt, how long 1s't ago, 
Facky ſince thou ſawſt thine own Knee *? 

Falſt. My own Knee ? When I was about thy years, 
+ Hah 1 was not an Eagles Talon in the Waſte; I could 
have crept into any Aldermans Thumb-Ring : a plague 
of ſighing and grief, it blowes a man up like a Bladder. 
There's villaþous Newes abroad : here was Sir oh: 
Braby from your Father ; you mult go to the Court in 
the Morning. The ſame mad fellow of the North, Percy; 
and he- of Wales, that gave Amamon the Baſtinado, 
and made Zucfer Cuckold, and {wore the Devil his true 
Liege-man upon the Croſs of a Welſh-hook j what a 
Plague call you him ? 
Poin, O, Glenaower, 

Falſe. Owen, Owen ;, the ſame, and his Son in Law 
Mortimer , and 'o1d Northumberland , and the ſprightly 
Scot of Scots, Dowglas, that runs a Horſe-back up a Hill 
perpendicular—-——--- 

Prin. He that rides at high ſpeed, and with a Piſtol 
kills a Sparrow flying. 

Falſt. You have hir it. + 

Prin. Sodid he never the Sparrow. , , 

Falſt, Well, that Raſcal hath good meteFin him, he 
will -not run. ” 

Prin. Why, what 2 Raſcal art thou then, to praiſe him 
ſo for running? 

Falſt. A Horſe-back, 4ye Cuckow, but a foot he will 
not budge a foor. 

Prin, Yes, Fack, upon inſtinCt. 

Faljt. 1 grant ye, upon inſtinct : Well, he is there too, 
and one Mordake, and a thouſand blew-Caps more, 
Worceſter is ſtoln away by Night : thy Fathers Beard 1s 
tern'd white with the News : you may buy Land now 
as cheap as ſtinking Mackerel. « = 

Pria. Then'®tis like, if there come a hot Sun, and this 
civill buifetting hold, we ſhall buy Maidenheads as they 
buy hob-nails, by the hundreds. 


Py 
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ſhall have goed trading that way. But tell -me Hals . 
not thou horriblgqafear'd ? thou being Heir 2Ppar 
could rhe WorlFpick thee out three iuch Enemies as; 
as that Ficnd Dowglas, that Spirit Percy, and that Dei 
Glendemer ! Art thou not horrible afraid ? Doth not thy 
blood thrill at it ? fart, 

Prin. Not a whit lack ſome of thy inſtinq. 

Faljt, Well, thou kilt be _— chid to morroy 
when thou comelt to thy Father : "Ul thou do loye + 
practiſe an anſwer. 

Prin, Do thou itand for my Father, and examine ts 
upon the particulars of my Life. 

Falſt. Shall I ? content : This Chair ſhall he 
State, this Dagger my Scepter, and this Cuſhion T 
Crown, . 

Prin. Thy State is taken for a Jopn'&Stool, thy Gu. 
den Scepter for a Leaden Dagger, and thy precious a 
Crown tor a pitiful bald Crown. 

Falſt. Well, ang the fire of Grace be not quite out 
thee, now ſhalt thou be moved—Give me a Cup of gg 
tro make mine Eyes look red, that it may be thought | 
have wept; for 1 muſt ſpeak in paſſion, and 1 will doigj 
Kings-Cambyſes vein. 

Prin, Well, here 1s my Leg. 

Falſt. And here is my ſpeech+ ſtand aſide Nobility... 

Hoſteſs. This is excellent ſport , Yfaith. 

Fal. Weep not, ſweet Queen, for trickling tears areyzj 

Hoſtef. O the Father! how he holds his countenance 

Fal. For Gods ſake, Lords, convey my triſtful Que, 
for Tears do ſtop the tload-gares of her eyes. 

Hoeſtefs. O rare, he doth it as like one of theſe harlkty 
Players, as ever I ſee. 

Fal. Peace, good Pint-pot, peace, good Tickle-bra| 
Harry, 1 do not onaly marvel, where thou ſpendeſt 
time ; but alſo, how thou are accompanigd : For thou 
the Camomil, the more it is crodderf® rt faſter it grons! 
yet Youth, the more it is waſted, the ſooner it wear, 
Thou art my Son ; I have partly thy Mother®s Ward, 
partly my Opinion ; but chiefly, a Villdnous trick «f 
thine Eye, anda fooliſh hanging of thy nether Lip, tha 
doth warrant me. If then,ghou be Son to me, her 
lyeth the point ; why, bei to me, art thou { 
Pointed at ? Shall the bleſſed Stn of Heaven prove 1 
Micher, and cat Black-berries ? a queſtion not tobe 
ask*d. Shall the Son of England prove a Thief, ad 
take Purſes? a queſtion to be ask*'d. There is a thing, 
Harry, which thou haſt often heard of, and it is known to 
many in our Land, by the name of Pitch : this Pitch{z 
ancient Writers do report 3,doth defile ; ſo doth the con- 
pany thou keepeſt ; for , Harry, now I do not ſpeakto 
thee in Drink, but in Tears ; not in Pleaſure, but inPaf 
ſion z not in Words onely, but in Woes alſo ; and yet 
there is a vertuous man, whoml have often noted in thy 
company, but.I know not his Name. 

Prin, What manner of man,ang it like your Majeſty? 
Falſt. A goodly portly man ifaith, and corpulent; 
of a chearful Look, a pleaſing Eye, and a molt noble 
Carriagezand as I think, his age ſome fifty, or< by*rlady} 
inclining to threeſcore ; and now I remember me, þ 
Name is Falſtaff if that man ſhould be lewdly given, 
he deceives me, for, Harry, I ſee Vertue, in his Looks 
If then the Tree may be known by the Fruit, as the Filit 
by the Tree, then peremptorily I ſpeak it, there is Vert! 
in that Falſtaff ; him keep with, the reſt baniſh. And td 
me now, thou naughty Varlet, tell me, where haſt thou 
been this Month ? 

Prin, Do'ſt thou ſpeak like a King ? do thou tail 
for me, and PlEplay my Father. 
Fal. Depoſe me. if thou do'ſt it half ſo gravely, © 
majeſtically, both in word and matter, hang me vp 
the heels for a Rabbet-ſucker, or a PoultefF Hare. 

Prin, Well, here I am ſet. 
Falſt. And here I ſtand ; judge, my Maſters. 


Faljt. By the Maſs, Lad, thou fſay'ſt true; it is like we | 


Prin. Now Harry, whence come you ? Fal 
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Falſt. My LOT, 48, 
The Complaints I hear of thee, are grievous. 

Fulf PRE Kee Lord, they are falſe-Nay, Pltickle 
e for a young Prince. es 

Prin. Sweareſt thou, nungracous Boy e henceforth 
"re look on me; thou art violently carried away from 
Grace ; there's a Devil haunts thee, in the likeneſs of a 
ar old manz 2 Tun of Man is- thy Companione Why 
40ſt thou converſe with that Trunk of Humofs, that 
Boulting-Hutch of Beaſtlineſs, that ſwoln Parcel of 
Droplies, that huge Bowbard of Sack, that ſtufr Cloak- 
bag of Guts, that rgited Manning-Tree Oxe with te 
puddings in his Belly, that Reverend Vice, that grey Ini- 
quity, that Father Ruffin, that Vanity in years] where- 
in is he good, but to taſte Sack and drink it ? wherein 
neat arid cleanly, but to carve a Capon and cat it ? where- 
in Cunning, but in Craft ? wherein Crafty, but in V1l- 
ny ? wherein Villahous, but in all things ? wherein 
worthy, but in nothing *? 

Falſt. 1 would your Grace would take me with you : 
whom means your , Grace ? 

Prin, That villgnous abominable miſ-leader of Youth, 
Falſtaff, that old white-bearded Sathan. 

Falft. My Lord, the man I.kaow, 

Prin. I know thou doit, t 

Falf. But to ſay, I know more harm in him than in 
my ſelf, were to ſay more than 1'know. That he 1s old, 
«he more*s the pity}, his white hairs do witneſs 1t 
But that he is, ({aving your. Reverence) a Whore-ma- 
ſter, that 1 utterly deny. If Sack and Sugar be a fault, 
Heaven help the wicked | if to be old and therry, be a 
ſn, then many a Hoſt that- I know .15- dami'd : 
if to be fat,, fo; be hated, then Pharaobs lean kine are 
to be lovdd. No, my good Lord, bagiſh Pero; baniſh 
Badolph, baniſh Poins ;, . but for ſweet Jack, Falſtaff, 
kind Fack, Falſtaff, true Fark, Falſtaff, valiant Fack, Fal- 

* and therefore more valiant, being as 'he. is old 
Jak, Falſtaff; baniſh not him thy Haerys company; 
Jack, and baniſh all the World. : 


piump | 
Prin, 1 do, I will. 


( mo ok wg hos 4+ gee Oak: 
Enter Bardolph rannng, 
Bard. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sheriff with a moſt 
monſtrous Watch, is at the door | 
Falft, Out you Rogyef play out the Play : I have much 
to ay in the behalf of that Falſtaff. + 


Enter the Hoſteſs. 


Hoſt. O, my Lord, my_Lord./ 

Falſft. Heigh, heigh, the Devil rides upon a Fiddle- 
ſtick : what*s the matrer ? 

Hof. The Sheriff and all the Watch are at the dqgr : 
they are come to ſearch the Houſez ſhall I let them ? 


Noble Lord, from Eaſt-cheap. 


PIE procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot, and'1 


She. One of them is well known, my gracious Lord, 
a groſs fat man. 
Car. As fat as Butter. 
Prin. The man, I do aſſure you is not here, 
For I my ſelf at this time have imploy'd him ; 
And Sheriff, I w engage my word to thee, 
Thar I will,by to morrow Dinner time, 
Send him to anſwer thee, or any man, 
For any thing he ſhall be charg?d withal : 
And fo let me intreat you, leave the Houſe. 

She. | will, my Lord: there are two Gentlemen 
Have in this Robbery loſt three hundred Marks. , 
Prin. It may be fo ; if he have robb'd theſe men, 

He ſhall be anſwerable ; and fo farewell. 
She. Good Night, my Noble Lord. | 
Prin, I think it is Good Morrow, is it not ? 

She. Indeed, my Lord, I think it be twoa clock. [ Exit. 
Prin. This oply Raſcal is known as well 2s Pauls : 
go call him forth, ef 
Pero. Falſtaff Þ faſt aſleep behind the Arras, and 

ſnorting like a Horſe. 
Prin, Hark, how hard he fetches his breath : ſearch his 
Pockets. 


He ſearcherh his Pockets, and findeth 
certain Papers, 


Prin. What haſt thou found ? 
Peto, Nothing but Papers, my Lord. 
Prin, Let's ſe, what be they ? read them. 


L 


Peto. Item, a Capon, lis ii d 
Item, Sawce.. wid 
Item, Sack, two Gallons. y $'viiid 
ltem, Anchoves and Sack afcer Supper, it $'vi d 
Item, Bread. ob 


Prince, O monſtrous/ but one half penny-worth of 
Bread to this intolerable deal of Sack ? What there is 
let him ſleep till day. VIE to the Court in the Moriing : 
'We mult all tothe Wars, and thy place ſhall be honofable. 


know his death will be a March of *Twelve-ſcore:” The 
Money ſhall be pay*d back again with advantage. Be with 


Peto., Good morrow, good my Lord. [Exennt, 


, - 
. 


—— 


 Afus Tertins, Scena Prima, 
\ Vit Arch Deaco of Han or Hougse Un WA 
Eutcr Hotſpur, Worceſter, Lord Mortimet, * 
Owen Glendower, 


Falft. Do*ſt thou hear, Hal ? never call a true piece 
of Gold a Counterfeit : thou art eſſentially mad, without 
keming ſo. 

Pri. And thou a natural Coward, without inſtinct: 

- + deny your Major , if you will deny the 
Stefff, ſo; if not, let him enter. If 1 become not a 
Cart as well as another man, a plague on my bringing up { 
[ hope I ſhall as ſoon be ſtrangled with a Halter, as another. 

Prince, Go hide thee behind the Arras, the reſt 
walk 3- above. Now my Maſters, for a true Face and 
good Conſcience. 

Falf Both which I have had, but their date is out, 
and therefore PIC hide me. 
Prin, Call in the Sheriff. | 
a} CEL A/l. 
Enter Sheriff and the Carrier, 


[ Exit, 


Prince, Now Maſter Sheriff, what is your wilt with me ? 

She, Firſt, pardon me, my Lord. A Hue and Cry hath 

followed certain men unto this Houſe, 

x Prin, What men ? | 


mc. -- - 


Mort. Theſe Promiſes are fair, the Parties ſure, 
And our Induction full of proſperous hope. 

Hot ſp. Lord Mortimer, and Couſin Glendower, 
Will you fit down ? 4 
And Uncle Worceſter5-a plague upon it, 


Glend. No, here it 1s ; ; 
Sit Couſin Percy, fit good Couſin Hot ſpur : 
For by that Name, as oft as Lancaſter doth ſpeak of you, 
His Cheeks look pale, and with a riſing ſigh, 
He wiſheth you in Heaven. 

Hotſp. And you in Hell,as oftff9s he hears Owen Glen. 
dower {poke of. 

Glend. 1 cannot blame him : At mf Nativity, 
The front of Heaveg was full of fiery ſhapes, 
Of burning. Creſſets*Wg at ay Birth, 
The frame and foundation of the Earth 
Shak like a Cov/ard, 

Hotſp. Why ſo it would have done at the ſame Seaſon 
if your Mothers Cat had vat kitren'd, though your felt 
had nefer been bor. 


elſe, keep cloſe, we'll read it at more: _—_— z there | 


me betimes in the Morning 5 and fo gobd morrow, Pero, p* 


[ have forgot the Map, -| 


| Glend. 


Ff 2 
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If thou have power to raiſe him, bring him hither, 


' | Bootleſs home, and Weather-beaten back. 


' Glend, Come, heres the Map: 


'| Ard all the fertile Land within that bound, 


| To morrow, Couſin Percy, you and I, 
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 Glend. I fay the Earth did ſhake when I was born. 
Horſp. && 1 lay the Earth, 48 not of my mind ; | 


[f you {uppoſe, as fearing you, it ſhook. 
G'en. TheBeavens were all on fire,the Earth did tremble. 


Glend, A ſhork,time ſhall ſend me to you, Lords: 
And in my Conduct ſhall your Ladies come, 
From whom you now mult ſteal, and take no leaye* 
For there will be a world of Water ſhed, : 


Hotſp. Oh, then the Earth ſhook 

To ſee the Hzavens on fire, 

And nat in fear of your Nativity. 

Diſeaſed Nature oftentimes breaks forth 

In ſtrangz Eruptions ; and the teeming Earth 

Is with a kind of Cholick pinct'd and vext, 4 

By the im priſoning of uoruly wind $52 

f Wirhin her Womb ; whictt for enlargement ſtriving, 

Shakes the old Beldam Earth, and les down 

Steeples, and moſs-grown Towers. At your Birth, 

Our Grandam Earth, having this Diltemperatur e, 

[n paſſion ſhook. 
Glen, Couſin » of many men 

[ do not bear theſe Croſlings : Give me leave 

To tell you once again, that at my Birth 

The front of Heaven was full of fiery ſhapes, 

The Goats ran from the Mountains, and the Heards 

Were ſtrangly clamdrous ts the frighted fields : 

Theſe Signs have mark*d mie extraordinary, 

And all the Courſes of my lite do ſhew, 

I am not in the Roll of common men. 

Where is the Living, clipt in with the Sea, 

That chides the Banks of England, Scottandand-Wales, 

Which calls me Pupil, or hath read to me ? 

And bring him out, that is but V Vomans Son, 

Can trace me in the tedious ways of Art, 

And. hold me pace in deep Experiments. | 
Hotſp. 1 think there's no man ſpeaks better Welſh# 

"A to dinner 
Mort. Peace, Couſin Percy, you will make him mad. 
Glend, I can call Spirits from the ny Deep. 
Hotſp. Whyſo can I, or fo can any ; 

But will they come, when you do call for them ? ; 
Glend. Why, 1 can teach theey-Soufe, to command 

the Devil. | 
Hotſp.. And 1 can teach thet,C6wfia,to ſhame the Devil, ' 

| By telling Truth."Tel Truth, and ſhame the Devil. 


And Vi6be ſworn, I have power to ſhame him hence. 

Oh{ while you live, tell Truth, and ſhame the Devil. 
Mort. Come, come, no more of this unprofitable Chat. 

| Glen. Three times hath Henry B@lling made head 

Againſt my powJr : thrice from the Banks of Wye, 

And Sandy-bottomd Severn, have I ſent, him, 


Eot. Home, without Boots, 
And in foul V Veather too 
How ſcapes he Agues in the DeviPs name ? 


Shall we divide our Right, 
According to our threefold order ta*ne ? / 

Mor, The Arch-Deacon hath divided it 4£7 c | 
into three Limits, very equally : WF 
England, from Trent, and Severn hitherto, 

By South and Eaſt, is to my part aſlign'd : 
All Weſt ward, Wales, beyond the Severn ſhore, 


To Owen Glendower : and dear Cowze, to you 
The remnant Northward, lying off from Trezr. 
And our Indentures Tripartite are drawn: 
Which being ſealed enterchangeably, 

(A buſineſs that this Night may execute) 


And my good Lord of Worceſter, will ſet forth, 
To meet your Father, and the Scottiſh Power, 
As is appointed us at Shrewsbury. 

My Father Glendower is not ready yet, 

Nor ſhall we need his help theſe fourteen days : 
Within that ſpace, you may have drawn together 


Your Tenants, Friends, and neighbouring Gentlemen. 


1 Many an Engliſþ Ditty, lovely well, 


ho any well-deſerving Friend ; 


Upon the parting of your ,Wives and you. 

"Horſp. Methinks my mory; North from Burton here 
In quantity equals not on of yours ; 
See, how this River comes me cranking in, 

And cuts me from the belt of all my Land, 

A huge half Moon, a monſtrous Cantle our. 

PIE have the Current in this place damntd up, 
And here the ſmug, and Silver Trent ſhall run, 
In a new Channel, fair and evenly : 

It ſhall not winde with ſuch a deep indent, 

To rob me of ſo rich a bottom here. 

Glend, Not winde ? it ſhall, it muſt, you ſee it doth, 

Mort. Yee but mark, how he bends his courſe, 
And runs me up, with like advantage-on the other ſide, 
Gelding the oppoſing Continent as much, 

As on the other ſide it takes from you. 

Worc. Yeg, but a little Charge will trench him here, 
And on this North ſide win this Cape of Land, 
And then he runs ſtraight and even. 

Hotſp. PIE have it ſaga little Charge will do it. 

Gleng. Ple not have it alter*d. | 

Hotſp. Will not you'? * 

Glend. No, nor you ſhall not. 

Hotſp, Who ſhall ſay me nay ? 

Glend, Why, that will I. 

Hotſp. Let me not underſtand you then, ſpeak it inWelf, 

Glend, 1 can ſpeak Engluh, Lord, as well as youy 
For I was train'd up in the Engliſh Court : 

Where, being ie young,, I framed to the Harp, 


And gave the Tongue a helptul Ornament z 
A Vertue that was never ſeen in you. 

Hotſp. Marry, as I-ami glad of it withaf my heart, 
I had rather be a Kitten, and cry mew, | 
Than one of theſe ſame meeter-Ballad-mong ; 
I-kad rather hear a Brazen Candleſtick tiln'd, * 
Or a dry Wheel grate on the Axle-tree,* 
And that would'f teeth on Edge, 
Nothing'4{o much as mincing Poetrig ; 
"Tis like the forc*d gate of a ſhuffling Nag. 

Glend. Come, you ſhall have Trent turn'd. 

Hotſp. 1 do not carey IiCgive thrice ſo much Land 
a As that- 
But in the way of Bargain, mark ye me, 
PIE cavil on the ninth part of a Hair. - 
Are the Indentures drawn ? ſhall we be gone ? 
Glend. The Moon ſhines fair, 
You may away by Night : 
WG haſte the Writer ; and withalt, 
Bfetak with your Wivcs, of your departure hence : 
I am afraid my Daughter will run mad, 
So much ſhe doteth on her Mortimer, 7 24:0 [Exit 
More, Fic, Coulin Percy, how you croſs my Father: 
Hotſp. 1 cannot chuſe : ſometime he angers me 
With telling aw of the Moldwarp and the Ant, 
Of ths Dreamer AMerhn, and his Prophecies ; 6-0 
And of a Dragon, and a fin-leſs Fiſh, 
A clip-wing'd Gyiffin, and a moultergRaven 
A couching Lyons ramping Cat, 
And ſuch a deal of skimble-skamble Stuff, 
As puts me, from my Faith. I tell you what, 
He held me aſt Night, at leaſt nine hours, 
In reckhing up the ſeveral Devils Names, 
That were his Lackeys : 
I cry'd hum, and well, gg=twr, 
But mark*d him not a word. O, hes as tedious 
As a txrtd Horſe," ailing Wite 
Worſe than a ſmoaky Houſe. 142d rather live 
With Cheeſe and Garlick in a Windmill far, 
Than feed on Cates, and have him talk to me, 
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cummer-houſe jp Chriſtendom. 
Y Mo In faith,he / an honeſt Gentleman ; 


| Exceeding well read, and profited, 


[In ſtrange Conccalments ; 


Valiant as a Lion, and wondrous affable, 


49d-as bountiful, as Mines of Indra; 
chall 1 tell you) Couſing : 
He holds your temprr in a high reſpect, 


| And curbs himſelf, even of his natural ſcope; 


When you do croſs his humour ; *fairh, he does. 
| warrant you, that a» man is not alive, 
Might ſo have tempted him, as you have done, 
Without the taſte of danger, and reproofs 
zut donot uſe it ofc, let me intreat you, - 

Wore, In faith, my wt you are too wilful blame, 
And fince your coming hae, have done enough, 
To put him quite beſides his patience: 

You muſt needs learn, Lord, to amend this fault 

Though ſometimes it ſhew greatneſs, Courage, Blood, 

And that's the deareſt grace it renders you; 

- oftentimes it doth preſent harſh Rage; 

Defet of Manners, want of Government, 

pride, Haughtineſs, Opinion, and Diſdain : 

The leaſt of which, haunting a Nobleman, 

Loſeth mens Hearts, and leaves behind a ſtain 

Upon the Beauty of all parts beſides, 

Begailing them of Commendation. 

Hot, Well, I am ſchooPd : 

Good-manners be your ſpeed [ 

Here come gour Wives, and let us take our leave. 
| CSC HTM. 

Enter Glendower, with the Ladies. 


Mort, This is the deadly ſpight that angers me, 

My Wife can ſpeak no Engliſh, I no, Welſh. 

Glend, My Daughter weeps, ſhell not part with you, 
tell be a Sogldier too, ſhell tothe Wars. 

Mort. Good-Fatherztell her, gzar ſhe and my Avnt Percy 
Shall follow in your Conduct ſpeedily. | 


Glendower ſpeaks to her Welſh, and ſhe you 


ſwers him in the ſame, 


Glend. She Ts deſperate here : 
A peeviſh ſelf-wild Harlotry, 
One that Perſkaſion can do no good upon, 


The Lady ſpeaks in Welſh: 


Met. 1 underſtand thy Looks ; that pretty Welſh, 
Which thou powr'ſt down from thKſgTwelling Heavens, 
| am too perfect in: And but for! ſhame, 
la ſuch a parlcy ſhould 1 anſwer thee. 


The Lady aoain in Welſh. 


Mort, 1 underſtand thy Kiſſes, and thou mine, 

And that's a feeble diſputation : 

But I will never be a Truant, Love, 

Till I have learn'd thy Language : For thy Tongue 

Makes Welſh as ſweet as Ditties highly penn'd, 

Sung by a fair Queen in a Summers Bower, 

With raviſhing Diviſion to her Lute. 
Glend, Nay,, if thou melt, then will ſhe run mad. 


The Lady ſpeaks @oain inWelſh, 


Mort. O, 1 am ignorance it ſelf inthis. 


" Glend. She bids you, 


On the wanton ruſhes lay you down, 

And reſt your gentle head upon her Lap, 
And ſhe will ſing the Song that pleaſcth you, 

|And on your Eye-Lids Crown the God of Sleep, 


= _ — — 


Charming your Blood with pleaſing heavineſ , 


IE 


; Not you, in good ſooths and, as trueas I re, | 


The hour before the Heavenly Harneſgd Tefm 


By what time will our Book, Itlink, be drawn. 
And thoſe Muſitians that ſhall play to you, 

Hang in the Air a thouſand Leagues from chence 
And ſtraiat they ſhall be here : ſit, and attend. 


Come, quick, quick, that I may lay my Head in thy Lap, 


And ris no marvel he is ſo humorous : 
Byrlady he's a good Muſician. 


For you are all together governed by humbrs : 


Making ſuch difference betwixt Wake and Sleep, 
As is the difference betwixt Day and Night, | 


Begins his golden Progre6 in the Ealt. 
Afort. Withal my heart PlEſt, and hear her ſiag : 


GlendBo ſo : 


Hot. Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying down : 


Lady. Go, ye giddy-Gooſe. 
The Muſick, plays. | 
Het, Nowl perceive the Devil undetſtands Welſh, + 


Lady. Then would you be nothing but Muſical, 


je {till ye Thief, and hear the Lady ſing in Welſh. 

Hot. 1 had rather hear{Lady) my Brach howls inlIriſh. 
Lady. Would'ſt have thy Head broken ? 

Hort, No. | 
Lady. Then be till. s 
Hor. Neither, *tis a Womans Fault. 

Lady. Now God help thee./ 

Hot, To the Welſh Ladies Bed. 

Lady. What's that ? 

Hot. Peace, ſhe ſings. 


Here the Lady ſings a Welſh Song. 


Hot. Come, PIE have your Song too. 
Lady. Not mine, in good ſooth. 
Het. Not yours, in good ſooth | 
You ſwear like a Comfit-makers Wife; 


And, as God ſhall mend me; and as ſure as day £ 
And giveſt ſuch Sarcenet ſurety for thy Oaths, 
As if thou never walk further than Finsbu: y. 
Swear me, Kate, like a Lady, as thou art, 

A good mouth-filling Oath, and leave inſooth, 
And ſuch proteſtof Pepper-Ginger-bread, 

To Velvet-Guards, and Sunday-Citizens. 

Come, ing. 
Lady. 1 will not ſing. Rolun | 
Hor. Tis the next way to turn Taplot, or. be Red- 
breaſt Teacher : Fc: the Indentures ve drawn, PIEaway 
within theſe two hours: And ſo come in, -.when ye 
will. (Ext. 
Glend, Come, come, Lord Mortimer, youare as flow, | 
As hot Lord Percy is on fire to. go, 

By this our Book is drawn: well bur ſeal, 

And then to Horſe immediately. 

Mort. Wirth all my heart. [ Exennt. 


| 


Scenn Setunda;, |: 


FO NLLIS 
Enter the King, Prince of Walcs, and others, 


King. Lords, give us leave ; 
The Prince of Wales, and I, 
Muſt have ſome private Conference; 


But be near azz, 
For we ſhall preſently hayy need of youg—{ Exeurt Lords. 
| know not whether will have it fo, | 


For ſome diſpleaſing Service I have done ; 
That, in his ſecret Doom, out of my Blood, 
He'll breed Revengment, and a Scourge for me : 
But thou doſt in thy -paſſages of Lite, | 
Make me believe, that thou art onely mark'd 4 


For the hot Vengehnce, andthe Rod of Heaven, 
Ff 3 To 
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{To puniſh my Miſtfeadings. Tell mgelſe, 
{ Could ſuch inordinate and low delires, 


{ Such barren Pleaſures, rude Saciety, 

1 As thou art match*d withalf, and grafted tos, 

] Accompany the greatneſs of thy blood, 

And hold their level with thy Princely heart ? 

| Prince. So pleaſe your Majeſty, I gk | could 
Quit all Offences with as clear excule, 

| As wellzas I am doubtleſs I can purge 

{My Telf of many I am charg'd withal « 

-Yer ſuch extenuation let me beg, 

Aszin reproof of many Tales devis'd, 

Which oft the-Ear of Greatneſs needs muſt hear, 

| By ſmiling Pick-thanks,_and baſe News-mongers ; 
I may for ſome things true, (wherein my youth 

Hath faulty wandred, and irregular 

{Find pardon on my true ſubmillion. 

| King. HeavJn pardon thee : 

Yet let me wonder, Harry, 

At thy Afﬀections, which do hold a Wing 

Quite from the flight of all thy Anceſtors, 

Thy place in Council thou halt rudely loſt, 

Which by thy younger Brother is ſupplyd ; 

And art almoſt an.alien to the Hcarts 

Of all the Court and Princes of my blood. 

The Hope and Expettation of thy time 

Is ruin'd, and the Soul of every man 

Prophetically ddFfore-think thy fall. 

Had 1 fo laviſh of my Preſence been, 

So common hackney?®d in the ways of men, . 

So ſtale and cheap to vulgar Company ; 

Opinion, that did help me to the Crown, 

Had ſtill kept loyal. to Poſfleſlion, 

And left me in reputcleſs Baniſhment, 

A Fellow of no mark, nor likelihood. - 

By being ſeldom ſeen, 1 could not ſtir, 

But like a Comet, 1 was wondred aty 

That Men would tell their Children, This is he e 

Others would ſay, where ? which is Bal:ngbroftg? 

And then1 ſtole all Courteliz from Heaven, 

And dreſt my ſelf in ſuch Humility, 

That I did pluck Allegiance from Mens Hearts, 

Loud ſhouts and ſalutations from their Mouths, 

Even in the preſence of the crowned King, 

Thus I did keep my Perſon freſh and new, 

My Preſence like a Robe Pontihca!, 

Nere ſeen, but wondred at: and ſo my ſtate, 

Seldom but ſumptuous, ſhewed like a Feaſt, 

| And wonyby rareneſyſuch Solemaity. 

The skipping Kingyhe ambled up and down, 

With ſhallow Jeſters, and raſh Bav®n Wits, 

Soon kindled, and ſoon burnt;6carded his State, 

Mingled his Royalty with carping Fools, 

Had his great Name prophaned with their ſcorns, 

And gave hjs Countenance, againlt his Name, 

TolaughKgybing Boys, and ſtand the puſh 

Of every beardleſs vain comparative: 

Grew a Companion to the common ſtreets, 

Enfeoff*d himſelf to Popularity : 

That being daily ſwallow@d by mens Eyes, 

[They ſurfeited with Honey, and began,to loathe 

The taſte of ſweetneſs, whereof aa little 

More than a little, is by muchtoo much. 

So when he had occaſion to be ſeen, 

He was but as the Cuckow is in Fe, 

Heard, not regarded , fecn, but with ſuch Eyes, 

As ſick and blunted with community, 

Aﬀord no extraordinary gaze; 

Such as is bent on Sun-like Majeſty, 

W hen it ſhines ſeldom in admiring Eyes : 

But rather drowz'd, and hung their Eye-lids down, 

'Slept in his Face, and rendred ſuch aſpect ; 

As cloudy men uſe to wnycheir Adverſaries, 

F4y 
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Being with his Preſence glutted, gorg'd, and full. © 
And 1n that very Line, Harry, ſtandliſt thou - 

For thou haſt loſt thy Princely privilegge, 

With vile participation. Not an .Eye, 

But is a-weary of thy common ſight, 

Save mine, which hath delir*d to ice thee-more; 

W hich now doth, ythat 1 world not have it do, 
Make blind ir ſelf ,with fooliſh tenderneſs. 

Prince, 1 fhatthereafrer, my thrice gractousL ord, 
Be more my ſelf. 
Aing,g'or all the World, ULLG/ 

As thou art to this hour, was Richerd then, 

When I from. France ſet foE at Kaverſprirs , 

And even as was then, is Percy now e ' 
Now by my Scepter, 'and my Soul to boot, 

He hath more worthy Intercit to the ſtate, 

Than thouythe Shadow of Succeſſion 

For of no Right, nor Colour like to Right, 

He doth fill Fields with Harneſs in the Realm, 
Turns Head againſt the Ipon*s armed Jaws 
And-being no more in debt to years than thou, 
Leads ancient Lords, and reverend Biſhops on, 

To bloody Battels, and to bruiſing Arms. 

What never-dying Honour hath he got, 

Againſt renowned Dowglas, whoſe high Deeds, 
Whoſe hor Incurſions, and great Name in Arms, 
Holds from all Soldiers chicf Majority, 

And Military Title Capital, 

Through all the Kingdons that acknowledge Chriſt! 
Thrice hath thi Hotſpur Mars, in iſwathing Cloaths, 
This infant-Warriogr, in his Enterpriſes, 
Diſcomfited great Dowglas, tane him once, 
Enlarged him, and made a Friend of him, 

To fill the Mouth of deep Defiance up, 

And ſhake the Peace and Safety of our Throne. 
And what ſay you to this ? Percy, Northumberland, 
The Arch-Biſhops Grace of Tork, Dowglas,, Mortimer, 
Capitulate. againſt us, and are up. 
But wherefore do I tell this News to thee ? 
Why, #arry, dol tell thee of my Foes, 
Sick, art my near?lt and deareſt Enemy ? 

T hoyjart like enough, through Vaſſal Fear, 

Baſe [nclination, and the ſtart of Spleen, 

To fight againlt me under Perciy's Pay, 

To dog his Heels, and ceurtfie at his Frowns, 
To ſhew how much thou art degenerate. 

Prince, 1)o not think ſo, you ſhall not find it ſo : 
And Heaven forgive them, that ſomuch have ſway'd 
Your Majeltigs good thoughts away from me! 

I will redeem all this on PerdipPs Head, 
And in the cloſing of ſomE'*glorious day, 
Be bold to tell you, thatl am your Song 
When I will wear a Garment all of Blood 
And ſtzin my Favours in a bloody Mask) 
Which waſht 2way, ſhall ſcowre my ſhame with it. 
And that ſhall be the day, when ere it lights, 

T1 hat this ſame Chiid of Honour and Renown, 
This gallant ZHorſpur, this all-praiſed Knight, 
And your unthought of Harry, chance to meet : 
For every Honour fitting on his Helm, 

V Vould thegwere multitudes, and on my Head 

My Shames redoubled/ For the time will come, 

T har I ſhall make this Northern Youth exchange 
His Glorious Deeds for my Iudignities « 

Percyis but my Fattor, good, my Lord, 
Toengroſs up glorious deeds on my behalf : 

AndI will call him to fo {tritt account, 

That he ſhall render every Glory up, 

Yea, even the ſleighteſt_ V Vorſhip of his Time, 
Or 1 will tear the Reck@ning from his heart. 
This, in the 2: Heayln, I promiſe here : 
The which, if I prefare;, and do lurvive, 

I do beſeech your Majcſty, may ſalve 
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The long-grown V Vounds of my intemperature : 


If 
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if not, the end of Life cancels all Bands, 
And I will dre a hundred thouſand deaths, 
Ere break the ſmalleſt parcel of this Vow. 
King. A hundred thouſand Rebelsgie in this : | 
Thou ſhalt have Zharge, and Sovergign trult herein, 
Enter Blunt. Ee OP 
ow, gogd Blunt ? thy looks are tull of ſpced. 
m_ aL Zn the buſineſs that I come to ſpeak of. 
Lord Mortrner of Scotland hath ſent word, 
That Dowglas and the Engliſh Rebels met 
Theeleventh of this Month, at Shrewsbury : 
A mighty and a fearful Head they are, 
{1f promiſes be kept on every hand} 
A;ever offer#d foul play in a State. 
Kino. The Earl of Weſtmerland ſer forth to day [ 
With him my Son, Lord John of Lancaſter; 
For this Advertiſement is five days old. 
On Wedneſday next, Harry, thou ſhalt ſet forward : 
On Thurſday, ye our ſelves will march. 
Our meeting i&Bridgenorth : And Harry, you ſhall march 
Through Gloceſter-ſhire : By which acconnrt, 
ſome twelve days hence,, 
Our general Forces at B#idgenorth ſhall meer. 
Our hands are full of buſineſs : Let*s away, 
Advantage feeds them fat, while men delay. 


Srena Tertia- V. 


The TUY ENT UL CAS 
Enter Falſtaff, ard Bardol]ph. 


[ Exeunt, 
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| Falft, Bardolph, am 1 not” faln away vilely, ſince this 
lat ation? do I not bate? do I not dwindle? Why 
my «kin hangs about me like an old Ladigs looſe Gown : 
[[anwithered like an old Apple Fohn. el,1l6 repent, 
and that ſuddenly, while I am in ſome liking - I ſhall be 
out of heart ſhortly, and then I ſhall have no ſtrength to 
repent. An@l have not forgotten what the in-ſide- of a 
Church is made of, I am a Pepper Corn, a Brewers 
torle; The in- ſide of a Church/ Company, villinous 
Company hath been the ſpoil of me. 

Bard. Sir Fohn,you are fo frettul, you cannot live long. 

Faſt, Why,there is it; Come, ing mea bawdy Song, 
make me merry - I was as virtuoully given, as a Gentleman 
need to be; virtuous.enoughg ſwore little; Dic*d nat above 
ſeven times a weeks? went to a Bawdy-houſe not above 
oncein a quarter-of an hour, paid money that I borrowed- 
three or four times ; lived well, and in good compals ; 
And now I live out of all order, out of Xbmpaſs. 

Bard, Why, you are ſo far, Sir John, that you muſt 
needs be out of all compaſs out of all reaſonable com- 
paſs, Sir John. 

Falſt. Do thou amend thy Face, and PIE amend my 
Life, Thou art our Admiral, thou beareſt the Lantff 
n the Poop, but tis in the Noſe of thee; thou art the 
Knight of the burning Lamp. 

Bard. Why, Sjr fohn, my Face does you no harm. 

Falſ#, No, PlEbe ſworn z I make as good uſe of it, as 
many a man doth of a Deaths-Head, or a 1rmento Mor:, 
| never ſce thy Face, but 1 think upon Hell fire, and Dive: 
that lived in Purple; for there he is in his Robes burning. 
[f thou wert any way given to Virtue, I would ſear by 
thy Face; my Oath ſhould be, By this Fire 3 Bur thou 
artaltogether given over ; and wert indeed, but for the 
Light in thy Face, the Sun of utter Darkneſs. When 
thou rann'ſt up Gads-hill in the night to catch my Horſe, 
if 1 did not think thou had(t been an 7gnss farus, or a Ball 
of Wild-fire, there's no purchaſe in Money. O, thou 
ata perpetual Triumph, an everlaſting Bone-fire-light; 
thou haſt ſaved me a thouſand Marks in Links and Tor- 
ches, walking with thee in the night betwixt Tavern 
and Tayern; But the Sack that thou haſt drunk me, 
would have bought me lights as good cheap, at the 


EE 


and now you pick a quarrel to beguile me of /it © bgpght 
| you a dozen of Shirts to your back. | 
I have giveWhem ay 


deareit Changilers in Exrope, I have maintain'd that Sa- 
lamand:r of ith fire, any time this two and thirty 
years, Hcavarteward me for it. 

Bard. | would my Fact were in your belly. 

F.uſt. So ſhould I be ſure to be heart-burn'd. 

4 Enter Hoſteſs, 
How now, Dame Pat the Hen, have you enquir*d yet 
who pickd my Pocket ? 

Hoſteſs. Why, Sir Fohn, what do you think, Sir John ? 
do you think I keep Thieves in my Houſe ? | have| 
ſearch'd, I have enquir*d, ſo has my Husband, Man by 
Man, Boy by Boy, Servant by Servant: The tight of a 
Hair waz never lolt in my Houſe before. 

Falt. Ye ye, Hoſteſs ; Bardolph was ſhay'd, and loſt 
many a hair ; and PIE be ſworn my Pocket was pick*'d; go 
to, you are a Woman, £g0. | 

Hoſteſs. Whol? 1 defie thee j I was never calld fo in 
mine 2awn Houſe before. 

Falſt. Go to, I know you well enough. | 

Hoſteſs. No, Sir Fob»: You do not know me, Sir 
Fohn; I know you, Sir Job» ; You owe me rare. Sr John, 
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Falf. Dowlas, filthy Dowlas : 
to Bakers Wives, and they have made Boulters of them. 

Hoſteſs. Now as 1 am atrue Woman, Holland of eight 
ſhillings an Ell : You owe Money here beſides, Sir John, 
for your Diet, and by-Drinkings, and Money lent you, 
four and twenty pounds. 

Falſt., He had his part of it, let him pay. | 

Heogteſs. He ? alas ?, he is poor, he hath nothing. 

Falſt. How 7 poor / look upon his face : What call 
you rich? Let him copn his Noſe, let him coyn his 
Checks, PlEnot pay a Denier. What, will you make a 
Yohker of me ? Shall I not take mine eaſe in mine Inn, 
but I ſhall have my Pocket pick*d ? I have loſt a Sea-Ring 
of my Grand-fathers, worth forty Mark. 

Hoſteſs. 1 have heard the Prince 'tell him, I know not 
how oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Faljt. How ? the Prince is a Jack, a Sneak-Cup ; and 
if he were here, I would cudgel him like a Dog, if he 


would fay fo. <IALM 2£-V/ 4 


Enter the Prince marching, and Falſtaff meets him, 
playing on his Trunchion like a Fife. 


1 


Falſt. How now, Lad? is the wind in that Door? 
Muſt we all march ? 

Bard. Yea, twoand two, Newgate faſhion. 

Hoſt. My Lord, I pray yowhear me. 

Prince, What fay*lt thou, Miſtreſs Quickly ? How does | 
thy Husband ? I love him well, he is an honeſt man, 

Hoſteſs. Good, my Lord, hear me. 

Falſt. Prgthee ler her alone, and liſt tome. 

Prince. What fay*ll thou, Jack? 

Falſt. The other night 1 fell aſleep here behind the 
Arras, and had my Pocket pickt : This Houſe is turn'd 
Bawdy-houſe, they pick Pockets. 

Prince, What didſt thou loſe, Fack ? 

Faljt. Wilt thou believe me, 4a! ? Three or four 
Bonds of forty paynd a piece, and a Seal-Ring of my 
Grand-fathers. 

Prince. A trifle, ſomeeight-penny matter. 

Hot. Sol told him, my Lord; and I faid, I heard 
your Grace ſay ſo : And{my Lord he ſpeaks molt vilely | 
of you, like a foul-moutl'd man as he is, and ſaid he 
would cudgel you. . 

Prince, W hat,! he did not ? 

Hoſt. Theres neither Faith, Truth, nor Woman-hood { 
in me elſe. 

Fal. There's no more faith in thee than in a 
Prune; nor no more truth in thee than in a drawn Fox / 
and for Woman-hood, Maid-Marian may be the Depu- 
ties Wife- of the Ward to thee. Go you aething, go, 0 

Hoſt. 


— 


Fon 


—_— 


_—_ 


CC—T—— « — - _ 
TI" FOOT WO In 


with picking thy Pocket ? Why thofh 
{ imboſt Raſcal, if there were any thing in thy Pocket but 


' of Innocency, Adam fell ; and what \ 
Falſtaff do, in the days of Villany 2 Thou ſeeſt, I have 
more felh than another man, and therefore/Frailty. You 
confeſs then you pickt my Pocket ? 
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| Hoſt. Say, what thing ? what thing ? 
'- Faljft, What thing? why a thing to thank Heaven on. 


Hoſt. 1 am nothing to thank Heaven on, I would thou 
ſhouldſt know it : I am an honeſt Man's Wife ; and ſetting 
thy Knighthood aſide, thou art a Knave to call me 1o. 

Falſt. Setting thy Womanhood aſide, thou art a Beall 
to ſay otherwiſe. 

Hoſt. Say, what Beaſt, thou Knave thou ? 

Fal. What Beaſt ? Why an Otter. 

Prin, An Otter, Sir John, why an Otter ? 


not Where to have her. 
any mani knows where to have me; thou Knave thou. 
molt groſly. 


Prince. Sirrah, do owe you a thouſand pound ? 
Fal. A thouſand pound, Hal ? a million ; thy love 1s 


' worth a gillion : thou ow'ſt me thy love. : 
| . Nay, my Lord, he calPd you Jack, and ſaid he 
wo 
al. 


I, Bardolph? 


Bay. Indeed, Sir Fchn, you faid ſo. 
Fal. Yea, if he ſaid my Ring was Copper. 


thy word now ? 
roaring of the Lyons Whelp. 


Prin, And why not as the Lyon ? : 
Fal. The King himſelf is to be feardd as the Lyon : 


Prin, O, if it ſhould, how would thy guts fall about 
thy knees! But, ſirrah, there's no room for Faith, Truth, 


with Guts and Midriff., Charge an honeſt Woman 
orſon 1mpudent, 


Tavern Reckhings, Memorandums of Bawdy- Houſes, 
and one poor penny-worth of Sugar-candy to make thee 


 long-winded : if thy Pocket were enrich*d with any 0- 


ther injuries but theſe, I am a Villain ;, And yet you will 


ſtand to it, you will not Pocket up Wrongs. Art thou not 
aſham*d ? 
| Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hal ? Thon "Wat in the ſtate | 


Prin. It appears ſo by the Story. 
Fal. Hoſteſs, | forgive thee : 


Go make ready Breakfaſt; love thy Husband, 
Look 
Thou 
Thou ſeeſt, 1 am pacihecd, ſtill — 
Nay, I p 


thy Servants, and cheriſh thy Guelts - 
It find me traQtable to any honelt Reaſon : 


thee be gone. 


Prin. O my ſweet Beef 3 


I muſt ſtill be gocd Angel to thee. 
The Money 1s paid back again. 


Fal. ©, I donot like that paying back; tis a double 


Labour. 


Prin. 1 am good Friends with my Father, and may 


do any thing. 


Fal. Rob me the Exchequer the firſt thing thou do'lt, 


and do it with un-waſh'd hands too, 


Bard. Do, my Lord. : 
Prin. 1 have procured thee, Fack, a Charge of Foot. 


8 Fl. 1 would it had been of Horſe. Where ſhall 1 find 
one that can ſteal well ? O, for a fine Thief, of two and 


Fal. Why ? ſhe's neither fiſh nor fleſh, a man knows 
Hoſt. Thou art an unjuſt man in ſaying ſo ; thou, or 
Prin, Thou fayſt true, Hoſteſs, and he {landers thee 


Hoſt. So he doth you, my Lord, and faid this other 
| day, you ow'd him a thouſand pound. 


Prin. 1 fay tis Copper. Dar'ſt thou be as good as 


Fal. Why, Hal? thou knowſt, as thou art but a man, 
I dare, but as thou art a Prince, 1 fear thee, as | fear the 


Do'ſt thou think VIEfear thee, as I fear thy Father ? nay 
if 1 do, let my Girdle break. 


nor Honeſty, in this boſom of thine ; it 1s all flPd up 


uld poor Fack. 


twenty, or thereabout ; I am h 


the Virtuous. | laud them, I praile them. 
Fran. Bardolph/ 
Bar, My Lord. 


Go Pero, to Horſe ; for thou, and I, 
Have thirty Miles to ride yet ere dinner tim 


Attwo a Clock in the Afternoon, 


Money, and Order for their Furniture, 

The Land is burning, Percy ſtands on hi 

And either they, or we, mult lower he: 
Fal. Rare words : brave worldg 

Hoſteſs, my Breakfaſt, come - 

Oh, 1 could wiſh this Tavern were my Drum 


. Nm... 
noully unprovided, We1, 
God be thanked for theſe Rebels, they offerd none by 


Prin, Go bzar this Letter to Lord John of Lancaſter 
to. my Brother Johr.* This to my Lord of Weſtmerlang. 


Jack, meet me to Morrow 1a the Tenple-Hall 


There ſhalt thou know thy Charge, and there receive 


[_ E xenunt Ones, 


of 


Atlus 
AE: SH rews 4 


and Doweglas. 


In this fine Age, were not thought Flattery, 
Such attribution ſhould the Dowglas have, 
As not a Sogldier of this Seaſons ſtamp, 


By Heavtn, 1 cannot flatter : 1 defie 


Dow. TT hou art the King of Honour : 


But I will Beard him. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


there2-l can but thank you. 


Hot, Letters from him ? 
V/hy comes he not himſelf? 

Mefſ. He cannot come, my Lord, 
He & grievous lick, 
Hot, 
In ſuch a juſtling time ? who leads his Power ? 


Mefſ. His Letters bears his mind, not 
Ar. ] p 
Mefſ. HEdid, my Lord, four days ere I ſet 
And at thetime of my departure thence, 
He was much fear*d by his Phyſician. 
Wor, 1 would the ſtate of time had firſt been 


Ere he by Sickneſs had been vilited ; 
| His Health was never better. worth than now. 
[Exit Floſteſs. | 
Now, Hal; to the news at Court for theRoyvery, Lad: 
How is that anſwered ? F- 


Hotſp. Sick now ? droop now ? this ſickneſs 
The very Life-blood of our Enterpriſe; 
"Tis catching hither, even to our Camp. 


And that his Friends by deputation 


To lay ſo dangerous and dear a truſt 

On a Soul remoy?d, but on his own. 

Yct doth he give us bcld Advertigtment, 

That with our ſmall ConjunQticn we ſhould on, 
To fee how Fortune is diſpoy'd to usg 

Fcr, as he writes, there is roquailing now, 
Becauſe the King is certainly peſleſt 

Of all our Purpoſes, What jay youto it? 


©uartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Harry Hotfp&=Worceſter, 


Hot. Well ſaid, my Noble Scot; if ſpeaking truth 


Should go fo general currant through the world. 
The Tongues of Scothers. But a braver place 
in my Heart's love, hath no man than your Self, 
Nay, task me to my word ; approve me, Lord. 


No-man fo potent breathes upon the ground, 


Hot. Do j&, and ®tis well...W hat Letters haſt thoy 
Meſ. Theſe tetters- come from your Father. 


ow ? has he the leiſure to be ſick near, 


1s mind. 


| Under whoſe Government come they cit 
hee tell me, doth he keep his Bcd ? 


He writes me here, that inward Sickneſs —_— 


thought Me 
Could not ſo ſoon be drawn : nor d&d-bdthink-it meet 


Wer. Your Father's ſickneſs is a maim to us. 
Hctſp. A periilcus Geſh, a very Lin.b lopt off: Aut 


CA EE—— 


forth: 
whole, 


doth infeft 


he 


—_—_—_— 
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| odyet, in faith, 'tis not, his preſent want Hotſp. No more, no more z 
n_ more than we ſhall find it, Worſe. than the Sun in arch, 
jr it good, tO ſet the exact Wealth of all our States This Praiſe doth nouriſh Agues ; let them come. 
es one Calt ? to ſet ſo rich a Mis a1/ They come like Sacrifices in their trim, 
= the nice hazard of one doubrtul Hour? And to the fire-ey*d Maid of ſmoaky War, 
ic were not good j for therein ſhould we read All hot, and bleeding, 'will we offer them x 
The very bottom, and the Soul of hope, The mailed 4ars ſhall on his Altar fit 
The very Liſt, the very utmoſt bound Up to the ears in Blood. I am on fire, 
of all our Fortunes. To hear this rich Reprizal is ſonigh, 
Dows, Faith, and ſo we ſhould, And yet not ours. Come, - let me take my Horſe, 
W -re now remains a ſweet Reverſion. Who is to bear me like a Thunder-bo[t, 
WeRFy boldly ſpend, upon the hope Againlt the boſom of thgPrince of Wiles, 
of what is to come In: _ Harry to Harry, ſhallhgt Horſe to Horſe 
4 comfort of Retirement lives in this. Meet, and ne're part, till one drop down a Coarſe Z 
Hip. A Rendezvous, a Home to flie unto, Oh, that Glendower were come. 
if that the Devil and Miſchance Jook big Ver. There is more News : 
llpon the Ma.denhead of our Affairs. I learn'd in Worceſter, as 1 rode along, 
or, But yet 1 would your Father had been here: He cannot draw his Powdr this fourteen days. 
The Quality and FFir of our Attempt Dowg. That's the worſt Tidings thatl hear of, yet. 
Brooks no Diviſion : It will be thought W:r. Ag, by my faith, that bears a froſty ſound. 
By ſome, that know not why he 1s away, Hot ſp.” What may the Kings whole Battel reach unto ? 
That Wiſdom, Loyalty, and meer Diſlike Ver. To thirty thouſand. * 
Of our Proceedings, kept the Earl from hence. Hot, Forty let it be, 
and think, how fuch an Apprehenſion My Father and Glendower being both away, 
May turn the Tide of feartul FaQtion, The Powtr of us may ſerve ſo great a day. 
And breed a kind of Queſtion in opp Cauſe : Core, let us take a Muſter ſpecdily : x 
For well you know, we of the offcſing lide Dooms-day is near ; die all, die merrily. 
Muſt keep aloof from ſtrict arbitrement, | Dowg. Talk not of eYing, I am out of fear 
And ſtop all ſight- holes, every loop, from whence Of death, or deaths hand, for this one half year. 


The Eye of Reaſon may pry@ in upon us : | 
Thisabſence of your Father draws a Curtain, 
That ſhews the ignorant a kind of fear 


Before not. dreamt of. wfon. FP) Sy Sertndn / l, /. 
O 


Hitſp, You ſtrain too far. hy hes FE (ov en ry. 


[ rather of Ris Abſence make this uſe : Enter Falltaff and Bardolph:- 
[tknds a luſtge, and more great Opinion, 


A larger Dare 10 your great Egterprize, 

Than if the Earl were here : for men muſt think, 
If we withour his help, can make a Head, 

To puſh againſt the Kingdom ; with his help, 

We ſhall v'return it topſie-turvy down. 

Yet all goes well, yet all our joyats are whole, 
Dowg. As heart can think j 


[_ Exennt omnes. 


Falſt. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry, fill me a | 
Botcle of Sack7Your Souldiers ſhall march through : we'll 
to Surton- to Nighr. 

Bard. Will you give me Money, Captain ? 

Falſt. Lay out, lay+ out. by 

Bard. This Bottle makes an Angel. 


| XD Falſt. An& if it do, take it for thy labour ; and if it 
Theres nqyſucha word ſpoke of in Scotland, make twenty, take them all, PlE anſwer the Coynage. 
As this Dots of Fear. ©" CL/NL- /l. Bid my Lieutenant Pero meet me at the Towns end. 
Enter Sir Richard Vernon. Bard. 1 will Captain ; fareweR. [ Exit, 
Hoſp. My Couſin Vernon, welcome by my Soul. 


Falſt, If I be not alham'd of my Souldiers, 1 am a 
Vern, Pray God my News be worth a welcome, Lord. bwc\ Gurnet : 1-kave* miCus4 che Kings Prefs dam- | 
The Earl of Weſtmorland, ſeven thouſand ſtrong, {z,\ nably. I have got, in exchange of a hundred and fifty 
Is marching — with Prince John,0 f <ancas ter Souldiers, three. hundred and odd pounds. 1 preſs me 
Haſp, No harm! z what more ? p none but good houſe-holders, Yeomens Sons; enquire | 
Vern, And further, I have learn'd, me out contratted Batchelors, ſuch as had been askd 
The King himſelf in Perſon hath ſet forth, twice on the Banes : ſuch a Commodity of warm Slaves, 
Or hither-wards intended ſpeedily, as had as lieve hear he Devil, as a- Drum z ſich as fear 
With ſtrong and mighty Preparation. the report of a *\worie than a ſtruck 
Hoſp. He ſhall_be welcome too Fi 


» CTA 


. BY = hurt W i1d- . I preF me none but ſuch 

Where is his Song : Butter, with hearts in their Bellies no bigger Pins 

The nimble-footed Mad-cap, Prince of Wales, heads, and they have bought out their Services : And 

And his Comrades, that datftthe World aſide, now my whole Charge conſiſts of Ancients, Corporals, 

_—_ = _=_ .9Y on EO Lieutenants, Gentlemen of Companies, Slaves 2s rag- 
urniſht, all 1 3 Lazarus in the painted Cloth, - 

All plum'd like Eſtridges, that with the Wind un ray een > ware 


ol : tons Dogs licked his Sores ; and ſuch as indeed were 

ateglike Eagles, having lately bativd, never Soaldiers, but diſ-carded unjuſt Servingmen, youn- 
age in Golden Coats, like Images; ger Sons to younger Brothers : Revolted Tapſters, and 

$ fullof Spirit as the Month of May, Oſtlers, Trade-faln, the Cankers of a calm World, and 
And gorgeous as the Sun at Mid-ſummer, long Peace, ten times more diſhonourably, ragged, than 
Wanton as youthful Goats, wild as young Bulls. an old-fac'd Anciett ; and ſuch hay&1 to fill up the 
= young Zarry,with his Beaver -n, U-/z., rooms of them that have bought out their Services; that 
Rig pines on Y — Ju ak you would think, ahes I had a baodred and be ratter*d| 

ound like feathere - j ine-keepin 

And vaulted with ſuch eaſe into his Seat, ng, ny OT 


Re —_—_— 


. Draft and Husks. A mad fellow met me on the way 
—apk = = _— the Clouds, and told me, I had unloaded all the nn, and preſt x 

1 and wind anery regaſus, 2 ies. N hath ſeen ſuch skamCrows : 1 
And witchs the world with noble Horſemanſhip. evglaeergrinch wheat 


not march though Coventry with them, that's flat. Nay, | 


"= | 


—— 


—_. 


; 


| 


| beginning of a Feaſt, firs a dull Fighter, and a keen 
Gueſt. 


You ſpeak it out of fear, and, 
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| they had Gyves on , for 7 r- I had the moſt of them 
4 out of Priſon- There's a Shirt and a half in all my 
{ Company ; and the half Shirt is two Napkins tackD to- 
gether, and thrown over the Shoulders like a Heralds 
Coat, without ſleeves; and the Shirt, to ſay the trath, 
ſtoln from my Holt of $. Alhans ; or the Red-Nofd 
Inn-keeper of Dapntry. But that?s all one, they*ll find 
Linnen enough on every Hedge. 


Enter the Prince, and the Lord of Weſtmorland. 


Prince. How now, blown Fack.? how now, Quilt ? 

Falſt. What, Hal ? How now, mad Wag, what a De- 
vildo'ſt thou in Warwick:ſhire ? My good Lord of WVW-/- 
merland, ]cry you mercy, I thought your Honour had' al- 
ready been at Shrewsbury. 

Weſt. *Faith, Sir John, "tis more than time that I were 
there, and you too; but my Powers are there alrcady. 
The King, | can tell yon, looks for us all; we muſt away 
all to Night. | 

Falff. Tut, never fear me, I am as vigilant, as a Car, 
to ſteal Cream. 

Prince, 1 think to ſteal Cream indeed, for thy theft 
hath already made thee Butter ; but tell me, Jack, whole 
Fellows are theſe that come after ? 

Falſt. Mine, Hal, 'mine. 

Prince. 1 did never ſee ſuch pitiful Raſcals. 

Falſe.” Tut, tut, good enough to toſs : food for Pow- 
der, food for Powder; they?11 fill a Pit, as well as better ; 
ruſhgnan, mortal men; mortal men. 
Weſtm. Ay, but Sir Job», methinks they are exceeding 

r and tare, too beggarly. 

Fal. Faith, for their poverty, I know not where they 
had that ; and for their bareneſs, I am ſure they never 
lcarnd that of me. 

Prin. No, PIE be: ſworn, .unleſs you call three fin- 
.gers on the Ribs, bare, Bur, firrah, make haſte. Percy 1s 
already in the Field. 

Falſt; What, is the King encamp'd ? 

Weſt. He is SFobn, 1 fear we ſhall ſtay too long. 

Falſt; Well, 4&' the latter end of a Fray, and the 


[Execuxt. 


S— 


Siena Fortie. [I 
AFStwews oury. 
Enter Hotſpur, Worceſter, Dowglas, «nd Vernon. 


Hotfp, We'll fight- with him to Night. 

Worc, It may not be. 

Dowg. You give him then advantage. 

Vern, Not a whit, | 

Hotſp. Why ſay you ſo ? looks he not for Supply ? 
' Vern. So do we. 

Hot fp. His is certain,Ours is doubtful. 

Worc. Good Couſm,be advisd; ſtir not to Night. 
Vern, Do not, my Lord. 

Dows. You do not counſel, well ; 

2 he heart. 


Vera. Do me no ſlander, Dowelas : by my Life, 
And I dare well maintain it with my Life, 

If well-reſpefted Honour bid me on, 

[ hold as little counſel with weak fear, 

As you, my Lord, or any Scot that thiw-4ax- lives, 
L<t it be ſeen to morrow in the Battle, 

Which of us fears 

Dowg. Yea, or to night. 

Vern, Content. 

Hotſp. Yo night, ſay 1, 

Vern, Come, come, 4t may not be: 
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{and the Villains march wide betwixt the Legs, as if 


That you forcſee not what Impediments 
Drag back our Expedition ; certain Horſe 
Of my Couſin Yernows are not yet come up, 
Your Uncle Worcefter”s Horſe came but to day, 
And now their pride and mettle is aſleep, 
Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 
That not a Horſe is half, #ae half of himſelf. 

Hoſp. So arc the Horſg6of the Enemy 
[In general, journey-bated, and brought low : 
The better part of Ours are full of reſt. 

Vere, The number of the Kings exceedeth ours: 
For Gods ſake, Coulin, = till all come in. 

JEERE. b: * 


If you vouchſafe me hearing, and reſpect. 

Hotſp. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt : 
And would to God you were of our determination: 
Sorne of us love you well ; and even thoſe ſome * 
Envy your great Deſervings, and good Name, 
Becauſe yoy are not of our Quality, 
But ſtand againſt us like an Enemy. 


SO long 2s out of Limit,and true Rule, 

You ſtand againſt Anointed Majeſty. 

But to my Charge — C.——— 

The King hath ſent to know 

The Nature of your Griefs, and whereupon 
You conjure from the breaſt of Civil peace, 
Such bold Foftility, teaching his duttus Land 
Audacious Cruelty. If that the King 

Have any way your good Deſerts forgot, 
Which he confeſleth to be manifold, 

He bids you name your Griefs ; and with all ſpeed 
You ſhall haye your deſires, with interelt : 

And Pardon abſolute for your ſelf, and theſe, 
Herein mis-led by your ſuggeſtion. 

Hotſp. The King is kind : 


| And well we know, the King} 


Knows at what time to Promiſe, when to Pay. 
My FatherFmy Uncle, and my ſelf, 

Did give him that ſame Royalty he wears : 
And when he was not ſix and twenty ſtrong, 
Sick in the worlds regard, wretched and low, 
A poor unminded Out-law, ſneaking home, 

My Father gave him welcome to the ſhore : 
And whenWte heard him ſwear, and vow to God, 
He came to be but Duke of Lancaſter, 

To ſue ext his Livery, and beg his Pcace, 
With tears of Innocencg, and terms of zeal ; 
My Father, in kind heart and pity moy*d, 
Swore him aſſiſtance, and Periorm'd it too. 
Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Realm 
Perceiy*d Northumberland did lean to him, 

They more and leſs came in with Cap and Knee, 
Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 
Attended him on Bridges, ſtood in Lanes, 

Laid Gifts before him, profter*d him their Oaths, 
Gave him their Heirs, as Pages, follows him, 
Even at the hcels, in golden multitudes. 

He preſently, as greatneſs knows it ſelf, 

Steps me a little higher than his Vow 

Made to my Father, while his Blood was poor, 
Upon the naked ſhore at Raverſpurg : 

And nowftorſooth)takes on him to reform 
Some certain Edicts, and ſome ſtrait Decrees, 
That lay too heavy on the Common- wealth ; 
Cries out upon Abuſes, ſeems to weep 

Over his Countreys Wrongs ; and by his Face, 
This ſeeming Brow of Juſtice, did he win 

The Hearts of all that he did angle for. 
Proceeded further, cut me off the Heads 


[ worder much,being men of ſuch great Leading as you are, 


Of all the Fayerites, that the abſent King 


_ a_ 


TY ni 


The Trumpet ſounds a Parley. Enter Sir Walter Blunt 


Blunt, 1 come with gracious offers from the King, 


Blunt, And Heaven defend, but ſtill I ſhould Rang fo 


In 


| —— — 


= 


CO) Þ dd id 4 >” > > 
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[n depuration left behind him here, : 
When he was perſonal in the Iriſh War. 
24:t. Tut, 1 came not to hear ths. 
Hit. Then to the point. oY 
17 ſhort time after, he depo&d the Ring, 
500n after that, depriv*d him of his Lite : 
and in the neck of that, task*r the whole State. 
To make that worſe, ſuffer*d his Kinſman March, 
Vho is; if every, Owner were right plac'd, 
adeed his Kingyto be engag'd in Wales, 
There, without Ranſom, to lie forfeited : 
Diſzracd me in my happy Victories, 
Sought togntrap me by intelligence, 
Rated my Uncle from the Council Board, 
In rage dilmif'g Father from the Court, 
Broke Oath,committSg Wrong on Wrong, 
and in concluſion, drove us to ſeek out 
This Head of Safety ; and withal!; to prig 
Into his Title :;fhe which we find 
Too indirect, for long continuance. : 
Blunt, Shall I return this anſwer to the King * 
Hotſp. Not ſo, Sir Walter 
Well withdraw a while: 
Go to the King, and let there be impawn'd 
Some ſurety for a ſafe return again, 
And in the morning early ſhall my Uncle 
Bring him our purpoſe# and ſo farewel. — 
Blent. I would you would accept of Grace and Love: 
Hotſp. aſh be, ſo we ſhall. . 
Blunt. Pray Heaven you do/ [ Exent. 


—  — — 


Scena . VL, 
The, Ave h-N1s hope Vo rhs Cala Ca * 
Enter the Arch-Biſhop of York, and Sir MichelF. 


Arch. Hie, good Sir Michek bear this ſealed Brief 
With winged haſte tothe Lord Maffhal, 
This to my Couſin Str op, and all the reſt 
To whom they are directed? : 
If you knew how much they do import, 
You wonld make haſte. 
Sir Michel. My good Lord, I gueſs their tenour. 
Arch. Like enough yerres. 
To morrow, good Sir Michelk is a day, 
Wherein the Fortune of ten thouſand men 
| Muſt bide the touch. For, Sir, at Shrewsbury, 
as lam truly given to underſtand, 
The King, with mighty and quick-raifſed Power, 
Meets with Lord Harry ; and 1 fear, Sir Michell 
What with the ſickneſs of Northumberland, 
Whoſe Power was in the firlit proportion ; 
And what with Owen Glendowers abſence thence, 
Who with them wakrated Grenly too, * = 
And comes not in, over-ruPd by Prophecies; 
| fear the Power of Percy is too weak, 
To wage an inſtant tryal with the King. h 

Sir Mich, Why.,, my good Lord,-you-need-net-tear; 
There & Dowelas, and Lord Mortimer, 
Arch, No, Mortimer is not there. 
Str Mich, But there is Aordake, Vernon, ror Har- 
And there & my Lord of Worceſter, ( ry Percy, 
And a Head of gallant Warriours, 
Noble Gentlemen. | 
Arch. And ſo there is; but yet the King hath drawn | 
The ſpecial head of all the Land together : 
The Prince of Wales, Lord Fohn of Lancaſter, 
The Noble Weſtmerland, and warlike Blunt ;, 
nd many more Corrivals, and dear men 
Of Eſtimation,and Command in Arms. = 
Sir 24. Doubt not, my Lord, he ſhall be well oppos'd. 
Arch. 1 hope no leſs : Yet needful tis to fear, 
And to prevent the worſt, Sir Michellſpeed ; 


CS 


For if Lord Percy thrive notye*re the King 

Diſmiſs his Power, he means to viſit vs; 

For he hath heard of our 'Confederacy, | 
And, *tis but - Wiſdom to make ſtrong againſt him : 
Therefore make haſte, I muſt go write again 

To other Friends .and fo farewell, Sir 24che{. [ Exeunt. 


Aftus ena Prima. 
01/7: Cam L' REAL 3 FOO S _ , 


Enter the King,” Prince of Wales, Lord peg a 
Earl of Weltmerland, Sir Walter Blunt, and Falſtaff. 


— 


—y 


Ouintas. 


King. How 'bloudily the Sun begins to peer 
A bove yon busky hill /the day looks pale 
At his Diſtemperature. © 

Prin.” The Southern wind * Bo 
Doth play the' Trumpet to his purpoſes, 
And by his hollow —_ in the Leaves, 
Foretels a Tempeſt, and a bluſt ring day. 

King. Then with The nolgs let it ſympathize, 
For nothing can ſeem Wee to them that win. ' 


I The Trumpet nds. 
Enter Worceſter ” ot AEST: 


King. How now, my Lord .of Worſter ? *Tis not well, 
That you and I ſhould meet upon ſuch terms, 
As now we meet: . You have'deceiv'd. bir Truſty, 
And made us doff our eafie Robe of Peace, 
To cruſh our old Limbs in ungentle Steel : 
This 15 not well, my Lord, this is not'well. * 
W hat ſay you to & ? Will you again unknit 
This churliſh Knot of all-abhorred War } 
And move in that Obedient Orb again, © 
Where you did giye a fair and natural light; 
And be no more an exhal'd Meteor, 
A Prodigig of Fear, and a Portent 
Of broached Miſchief, to the unborn Times ? 
Wor. Hear me, my Liege : -, 
For mine own part, I could be well content 
To entertain the Lag-end of my life 
With quiet hours : For I do proteſt, 
[| have not ſought the day of pn 
King. You have not ſought it; how comes it then ? 
Falſt. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 
Prin, Peace, Chewet, peace. a | 
Wor. It pleas'd your Majeſty, to turn your looks 
Of Favour, from my Self, and all our Houſe ; 
And yer I niviſt remember you, my Lord, 
We were the firſt, and deareſt of your Friends : 
For you, my Staff of Office did I break 
In Richard”s time, and poſted day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kiſs your hand, 
When yet you were in place,and in account 
Nothing ſo ſtrong and fortunate, as I ; 
It was my. ſelf, my Brother, and his Son, | 
That brought you home, and boldly did out-dare 
The dangersof the time. You ſwore to us, 
And you did ſwear. that Oath at Doncaſter, | 
That you did nothing eb purpoſe ?gainſt” the State, 
Nor claim no further, than your new-faln right, 
The ſeat of Gaunt, Dukedoim of Lancaſter.. | 
To this, we ſware our aid : But in ſhort ſpace, 
It rain'd down Fortune ſhowring on your head, 
And ſuch a floud of Greatneſ; fell on 'you, . 
What with our help, whay with the abſent King, 
W hat with the Injuries of wanton Time, 
The ſeeming .Sufferances that you had born; '. - 
And the contrarious Winds that held the King 
So long in the unlucky 7rijſþ Wars, ©. 
That all in England did repute him dead; 
And from this, ſwarm of fair Advantages, 
| You took occaſion to be quickly woo'd,. 
To gripe the general ſway into. your Hand; 


Forgot your Oath to us at Doncaſter; 
And 
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And being fed by us, you us'd ns fo, 

As that ungentle gull the Cuckows Bird, 

Ufth the Sparrow; did oppreſs our Neſt, 

| Grew by our Feeding, to fo great a Bulk, 

That even our Love durit not come near your ſight 
| For fear of ſwallowing ; But with nimble wing 

| We were inforc'd for ſafety?s ſake, to flyg 

Out of your ſight, and raiſe this preſent Head; 
Whereby we ſtand oppoſed by ſuch means 

As you your ſelf have forg'd againſt your ſelf, 
By unkind Uſage, dangerous Countenance, 

And violation of all Faith and Troth, 

Sworn to us in your younger Enterprize. 

King. Theſe things indeed you have articulated, 
} Proclaim'd at Market Croſles, read in Churches, 
| To face the Garment of Rebellion 

With ſome fine Colour, that may pleaſe the eye 
{4 Of fickle Changelings, and poor Diſcontents; 
'-. hich gape, and rub the Elbow at the News 
Of hurly burly Innovation : 

And never yet did InſurreCtion want 

Such Water-colours, to impaint his Cauſe ; 

Nor moody Beggars, ſtarving for a time 

Of pell-mell Havock, and Confuſion. 

Prin. In both our Armies, there is many a Soul. 
Shall pay full dearly for this Encounter, 

If once they joyn in trial. Tell your Nephew, 
The Prince of Wales doth joyn with all the World 
In praiſe of Henry Percy : By my Hopes 

Chis preſent Enterprize ſet off his head 

I do not think a braver Gentleman 

More Active, Valiant, or more valia#t young, 
More daring, or more bold, is now alive, 

To grace this latter Age with Noble Deeds, 

For my part, I may ſpeak it to my ſhame, 

I have a Truant been to Chivalry, 

And ſo,1 hear, he doth account me too « 

Yet this before my Fathers Majeſty, 

I am content that he ſhall rake the odds 

Of his great Name and Eſtimation, 

And will, to ſave the Bloud on cither ſide, 
Try Fortune with him, in a Single Fight. 


Albeit, Conſiderations tnfinite 

Do make againſt it : No, good Worſter, no, 
We love our People well ; even thoſe we love 
That are miſled upon your Couſins part : 

And will they take the offer of our Graceg 
Both he, and they, and you, yea, every man 
Shall be my Friend again, apgd PIE be his. 

So tell your Couſin, and 64mg, me word, 
What he will do. But if he will not yield, 
Rebuke and dread Correttion wait on us, 
And they ſhall do their Office. So be gone, 

We will not now be troubled with reply: 

We offer fair, take it adviſedly. 

Prin, It will not be accepted, on my Life, 

The Domwglas and the Hotſpur both together, 

Are conhdent againſt the world in Arms. 

King. Hence therefore, every Leader to his Charge, 
For on their Anſwer will we ſet on them , 
And God befriend us, as our Cauſe is juſt. 

/ EMCI. Adimet Prince and Falſtaff. 

Fil. Hal, ifthou ſee me down in the Battel, 
And beſtride me, ſo; ?ris a point of Friendſhip. 
Prin. Nothing but a Coloſſus can do thee that Friendſhip : 
Say thy Prayers, and farewek 
Faljt. 1 would it were Bed time 4 Hal, and all well. 
Prin. Why, thou oweſt Heaven a death. (Erb Privia 
Fal. *Tis'not due yet : 1 would be loth"to pay him 
vefore his day. What need I be fo forward with -him 
that call's not on me ? Well, 'tis no matter, Honour pricks 
me on. But how it Honour prick me off when I come 


King. And, Prince of Wales, fo dare we venture thee, 


[ Exit Worceſter, 


[_ Exeunt, 


on ? How then? Can Honour ſet to a leg ? No : or an | Unleſs a Brother ſhould a Brother dare 


arm ? No : Or take away the grief of a Wound ? No: 
Honour hath no skill in Surgery then.? No. What js Ho- 
nour ? a word. What is that word Honour ? Ayrg, , 
| trim reckoning. Who hath it ? He that dy'd a Wed 
day. Doth he feel it *? No. Doth he hear it? No, þ; it 
ivſenſible then ? yea, to the dead. But wall it not live with 
the living ? No. Why ? DetraCtion will not ſuffer j 
therefore '|Enone of it. Honour is a meer Scutcheon, L. 
ſo ends my Catechiſm. 


SY yoranas, ll 
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Enter Worceſter, aud Sir Richard /Vernon: 


C Exy, 
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Wor. O no, my Nephew muſt not know, Sir Riche, 
The liberal kind Offer of the King. 

Ver. Twere belt he did. 

Wor. Then we are all undone. 
It is not poſlible, it cannot be, 
The King would keep his Word in loving us; 
He will ſuſpect us ſtill, and find a time 
| To Puniſhthis Offence in other Faults : 

ciation, all our lives, ſhall be ſtuck full of Eyes; 

For Treaſon is but trultcd like the Fox, 
Who ne”re ſo tame, fo cheriſtd, and lockd up, 
Will have a wilde trick of his Anceitors « 
Look howWe can, or ſad, or merrily, 
laterpretation will miſquote our looks; 
( And we ſhall feed like Oxen ata Stal,, 
The better cheriſh'd, ſtill the nearer death. 
My Nephews treſpaſs may be well forgot, 
[t hath the excuſe of Youth, and heat of Blond, 
And an adopted Name of Priviledge, 
A hare-brain*d Hotſpur, govern'd by a Spleen: 
All his Offences live upon my Head, 
And on his Fathers. We did train him on 
And his Corruption being tane from us, 
We as the Spring of all, ihall pay for all « 
Therefore, good Coulin, let not Harry know, 
In any caſe, the Offer of the King, 

Ver. Deliver what you will, PIE lay *tis ſo. 


Here comes your Coulin. SCEZ {/ Dow g las 


Enter Hotſpur. 
Hot. My Uncle is return'd : 
Deliver up my Lord of Weſtmerland. 
Uncle, what News ? 
Wor, The King will bid you Battel preſently. 
Dow, Defie him by the Lord of Weſtmerland, 
Hot. Lord Dgrglas : go you and tell him ſo. 
Dow, Marryyad ſhall, and very willingly. 
F Exit Dowgls 
Wor. There is no ſeemipg mercy in the King, 
Hot. Did you beg any# God forbid. 
or. 1 told him gently of our Grievances 
Of his Oath-breaking ; which he mended thus, 
By now forſwearing that he is forſworn, 
He calls us Rebels, Traiturs, and will ſcourge 
With haughty Arias, this hateful Name in us. 
Enter Dowglas. 
Dow. Arm, Gentlemen, to Arms/ for I have throm 
A brave defiance in King Henriys teeth: 
And Weſtmerland that was ingaFPd did bear it, 
Which cannot chooſe but bring him quickly on. _ 
Wor. The Prince of Wales ſtept forth before the Kings 
And, Nephew, challengd you to ſingle fight. 
Hot. O, would the Quarrel lay upon our Heads, 
And that no man might draw ſhort breath to day, 
ButIand Harry Monmouth! Tell me, tell me, 
How ſhew'd his Talk;rg ? Seenvd it in contempt ? 
Yer. No, by my Soul : I never in my life 
Did hear a Challenge urg*d more modeſtly, 
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veentle Exerciſe and proof of Arms, 
fe gave you all the Dutics of a Man, 
Trim'd up your Praiſes with a Princely Tongue, 
e your Deſervings like a Chronicle, 
- rot you ever better than his Praiſeg 
And which became him like a Prince indeed, 
de made 2 bluſhing cital of himſelf, mo L 
And chide his Trewant youth {& with,a Grace, 
4;if he maſter@d there a double Spirit, 
Of teachingyand of learning inſtantly « 
There did he pauſe, But let me tell the World, 
if he out-live the Envy of this day, 
land did never owe ſo ſweet a hope, 
@ much miſconſtrued in his Wautonneſs. 
Hit, Couſin, I think thou art enamoured 
0 his follies4 never did I hear 
Ofany Prince ſo wild # Liberty. ; 
rathe he as he will, yet once &re night, 
1 will embrace him with a Soeldiers Arm, 
That he ſhall ſhrink under my courteſie. | 
krm, arm with ſpeed? And Fellows, Soxldiers, Friends, 
Better conſider what you have to do, 
Than I, that have _ well = gift -= Tongue, 
ift your Blood up with Perſwaſion. 
vxrth Ph a Mcfſenger. / CERES. 
Mfſ. My Lord, here are Letters for you. 
Hit. I cannot read them now. . 
Gentlemen, the time of life is ſhort ; 
oſpend that ſhortneſs baſely,ti were too long, 
life did ride upon a Dials point, 
Gill ending-at the arrival of an hour, 
Andif we live, we live to tread on Kings: | 
If 8; brave death, when — with us. 
Now for our Conſciences, the Arms +5 Jar, 
When the intent for bearing them is jult, 
Enter another Meſſcnger. 
Mſ. My Lord, prepare, the King comes on apace. 
Es. 1 thank him, that he cuts me from my tale j 
For I profeſs not talking : Only this, ER 
Le each man dq his beſt. And here draw mySword, 
Whoſe werthy-temper I intend to ſtain 
With the beſt blood that I can meet withal, 
In the Adygnrture of this perilious day. 
Now Eſpera ce!Percy, aud}fer on : 
Sound all the lofty Ini{truments of War; 
And by that Muſick, let us all embrace : 
For[Heaven to Earth ſome of us never ſhall, 


Aſcond time do ſuch a courtcſie. _ 
&e/ JSCehe VV 
embrace, the Trumpets ſound,/ the King M1 
with bjs Power, alarm unto the Battell, T hen enter 


Dowglas and Sir. Walter Blunt. 


x 
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' Bls, What is thy Name, that in Battel thus thou croſleſt 
What Honour doſt thou ſeek upon my Head ? | (me ? 
. Know then my name is Domwglas, 

Ando haunt thee in the Battel thus, 

ſe ſome tell me, that thou art a King. 

Blunt, They tell thee true. 

Dow, The Lord of St-fford here to day hath bought 
Thy likeneſs; for inſtead of thee, King Harry, 

This Sword hath ended ,him, fo ſhall 1t thee, 

Unleſs thou yield thee as@#Priſoner. 

Blu, 1 was not born to yield, thou haughty Scot, 

And thou ſhalt find a King that will revenge 

Lord Stafford's death. 


Fight, Blunt is ſain, then enters Hotſpur. 


| Hot. O Domyles, hadſt thou fought at Holmedon thus, 
[never had triumphed o're a Scot. ; : 

Dow. AIPs done, all's won;here breathleſs Hes the King. 
Hot, Where ? | 


Dow. Here. 

Hot, This, Domglas ? Noz I know this face full well: 
A gallant Knight he was, his name was Blunt, 
Semblably furniſld like the King himſelf. 

Dow. Ahfoolz go with thy Soul whither-it, goes/ 
A borrowed Title haſt thou bought too dear. 
Why didſt thou tell me, that thou wert a King ? 

Hot, The King hath many marching in his Coats. 
Dow. Now by my Sword, I will kill all his Coats, 
PlEmurther all his Wardrobe picce by piece, 

Untill I meet the King, 
Hot. Up and away, 
Our Souldiers ſtand full fairly for the day. 


CEE) 
Alarm, and enter Falſtaff ſulus, 


Fal. Though I could ſcape ſhot-free at London, 1 fear 
the ſhot here : here's no ſcoring, but upon the pate. Soft, 
who art thou? Sir Walter blunt; there's Honour for you; 
Iere's as Vanity; I am as hot as moulten Lead, and as 
heavy to04, Heaven keep Lead out of mey/I need no more 
weight than mine own Bowels. I have led my rag 
Mufhans where they arepepper'd j theres not three of my 
.150 lefc alive; and theYafor the Towns end, to beg du- 
ring lite. But who comes here ?. 

\* Enter Prince. 
Prin, Whatſtand'ſt thou idle here? lend me thy Sword; 
Many a Noble man hes ſtark and ſtiff 
Under the hooves of vaunting Enemies, 
Whoſe deaths are unreveng'd. lend me thy Sword. 
Fal. O Hal, 1 prythee give me leave to breathe a while, 
T urk Gregory nevet did ſuch deeds in Arms, as I have don 
this day. I have paPd Percy, I have made him ſure. 
Prin, He is indeed, and living to kill thee ; | 
| prythee lend me thy Sword. 
alt. Nay, Hal, if Percy be alive, thou get'ſt not my 
Sword ; but take my Piſtol if thou wilt. 
Prin, Giveit me: What, is it in the Caſe ? 
Fal. Aytal,*tis hots Theres that will Sack a City. 

The Prince draws ont a Bottle of Sack, 
Prin, What, is4t a time to jeſt and dally now? [Exit. 
el Throws it at him. 

 Falſt. If Percybe alive. Vis pierce him; if he do come 
in my way, ſo; if he do not,it 1 come in his,(willingly 
let him make a Carbonado of me, I like not ſuch grinning 
Honour as Sir Walter hath: Give me life, which if I can 
lave, ſo; if not, Honour comes unlook*d for, and there?s 
an end. * LE. 


DExeunt, 


Scena Tertes. V1). 


Alarm, Excnrſions, enter the King, the Prince, 
Lord John of Lancaſter, and the Earle 
of Weſtmerland. 


King. 1 prythee, Harry,withdraw thy ſelf, thou bleed- 
eſt too much : Lord John of Lancaſter, go you with him. 
P. %þp. Not I, my Lord, unleſs I did bleed too? 
Prin, ſeech your Majeſty make up, 3 
Leeſt your retirement do amaze your Friends. 
King. | will do ſo: 
My Lord of Weſt-merland, lead him to his Tent. 
Weſt. Comeyzmy Lord, PlElead you to your Tent. 
Prin, Lead me, my Lord ? I do not need your help, 
And Heaven forbid a ſhallow ſcratch ſhould drive. 
The Prince of Wales from ſuch a Field as thus, © * 
Where ſtain?d Nobility lyes trodden gn, 
And Rebels Arms triumph in Maſlacres: | 
Fobn. We breathe too long; come Couſin Weſtmorland, | 
Our duty this way Hes, for Heavens ſake come. | 
Prin, By Heaven, thou haſt deceived me, Lancaſter 


| 
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1 did not think thee Lord of ſuch a Spirit : 
Before, 1 lov'd thee as a Brother, Fohn ; 
But now, Idorecſpect thee as my Soul. 

King. 1 ſaw him hold Lord Percy art the point, 
With luſtier maintenance than I did look for 
Of ſuch an ungrown Warrior. : 

Prin. O\this Boy, lends mettle to us all. 

Enter Dowg las. 

Dow. Another King ? They grow like Hydra's Heads : 
| am.thz: Dowglas fatal to all thoſe 
That wear thoſe Colours on them. What art thon 
Thar courterfeit?lt the Perſon of a King ? 

King. The King himſelf z who, Dowglas, grieves at heart 
So many of his Shadows thou haſt met, 

And not the very King. I have two Boys 
Seek Percy and thy ſelf about the Field ; 
But ſeeing thou falPſt on me fo luckily 
[ will allay thce : ſo defend thy ſelf. 
Dow. | fear thou art another Counterfeit ; 
And yetyin faith thou bear'lt thee like a King : 
But mine I4m ſire thou art, who &re thou be, 
And thus I win thee. [They fight, the K. being in danger. 
Enter Prince, 

Prin. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou art like 
Never to hold 1t up again: the Spirits 
Of 4aliant-Sherly, Stafford, Blunt, are in my Arms; 
ee 
Who never promiſeth, but means 'to pay. 

They fight, Dowglas fiyeth. 

Chearly, My Lord; how fares your Grace ? 
Sir Nicholas Gawſty hath for ſuccour ſent, 
And ſo hath Clifton: II to Clifton it k 

King. Stay, and breathe a while. 
Thou haſt redeen!d &þy loſt opinion, 
And ſhew'd thou maKIt ſome tender of my life, 
In this fair Reſcue thou haſt brought to me. 
| Prin, O Heavtn/they did pe.roo much injury; 
That ever ſaid I hearkned ts,your death. 
If it were ſo, | might have let alone 


Exit. 


| Th& inſulting Hand of Dowglas over you, 


Which would have been as ſpeedy in your end, 

As all the powyſonous Potions in the World, 

And fay'd the Treachgrous labour of your Son. 
K. Make up to Clifton, VIEto Sir Nichgl. Gawſey, Exit. 

Enter Hotſpur. -/ £172 ['X. 

Hot. If I miſtake not, thou art Zarry Monmouth. 
Prin, Thou ſpeakelſt as if I would deny my Name. 
Hot. My Name is Harry Percy. 


Prin, Wy then I ſee a very valiant Rebel of that Name. 


| 1 am the Prince of Wales; and think not, Percy, 


To ſhare with me in glory aty more: 
Two Stars keep not their motion in one Sphere, 


| Nor can one England brook a double Reign, 


Of Harry Percy, and the Prince of Wales. 

' Hot. Nor ſhall it, Harry, for the Hour is come 
To end the one of us; and would to Heaven, 
Thy Name in Arms, were now as great as mine/ 

Prin, PIE make it greater, &re I part from thee? 
And all the budding Honours on thy Creſt, 
PIE crop, to make a Garland for my Head. 

Hot. | can no longer brook thy Vanities. 

Emer Falſtaff. 

Fal. Well ſaid, Hal, to it Hal. Nay, you ſhalſfind. no 

Boys play here, I can tell you, 


[Fight. 


Enter Dowglas, he fights with Falſtaff, who falls down as 
as f be were dead, The Prince killeth Percy. 


| better brook the loſs of * life, 

Than thoſe proud Titles thou haſt won of me; 

I hey wound my thoughts worſe, than thy Sword my fleſh : 
3ut thoughCLs the ſlave of Life, and Lite -Time's Fool ; 


Hot. Oh Harry,thou haſte a me of my youth : 
; ſt 


{ And 1 :me, that takes ſurvey of all the World, 


1 come you along with me. 


Muſt have a ſtop. O, I could Propheſie, 

But that the Earthypnd the cold hand of death, 
Lyes on my Tongne: No, Percythou art duſt, 
And food for , , C __ 

Prin, F&# Worms, brave Percy. Fareyyell groat-Hes | 
Ill-weav*d Ambition, how much art thou thru 266. 
When that this Body did contain a Spirit, 

A Kingdom for it was too ſmall a bound : 

But now two paces of the vileſt Earth 4 

Is room enough. This Earth that bears thee dead, 

Bears not alive ſo ps a Gentleman. 

If thou wert ſenſible of Courteſie, - 

| ſhould not make ſo great a ſhow of Zeal. 

But let my Favours hide.thy mangled Face, 

And even in thy behalf, PlEthank my ſelf 

For doing theſe fair Rites of Tenderneſs. 

Adieu, and take thy praiſe with thee to Heaven; 

Thy ignominy ſleep with thee in the Graye 

But not remembred in thy Epitaph./ /ces | 

What 7 ©O1d Acqaintance.? Could not all this fleſh 

Keep in a little lite ? Poor Fack,, farewell/ 

I could have better ſpar'd a better man. 

O, I ſhould have a heavip miſs of thee, 

If I were much in love with Vanity. 

Death hath not ſtruck ſo fat a Deer to day, 

Though many dearer in this bloody Fray : 

ImbowelPd will I ſee thee by and by, 

Till then, in blood by Noble Percy lye. 
AENLA . Falſtaff riſeth up. 

Falſt. Imbowelld # If thou imbowel me to day, py 
give you leave to powder me,and eat me too to morroy, 
*T was time to counterfeit, or that hot 'T.ermagant vn 
had paid me ſcot and lot too.Counterfeit ?I am no cow 
terfeit; to dye, is to be a counterfeit, for he is bug the 
counterfeit of a man, who hath not the life of a man; But 
to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liveth, istobe 
no counterfeit, but the true and perfeCt image of life is 
deed. The better part of Valour, is Diſcretion , inthe 
which better part, I have ſayed my life. 1 am atradd 
this Gun-powder Percy, though he be dead. Howithe 
ſhould counterfeit too, and riſe? I am afraid hewoul 
prove the better counterfeit;therefore PlEmake him ſur; 
yea,and PlEſwear I have kilPd him. W hy may not he riſe 
as well as I? Nothing confutes me but Eyes,and nohodj 
ſees me. Therefore,Sirrah,with a new wound inyour *; 


[Exit 


Takes Hotſpur on hi; 
SLCEHLL. Xt. 
Enter Prince and John of Lancaſter. 


Prin. Come,Brother John, full bravely haſt thou feſlttiy 

Maiden Sword | 
Fohn, But ſoft, whochave we here ? | 

Did you not tell me this fat man was dead ? | 
Prey, 1 did, Ifaw him dead, s 

reathleſs, g——_—_— on the ground : Art thou ality 

Or is it Fa that plays a— Eye-ſight ? 

| prehee ſpeak, we will not truſt our Eyes 

Without our Ears: Thou art not what thou ſcen'!t- 
Falſt. No, that's certain; I am not a double man; 

if I am not Fack Falſtaff, then am Ia Jack : There is Parr 

if your Father will do me any Honour, ſo; if not, let i 

kill the next Percy himſelf. I look either to be Earlv | 

Duke, I can aſlure you. | 
Prin, Why, Percy 1 kilPd my ſelf, and ſaw thee dc 


to Lying { I grant you 1 was down, and out of Brcath 
and fo was he; but we roſe both at an inſtant,and fought 


Fal. Did'ſt thou ? Lord, Lord, how the world is gi: 


a long hour by Sh: ewsbuxy Clock: if 1 may be believe 
ſol if notzlet them that ſhould reward Valour be 
the ſin upon their own heads. PIG take*t on my death 
I gave him this wound inthe Thigh : if the man welt © 
live, and would deny it, I would make Þim eat a p'& 
of my Sword, 


John. This is the ſtrangeſt tale that ere 1 heard. 


— 
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Prin. This is the ſtrangeſt Fellow, Brother Fohn, 

Come bring your luggage nobly on your back : 

for my part, if a lye may do thee grace, 

p14 gild ir with the happieſt terms. I have. 

A Retreat is ſounded. 

The Trumpets ſound Retreat, the day 15 ours : 

Come Brother, let's to the higheſt of, the Field, _ 

To ſee what Friends are living, whoare dead. [Exennt, 
Fal. PidAfollow as they ſay, for Reward. Hs that re- 

wards me, Heaven reward him/ If 1 do grow great-agsis, 

PIL grow leſsJ for PIE purge, and leave Sack, and live 

cleanly, as A Noble man ſhould do. [ Exit, 


—— 


Scena Sta: X ||: 


The Trumpets ſound. 
Enter King, Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaſter, 
Earl of Weltmerland, nit5 Worceſter and 
Vernon priſoners, 


King. Thus ever did Rebellion find Rebuke: 
[l-ſpirited Worceſter, did we not ſend Grace, 
Pardon, and terms of Love to allof you ? 

And would'ſt thou turn our Offers contrary ? 
Miſuſe the tenor of thy Kinſman's Trult ? 

Three Knights upon our Party flain to Cay, 

A Noble Earl and many a Creature elſe 

Had been alive this hour, 

If likea Chriſtian thou had'ſt truly born, 

Betwixt our Armies, true Intelligence. 

Wor, W hat I have done, my fatety urg'd me toz 


A 


And I embrace this Fortune paticartly, 
Since, not to be avoided, it falls on mz. 
Kino. Bear Worceſter to death, and Yerxor too. 

Other Offenders we will Þauſe upon. 
CExit Worceſter and Ver 
How goes the Field ? 

Prin, The Noble Scot Lord Dowslas, when he ſaw 
The Fortune of the day quite tura'd from him, 
The Noble Percy ſlain, and all his men, 

Upon the foot of fear, fled with the rſt ; 
And falling from a hill, he was ſo bruiz?d 
That the Purſuers took him. At my Tent 
'The Dowelas is, and I befeech your Grace,. 
I may diſpoſe of him. 
King. With all my heart. 
Prin. Then Brother John of Lancaſter, 
To'you this Honourable Bounty ſhall beloog : 
Go to the Dowglas, and deliver him 
Up to his pleaſure, ranſomleſs and free : 
His Valour, ſhewn upon our Creſts to day, 
Hath taught us hoy to cheriſh ſuch high 
Even in the boſom of our Adverſaries. 


ecds 


You Son Fohr, and my Couhn Weſtmerland 


Towards Tork ſhall bend you, with your deareſt ſpee 


To meer Northumberland, and the Prelate Scroop, 
W hoxfas we a} 1k buſily in Arms. 

My ſelf, and Fn Harry will towdrds Wales, 

To hight with Glendower, and the Earl of Marche. 
Rebellion in this Land ſhall loſe hisway, 
Meeting the Check of ſuch another day z /- 
And ſince this buſineſs ſo far, is done, , f © 
Let us not leave,till all our own be won. 


= 


Lars Flag 
. . . . . ; Ladd 
King. I hen this remains, that we divide&ur Pomer., 


non. 


h . 


LExeunt.f 
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Aus Primus, Scena Prima. 


INDUCTION. 


Enter Rumor. 
Pen your Ears - For Which of you will ſtop 
| The vent of Hearing, when loud Rumor ſpeaks? 
I, from the Orient, to the drooping Welt 
(Making the wind my Poſt-horſe) till unfold 
_ Acts commenced on this Ball of Earth. 


LL 
a 


Upon my Tongue continual Slanders ride, 

The which, in every Language, I pronounce, 

Stuffing the ears of them with falſe Reports : 

| ſpeak of Peace, while covert Enmity 

(Under the ſmile of ſafety.) wounds the World : 

And who but Rumor, who bur only 1 

Make fearful Muſters, and prepar'd Defence, 

WhiPſt the big year, ſwoln with ſome other grief, 

Is thought with _ by the ſtern Tyrant Wer ; 
Te 
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And no ſuch matter. Rumor is a Pipe 
Blown by Surmiſe, Jealouſies, Conjcctures ; 


And of ſo eaſie, and ſo plain a ſtop, 


That the blunt Monſter, with uncounted Heads, 
The ſtill diſcordant, wavering Multitude, 

Can play upon it. But what need I thus 

My well-known Body to Anatomize 

Among my Houſhold ? Why is Rumor here ? 

I run before King Harry's Victory, 

Who in a bloody Field by  Shrewsbury 

Hath beaten down young Horſpur, and his Troops, 
Quenching the Flame of bold R<bellion, 

Even with the Rebels blood. But what mean 1 
To ſpeak of Truth at firſt ? My Office is 

To noiſe abroad, that Harry Monmouth fell 
Under the Wrath of Noble Hoſpur's Sword : 
And that the King, before the Dowelas Rage 
Stoop'd his Anointed head, as low as death. 


1 This have I rumor*d through the Peaſant Towns, 


Between the Royall Field of Shrewsbury, 
And this Worm-caten-Hole of ragged Stone, 
Where Hotſpur's Father, old Northumberland, 


| Lyes crafty ſick. The Poſts come tyring on, 


And not a man of them brings other News 

Than they have learn'd of me. From R«mor's Tongues. 

They bring ſmooth-Comforts-falſe, worſe than -I rue- 
WIONgS. [ Exit. 


Siena Serunda, 


Enter Lord Bardolf, and the Porter. 


L. Bay. Who keeps the Gate, hoa? 
Where is the Earl ? 

Por. What ſhall I ſay you are ? 

L. Bar, Tell thou the Earl : 
That the Lord Baraolf doth attend him here ? 

Por. His Lordſhip is walk*d forth into the Orchard, 
Pleaſe it your Honor, knock but at the Gate, 
And he himſelf will anſwer. 

Enter Northumberland. 

L. Bar, Here comes the Earl. 

Nor. What news, Lord Bardolf ? Ev'ry minute now 
Should be the Father of ſome Stratagem ; 
The Times are wilde : Contention (like a Horſe 
Full of high feeding) madly hath broke looſe, 
And bears down all before him. 

L. Bar. Noble Earl, 
I bring you certain News from Shrewsbury, 

Nor. Good, and Heaven will. 

Z. Bar. As gocd as heart can wiſh : 
The King is almolt wounded to the death : 
And in the Fortnne of my Lord your Son, 
Prince Harry flain outright : and both the Blunts 
KilPd by the hand of Dowelas, Young Prince Fohn, 
And Weſtmerland, and Stford, fled the Field. 
And Harry Monn-0uth*s Brawn (The Hulk Sir John) 
Is Priſoner to your Son. O, ſuch a Day, 
(So fought, ſo follow'd, and fo fairly won) 
Came not, till now, to dignifie the Times 
Since Ceſar's Fortunes. 

Nor. How 1s this deriv'd ? 
Saw you the Field ? Came you from Shrewsbury ? 

L. Bar. ]ſpake with one ( my L.)that came from thence 
A Gentleman well bred, and of good Name, 
That freely rende:?d me this News for true. 

Nor. Here comes my ſervant 1ravers, whom I ſent 
On Tueſday laſt, to liſten after News. 

Eter 1 ravers. 

Z. Bar. My Lord, I over-rode him on the way. 

And he is furniſh'd with no Certainties, 


| More than he ( haply)) may retail from me. 


A 


'| So looks the Strond, when the Imperious Flood: 


| And he doth fin that doth belye the dead; . 


Nor. Now Travers, what good Tidings comes from you) 
Trza. My Lord, Yobr Umnfrevil turn'd me back 
With joyfull tydings ; and being better horg'd 
Out-rode me. After him, came ſpurring hard 
A Gentleman (almoſt fore. ſpent with ſpeed) 
That ſtopp*d by me, to breathe his bloodied Horſe, 
He ask*d the way to Cheſter : And of him 
| did demand what News from Shrewsbury : 
He told me, that Reb-llion had ill luck, 
And that young Harry Percies Spur was cold, 
With that he gave his able Horſe the head, 
And, bending forward, ſtrook his able heels 
Againlt the panting fides of his poor Jade, 
Up to the Rowel-head, and ſtarting ſo, 
He ſeed in running to deyour the way, 
Staying no longer queſtion. 
North. Ha ? Again : 
Said he young Harry. Percie*s Spur was cold ? 
(Of Hotſpur, cold-Spur) that Rebellion 
Had mer ill luck ? 
L. Bar. My Lord : Ple tell you what, 
If my young Lord your Son, have not the day, 
Upon mine Honour, for a ſilken Point 
Ple give my Barony. Never talk of it. 
Ner. Why ſhovld the Gentleman that rod by Tra, 
Give then ſuch inſtances of Loſs ? 
L. Bar. Who he? 
He was ſome hielding Fellow, that had ſtoln 
The Horſe he rode on : and upon my life 
Spake at adventure. Look, here comes more News, 
Enter Morton. 
Nor. Yea, this mans brow, like to a Title-lraf, 
Foretels the Nature of a Tragick Volume : 


Hath left a witneſs'd Ufurpation. 
Say, Morton, did'ſt thou come from Shrewsbury ? 
Mor. 1 ran from Shrewsbury (my Noble Lord) 
Where hateful death put on his uglieſt Mask 
To fright our Party. 
Nor. How doth my Son, and Brother ? 
Thou trembPſt ; and the whiteneſs in thy Cheek 
Is apter than thy Tongue, to tell thy Errand. 
Even ſuch a may, ſo faint, ſo ſpiritlelſs, 
So dull, ſo dead in look, ſo woe-be-gone, 
Drew Priams Curtain, in the dead of night, ' 
And would have told him, half his Troy was burn'd. 
But Priam found the Fire, e're he his Tongue : 
And 1, my Percie*s death, e*re thou reportlt it. 
This, thou wouldſt ſay : Your Son did thus, and thus: 
Your Brother, thus. So fought the Noble Dowglas, 
Stopping, my greedy Ear with their bold deeds. 
But in the end ( to ſtop my Ear indeed )) 
Though haſt a Sigh, to blow away this Praiſe, 
Ending with Brother, Son, and all are dead. 
Mor. Dowelas is living, and your Brother, yet: 
But for my Lord, your Son. 
Nor. Why, he is dead. 
See what'a ready Tongue ſuſpition bath ; 
He that bur fears the thing, he would not know, 
Hath by Inſtinct, knowledge from others Eyes, 
That what he fear*d is chanc*d. Yet ſpeak ( 2orton) 
Tell thou thy Earl, his Divination Lies, 
And I will take it as a ſweet Diſgrace, 
And make thee rich, for doing me ſuch wrong. 
Mor. You are too great, to be(by me) gainſaid* 
Your Spirit is too true, your Fears too certain. 
Nor. Yet for all this, ſay not that Percie's dead- 
| ſee a ſtrange Confeſſion in thine Eye : 
Thou ſhaKlt thy head, and hold'ſt it Fear, or Sin, 
To ſpeak a truth. If he be ſlain, ſay ſo: 
The Tongue offends not, that reports his dearſ: 


Not he, which ſays the dead is not alive: 
Yet the firſt bringer of unwelcome News 


Hath 
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at a loſing Office : And his Tongue, 
_ ever for as a ſullen Bell 
Remembred, knolling 2 departing Friend. 
L, Bar. I cannot think (my Lord) your Son 1s dead. 
Mor. 1am ſorry I ſhould force you to believe 
That, which I would to Heaven I had not ſeen. 
But theſe mine Eyes ſaw him in bloody ſtate, 
Rend'ring faint acquittance (wearied and out-breath'd) 
To Henry Monmouth, whoſe ſwift wrath beat down 
The never-daunted Percy to the Earth, 
From whence (with life ) he never more ſprung up. 
in few; his death (whoſe Spirit lent a Fire, 
Eyen to the dullelt Peazant in his Camp) 
Being bruited once, took Fire and Heat away 
From the beſt temper*d Courage in his Troops. 
For from his Metal was his Party ſteePd ; 
Which once in him abated, all the reſt 
Turn'd on themſelves, like dull and heavy Lead, 
And as the thing that's heavy in it ſelf, 
Upon enforcement, flies with greateſt ſpeed, 
& did our Men, heavy in Hetſpur's loſs, 
Lend rothis weight ſuch lightneſs with their fear, 
That Arrows fled not ſwifter toward their aim, 
Than did our Souldiers (aiming at their ſafety ) 
Fly from the field. Then. was that. Noble Worceſter 
Too ſoon tane Priſoner : And that furious Scot, 
(The bloody Dowglas) whoſe well-labouring Sword 
Had three times ſlain th? Appearance of the King, 
'Gan vail his tomack, and did grace the ſhame 
Of thoſe that turn'd their back : And in his flight, 
Stumbling in Fear, was took. The ſum of all, 
ſs, that the King hath won :- And. hath ſent out 
A ſpeedy Power, to encounter you, my Lord, 
Under-the Condutt» of young Lancaſter 
And Weſtmerland, This is the News at full. 
Nor. For this, 1 ſhall have time enough to mourn. 
[nPoyſon there is Phyſick : And this News 
(Having buen well ) that would have made me ſick, 
Being ſick, hath in ſome meaſure made me well. 
Andas the Wretch, whoſe Feaver-weakened Joynts, 
Like ſtrengthlcſs Hinges,. buckle under life, 
impatient of his Fit, breaks like a fire 
Out of his Keepers arms: Even ſo, my Limbs 
(Weakned with grief) being now inrag'd with grief, 
Arethrice themſelves. Hence therefore thou nice Crutch, 
A ſcaly Gauntlet now, with Joynts of Steell 
Muſt glove his hand. And hence thou ſickly Quoif, 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head, 
Which Princes fleſl?d with Conqueſt, aim to hit. 
Now bind my Brows with Iron, and approach 
The raggedſt hour that Time and Spight dare bring, 
To frown upon th* enrag*d Northumberland. 
Let Heaven kiſs Earth : Now let not Nature's hand 
Keep the wild Flood confind : Let Order die, 
And let the World no longer be a ſtage 
To feed Contention in a lingring A: 
But let one Spirit of the firſt-born Cain, 
Reign in all boſoms, that each hearc being ſet 
On bloody Courſes, the rude Scene may end, 
Anddarkneſs be the burier of the dead. 
L. Bar. Sweet Earl, divorce not wiſdom from your 
Mor. The Lives of all your loving Complices 
L:z2n.0a-your Hcalth, the which if you give o're 
to ſtormy Pallion, muſt perforce decay. 
You caſt th? event of War (my Noble Lord) 
And ſum'd the accompr of Chance, before you ſaid, 
Letus make Head : It was your preſurmile, 
That in the dole of blows, your Son might drop. 
You knew he walk'd o're Perils, on an Edge 
ore likely to fall in, then to get o're : 
You were advisd his fleſh was capable 
Of Wounds, and Scars; and that his forward Spirit 
Would lift him, where moſt trade of danger rang'd, 
Yet did you ſay, go forth : And none of this 


Com. 


(Honour. 


(Though ſtrongly apprehended) could reſtrain 
The ſtiff-born ation: What hath then befaln ? 
Or what hath this bold Enterprize brought forth, 
More than that Being, which was like to be ? 

L. Bar, Weall that are engaged to this loſs, 
Knew that we ventur'd on ſuch dangerous Seas, 
That if we wrought out life, was ten to-one: 
And yet we ventur*d for the Gain propos?d, | 
Choak'd the reſpect of likely Peril fear*d, 
And fince we are o're-ſet, venture again. : 
Come, we will all put forth ; Body and Goods. 

Mor. *Tis more than time : And (my moſt noble Lord) 
| hear for certain, and' do fpþeak the truth : 
The gentle Arch-Biſhop of Tork is up 
With well appointed Powers : he is a man 
Who with a double Surety bindes his Followers. 
My Lord (your Son) had onely but the Corps, 
But Shadows, and the Shews of men to fight. 
For that ſame word (Rebellion ) did divide 
The aftion of their Bodies, from their Souls, 


And they did fight with queaſineſs, conſtrain d, i 6þ 


As men drink Potions; that: their Weapons only 
Seem'd on our fide : But for their Spirits and Souls. 
This word (Rebellion ) it had froze them. up, 

As Fiſhare ina Pond. But now the Biſhop 

Turas Inſurreftion to Religion, 

SuppoYgd ſincere, and holy in his Thoughts : 

He's follow'd both with Body, and with Mind : 

And doth enlarge his Riſing, with the Blood 

Of fair King R:chard, fcrapd from Pomfter ſtones, 


Derives from Heaven his Quarrel, and his Cauſe : | 


Tells them, he doth beſtride a bleeding Land, 
Gaſping for life, under great Bullingbrook; 
And more, and leſs, do flock to follow him. | 


North., I knew of this before. Butto' ſpeak truth, fi 


This preſent grief had wip'd it from my mind: 

Go in with me, and counſel every man 1 :4 

The apteſt way for Safety, and Revenge 

Ger Poſts, and Letters, and make Friends with ſpeed;: 
Never ſo few, nor never yet more need. [Exedtt. 


—_—@. 


—— 


, 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Falſtaff, and Page. | 


Fal Sirrah,you Giant,what ſays the DoCt. tomy Water. |' 
Pag. He ſaid, Sir, the water it ſelf was a good heal- 
have 


thy Water: But for the Party that own'd it, he might 
more Diſeaſes than he knew tor. 
Fal. Men of all ſorts take a pride to gird'at me: The] 


brain of this fooliſh compounded Clay-man, is-not *able!]/ 
to invent any thing thattends to langhter, \morei than I |. 


invent, or is invented on me. 1am not onely witty in my 
ſelf, but the cauſe that wit 1s in other men... I do. here 
walk before thee, like a Sow, that hath o'rewhelm*d-all 
her Litter, but one. If the Prince put thee into my Ser- | 
vice for any other reaſon,than to to ſet me off, why then 
have no judgment. 


was never maim'd with an Agot till now: But I will ſet 
you neither in Gold nor Silver, but in vile apparel, and 
ſend you back again to your Maſter, for a Jewel. The 
Fuvenal (the Prince your Maſter) whoſe Chin -is not 


yet fledg'd, I will ſooner have a Beard grow in the Palm || 


of my hand, then he ſhall get one on his Cheek: Yet he 


will not ſtick to ſay, his Face is a Face-Royal. Heaven | 
may finiſh it when he will, it is not a hair amiſs yet: he] 
may keep it {till as a Face-Royal, for a Barber ſhall never 


earn fix-pence out of it; and yet he will be crowing, as 
if he had writ Man ever ſince his Father was a Batche- 


lor. He may keep his own Grace, but he is almoſt qut of | 


mine, I can aſſure him. What {aid M. Dombl:dor, about 


65. | 


Thou horſon Mandrake, thou arti 
fitter to be worn in my cap, than to wait at: my heels. FF 


| 
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the Satten for my ſhort Cloak, and Slops ? 
Pag. He ſaid, Sir, you ſhould re him better aſſu- 
rancethan Bardolph : he would not take his Bond and 
| yours, he lik'd not the Security. : 
' Fal. Let hitn be damn'd like the Glutton, may his 
| Tongue be hotter, a horſon Achirophel, a Raſcally-yea- 
 forſooth-knave, to bear a Gentleman in hand, and then 
ſtand upon Security ? The horſon ſmooth-pates do now 
wear nothing but high ſhoes, and bunches of Keyes at 
their Girdles: andif a man is through with them in ho- 
neſt Taking up, thenthey muſt ſtand upon Security: 1 
| had as lief they would put Rats-bane in my mouth, as 
| offer toſtopit with Security. 1 look'd he ſhould have 
- | ſent me twoand twenty yards of Satten, (as I am a true 
| Knight) and he ſends me Security, Well, he may iIzep 10 
Security, for he hath the hora of Abundance: And the 
lightneſs of his Wife ſhines through it, and yet cannot 
he ſec,” though he have his own Lanthorn to light him. 
| Where*s Bardolf ? ; 
| Pag. He's gone into Smithfield to buy your Worſhip 
a Horle. 
Fal. I bought him in Paws, and hell buy me a Horſe 
in Smithfield. If 1 could get me a Wite in the Stews, I 
were Mann'd, Hors'd, and Wiv'd. 


Enter Chief Fuſt ice, and Servant, 


Pag. Sir, here comes the Nobleman that committed 
| the Prince for ſtriking him, about Bardolph, 

Fal. VVait cloſe, I will not ſee him, 
Ch, Fuſt. What's he that goes there ? 
Ser. -Falſteff,, and" pleaſe your Lordſhip. 
Fauſt. He that was in queſtion for the Robbery ? 
Ser. He, my Lord, but he hath ſince done good fer- 
'vice at Shrewsbury : and (as | hear) is now going with 
' ſome Charge to the Lord Jokn of Lancaſter. 
Fuſt. V V hat to York ? Call himback again. 
Ser. Sir John Falſtaff. - 
' Fal, Boy, tell him 1 am deaf. 
{ "Pag. You mult ſpeak lowder, my Maſter is deaf. 
| Fuſt. lamure heis, to the hearing of any thing good, 
.Go pluck him by the Elbow. I mult ſpeak with him. 
; Ser. Sir John. 
Fal. What?a young Knave and beg?Is there not Wars? 
- Is there not Employment ? Doth not the King lack Sub- 
| jets ? do not the Rebels want Souldiers ? Though it be a 
*ſhame to be on any ſide but one, it is worſe ſhame to beg, 
'than to be on the worlt ſide, were it worſe than the Name 
'of Rebellion can tell how to make it. 

Ser. You miltake me, Sir, 

Fal. V Vhy, Sir, did [ſay you were an honeſt man ? 
Setting my Knight-hood, and my Souldierſhip aſide. I 
had lyed in my throat, if I had ſaid fo. 

Sep. 1 pray you (Sir) then ſet your Knighthood and 
' your Souldier-ſhip aſide, and give me leave to tell you, 
'youlye in your throat, If you ſay I am any other than an 
honeſt man. 

; - Fal. I give thee leave to tell me ſo ! I lay aſide that 
which grows to me ! If thou gettſt any leave of me,hang 
-me, if thou takſt leave, thou wer*t better be hang'd : you 
Hunt- counter : hence, avant. 

Ser, Sir, my Lord would ſpeak with you, 

Fauſt, Sir Jehn Falſtaff, a word with you. 

Fal. My good Lord : Give your Lordſhip good time of 
the day. I am glad toſee your Lordſhip abroad - I heard 
ſay, your Lordſhip was ſick. I hope your Lordſhip goes 
abroad by advice. Your Lordſhip (though not clean paſt 
your youth) hath yet ſome ſinack of age in you: Some 
relliſh of the faltneſs of time : and I molt humbly beſeech 
your Lordſhip, to have a reyerend care of your health. 

| Fuſt, Sir Fohn, 1 ſent for your before your Expedition 
to Shrewsbury. 

Fal. If it pleaſe your Lordſhip, 1 hear his Majeſty is 
return*d with ſome cticcmfort from Wales. 


- 
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Juſt. I talk not of his Majeſty : You would not ge 
when I ſent for you ? 

Fal. AndI hear moreover, his Highaeſs is faln int 
this ſame whorſon Apoplexy. (you 

Fuſt, Well, Heaven mend him. I pray let me ſpeak with 

Fal, This Apoplexy is (asI take it) a kind of Lethar. 
gy, a {keping of the Blood, a horſon Tingling. 

Fuſt. What tell you me of it? be ir asit is. 

Fal. Ir hath its original from much Grief ; from Styd 
and perturbation of the Brain. I have read the Cauſe of 
its Effects in Galen, It is a kind of deafneſs. 

Juſt. 1 think you are faln into that Diſcaſe: For yoy 
hear not what I fay to you. 

Fal., Very well (my Lord) very well: Rather (az 
pleaſe you) it is the Diſeaſe of not Liſtning, the Malady 
of not Marking, that I am troubled withall. 

Juſt. To puniſh you by the Heels, would amend the a 
tention of your Ears, and I care not if I be your Phyſitia, 

Fal. 1 am as poor as Fob, my Lord ;but not ſo patient: 
your Lordſhip may miniſter the Potion of Impriſonment 
to me, in reſpect of Poverty : But how 1 ſhould be your 
Patient to follow your Preſcriptions, the V Viſe may make 
ſome dram of a ſcruple, or indeed, a ſcruple it ſelf, 

Juſt. 1 ſent for you (when there were matters again 
you tor your life) to ſpeak with me. 

Fal. As I was then advigd by my Learned Counſel, 
in the Laws of this Land-ſervice, 1did not come. 

Juſt. Well;the truth is(Sir Fohn )you live in great Infany, 

Fal. He that buckles him in my Belt, cannot live in 

Juſt. Your Means is very flender,and your waſte great, 

Fal, lwould it were otherwiſe : I would my Meas 
were greater, and my Waſte ſlenderer. 

Juſt, You have milled the youthful Prince. | 

Fal. The young Prince hath miſled me. 1 an the 
Fellow with the great Belly, and he my Dog, 

Juſt. Well, 1 amloth to gall a new- head wound: your 
Days Service at Shrewsbury, hath a little gilded over 
your Nights Exploit on Gads-hull., You may thank the 
unquiet time, for your quiet o're-poſting that Action, 

Fal. My Lord ? (Wolf. 

Juſt. But ſince all is well,keep it ſo : wake not a flecping 

Fal. To wakea Wolf, is as Pad as to ſmell a Fox. 

Juſt. W hat?you are as aCandle,the better part burnt out. 

Fal. A Wallel-Candel, my Lord; all Tallow : if 1did 
ſay of Wax, my growth would approve the truth. 

Juſt. There is not a white Hair on your face, but ſhould 
have his Effect of Gravity. 

Fal. His Effect of gravy, gravy, gravy. 


his evil Angel. 

Fal. Not ſo (my Lord) your ill Angel is light : but | 
hope, he that looks upon me, will take me without weigh 
irg : and yet, in ſome reſpects I grant, I cannot go: | 
cannottell, Virtue is of 1o little regard in theſe Coltor- 
mongers days,that true Valour is turn'd Bear-herd. Pre- 
gnancy is made a Tapſter, ard hath his quick Wit waſted 
in giving Recknings: all the other Gifts appertinent to 
man (as the malice of this Age ſhapes them) are not worth 
a Gooſe.berry. You thatare old, conſider not the Caps 
cities of us that are young : you meaſure the heat of our 
Livers, with the bitterneſs of your Galls : and we that are 
in the vaward of our youth, I muſt confeſs, are wagstoo. 

Juſt. Do you ſet down your Name in the Scrowl of 
youth, that are written down old, with all the Charadters 


' of Age ? Have you not a moyſt Eye? a dry Hand ? a yellos| 


Cheek?a white Beard?a decreaſingLeg?an increaſingBelly: 


will you call your telf young ? Fy, fie, fie, Sir John. 
Fal. My Lord, I was born with a white head, and ſom- 


| thing around belly. For my Voice, 1 have loſt it with 


hollowing and finging of Anthems, To approve Ty 
youth further, I will not. The truth is, I am onely old 
Judgment and Underſtanding, ard he that will caper 


with 
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Juſt. You follow the young Prince up and down, like , 


Is not your voice broken ? your wind ſhort ? your Witſin- | 
gle? and every part about you blaſted with Antiquity ? and 
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ra thouſand Marks, let him lend me the Mo- 
ave at him. For the Box o*tIvear that the Prince 
he gave it like a rude Prince, and you took it 
ie a ſcnſibie Lord. I have checkt him for ir, 2nd the 
"own Lyon repents - Marry not in Sack-cloth, but in 
+ 61k and old Sack. 
" 7 Well, Heaven ſend the Princea better Companion. 
#4. Heaven ſend the Cofnpanion a better Prince - 1 
-xnnot rid my hands of him. WES 
5uft. Well, the King hath ſever'd youand Prince Har- 
| hear you are going with Lord John of Lancatter, a- 
far the Archbilhop, and the Earl of Northumberland. 
” r4. Yes, 1 thank your pretty ſweer wit for it : but 
look you Pray» ( all you that kiſs my Lady Peace at 
wine ) chat our Armies joyn not in a hot day : for | take 
wit. two ſhirts out with me, and I mean not to ſwear ex- 
ordinarily : if it be a hot day, if I brandiſh any thing 
but my Bottle, would 1 might never ſpit white again : 
There is not 2 dangerous Action can peep out his head, 
kit Lam thruſt upon it. Well, 1 cannot laſt ever. 
54f, Well, be honeſt, be honeſt, and heaven bleſs your 
Expedition. 
Fal. Will your Lordſhip lend me a thouſand pound, 
t5 furniſh me forth ? : 
Ju. Not a penny, not a penny: you are too impatient 
ts bear Croſſes. Fare you well. Commend me to my 
Coon Weſtmerland, ; [ Exit, 
Fd. 1 do, fillop me with a three-man-Beetle, A man 
a1 00 more ſeparate Age and Covetouſneſs, than he can 
young limbs and letchery : but the Gowt galls the 
"ie, and the Pox pinches the other z and ſo both the De- | 
grees prevent my Curſes. Boy ? 
Pap. Sir. 
Fl W hat Money is in my Purſe ? 
Py. Seven Groats, and two pence. 
51 1 can get no remedy againſt this Conſumption of 
the Purſe. Borrowing onely lingers, and lingers it out, 
hit the Diſeaſe is incurable. Go bear this Letter to my 
Lard of Lancaſter, this to the Prince, this to the Earl of 
N:fmrland, and this to old Miſtris Urſula, whom 1 
har: weekly ſworn to marry, ſince I perceiv*d the firſt 
white Hair on my Chin. About it : you know where to 
fnd me. Apox of this Gowt, or a Gowt of this Pox : 
for the one or tlYother youre the rogue with my great 
Toe : It is no matter, if 1 do halt, I have the Wars for 
my Colour, and my Penſion ſhall ſeem the more reaſon- 
tle : A good Wir will make uſe of any thing : I will turn 
Diſeaſes to commodity. [ Excunt, 
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Scena Quarta. 


Enter Archbiſhop, Haſtings, Mowbray, and Lord Bardolf. 


Ar, Thus have you heard our Cauſes, and know our 
And my moſt noble Friends, I pray you Ml (Means: 
Speak plainly your Opinions of our Hopes, 

And firſt ( Ld Marſhal ) what ſay you to it ? 

Mow, | well allow the occaſion of our Arms, 

But gladly would be better fatisfied, 

How ( in our Means ) we ſhould advance our ſelves 
Tolook with forehead bold and big enough 

Upon the Power and Puiſlance of the King ? 


Much ſmaller than the ſmalleſt of his Thoughts, 


Indeed the inſtant Action : a Cauſe on foot, 


But if without him we be thought too feeble; 
My judgment is,. we ſhould not ſtep too far 
Till we had his Aſſiſtance by the hand. 

For in a Theam fo bloody fac'd as this; 
ConjeCture, Expectation; and Surtniſe 
Of Aidz uncertain, ſhould not be admitted: 
Arch, *Tis true, Lord Baradolf, for indeed 
[c was young Hetſpur's caſe at Shrewsbity. ; 
L. Bar, 1c was ( my Lord ) who lin'd himſelf with hope; | 
Eating the air, on promiſe of Supply, 
Flattering kimſelf with Project of a Power, 


Ard ſo with great Imagination 
( Preper to mad men) led his Powers to deaths 
And ( winking) leap'd intodeftruttion, 
Haſt. But (by yeur leave) it rever yet did furt, 
To lay down likely-hoods; and forms of hope. 
L. Bar. Yes, it this preſent quality of War, 


Lives ſo in hope: As in an early Spring 
We ſee ttappearing Buds, which to prove Fruit, 
Hope gives not ſo much warrant, as Deſpair 
Thar Froſts will bite them. When we mean to build; 
We firlt ſurvey the Plct, then draw the Mcdct, 
And when we ſee the figure of the Houſe, 
Then muſt we rate the Coſt of the Erection, 
Which if we find out-weighs Ability, 
What do we then, but draw a-new the Model 
In fewer Offices; Or at leaſt, defiſt 
To build at all? Much more, in this great work, 
(Which is (almoſt ) to pluck a Kingdom downy 
And ſet another up) ſhould we ſurvey 
The Plot of Situation, and the Model, 
Conſent upon a ſure Foundation : 
Queſtion Surveyors, know our own Eſtate. 
How able ſuch a Work to undergo, 
To weigh againſt his Oppoſite ? or elſe, 
We fortifie in Paper, and in Figures, 
Uſing the Names of men, inſtead of men : 
Like one that draws the Model of a Houſe WEL 
Beyond his power to build it ; who (half thtoogh} 
Gives 0're, and leaves his part-created Colt 
A naked ſubject to the Weeping Clonds, 
And waſte, for churliſh Winters tyranny. 
Haſt, Grant that our hopes (yet likely of fatr birth 
Should be ſtill-born : and that we now poſſeſt 
The utmoſt man of expeCtation : 
I think weare a Body ſtrong enongh 
(Even as we are) to equal with the King, | 
L. Bar. What is the King but fiveand twenty thonſaad? 
Haſt. To us no more: nay not ſd much, Lord Barddlf, 
For his diviſions ( as the Times do brawl ) 
Are in three Heads - one Power againſt the French, 
And one againſt Glendower : orce a third 
Muſt take up us + So is the unfirm King 
In three divided : and his Coffers ſound 
With hollow Poverty, and Emptineſs, 
Ar. That he ſhould draw his ſeveral 
And come againſt us in full cey 
Need not be dreaded. 
Haſt, If he ſhould doſo, | 
He leaves his back unarnd, the French, and Welſh 
| Baying him at the heel : never fear that: ' 
L. Bar. Who isit like ſhould lead is Forces hither ? 


Haft, Our preſent Muſters grow upon the File 
Tofiveand twenty thouſand men of choice : 

And our Supplies live largely in the hope 

Of great Northumberland, whoſe boſom burns 

th an incenſed Fire of Injuries. 

L. Bar. The queſtion then ( Lord Haſtings ) ſtandeth 
Whether our preſent five and twenty thouſand 
May hold up head without Northumberland ? 
Haſt, With him we may. 


(thus, 


Haſt. The Duke of Lancaſter and Weſtmerland : 
Againſt the Wellſti, himſelf, and Farry Monmowb, 
But who is ſubſtituted ?gainit the French, 

I haye no certain notice. 

Arch. Let us on : 

And publiſh the occafion of out Arms 
The Common-wealth is ſick of their own chwice, 
Their over-greedy loye hath ſurfeited, 

An habitation giddy, and unſure 


. 


L. Bar, 1 marry, there's the point : 


A... 


| Hath he that builderh on, the valgar heart. 
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O thou fond Many, with what loud applauſe art a hony-ſeed, a Man-quellcr, and a Woman quite, +: 
Did'ſt thou beat Heaven with bleſſing Bulngbrook, '{| Fal. Keep themoff, Bardoff. y 
Before he was, what thou wouldſt have him be ? Fang. A reſcue, a reſcue. 
1 And being now trim'd up in thine own deſires, Hot. Good people bring a reſcue. Thou wilt not? 
{ Thou ( beaſtly Feeder ) art fo full of him, wilt not ; Do, do thou Rogue : Do thou Hempſecd, 
| That thou provokIſt thy ſelf to caſt him up. | Fal. Away you Scullion, you Rampallian, you Fugi 
1 So, ſo, ( thou common Dog ) didſt thou diſgorge lirian : Ple tuck your Cataſtrophe. [ Enter Ch, Juſtice fa 
] Thy glutton-boſom of the Royal Richard, Juſt. What's the matter? Keep the Peace here, hoa n 
And now thou would'ſt eat thy dead vomitup, Hoſt. Good my Lord, be good to me. 1 beſeech yu 
{ And howPſt to find it. What truſt is in theſe Times? | ſtand to me. th 
They, that when Richard liv'd, would have him die, Ch, Fu, How now, Sir John ? what are you brawling here? pr 
Are now become enamour*d on his grave. Doth this become your place, your time, and bulinek} i 
1 Thou that threwſt duſt upon his goodly head, You ſhould have been well on your way to Tork, Fl 
When through proud London he came ſighing on, Stand from him Fellow, wherefore hangit upon him? C 
After ttadmired heels of Bull:ngbrook,, Hoſt. Oh my moſt worſhipful Lord, an@t plea V 
{ Criſt now, O Earth yield us that King again, your Grace, I ame poor Widow of Eaftchbeq, and be A 
And take thou this, ( O thoughts of men accurs'd ) is arreſted at my Suit. - 
| Paſt, and to come, ſeems beſt ;, things preſent, worſt. Ch, Fuſt. For what ſum ? | 
| - ow. Shall we go draw our Numbers, and ſet on ? Hoſt. 1t is more than for ſome ( my Lord) itisforgl; [: 
i Haſt. Weare Times ſubjetts, and Time bids, be gon. | all I have, he hath eaten/ me out of houſe and home? he 
| | * hath pat all my ſabſtance into that fat belly of his: bu 
5 I will have ſome of it out again, or I will ride thees G 
| | . Nights, like the Mare. | 
| Aus Secundus. Scena Prima. Fl. I think 1 am as like to ride the Mare, if I | | |* 
any vantage of ground to get up. 9 
Enter Hoſteſs, with two Officers, Fang, and Snare. Cb. Fuſt. How comes this, Sir Fohn ? Fie, whatama 
| of good temper would endure this tempeſt of Exchne fy 
i ZHoftef. Mr. Farg, have you entred the Attion ? tion ? Are you not aſham'd to inforce a poor Widow tob 
Fang. It is enter'd. rough a courſe ro come by her own ? 
| Heft. Where's your Yeoman ? Is it a luſty Yeoman ? Fal. What is the groſs Sum that I owe thee ? 
Will he ſtand to it ? Hoſt. Marry) if thou wer®t an honeſt man) thy ſelf,and 
Fang. Sirrah, where's Snare ? the money too. Thou didſt ſwear to me upon a parceh 
Hot. 1, 1; good M. Snare. gilt Goblet, ſitting in my Dolphin-chamber, at the round 
Snare, Here, here. table, by a ſea-cole fire, on Wedneſday in Whitſoronh, 7 
Fang. Snare, we muſt Arreſt Sir John Falſtaff. when the Prince broke thy head for likening him to aſng; 
Hoſt, I, good M. Snare, | haveenter'd him, andall. | ing-man of Windſor ; thou didſt ſwear to me then (#1 
Sn. It may chance coſt ſome of us our lives : he will ſtab. | was waſhing thy wound ) to marry me, and make me my 1 
Hoſt. Alas-the-day : take heed of him : he ſtab*'d me | Lady thy Wife. Canſt thou deny it ? Did not Good-nife N 


| in mine own Houſe, and that moſt beaſtly : he cares not | Keech, the Butcher's wife, come in then, and call me Go- 
what miſchief he doth, if his Weapon be out. He will | ſip Qzickly ? coming in to borrow a meſs of Vinegar: 
foyn like any Devil, he will ſpare neither Man, Woman, | telling us, ſhe had a good diſh of Prawns : whereby thou C 
nor Child. didſt deſire to eat ſome : whereby I told thee they were 
"Fang. If can cloſe with him, I care not for his thruſt. | ill for a green wound ? And didſt not thou ( when fie 
Hoſt. No, nor I neither : Þle be at your Elbow. was gone down ſtairs) deſire me to be no more familiar 
Fang. If 1 but fiſt him once : if he come but within | with ſuch poor people, ſaying, that e're long they ſhould d 
my Vice. call me Madam ? And didſt thou not kiſs me, aud bid 
Hoſt. 1 am undone with his going : I warrant he is an | me fetch thee thirty ſhillings ? I put thee now to thy | 
infinitive thing upon my ſcore. Good M. Fang, hold him | Book-oath, deny it if thou canſt ? 
ſure ; good M. Szare, let him not ſcape, he comes continu- | Fat. My Lord,' this is a poor mad ſoul : and ſhe ſay P 
ally to Pre-corner ( ſaving your Manhoods ) to buy a | up and down the town, that her eldeſt Son is like you- 
Saddle, and he is invited to dinner to the Lubbars-head | She hath been in good caſe, and the truth is, poverty hath 
{in Lombard-ſtreet to M. Smooths the Silkman. 1 pray | diſtrafted her : but 'for theſe fooliſh Officers, I beſeech - 
ye fince my Action is enter*d, and my Caſe ſo openly | you, I may have redreſs againſt them. 
{ known to the world, let him be brought in to his anſwer. | uf. Sir John, Sir John, 1 am well acquainted with your f 
| A hundred Mark is a long one, for a poor lone Woman | manner of wrenching the true Cauſe, the falſe way. Its p 
to bear: and I have born, and born, and born z and have | not a confident brow, nor the throng of words, that 
bin fub'd off, and fub'd off, from this day to that day, | come with ſuch ( more than impudent ) ſawcineſs from f 
that it is a ſhame to be thought on. There is no honeſty | you, can thruſt me from a level conſideration, I know you 
{ in ſuch dealing, unleſs a Woman ſhould be made an Aſs | ha? practis*d upon theeaſie-yielding ſpirit of this Woman. 


and a Beaſt, to bear every Knaves wrong. Hoſt. Yes in troth, my Lord. 
Fuſt, Prethee, peace : pay her the Debt you owe her,and 
Enter Falſtaff and Bardolf. unpay the Villany you have done her : the one you may d0 


with ſterling-Money,and the other with currantRepentance 
Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmſey-Noſe Bar- Fal. My Lord, I will not undergo this ſneap witholl 
dolf with him, do your Offices, do your Offices : M. Fang, | reply. You call Honorable Boldneſs Impudent Sawcinels. 


and M. Szare, do me, do me, do me your Offices. If a man will curt/fie, and fay nothing, he is Virtuous : No, 
Fal. How now ? whoſe Mare”s dead ? what's the matter ? | my Lord (your humble duty remembred ) I will not be your n 
Fang. Sir John, I arreſt you at the ſuir of Miſt. Quickly. | Sutor. I ſay to you, I deſire deliv*rance from theſe Officers 
. Fl. Away Varlets, draw Bardolf : Cut me off the Vil- | being upon haſty Employment in the Kings Afﬀairs. 0 
lains head : throw the Quean in the Channel. Juſt. You ſpeak, as having power to do wrong : But \ 
Hoſt. Throw me in the Channel ? Ile throw thee there. | anſwer in the Effet your Reputation, and ſatisfie the po# 
Wilt thou? wilt thou ? thou baſtardly Rogue. Murder, | woman. a 
| murder : O thou Hony-ſuckle Villain, wilt thou kill Gods Fal. Come hither, Hoſteſs. [Enter 24, CO: 


Officers and the Kings ? O thou hony-ſeed Rogue, thou | Ch. uſt, Now, Maſter Gower, what News ? | E 
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——"The King (my Lord) and Henry Prince of | 
Wales are near at hand : The reſt the Paper tells. 

Fal. As | am a Gentleman. 

Hoſt. Nay, you ſaid ſo before. 
Fal. Asl am a Gentleman, Come, n@ more words of it. 
Hoſt. By this heavenly ground I tread on, I muſt be 
fain to pawn both my Plate, and the Tapiſtry of my Di- 
ning Chambers. , Rs ; 

Fal. Glaſſes, glaſſes, is the onely drinking : and for 
thy walls a pretty ſlight Drollery, or the Story of the 
prodigal, or the German hunting in Water-work, 1s 
worth a thouſand of theſe Bed-hangings, and theſe 
Fly-bitten Tapiſtries. Ler it be ten'pound (ifthou canſt. ) 
Come, if it were not for thy humours, there is not a b-t- 
Wench in England. Go, waſh thy face, and draw thy 
Ation : Come, thou muſt not be in this humour with 
me, come, I know thou wav ſet on to this, 

Hoſt. Prethee (Sir Fon) let it be but twenty Nobles, 
[2m loth to pawn my Plate, in good earneſt 1a. 

FalLet it alone, Ile make other ſhift : yow'l be a fool ſtill. 

Hef, Well, you ſhall have it, although I pawn my 
Gown. I hope you'll come to Supper : Yow'll pay me al- 
peether | 

Fal. Will I live ? Go with her, with her: hook on, 


hook on. 

Hoſt, Will you have Doll Tear-ſheer meet you at 
ſupper ? 

Fl No more words. Let's have her. 

Ch. Fuſt. 1 have heard bitter news, 

Fal, What's the News, my good Lord ? 

Ch, Juſt, V Vhere lay the King laſt night ? 

Me. At Baſing-ſtoke, my Lord, 

Fal. 1 hope (my Lord) alPs well. VVhat is the News, 
wy Lord ? | 

Ch. Fuſt. Come all his Forces back ? 

Mſ. No: fifteen hundred Foot, and five hundred 
Horſe, are march'd up to my Lord of Lancaſter, againſt 
Northumberland and the Arch-Bilhop. 

Fal. Comes the King back from Wales, my noble Lord ? 

Ch, Juſt. You ſhall have Letters of me preſently. 

Come, go along with me, good M. Gower, 

Falſt. My Lord. 

Ch, Juſt. V Vhat's the matter ? 

Fal. Maſter Gower , I ſhall entreat you with me to 
(inner, 

Gow. I muſt wait upon my good Lord here. 

[ thank you, good Sir John. 

Ch, Juſt. Sir Fohn you loyter here too long, being you 
xe totake Souldiers up in Countreys as you go. 

Fal, Will you ſup with me, Maſter Gower ? 

Ch, Juſt. What fooliſh Maſter taught you theſe man- 
ners, Sir Fohn ? 

Fal. Maſter Gower, if they become me not, he was a 
Fool that taught them me. This is the right Fencing 
grace (my Lord ) tap for tap, and ſo part fair. 

Ch. JF={t. Now the Lord lighten thee, thou art a great 

ol. 


| 
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Siena Tertia. 


Enter Prince Henry, Poyns, Bardolf, and Page. 


Prin, Truſt me, I am exceeding weary. 

Poyn. Is it come to that ? I had thought wearineſs durſt 
not. haye attach*d one of ſo High Blood. 

Prin. It doth me, though it diſcolours the complexi- 
on of my greatneſs to acknowledge it. Doth it not ſhew 
vilely in me, to deſire ſmall Beer ? 

Poyn. V Vhy, a Prince ſhould not be ſo looſly ſtudied, 
as tO remember ſo weak a Compoſition, 
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ture, Small Beer. But indeed theſe humble conſiderati- 
ons make me out of love with my Greatneſs. VV hat a 
diſgrace is it to me, to remember thy name ? or to know 
thy face to morrow ? or to take notice how many pair of 
Silk Stockings thou haſt ? ( viz. theſe, and thoſe that were 
the peach-colour'd ones : ) or to bear the Inventory of thy 
Shirts ; as one for ſuperfluity, anc one other for uſe : but 
that the Tennis-Court Keeper knows better than I, for 
it is a low ebbe of Linnen with thee, when thou keepeſt 
not. Racket there, as thou haſt not done a great while, 
becauſe the reſt of thy Low Countreys have made a ſhift 
to cat up thy Holland. | 
Poin. How ill it follows, after you have labour'd ſo 
hard, you ſhould talk ſo idlely ? Tell me how many good 
young Princes would do fo, their Fathers lying ſo ſick, 
as yours 1s ? 

Prim. Shall I tell thee one thing, Poyns ? 
Poyn, Yes: and let it bean excellent good thing. 
Prin. It ſhall ſerve among V Vits of no higher breed- 
ing than thine. 
Poyn. Goto : I ſtand the puſh of your one thing, that 
you'll tell. 
Prin, VVhy,1 tell thee, it is not meet that-I ſhould be 
ſad now my Father is ſick : albeit I could tell to thee ( as 
to one it pleaſes me,for fault of a better,to call my Friend) 
I could be fad, and fad indeed too. 
Peyn. Very hardly upon ſuch a Subject. 
Prin. Thou think'ſt me as far in the: Devils Book, as 
thou, and Falſtaff, for obduracy and perſiſtency. Let 
the end try the man. But [ tell thee, my heart bleeds in- 


| wardly, that my Father is ſick : and keeping ſuch vile 


company as thou art, hath in Reaſon taken from me, all 
oſtentation of ſorrow. 

Poyn, The Reaſon ? 

Pr. V V hat would'lt thou think of me, if I ſhould weep? 
Poyn. 1 would think thee a moſt Princely Hypocrite. 
Prin. It would be every mans thought : and thou art 
a bleſſed Fellow, to think as every man thinks : never a 
mans thought in the world keeps the rode-way better 


than thine : every man would think me an Hypocrite in- 
deed. And what excites your moſt V Vorſhiptul thought 
to think ſo? %* 


Poyn. V Vhy, becauſe you have been ſo lewd, and fo 
much ingrafted to Falſt of. 

Prin, And to thee, 

Poyn, Nay, I am well ſpoken of, 1 can hear it with 
mine own ears: the worlt that they can ſay of me is, that 
I am a ſecond Brother, and that I am a proper Fellowof 
my hands; and thoſe two things I confeſs I cannot help. 
Look, look, here comes Bardolf. | 

Prin, And the Boy that I gave Falſtaff : he had him 
from me Chriſtian, and ſee if the fat Villain have not 
transform®d him Ape. [ Enter Bardolf. 

Bar. Save your Grace. 

Prin. And yours, moſt Noble Bardolf. 

Poyn. Come you pernicious Aſs, you baſhful Fool, 
muſt you be bluſhing ? wherefore bluſh you now ? what 
a Maidenly man at Arms are you become ? Is it ſuch a 
matter to get a Pottle-pots Maidendead ? 

Page. He calPd me even now ( my Lord.) through ared 
Lattice, and I could diſcern no part of his Face from the 
Window at laſt I ſpy*d his Eyes, and methought he had 
made two holes in the Ale-wives new Petticodt, and peep- 
ed through. 

Prin, Hath not the Boy profited ? 

Bar, Away, you horſon upright Rabbet, away. 

Pag. Away you raſcally Althea*s dream, away. 

Prin, Inſtruct us, Boy, what dream, Boy ? 

Pag. Marry (My Lord ) Altheadream'd, ſhe was deli- 
ver*d of 2 Firebrand, and therefore I call him her dream, 


Prin, Belike then, my Appetite was not Princely 


Prince, A Crowns-worth of good Interpretation : 
There it is, Boy. 
Poin. O that this good Bloſſom could be kept from 


Et: for (introth) I do now remember the poor Creu- 


| Cankers : Well, there is fix pence to preſerve thee. 


Bard.\ 


_ 


_ 
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coming to Town. 
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Bard. If you do not make him be hang'd among you, 
the Gallows ſhall be wrong?d. 
Prin. And how doth thy Maſter, Bardolph ? 
Bard. Well, my good Lord : he heard of your Graces 
here'sa Letter for you. 
Prin, Deliver'd with good reſpect : And how doth the 
Martlemas, your Maſter ? 
Bard. In bodily health, Sir. 
Poin, Marry, the immortal part needs a Phyſitian : 
but that moves not him: Though that be lick, it dyes not. 
Prin. Ido allow this V Ven to be as familiar with me 
as my Dog. And he holds his place, for look you how 
he -writes. 


'of my Maſters. 


This Dol Tear-ſheet ſhould be ſome Rode. 
S. Albans and London. 
oightin his true Colours, and not our ſelves be ſeen ? 


wait upon him at his Table, like Drawers. 


Town-Bull ? 
Shall we ſteal upon them (Ved) at Supper ? 


Maſter that I am yet in Town. 
There's for your Silence, 


Poin. Letter, John Falſtaff Knight : (Every man muſt 
know that, as oft as he hath occalion to name himſelf - ) 
Even like thoſe thatare kin to the King, for they never 
prick their finger, but they ſay there is ſomeof the Kings 
blood ſpilt. How comes that ? (fays he that takes upon 
him not to conceive) the Anfwer is asready as a borrow- 
ed Cap: I am the Kings poor Coulin, 'Sir. : 

Prin, Nay, they will be kin to us, but they will fetch 
it from Fapher, But to the Letter : —Sir John Falſtaff 
Kight, to the Son of the King, neareſt his Father, Harry 
Prince of V Vales, greeting. 

Poin, V'Vhy this is a Certificate, 
| Prin. Peace. 

I will imitate the honourable Romans in brevity. 


I commend me to-thee, I commend thee, and I leave thee, 

Be not too familiar with Poins, for be miſuſes thy Favours 

ſo much ;, that he ſwears thou art to marry his Siſter 

Nell. Repent at idle times as thou maiſt, and ſo farewell. 
ne, by yea and no: Which is as much as to ſay, 

as thou uſeſt him, Jack Falſtaff with my Familiars : 
John with my Brothers and Siſter : and Sir John 

with all Europe. 

My Lord, I willſteep this Letter in Sack, and make him 

ear It, 

Prin. That's to make him eat twenty of his V Vords. 

But do you uſe me thus, Ned? Muſt I marry your Siſter ? 

| Porn, May the V Vench have no worſe Fortune. Butl 

never ſaid ſo. 

Prin, V Vell, thus we play the Fool with the time, and 

the Spirits of the V Viſe ſit in the Clouds, and mock us: 

Is your Maſter here in' London ? 

Bard. Yes, my Lord. 

Prin, V Vhere ſups he? Doth the old Boor feed in 

the old Frank ? 

Bard, At the old place, my Lord, in Ezſt-cheap, 

Prin. V Vhat Company ? 

Page. Epheſians, my Lord, of the old Church. 

Prin, Sup any V Vomen with him ? 

Page. None, my Lord, but old Miſtriſs Quickly, and 

Mrs. Dol Tear.ſheet. 

Prin, What Pagan may that be? 

Page. A proper Gentlewoman, Sir, and a Kinſwoman 


Prin, Even ſuch Kin, asthe Pariſh Heyfers are to the 


Pojn, I am your ſhadow, my Lord, Ple follow you. 
Prin. Sirrah, you Boy, and Bardolph, no word to your 


Bar. I have no Tongue, Sir. 

Pag. And for mine, Sir, 1 will govern it. 

Prin. Fare ye well: Go. 

Prin. | warfrant you, as common as the way between 
Prin. Hovi might we ſee Falſtaff beſtow himſelf to 


Poin. Put on two Leather Jerkins, and Aprons, and 
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Pojn. Sure he means brevity in breath: ſhort-winded. | 


Prin, Froma God to a Bull? A heavy declenfion - I 
was Fove*s cale. From a Prince to a Prentice, a low trand. 
formation, that ſhall be mine : For in every thing, the Pur- 
poſe mult weigh with the folly. Follow me, Ned. f Exeur. 


_—_— 
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Siena Tertia. 


Enter Northumberland, his Lady, and Harry 
Percie's Lady. 


Nerth, I prethee loving Wite, and gentle Davghter 
Give an even way unto my rough Aﬀairs. 
Put not you on the Viſage of the Times, 

And be like them to Perce; troubleſome. 

Wife. I have given over, I will ſpeak no mcre; 
Do what you will: Your Wiſdom be your Guide. 

Nor. Alas (ſweet Wife) my Honour is at Pawn, 
And but my going, nothing can redeem it. 

La. Oh yet, for Heavens ſake, go not to.theſe. War, 
The Time was (Father ) when you broke your word, 
When you were more endear*d to it, than now, 
| When your own Percie, when my heart-dear- #aryy, 
| Threw many a Northward look, to ſee his Father 
Bring up his Powers : But he did long in vain. 

Who then perſwaded you to ſtay at home ? 

There were two Honours loſt ; yours and your Sons, 
For Yours, may heavenly glory brighten it : 

For His, it ſtuck upon him, as the Sun 

In the grey Vault of Heaven : And by his Light 

Did all the Chevalry of England move 

Todo brave Afts. He was (indeed) the Glaſs 

V Vherein the Noble- Youth did dreſs themſelves. 
He had no Legs, that praCtis'd not his Gate: 

And ſpeaking thick (which Nature made his blemiſh) 
Became the Accents of the Valiant, 

For thoſe that could ſpeak low, and tardily, 

V Vould turn their own Perfection to Abuſe, 
Toſcem like him. So that in Speech, and Gate, 

In Diet, in Aﬀections of delight, 

In Military Rules, Humcrs of Blood, 

He was the Mark, and Glaſs, Copy. and Book, 
That faſhion'd others. And him, O wondrous ! him, 
O Miracle of Men! Him did you leave 

(Second to none) un-ſeconded by you, 

To look upon the hideous God of V Var, 

In diſadvantage, to abide the Field, 

V Vhere nothing but the ſound of Horſpur?s Name 
Did ſeem ſenſible : So you left him. 

Never, O never do his Ghoſt the wrong, 

To hold your Honour more preciſe and nice 

VVith others, than with him. Let them alone : 
The Marſhal and the Arch-biſhop are ſtrong, 

Had my ſweet Harry had but halt their Number, 
Today might I (hanging on Hot /pur”s Neck) 

Have talk'd of Monmonth's Grave. 

North. Beſhrew your heart, 

(Fair Davghter) you do draw my Spirits from me, 
VVith new lamenting ancient Over-lights. 

But I muſt go, and meet with danger there. 

Or it will ſeek me in another place, 

And find me worſe provided. 

Wife. O flye to Scotland, 

Till that the Nobles, and the armed Commons, 

Have of their Puiſlance made a little taſte. 

Lady. If they get ground, and vantage of the King, 
Then joyn you with them, like a Rib of Steel, 
Tomake Strength ſtronger. Bur, for all our loves, 
Firſt let them try themſelves. So did your Son, 

He was ſo ſuffer'd ; ſo came I a V Vidow : 

And never ſhall have length of Life enough, 


1 


Torain upon Remembrance with mine Eyes, 
That it may grow, and ſprowt, as high as Heaven, 


For 
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For Recordation to my Noble Husband. | 
Nor. Come; come go in with me - *tis with my Mmd 

As with the Tyde, ſwelPd up unto his height, 

That makes a {till-ſtand, running neither way. 

Fain would I go to meet the Arch-Biſhop, 

But many a thouſand Reaſons hold me back, 

| will reſolve for Scotland there am I, , 


Till Time and Vantage crave my company. F[Exemnt. 


— —_ 
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Scena Quarta, 


Enter two Drawer s. 


1 Drawer. What haſt thou brought there ? Apple- 
Johns? Thou know'lt Sir Fohr cannot endure an Apple John. 
2. Draw, Thou ſay'ſt true: the Prince once ſer a Diſh 
of Apple-Johns before him, and told him there were five 
more Sir Johns : and, putting off his hat, ſaid, I will now 
take my leave of theſe fix drie,round,old-wither*d Knights. 
[tanger'd him to the heart : but he hath forgot thar. 
1. Draw. Why then cover, and ſet them down: and 
ſe if thou canſt find- out Smeak?s Noyſe ; Milſtriſs Tear- 
ſteet would fain have ſome Muſick: 
2. Draw. Sirrah, here will be the Prince, and Maſter 
Pains, anon : and they will put on two of our Jerkins, 
and Aprons, and Sir Johz muſt not know of it. Bardolph 
hath brought word. | 
1, Draw. Then here will be old Urs : it will be an ex- 
cellent Stratagem. 
2. Draw. Ple ſee if I can find out Sneak; [Exit, 
Enter Hoſteſs and Dol.; 


Hoft. Sweet-heart, methinks now you are in an ex- 
cellent good temperality + your Pulſidge beats as extra- 
ordinarily, as heart would deſire ; and your Colour ( 1 
warrant you) is as red as any Roſe ; But you have drunk 
too. much Canary, and that's a marvellous ſearching 
Wine; and it perfumes the Blood, &re we can ſay whiat's 
this. How do you now ? 
Dol, Better than I was: Hem. 
Hoſt. Why that was well faid : A good heart's worth 
Gold. Look, here comes Sir Fohn. 

Enter Falſtaff. 
Fal. When Arthur fir#t in Court--( empty the Jordan ) 
ard mas a worthy Kink ; How gpw Milſtriſs Dol. 
Hoſt, Sick of a Calm: yea, good-ſooth. 
Falſt. Sois her Sect, if they be once in a Calm, thicy 
xe ſick. 
Dol. You muddy Raſcal, is that all the comfort you 
give me ? 
Fa, Yeu make fat Raſcals, Miſtriſs Dol. 
Dol. T make them? Gluttony and Diſcaſes make them, 
| make them not. | 
Fal, If the Cook make the Gluttony, you help to 
| make the Diſeaſes (Dol), we catch of you ({ Dol), we catch 
of you: Grant that, my poor Vertue, grant that. 
Dol. 1 marry, our Chains, and our Jewels. 
Falſt. Your Brooches, Pearls, and Owches : For to 
ſerve bravely, is to come halting off: you know to come 


| Mthe Breach, with his Fike bent bravely, and to Surge- 


ry bravely z to venture upon the charg?'d Chambers 


ravely, 

Hf. Why is this the old faſhion : you two never 
meet, but you fall to ſorhe diſcord : you are both (in- 
good troth ) as Rheumatick as two drie Toſtes, you 
cannot. one bear with anothers Confirmities. What the 
g00d-yeer ? One muſt bear, and that muſt be you - 
you are the weaker Vellel, as they ſay, the emptier 
Veſſel. 

Dol. Can a weak empty Veſſel bear ſuch a huge full 
Hog-head ? Thers a whole Merchants Venture of 


OR 
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 Burdeaux ſtuff in him : you have not ſeen-a Hulk better 
ſtuft in the Hold. Come, Ple be friends with thee, Jack: 
Thou art going to the Wars, and whethet I ſhall ever ſe 
thee again, or no, there is no body cares: 
| Enter Drawer. | 2D 
Draw. Sir, Ancient Piſtol is below, and would ſpeak 
with you. 4 H00 
Dol. Hang him; ſwaggering Raſcal, let him not come, 
hither : it is the foul-moutlydit Rogue in England. ; 
Hoſt. 1f he ſwagger, let him not come here+ I muſt? 
live amongſt my Neighbours, Ple no ſwaggerers > | am! 
in good name, and fame, with the very beſt : ſhut the} 
door, there comes no ſwaggerers here: I have not liv'd 
all this while, to have ſwaggering now : ſhut the door, ! 
I pray you. 
Fal. Do'ſt thou hear, Hoſteſs ? | | 
Hoſt, *Pray you pacihe your ſelf ( Sir John) there comes 
nd ſwaggerers here. | ' 
Falſt. Do*ſt thou hear ? it is mine Ancient, 7 / ; 
Hoſt, Tilly-fally (Sir John) never tell me, your ancient : 
Swaggerer comes not in my doors. I was before Maſter 
Tiſick the Deputy, the other day : and as he ſaid to me;; 
it was no longer ago than Wedneſday laſt : Neighbour 
Quickly (fayes he; ) Maſter Domb our Miniſter, was by 
then : Neighbour Quickly (ayes he) receive thoſe that: 
are Civil ; for (faith he) you are in an ill Name : ' now 
he ſaid ſo, I can tell whereupon: for ({ayes he) you are 
an honeſt Woman, and well thought on, therefore take! 
heed what Gueſts you receive : Receive (ſays he) no' 


ſwnaggering Companions. There come none here. You!] 


would bleſs you to hear what he faid. No, Ple no Swag-| 
gerers. | 120 
Falſt. He's no Swaggerer ( Hoſteſs: ) a tame Cheater, 
he : you may ſtroake him as geutly, as a Puppy-Grey- 
hound : he will not ſwagger with a Barbary Hea : If her! 
Feathers turn back in any ſhew of reliſtance. Call him| 
up (Drawer. ) Jos: 
Hoſt. Cheater, call you him ? I wilt bar nd Honelt; 
man my houſe, nor no Cheater : but I do not love ſwag- 
gering; I am the worſe when one ſays {waggerer © Feel, 
Maſters, how I ſhake : look you, I warrant you. | 
Del. So you do, Holtels. | 
Hoſt . Do 1? yea, in very truth dol, if it were-an Aſ- 
pen Leaf : I cannot abide Swaggerers. 


Enter Piſtol, and Bardolph, and his Boy. 


Piſt. ?Save you, Sir John. 6 
Fal. Welcome Ancient P:ifo/. Here (Pic!) I charge 
you with a Cup of Sack : do you diſcharge upon mine 
Hoſteſs. 
Piſt. 1 will diſcharge upon her ( Sir Jo»» ) with two 
Bullets, 
Faſt. She is Piſtol-proof ( Sir ) you ſhall hardly offend 
her. 
Hoſt. Come, Ple drink no Proofs, nor no Biillets : 
[ will drink no more than will do me good, for no mans 
pleaſure, I. 
Pit, Then to you ( Miltriſs Dorothie) I will charge 
Ou. p 
: Dor. Charge me; 1 ſcorn you ( ſcurvy Compamion,,) 
What ? you poor; baſe, raſcally, cheating, Iack-Linnen- 
Mate : away you mouldy Rogue, away, 1 am mcat for 
your Maſter. | 
Fiſt. I know you, Miſtrifs Dorothze. | 
Dol. Away you cut-purſe Raſcal, ybu filthy Bung 
away : By this Wine, Ple thruſt my Knife in your moul- 
dy Chaps, if you play the ſawcy Curtle with me. Away 
you Bottle-Ale Ralcal, you Basket-hilt ſtale Jugler, you. 
Since when, I pray you, Sir ? what, with two Points on 
your ſhoulder ? much. 
Piſs. 1 will murther your Ruff, for this. = 
Hoſt. No, good Captain Piftol ; not here, ſweet 
Captain. 
Dol, 
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Dol. Captain ? thou abominable damn*d Cheater, 
art thou not aſham'd to be calld Captain ? If Captains 
were of my mind, they would trunchion you out, for ta- 
king their Names upon you, before you have earn'd them. 


1 You a Captain? you ſlay, for what ? for tearing a poor 


Whores Ruffin a Bawdy-houſe ? He a Captain ? hang 


{him Rogue, he lives upon mouldy ſtew*d-Prunes, and 


dry'd Cakes. A Captain ? Theſe Villains will make 
the word Captain odious : Therefore Captains had need 
look to it. 

Bard. Pray thee go down, good Ancient. 

Fal. Heark thee hither Miltrifs Dol. 

Piſt. Not I : I tell thee what, Corporal Bardolph, 1 
could tear her: Ile be reveng'd on her. 

Page. *Pray thee go down. 

Piſt. Ple fee her damn'd firſt : to Pluto*'s damn'd Lake, 
to the Infernal Deep, whcre Erebzs and Tortures vile 


| alſo. Hold Hook and Line, ſay I: Down : dowa Dog, 


1] down Fates : have we not Hire here ? 


Hoſt. Good Captain Peeſel be quiet, it is very late : 
I befeck you now, aggravate your Choler. 
Piſt. Theſe be good humors indeed. Shall Pack-Horles, 


but thirty Miles a day, compare with Ceſar, and with 
Cannibal, and Trojan Greeks ? nay, rather damn them 
with King: Cerberss, and let the Welkin roar : ſhall 
we fall foul for Toyes ? 

Hoſt. By my troth, Captain, theſe are very bitter 


| words. 


Bard. Be gone, good Ancient : this will grow to a 
Brawl anon. 

Piſt. Die. men, like Dogs; give Crowns like Pins : 
Have we not Hiren here ! 

Hoſt. On my word (Captain) there?s none ſuch here. 
What the good-yeres, do jou think I would deny her ? 
[ pray be quiet. 

Pift. Then feed, and be fat (my fair Calipolzs) Come, 


| give me ſome Sack, S: fortune me tormente, ſperato me 


| contente. Fear we broad.ſides ? No, let the Fiend give fire: 
Give me ſome Sack : and Sweet-heart lye thou there : 
| Come we- to full Points here ; and are & cetera*s no- 
thing ? 

Fal. Piſtol, I would be quiet. 

Pift. Sweet Knight, kiſs thy Neafle : what ? we have 
ſeen the ſeven Stars. 

Dol. Thruſt him down ſtairs, I cannot endure ſuch 
a Fuſtian Raſcal. ; 

Pift. Thruſt him down ſtairs ? know we not Gallo- 
way Nags ? | 

Fal. Quoit him down (Bardolph) like a ſhove-groat 
ſhilling : nay, if he do nothing but ſpeak nothing , he ſhall 
be nothing here. 
Bard. Come get you down ſtairs, 
Piſt. What ſhail we have Inciſion ? ſhall we embrew ? 
then Death rock me aſicep, abridge my doleful days : 
why then let grievous, galtly, gaping Wounds, untwine 
the Siſters three : Come Atropos, I fay. 
Hoſt. Here's good ſtuft toward, 
Fal. Give me my Rapier, Boy. 
Dol. 1 prethee, Fack, 1 prethce do not dra. 
Falſt, Get you down ſtairs. 
Hoſt. Here*s a goodly tumult : Ple forſwear keeping 


{ houſe, before Ple be in theſe tirrits, and frights. So : Mur- 


ther I warrant now. Alas, put up your naked Weapons, 
put up your naked Wecapuns. 

Dol. 1 prethee, Jack, be quiet, the Raſcal is gone : 
ah you whorſon little valiant Villain, you, 

Hoſt. Are you not hurt Pth? Groyn ? me thought he 
made a ſhrewd ' hruſft at your Belly. 

Falſt. Have you turn'd him out of doors ? 

Bard. Yes, Sir, the Raſcals drunk : you have hurt him 


(Sir) in the ſhoulder. 


Falſt. A Raſcal to brave me. 
* Dc. Ah, you ſwcet little Rogue, you : alas, poor Ape, 
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and hollow-pamper'4 Jades of Aſia, which cannot go. 


how thou ſweat'ſt ? come, let me wipe thy Face : Come 
on, you whorſon Chops : Ah Rogue, I love thee : Thon 
art as valorous as Hetor of Troy, worth five of Are 
memnon ;, and ten times better than the nine Worthies. 
ah Villain, 

Faljt, A raſcally Slave, T will toſs the Rogye in x 
Blanket. 

Dol. Do, if thou dar®ſt for thy heart : if thoy do'ſ, 
le canvals thee between a pair of ſheets. 

Enter Muſick. 

Pag. The Muſick is come, Sir, 

Falſt. Let them play ; play Sirs. Sit on my Knee, Dy. 
A Raſcal, bragging Slave : the Rogue fled from me like 
Quick-hilver. 

Dol. And thou followdM'ſt him like a Church : thay 
whorſon little tydie Bartholmew Boor-pig, when wilt 
thou leave fighting on days, and foyning on nights, and 
begin to patch up thine old Body for Heaven ? | 


Enter the Prince and Poins diſeui?d. 


Fal. Peace, (good Dol) do not ſpeak like a Deaths 
head : do not bid me remember mine end. 

Dol. Sirrah, what humour is the Prince of ? 

Fal. A good ſhallow young Fellow : he would har 
made a good Pantler, he would have chipp*d Bread yd 

Dol. They ſay Poins hath a good Wit. 

Falſt. He a good Wit ? hang him Baboon, his Wit i 
as thick as Tewksbury Muſtard : there is no more - 
ceit in him, than is in a Mallet. 

Dol. Why doth the Prince love him ſo then ? 

Fal. Becavſe their Legs are both of a bigneſs : ad 
he plays at Quoits well, and eats Conger and Fennel, 
and drinks of Candles ends for Flap-dragons, and rids 
the wild-Mare with the Boyes, and jumps upon Joyn't- 
ſtools, and ſwears with a good grace, and wears his 
Boot very ſmooth, like unto the Sign of the Leg, and 
breeds no bate with telling of diſcreet ſtories : and futh 
other Gambol faculties he hath, that ſhew a yeak| 
Mind, and an able Body, for the which the Prince a&| 
mits him : for the Prince himſelf is ſuch another: the 
weight of an Hair will tura the Scales between their 
Haberde-pois. 

Prince, Would not this Nave of a Wheel have his 
Ears cut off ? 

Poin. Let us beat him before his Whore. 

Prin, Look, if the wither'd Elder ' hath not his Pol 
claw'd like a Parrot. 40%. 

Pojn, 1s it not ſtrange, that Deſire ſhould ſo many 
years ont-live performance ? 

Fal. Kiſs me, Dol. 

Prince. Saturn and Venus this year in ConjunQion! 
What ſays the Almanack-to thar ? 

Poin, And look, whether the fiery Trigon, his Man, bt 
not liſping to his Maſters old Tables, his Note-Book, | 
his Counſel-keeper ? 

Fal. Thou do'ſt give me flatt”ring Buſſes. 

Dol. Nay truly, I Kiſs thee with moſt conſtant heart. 

Fal. I am old, I am old. 

Dol. 1 love thee better, thanlI love ere a ſcuryy young 
Boy of them all. 

Fal, What Stuff wilt thou have a Kirtle of ? I flal 
receive Money on Thurſday : thou ſhalt have a Cap 
to morrow. A merry Song, come : it grows late, 
will to Bed. Thou wilt forget me, when 1 am gone- 

Dol. Thou wilt ſet me a» weeping, if thou ſay*lt ſo: 
prove that ever I dreſs my ſelf handſom, till thy 1& 
turn : Well, hearken the cnd. 

Fal. Some Sack, Francis, 

Prin, Pcin. Anon, anon, Sir. | 

Fal. Ha ? a Baſtard Son of the Kings ? And art 0 
thou Poins, his Brother ? 


_ Prin, Why thou Globe of ſinful Continents, what 
Life doſt thou lead ? y 


Fall 
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Fl. Abetter than thou: I am a Gentleman, thou art 
rawer- 

aye Very true, 

the Ears. 

Hoſt. Oh, the Lord preſerve thy good Grace : Wel- 
-ame to Landon. Now Heaven bleſs that ſweet Face of 
-hine : What are you come from Wales? 

Fa, Thou whorſon mad Compound of Majeſty : by 
this light Fleſh, and corrupt Blood, thou art welcome. 

Prin. How ? you fat Fool, I ſcorn you. 

Poin, My Lord, he will drive you out of your revenge, 
and tarn all to merriment, if youtake not the heat. 

Prin. You whorſon Candle-myne you, how vilely did 

k of me even now, before this honeſt, vertuous, 
yil Gentlewoman ? 

Hoſt. *Bleſſing on your good heart, and fo ſhe is by 
my troth. : 

Fil. Didſt thou hear me ? 

Prince. Yes : and you knew me, as you did when you 
ran away by Gads-hifl : you knew I was at your back, and 
ſpoke it on purpoſe, to try my patience. 

Fal. No, no, no : not ſo : 1 did not think, thou waſt 
within hearing. 

Pri, 1 ſhall drive you then to confeſs the wilful abuſe, 
and then I know how to handle you. | 
' Fd. No abuſe ( Hal ) on mine Honor, no abuſe. 

Pris, Not to diſpraiſe me ? and call me Pantler, and 

Bread-chopper,, and I know not what ? 

Fd. No abuſe, ( Hal. ) 

Pon. No abuſe ? : | 

Fd. Noabuſe (Ned) in the World : honeſt Ned, none. | 

| diſprais'd him before the Wicked, that the Wicked 

might not fall in love with him : In which doing, I have 

done the part of a careful Friend, and true Subject, and 

thy Father is to give me thanks for it. No abuſe ( Hat: ) 

none ( Ned) none ; no Boys, none. 

Prin, See now whether pure Fear, and entire Cow- 

ardiſe, doth'not make thee wrong this vertuous Gentle- 

woman, to cloſe with vs ? Is ſhe of the Wicked ? Is thine 

Hoſteſs here, of the Wicked ? Or is the Boy of the 

Wicked ? Or honeſt Bardolph- ( whoſe zeal burns in his 

noſe ) of the Wicked ? 

Pom. Anſwer, thou dead Elm, anſwer. + 

Fal. The Fiend hath Prickt down Bardolph irrecove- 

rable, and his face is Lucifer*s Privy-Kitchin, where he 

doth nothing but roaſt Mault-Worms : for the Boy, there 

Isagood Angel about him, but the Devil out-bids hum too. 

Prin. For the Women ? 

Fal. For one of them, ſhe is in Hell already, and 

burns poor ſouls : for the other, I owe her Money ; and 

whether ſhe be damn'd for that, I know not. 

Hoſt. No. I warrant you. 

Fal, No. I think thou art not 

quit for that. Marry, there is another Indictment up- 

on thee, for ſuffering fleſh to be eaten in thy houle, 

_ to the Law, for the which 1 think thou wilt 
wle. 

Hoſt, All Victuallers do ſo : What is a Joynt of Mut- 

on or two in a whole Lent ? 

Prin, You, Gentlewoman. 

Dol. What fays your Grace ? 

Falf. His Grace ſays that, which his fleſh rebels 

aint, 


Hoſt. Who knocks ſo loud at the door ? Look to the 
door there, Francis ? 


Sir : and Icome to draw you out by 


—_— 


Enter Peto. 
Prin, Peto, how now ? what news? 
Pero. The King, your Father, is at Weſtminſter, 
nd there twenty weak and wearied Poſts, 
Come from the North. : and as 1 came along, 
| met, and ovcr-took a dozen Captains, 
bare-headed, ſweating, knocking at the Taverns, 
and acking eyery one for Sir John Falſtaff. 
Prin. By Heaven ( Poins ) I feel me much to blame, 


Cm. 


——_ 


: I think thou art: 


- 


So idly to prophane the precious time; 
When Tempelt of Commotion, like the South 
Born with black Vapour, doth begin to melt, 
And drop upon our bare unarmed Heads. 
Give me my Sword, and Cloak : 

Falſtaff , good night. T Exit, 

Falſt. Now comes in the ſweeteſt Morſel of: the 
night, and we muſt hence, and leave it unpickt. More 
knocking at the door ! How now ? what's the mat- 
cer * 

Bard. You mult away to the Court, Sir, preſently, 

A dozen Captains ſtay at the door for you. 

Falſt. Pay the Muſitians, Sirrah : farewel Hoſteſs, | 
farewel Dol. You ſee: ( my good Wenches ) how men of 
Merit are ſought after : the undeſerver may ſleep, when 
the man of Action is cald on. Farewel, good Wenches: 
if I be not ſent away poſt, I will ſee you again, &rel go. © 

Dol. I cannot ſpeak : if my heart be not ready to 
burſt. Well ( ſweet Jack) have a care of thy elf, 

Falſt. Farewel, farewel. [ Exit. 

Hoſt, Well, fare thee well : I have known thee theſe 
twenty nine years, come Peſcod-time: but an honeſter, 
and true-hearted man. Well, fare thee well. 

Bard. Miſtriſs Tear-ſheer, 

. Hoſt. What's the matter ? 

Bard. Bid Miſtriſs Tear-fheet come to my Maſter. 

Hoſt. O run, Dol, run : run, good Dol. 

[ Exeunt. 


———————__ o—__—_ 


Aittus Tertius. Scena Prima, 


Enter the King , with a Page. 


Kin. Go, call the Earls of Szrrey, and Warwick: 
But ere they come, bid them o're-read theſe Letters. 
And well conſider of them: make good ſpeed. [ Ex#. 
How many thouſand of my poorelt Subjects | 
Are at this bour aſleep ? O Sleep, O gentle Sleep, 
Natures4oft Nurſe, how have I frighted thee, 


| That thou no more wilt weigh my Eye-lids down, 


And ſteep my Senſes in Forgetſulneſs ? 


Why rather ( Sleep} lyeſt thou in ſmoaky Cribs, 
Upon uneaſie Pallads ſtretching thee, 

And huſht with buzzing Night, flyes to thy ſlumber, 
Than in the perfun”d Chambers of the Great ? 
Under the Canopies of caſtly State, 1 
And lulPd with ſounds of ſweeteſt Melody ? it | 
O thou dull God, why lyeſt thon with the vile, 

In loathſom Beds, and leav*ſt the Kingly Couch 

A watch-caſe, or a common Larum-Bell ? 

Wilt thou, upon the high and giddy Maſt, 

Seal up the Ship-boys Eyes, and rock his Brains, 
In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge, 

And in the viſitation of the Winds, 

Who take the Ruffian Billows by the top, 

Curling their monſtrous heads and hanging them 
With deafning Clamors in the ſlip?ry Clouds, 


| That with the hurley, Death.it ſelf awakes ? || 


Canſt thou ( O partial Sleep ) Give thy Repoſe 
To the wet Sea-boy in an hour ſo rude: 
And in the 'calmeſt, and moſt ſtilleſt Njght, | 
With all appliances, and means to boot, * 
Deny it to a King ? Then happy Low, lye down, 
Uneaſie lyes the Head, that wears a Crovrn. 


Enter Warwick and Surrey. 


War. Many good-morrows to your Majeſty, 

King. It, is good-morrow, Lords ? 

War. *Tis one a Clock, and paſt. | 

King. Why then good-morrow to you all (my Lords: ) 
Have you read o're the Letters that I ſent you ? 


War. 
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1 But that neceſlity ſo bow*d the State, 
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My Lord, Northumberland will ſoon be cooÞd. 
King. Oh Heaven, that one might read the Bock of Fate, 

And ſee the Revolution of the Times 

Make Mountains level, and the Continent 

( Weary of ſolid firmneſs) melt itſelf 

Into the Sea : and other Times, to ſte 

The beachy Girdle of the Ocean 

Too wide for Neptunes hipps z how Chances mocks 

And Changes fill the Cup of Alteration 

With divers Liquors. ?Tis not ten years gone, 

Since Richard, and Northumberland, great Friends, 

Did feaſt together ; and in two years after, 

Were they at Wars. It is but eight years ſince, 

This Percie was the man, nearelt my Soul z 

Who like a Brother, toyPd in my Affairs, ' 

And laid his Love and Life under my foot : 

Yea, for my ſake, even to the eyes of Richard 

Gave him defiance. But which of you was by, 

( You Couſin Nevil, as I may remember ) 

When Richard, with his Eye, brim-full of Tears, 

( Then check'd, andrated by Northumberland ) 

Did ſpeak theſe words ( now prov*d a Prophecie i) 

Northumberland, thou Ladder, by the which 

My Couſin Bull:ngbrook, aſcends my Throne : 

{ Though then, Heaven knows, I had no ſuch intent, 


That I and Greatneſs were compelPd to kiſs : ) 
The time ſhall come ( thus did he follow it ) 

The time will come, that foul Sin-gathering head 
Shall break into Corruption - ſo went on, 
Fore-telling this ſame Times Condition, 

And the diviſion of our Amity. 

- War. There is a Hiſtory in all mens Lives, 
Figuring the Nature of the Times deceas'd. 

The which obſerv*d, a man may prophecie, 

With a near aim, of the main Chance of things 
As yet not come to Life, which in their Seeds 
And weak beginnings lye entreaſured : | 
Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Time; 
And by the neceſſary form of this, 

King K:chard might create a perfect gueſs, 

That great Northnmberland, then falſe to him, 
Would of that Seed, grow to a greater falſeneſs, 
Which ſhould not find a ground to root upon, 
Unleſs on you. 

King. Are theſe things then Necellities ? 

Then letus meet them like Neceſſities ; 

And that fame word, even now-cryes out on us : 
They fay the Biſhop and Northumberland 

Are fifty thouſand ſtrong. 

War. It cannot be ( my Lord : ) 

Rumor doth double, like the Voice and Eccho, © _ | 
The number of the feared. Pleaſe it your Grace 
To go to bed, upon my Lite ( my Lord) 

The Pow?rs that you already have ſent forth, 
Shall bring this Prize in very eaſily. 

To comfort you the more, I have receiv'd 

A certain inſtance that Glendower is dead. 

Your Majeſty hath been this fort-night ill, 

And theſe unſeaſon'd hours perforce muſt add 
Unto your Sicknefs. 

King. 1 will take your counſel : 

And weretheſe inward Wars once out of hand, 
We would ( dear Lords) unto the Holy-Langd, 


[C Exennt. 
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War. We have ( my Liege.) WM} | T7 0 

King. Then you perceive the Body of our Kingdom | | 
How Sul itis : what rank Diſeaſes grow, Send Secunan. 
And with what danger, near the heart of it ? : | 

War. It is but as a Body, yet diſtemper'd, Enter Shallow and Silence, with Mouldy, and hag, | | 
Which to the former ſtrength may be reſtor*d, Wart, Feeble, Bull-calf, 
With good advice, and little Medicine ; 0 

Shal, Come-on, come-on, come-on : ptvye me 


Hand, Sir, give me your Hand, Sir : an early ſtirrer b 
the Rood. And how doth my good Coulin Silence } * 

Sil. Good-morrow, good Coulin Shallow, 

Shal. And how doth my Couſin, your Bed-fellgy1 
and your faireſt Daughter, and mine, my God-Dayphyy 
Ellen ! 

Sil. Alas, a black Ouzel, ( Couſin Shallop, ) 

Shal. By yea and nay, Sir, I dare ſay my Couſin Willa 
is become a good Scholar ? he is at Oxford ſtill, is he ng? 

Sil. Indeed, Sir, to my colt. 

Shal. He muſt then to the Inns of Court ſhortly ; I wx 
once of Clement”sInn ; where (I think )) they will td 
mad Shallow yet. 

Sil. You were calid luſty Shallow then, (Couſin,) | 

Shal. 1 was call'd any thing : and 1 would have do: 
any thing indeed too, and rourdly too. There wasl, ud 
I:ttle John Doit of Staffordſhire, and black George Bax, 
and Francis Pick-boue, and Will, .Squele a Cot-(al 
you had not four ſuch Swinge-bucklers in all thelnns of 
Court again : And 1 may fay to you, we knew where 
the Bona-Roba's were, and had the beſt of themall x 
commandement. Then was Jack Falſtaff (now Sir Jun) 
a Boy, and a Page to Thomas Mowbray, Duke «f 
| Norfolk, 

Sil. This Sir John, (Couſin) that comes hither ano 
about Souldiers ? 

Shal. The ſame Sir Fobn, the very ſame : I faw hin 
break Schoggar's Head at the Court-Gate, when he wa 
a Crack, not thus high : and the very ſame day did | fight 
with one Sampſon Stock-fiſh, a Fruiterer, behind Greys 
Inn, Oh the mad days that I have ſpent / and to ſeehoy 
many of mine old Acquaintance are dead ? 

Sil. We ſhall all follow, ( Couſin. ) 

Shal. Certain : tis certain : very ſure, very ure: 
Death is certain to all, all ſhall dye. How a good Yoke 
of Bullocks at Stamford Fair ? 

Sil. Truly, Coulin, I was not there, 

Shal. Death is certain. Is old Double of your Tom 
living yet ? 

Sil. Dead, Sir. 

Shal, Dead ? See, ſee : he drew a good Bow : and 
dead ? he ſhot a fine ſhoot. Fohn of Gaunt loved hin 
well, and betted much Money on his head. Dead ? It 
would have clapt in the Clowt at Twelve-ſcore, and ar 
ryed you a fore-hand Shaft at fourteen, and fourteen ad 
a half, that it would have done a mans heart good toſe. 
How a ſcore of Ewes now ? 

Sil. Thereafter as they be © a ſcore of good Ewes 1M) 
be worth ten pounds. 

Shal. And is old Double dead ? 


Enter Bardolph and his Boy. 
Sil. Here come two of Sir Fohn Falſtaff*s men (s] 


think. ) 
Shal. Good-morrow, honeft Gentlemen. 


Shal. 1 am Robert Shallow ( Sir ) a poor Eſquire of ti 
County, one of the Kings Juſtices of the Peace : 
What is your goed pleaſure with me ? | 
Bard. My Captain, ( Sir ) commends him to yu © - 
Captain, Sir John Falſtaff : a tall Gentleman, and a m0 
gallant Leader. ; , 
Shal. He greets me well : (Sir ) I knew him 2 8 
Back-Sword-man. How doth the good Knight ? T3) 


Bard. 1 beſeech you, which is Juſtice Shallow ? 


—_—— 
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ask, how my Lady his Wife doth ? Bud 
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a Soaldir 1s bztter accommoda- 
4 than with a Wife. 

_— is well ſaid, Sir and it is well ſaid indeed, too : 
Better accommodated ? It 1s g20d, yea indecd 15 It : good 
wraſes"arc ſurely and every waere very commendable 
Accommodated, it comes of Acco;umodo : very good, a 
ood phraſe. : | 

Bard, Pardon, Sir, I have heard the word. Phraſe, 
call you it ? by this day, I know not the Phraſe : but 
| will maintain the Word with my Sword, to be a 
couldier-like Word, and a Word of excecding good 
Command. Accommodated - that is, when a man 1 
( as they ſay ) accommodated : or, when a man 1s, being 
whereby he thought to be accommodated, which is an 

lent thing, 
_ , Enter Falſtaff. 

Shal. It is very juſt : Look, here comes good Sir Jobn. 
Give me your hand, give me your Worlhip's good hand : 
Truſt me, you look well : and bear your years very well. 
Welcome, good Sir John. 

Falft. 1 am glad to ſee you well, good Maſter Rober? 
| Shallow ; Maſter Swure-card, as | think *? ; 

Shal. No, Sir John, it is my Couſin Szlence : in Com- 
miſſion with me. 
{ Falf. Good Maſter Silence, it 'well befits, you ſhould 
be of the Peace. 

$i. Your good Worſhip is welcome. 

Fat. Fie, this is hor weather, (Gentlemen) have you | 

vided me here half a dozen of ſufficient men ? 

Shal, Marry have we, Sir : Will you fit ? | 

Falft, Let me ſce- them, I beſeech you. 

Shal, Where's the Roll ? Where's the Roll ? Where's 
the Roll ? Let me ſee, let me ſee, ler me fee : ſo, fo, ſo, 
ſo : yea marry, Sir, Ralph Mouldy : let them appear as | 
call :let them do fo, let them do fo : Let me fee, Where 
Is Mouldy ? 

Mml. Here, if it pleaſe you. » 

Sal. Whar think you (Sir John) a good limbd Fel- 
low : young, ſtrong, and of good Friends. 

Falſt. Is thy name Moulay * 

Moul. Yea, if it pleaſe you. 

Falſt. *Tis the more time thou wert ugd. 

Sha, Ha, ha, ha, moſt excellent. Things that are 
mouldy, lack uſe : very ſingular good. V Vell faid, Sir 
John, very well ſaid. | 

Falſt, Prick him. 

Monl, 1 was prickt well enough before, if you could 
have let mc alone : my old Dame will bz undone now, 
for one to do her Husbandry, and her Drudgery ; you 
need not to have-prickt me, there are other men ficter 
to g0 out than I. 

Falſt. Go to : peace Xouldy, you ſhall go. Aoulay, | 
tis time you were ſpent. | 

Moul, Spent ? : 

Shal. Peacc, fellow, peace ;, ſtand aſide : Know you 
where you are ? For the other, Sir John : Let me fee : 
Smon Shadow. 
Falft. I marry, let me have him to ſit under: he's like 
to be a cold Souldicr. 

Shal. Where's Shadow ? | 
Shad. Here, SIr. 

Falſt. Shadow, whoſe Son art thou ? 
Shad. My Mother's Son, Sir. 
Falſt. Thy Mother's Son : like enough, and thy Fa- 
thers Shadow : ſo the Son of the Female is the Shadow 
of the Male : it is often ſo indeed, but not of the Fathers 
ſubſtance. 

$021. Do you like him, Sir John ? 

Falſt. Shadow will ſerve for Summer : prick kim : For 
We have a number of ſhadows to fillup the Muſter-Book. 
Shal Thomas Wart. 

Falſt, Where's he ? 

Wart, Here, Sir. 


| 


Falſt. Is thy name Wart ? 


— WITTE 


Iart, Yea, Sir. 

Falſt. Thou art a very ragged Wart. 

_ Sha. Shall I prick him down, 

Sir John ? 

Faſt. It were ſuperfluous : for his apparel is built up- 
on f15 back, and the whole frame ſtands upon pins : prick 
him no more. 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha, you can do ir, Sir : you can do it : 1 
commend you well. 

Francis Feeble, 

Feeble, kicre, Sir. 

Sh.:l, What Trade art thou, Fecble ? 

Fecble. A Womaws Taylor, Sir ? 

S22/, Shall I prick him, Sir ? 

Falſt. You may : 

But if it had been a Maw's Taylor, he would have prick'd 
you. Wilt thou make as many holes-in an Enemies Bar- 
tel, as thou haſt done in a Womar's Petticoat ? 

Feev. I will do my good will, Sir ? you can have no more. 

Falſt, Well faid, good Woman's Tayjor : Well aid, 
Couragious Feeble : thou wilt be as valiant as the wrath- 
full Dove, or molt magnanimous Mouſe. Prick thewo- 
man's Taylor well, Maſter Shallow, deep, Maſter Shallow. 

Fecvle, 1 would Wart might have gone, Sir. 

Falſe, | would thou wert a Man's Taylor, that thou 
mighVlt mend him, and make him fit to go. 1 cannot put 
him to a private Souldier, that is the Leader of ſo many 
thouſands, Let that ſuffice, molt forcible Feeble, 

Feeble. It ſhall ſuffice. 

Falſe. 1 am bound to thee, reverend Feeble. Who is 
the next ? | . 

Shal. Peter Bulcalf of the Green. 

Falſt. Yea marry, let us ſee Bulcalf. 

Bul. Here, Sir. | 

Falſt. Truſt me, a likely Fellow. Come prick me Bul- 
calf , till he roar again. | 

Bul. Oh, good my Lord Captain. ' 

Falſt. What ? doi} thou roar before tart prickt. 

Bul. Oh, Sir, I am a diſeaſed man. 

Falſi. W hat diſeaſe haſt thou ? | 

Bul. A whorſon cold, Sir ; a cough, Sir, which I caught 
with Ringing in the Kings Afairs, upon his Coronation | 
day, SIr. : . 

Faljf. Come, thou ſhalt go to the Wars in a Gown : 
we will have away thy Cold, and I will take ſuch order 
that thy Friends ſhall ring for thee. Is here all ? | 

Shal. There is two more called than your number, 
you mult have but four here, Sir, and fo, I pray you, go 
in with me to Dinner. 

Falſt. Come, I will go drink with you, but I cannot 
tarry Dinner. Tam glad to ſee you in good troth, Ma- 
{ter Shallow, 

Shal. O, Sir John, do you *remember ſince we hay all | 
night in the Wind-mill in Saint George*s Fields ? 

Falſt. No more of that, good Maſter Shallow : No 
more of that. 

Shal, Ha? it was a merry night. And is Fane Night- | 
work alive ? | 

Falj*. She lives, Maſter Shal/ow. 

Shal. She never could away with me. 

Falſt. Never, never : She would always ſay, ſhe could 
not abide Maſter Shallow. 

Shal. 1 conld ariger her to the heart : ſhe was then a 
Bona-Rcba. Doth ſhe hold her own well ? 

Falſt. Ole, old, Maſter Shallow. 

Shal. Nay ſhe mult be old, ſhe cannot chuſe but be old : 
certain ſhe's old : and had Robin N:ght-work, by old Night- 
work,, betorel came to Clemens Inn, . 

S:1, That's hfty five yeares ago. 

Shel, Hah, Couſin S:lence, thar thou hadft ſcen that, that 
this Knight and I have ſen : hah, Sir Jobn, ſaid I well ? 

Falſt, We haye heard the Chimes at mid-night, Ma- 
{ter Shallow. 

Shal. That we kave, that we have; in faith, Sir Fobn, 

Kh 2 We. 
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we have : our watch-word was, Heim-Boys. 


Come, ' tyre 1 will with you to the Court. 


let's to dinner ; come, let's to dinner : Oh the dayes 
that we have ſeen. Come, come. 

Bul, Good Maſter Corporate Bard»/ph, ſtand my 
Friend, and here is four Harry ten ſhillings in French 
Crowns for you: in very truth, Sir, I had as lief be hang'd, 
Sir, as go and yet for mine own part, Sir, | do not care, 
but rather, becauſe I am unwilling, and for mine own | 
part, have a deſire to ſtay with my Friends : ' el{c,Sir,l did 
not care, for mine own part, {ſo much. 

Bard. Go too: ſtand aſide. 

Morxl. And good Maſter Corporal Captain, for my 
old Dame%s ſake, ſtand my Friend : ſhe hath no body to 
do any thing about her, when 1 am gone : and ſhe 1s old 
and cannot help her ſelf : you ſhall have forty, Sir. 

Bard. Go too: ſtand aſide. 

Feeble. 1 care not. a man can dye but once : we owe a 
death. I will never bear a baſe mind : if it be my delti- 
ny, ſo: if it be not, ſo: no man is too good to ſerve his 
Prince : and let it go which way it will, he that dies this 
year, is quit for the next, 

Bard. Well faid, thou art a good Fellow. 

Feeble. Nay, I will bear no baſe mind. 

Falſt, Come Sir, which men ſhall | have ? 

Shal. Four of which you pleaſe. 

Bard. Sir, a word with you : I have three pound, to 
free Monldy and Bulcalf. ? 
Falſt, Go too : well. 

| Shal. Come, Sir John, which four will you have ? 
Fal#t, Do you chuſe for me. 

| Shal. Marry then, A4ouldy, Bulcalf, Feeble, and | 
Shallow. 

Falſt. Mouldy, ard Bulcalf : for you 2fouldy, ſtay at 
home, till you are paſt ſervice : and for your part Bul- 
calf, grow till you come unto it: 1 will none of you. 
Shal. Sir Fohn, Sir John, do not your ſelf wrong, they 
Jare your likelieſlt men, and I would have you ſerv*d 
| with the beſt. 

| Falſt. Will you tell me (Maſter Shallow) how to chuſe 
a man? Care l for the Limb, the Thewes, the Stature, 
Bulk, and big aſſemblance of a man ? give me the Spirit 
(Maſter Shallow.)Where?s Wart ? you ſee what a ragged 
appzarance It is : he ſhall charge you, and diſcharge you, 
with the motion of a Pewterers Hammer : Come oft, and 
on, ſwifter than he that gibbets on the Brewers Bucket. 
And this ſame half-fac'd fellow, Shadow, give me this 
man, he preſents no mark to the Enemy, the fo-man 
may with as great ayme level at the edge of a Pen-knife : 
and for a R<treat, how ſwiftly will this Feeble, the wo- 
mans Taylor, run off. O give me the ſpare men, and 
ſpare me the great ones. Put me a Calyver into War:'s 
hand, Bardolph. 

Bard. Hold Wart, Traverſe : thus, thus, thus. 

Falſt, Come, manage me your Calyver : fo, very well, 
go to, very good, excecding good. O give me alwayes 
a little, lean,old,chopt, bald Shot. Well faid Warr, thou 
art a good Scab : hold, there 1: a Teſter for thee. 

Shal. He is not his Craft-malſtcr, he doth not do it 
right. | remember at 14le-end-Green, when 1 lay at 
Clement's In, I was then Sir Dagerce in Arthur's 
Show, there was a little quiver fellow, and he would 
manage you his Piece thus : and he would about, and a 
bout, and come you in, and come you in : Rah, tah, tah, 
would he ſay, Bownce would he ſay, and away again 
would he go, and again would he come : 1 ſhall never ſee 
ſuch a Fellow. 

Falſt. Theſe Feliows will do wcll, Maſter Shallow. 


Falſt. 1 would you would, Maſter Shallow, 
Shal. Go to: I have ſpoke at a word, 


Falſt. Fare you well, Gentlemen. 
lead the men away. 
theſe Juſtices : 
How ſubje&t we old men are to this vice of 


Fare you wel 


[Exit 


| On Bardby, 
As I return, I will fetch 0 
| do ſee the bottom of Juſtice Shallgy 


Lying 


This ſame ſtarv*d Juſtice hath done nothin 


8 but pratets 


me of the wildeneſs of his Youth, and th 


e Feats he hat} 


done about Turnbal-ſtrect, and every third word a Lye, 


Farewel Maſter S:lence, I will not uſe many words with 
you : fare you well, Gentlemen both : I thank you - I 
muſt a dozen miles to night. Bardolph give the Souldi- 
ers Coats. 

Shal. Sir John, Heaven bleſs you, and proſper your þ 
Afairs, and ſend us Peace. As you return viſit my 
Houſe. Let our old acquaintance be renewed : Peradyen- 


duer pay*d to the hearer,than the Turks tribute. ] dg 
member him at Clement*s Inn, like a,man made after 
ſupper, of a Cheeſc-paring. When he was naked, he wa, 
taſtically carv*d upon it with a Knife. He was for| 

ble. He was the very 'Gemwus of Famine: he came eye 
in the rear-ward of the. faſhion : And now is. the Vics 
Dagger become a Squire, and talks as familiarly of jul 
of Gaunt, as if he had been ſworn Brother to him: ax 
Ple be ſworn he never ſaw him but once in the Tilt-y 

and then he burlt his head, for crouding among the My: 
ſhals men. I faw it, and told John of Gaunt, he beat h; 
own Name, for you might have truſgd him, and all jis 
apparel into an Eel-skin : The Caſe of a Trd{ 
Ho-boy was a Manſion for him ; a Court ; and noy 
hath he Land, and Beeyes. Well, I will be acquaint 
with him, if 1 return ; and it ſhall go hard, but yi 
make him a Philoſophers two Stones to me. Ifithe y 

Dace be a Bait for the old Pike, I ſee no reaſon, in th 
Law of Nature, but I may ſnap at him. Let time ſhapx, 
and there an end. [Extur, 


Attus Vuartus. Scena Prima, 


Enter the Arch-Biſhop, Mowbray, Haltings, 
VWeſtmerlande- Colevile. 


Biſh. What is the Forreſt calld ? 
Hast. *Tis Gualrree Forreſt, and”t pleaſe your Grace. 
Biſh. Stand here,(my Lords) and ſend diſcoveries forth, 
To know the number of our Enemies, 
Hoſt. We have ſent forth already. 
Biſh. *Tis well done. 
My Friends and Brethren (in theſe great Affairs) 
| mult acquaint you, that I have receiy'd 
New-dated Letters from Northumberland : 
Their cold intent, tenure, and ſubſtance thus. 
How doth he wiſh his Perſon, with ſuch Powers 
As might hold fortarce with his Quality, 
The which he could not levy : whereupon 
He is retir*d, to ripe his growing Fortunes 
To Scotland ; and concludes in hearty Prayers, 
That your Attempts-may over-live the hazard, 
And fearful meeting of their Oppoſite. 
Mow. Thus do the hopes we have in him touch ground, 
And daſh themſelves to pieces, 
Enter a Meſſenger, 
Haſt. Now? what Newes ? 
Azſſj. Welt of this Forreſt, ſcarcely off a mile, 
In goodly form comes on the Enemy : 
And by the ground they hide, 1 judge their number 
Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thouſand. 
Mow. The juſt proportion that we gave them ovt- 
Let us {way on, and face them in the Field. 
Enter Weſtmerland. 
Biſh. What well appointed Leader fronts us here! 
Mow, I think it is my Lord of Weſtmer 4.,., 
Weſt. Health, and fair greeting from our General, 
The Prince, Lord John, and Duke of Lancaſter, 


for all the world, Iikc a torked Radiſh, with a Head fan-| 


that his Dimenſions (to#any thick ſight) were inving.|# 


} 


Biſh, Say on (my Lord of Weſtmerland) in peace: 


rrm—m——_— 
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Tat doth concern your coming ? 
at CO , 
WEE. Then (my Lord) 

fto your Grace doI in chief addreſs | 
The ſubſtance of my Speech. If that Rebellion 
Came like it ſelf, in baſe and abject Routs, 

Led on by bloody Youth, guarded with Rage, 

And countenanc'd by Boys, and Beggery : 

[ fay if damn'd Commorion ſo appear, 

In his true, native, and moſt proper ſhape, 

You (Reverend Father, and thele Nuble Lords) 

14d not been here, to dreſs the ugly Form 

Of baſe, and bloody Infurrection 

With your fair Honours. You, Lord Arch Biſhop, 
Whoſe See is by a Civil Peace maintain'd, 

{{ Whoſe Beard, the Silver Hand of Peace hath toucl'd, 
IWhoſe Learning, and good Letters, Peace hath tutor?d, 
Whoſe white Inveſtments figure innocence, 

The Dove, and very bleſſed Spirit of Peace 
Wherefore do you fo ill tranſlate your ſelf, 
-LOut of the ſpzech of Peace, that bzars ſuch Grace, 
Unto the harſh and boyſtrous Tongue of War ? 
zrnigg your Books to Graves, your Ink to Blood, 
ir to Launces, and your Tongue divine 
2 lowd Trumpet, and a Point of War ? 

*8jh." Wherefore do I this ? fo the queſtion ſtands. 
efly to this end : We are all diſeas'd, 
with oar ſurfeiting, and wanton hours, 
Kaye brought our ſelves into a burning Feaver, 
And we muſt bleed for it : of which diſeaſe 
te King Richard (being infefted) dy'd. 
oth moſt Noble Lord of Weſtmerland) 
[ take not on me here as a Phylitian, 
Nor &o [, as an Enemy to Peace, 
Troop in the Throngs of Military men : 


- 


Todyet rank Minds, fick of happineſs ; 
Andpurge trobſtruCtions which begin to ſtop 
Qur very Veins of Life : hear me more plainly. 
[have in equal Ballance juſtly weigh”d, 
What Wrongs our Arms may do, what Wrongs we ſuffer, 
And find our Griefs heavier than our Oſfences. 
We ſee which way the ſtream of Time doth run, 
And are enforc?d from our molt quiet there, 
By the rough "Torrent of Occaſion, 
And have the ſummary of all our Griefs 
(When time ſhall ſerve ) to ſhew in Articles , 
Which long ere this, we offer®d to the King, 
And might by no Suir, gain our Audiznce : ? 
When we are wrong'd and would unfold our Griets, 
We are dzny?d accels unto his Perſon, 
Even by thoſe men, that molt have done us wrong, 
The dangers of the days but newly gone, 
Whoſe memory is written on the Earth 
With yet appearing'Blood ; and the Examples 
Of every Minutes inſtance (preſent now) 
Hath put us in theſe ill-beſeeming Arms : 
Not to break Peace, or any Branch of it, 
But to eſtabliſh here a Peace indeed, 
Concurring both in Name and Quality. 
Weſt. When ever yet was your appeal deny*d ? 
Wherein have you been galled by the King ? 
What Pecr hath been ſuborn'd, to grate on you, 
That you ſhould ſeal this lawleſs bloody Book 
Of forg?d Rebellion, with a Seal divine ? 
Biſh. My Brother General, the Common-wealth 
[ make my Quarrel in particular. 
Weſt. There is no need of any ſuch redreſs 
Or if there were, it not belongs to you. 
Mow, Why not to him in part, and to us all 
That feel the bruiſes of the days before, 
And ſuffer the Condition of theſe Times 
0 lay an heavie and unequal Hand upon our Honours ? 
Weſt. O my good Lord Mowbray, 
_ the Times to their Neccllities, 
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Batrather ſhew a while like fearful War, « 


[t ſhall appear, that your Demands are juſt, 


And you ſhall ſay (indeed) it is the time, 
And not the King that doth you injuries. 
Yet for your parrt, it not appears to me, 
Either from the King, or in the preſent Time 
That you ſhould have an inch of any ground 
To build a Grief on : were you not reſtor*d 
Toall the Duke of Norfoil?s Seignories, 
Your Noble and right well remembred Father's ? 
Mow. What thing, in Honour, had my Father loſt, 
That need to be reviv'd, and breatld in me ? 
The King that loy'd him, as the State ſtood then, 
Was ford, perforce compelPd to baniſh him : 
And then, that Henry Bull:ngbrookand he 
Being mounted, and both rowſed in their Seats, 
Their neighing Courſers daring of the Spur, 
Their armed Staves in charge, their Beavers down, 
Tneir Eyes of Fire, ſparkling through tights of Steel, - 
And the loud Trumpet blowing them together : 
Then, then, when there was nothing could have ſtay*d 
My Father from the Breaſt of Bullngbroock ; 
(), when the King did throw his Warder down, 
(His own Life kung upon the Staff he threw) 
Then threw he down himſelf, and all their Lives, 
Thar by Indictment, and by dint of Sword, 
Have ſince miſcarried under Bull;ngbrook . 
We/t.You ſpeak( Lord Mowbray)now you know not what. 
The Earl of Hereford, was reputed then 
In England the moſt valiant Gentleman. 
W ho knows, on whom Fortune would then have ſmil'd ? 
Bur it your Father had been Vitor there, 
He nere had born it our of Coventry, 
For all the Country, in a general voice, 
Cry*d hate upon him : and all their Prayers, and Love, 
Were ſet on Hereford, whom they doted on, 
And bleſ9Pd,and graC'd, and did more than the King. 
But this is meer digreſſion from my purpoſe. 
Here comel from our Princely Geacral, 
To know your Griefs; to tell you from his Grace, 
That he will give you Audience : and wherein 


You ſhall enjoy them, eyery thing ſect off 

That might fo much as think you Enemies. 

Mow, But he hath ford us to compel this Offer, 
And it procceds from Policie, not Love. 

Weſt. Mowbray, you over-ween to take it ſo: 

This Offer comes from Mercy, not from Fear, 

For lo, within a Ken our Army lies, 

Upon mine Honour, all roo confident 

glve admittance to a thought of Fear. 

fr Battel 1s more fyll of Names than yours, 
ur Men more perfect in the uſe of Arms, 

Our Armour all as ſtrong, our Cauſe the belt ; 

Then Reaſon will, our Hearts ſhould be as good. 

Say you not then our Offer is compelPd. | 
Mow, Well, by my will we ſhall admit no Parley. 
Weſt. That argues but the ſhame of your Offence ; 

A rotten Caſe abides no handing. : 

Ha#. Hath the Prince John a full Commiſſion, 
[In very ample virtue of his Father, 
To hear, and abſolutely to determine 
Of what conditions we ſhall ſtand upon ? | 

Weſt. That is intended in the Generals Name : 

[| muſe you make ſo ſlight a Queltion. : 

Biſh. Then take (my Lord of Weſtmerland) this Schedule, | 
For this contains our general Grievances: 

Each ſeveral Article herein redreſs'd, 

All members of our Cauſe, both here, and hence, 

That are inſinewed to this Action, 

Acquitted by a true ſubſtantial form, 

And preſent execution of our wills, 

To us, and to our Purpoſes confin'd, 

We come within our awful Banks again, 

And knit our Powers to the Arm of Peace. 


Weſt. This will I ſhew the General. Pleaſe you Lords 
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[n 1ght of both our Battels, we may mcet 

At either end in peace : which Heaven fo frame, 

Or to the place of difference call the Swords, 

Which mult needs decide it. 

Biſ., My Lord, we will do fo. 

Mow. There is a thing within my Boſom tells me, 
That no Condition of our peace can ſtand. 

Haſt. Fear you not that, if we can make our Peace 
Upon ſuch large terms, and fo 2bſolute, 

As our Conditions ſhall conſiſt upon, 

Our Peace ſhall ſtand as firm as Rocky Mountains. 

Mow. 1, but our valuation ſhall be ſuch, 

That every ſlight, and falſe-derived Cauſe, 

Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton Reaſon, 

Shall to the King, talte of this Action : 

That were our Royal Faiths, Martyrs in Love, 

We ſhall be winnowed with ſo rough a wind, 

That even our Corn ſhall ſeem as light as Chaſt, 

And good from bad find no partition. To 
Bijh. No, no (my Lord) note this: the King 1s weary 

Of dainty and ſuch picking Grievances 

For he hath found, to end one doubt by Death, , 

Revives two greatcr in the Heirs of Life. 

And therefore will he wipe his Tables clean, 

And keep no Tell-tale to his Memory, 

That may repeat, and Hiſtory his loſs, 

To new remembrance. For full well he. knows, 

He cannot ſo preciſely weed chis Land, 

As his miſdoubts preſent occation : 

His Foes are ſo enrooted with his Friends 

That plucking to unfix an Enemy, 

He doth unfalten ſo, and ſhake a Friend. 

So that this Land, like an offenfive Wite, 

That hath enrag*d him on, to offer ſtrokes, 

As he is ſtriking, holds his Infant up, 

And hangs reſolv*d Correction in the Arm, 

| That was uprear'd to execution. 

Haſt. Belides, the King hath waſted all his Rods, 
On late Offenders, that he now doth lack 
The very Inſtruments of Chaſtiſement : 

So that his Power, like to a Fangleſs Lyon 
May offer, but not hold. 

Biſh. *Tis very true : 

And therefore be allur*d (my good Lord Marſhal) 
If we do now make our Atonement well, 

Our Peace will (like a broken Limb united) © 
Grow ſtronger, for the breaking. 

Mow. Be it o : 
| Here is return'd my Lord of Weſtmerland. 

Enter Welitmerland. 

We.The Prince is hereat hand : Pleaſeth your Lordſhip 

To meet his Grace, juſt diſtance *tween our Armies ? 
Mow, Your Grace of York, in Heavens name then 
forward. 

Biſh. Before,and greet his Grace, (my Lord) we come. 

Enter Prince John, 

John, You are well encountred here (my Couſin Afow- 
Good day to you gentle Lord Arch-Biſhop, (bray) 
And ſoto you Lord H:ft:ngs, and to all, 

My Lord of York, it better ſhew?d with you, 

W hen that your Flock (afſembled by the Bell) 
Encircled you, to hear with reverence 

Your Expoſition on the holy Text, 

Than now to ſee you here an Iron man, 

Cheering a rout of Rebels with your Drum, 
Turning the Word to Sword, and Life to death, 
That man that ſits within a Monarch's Heart, 
And ripens in the Sun-ſhine of his Favour, 

Would he abuſe the Countenance of the King, 
Alack, what miſchiefs might he ſet abroach, 

[n ſhadow of ſuch greatneſs ? With you, Lord Biſhop, 
[t is even ſo. Who hath not heard it ſpoken, 

How deep you were within the Books of Heaven * 
To us, the Speaker in his Parliament ; 


a. 


1 My Father's purpoſes have been miſtook, 


To us, the imagine voice of Heaven it ſelf ; 
The very Opcner, an d Intelligencer 
B-tween the Grace, the SanCtities of Heaven, 
And our dull workings. O, who ſhall believe, 
But you miſuſe the reverence of your Place, 
Employ the Countenance and Grace of Heaven, 
As a falſe Favourite doth his Princes Name, 
In deeds diſhonourable ? You have taken up, 
Under the counterfeit Zeal of Heaven, 
The Subjects of Heaven's Subſtitute, my Father, 
And both againſt the Peace of Heaven, and Him, 
Have here up-ſwarmed them. 

Biſh. Good my Lord of Lancaſter, 
| am not here againſt your Father*s Peace : 
But (as I told my Lord of Weſtmerland) 
The time (miſ-order*d) doth in common ſenſe | 
Crowd us, and cruſh us, to this monſtrous Form, 
To hold our ſafety up. I ſent your Grace 
The parcels, and particulars of our Grief, 
The which hath been with ſcorn ſhoy*d from the Cour :| 
W hereon this Hydra-Son of War is born, 
W hoſe dangerous Eyes may well be charn'd aſleep, 
With grant of ovr moſt juſt and right deſire ; 
And true Obedience of this Madneſs curd, 
Stoop tamely to the foot of Majelty. 

Mow. It not, we ready are to try our Fortunes 
To the laſt man. 

Haſt. And though we here fall down, 
We have Supplies to ſecond our Attefnpt : 
If they miſcarry, theirs ſhall ſecond them. 
And fo, ſucceſs of miſchief ſhall be born, 
And Heir from Heir ſhall hold this Quarrel up, 
W hiles England ſhall have Generation. 

John, You are too ſhallow ( Haſtings) 
Much too ſhallow, 
To ſound the bottom of the after-times. 

Weſt. Pleaſeth your Grace, to anſwer them dire{tly, 
How far-forth you do like their Articles ? 

John, I like them all, and do allow them well : 
And ſwear here, by the Honour of my Blood, 


And ſome, about him, have too laviſhly 

Wreſted his meaning, and Authority. 
My Lord, theſe Grietfs ſhall be with ſpeed redreſt : 
Upon my Lite, they ſhall. If this may pleaſe you, 
Diſcharge your Powers unto their ſeveral Counties, 
As we will ours: and here between the Armies, 
Let's drink together friendly, and embrace, 

That all cheir Eyes may bear thoſe Tokens home, 
Of our reſtored Love, and Amity. 

Biſh. 1 take your Princely word, for theſe redreſſcs. 

Fohn, 1 give it you, and will maintain my word; 
And thereupon I drink unto your Grace. 

Haſt. Go Captain, and deliver to the Army 
This News of Peace ; let them have pay, and part : 
| know it will well pleaſe them. 

Hie thee, Captain. 
Biſh. To you my noble Lord of Weſtmerland. 
Weſt. 1 pledge your Grace : 
And if you knew what pains I have beſtow'd, 
To breed this preſent Peace, 
You would drink freely : but my love to ye 
Shall ſhew it ſel? more openly hereafter, 
Biſh, 1 do nor doubt you. 
Weſt. 1 am glad of it. 
Health to my Lord, and gentle Couſin Mowbray. 
Mow. You wiſh me health in very happy ſeaton, 
For I am on the ſudden, ſomething ill. 
Biſh. Againſt il] Chances men are ever merry, 


Ext, 


But Heavineſs fore-runs the good Event. 

IVeſt. Therefore be merry (Coz) ſince ſudden ſorrow 
Serves to ſay thus: ſome good thing comes to morrov- 
Biſh. Believe me, I am paſſing light in Spirit. 


Atow. So much the worſe, if your own Rule be true- 
———— 
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t - 
me This had been chearful after Victory. 


Biſh. A peace is of the nature of a Conquelt ; 
For then both Parties nobly are ſubdu'd, 
And neither party loſer. 
John, Go (my Lord) 
And let our Army be diſcharged too : 
And good my Lord fo (pleaſe you) let our Trains 
March by us, that we may peruſe the men, [Exit. 
We ſhould have cop'd withall. 
Biſh. Go, good Lord Haſtmos : 
And &re they be diſmiſgd, let them march by. [ Exit. 
Jobs. I truſt (Lords) we ſhall lie to night together, 
Enter Weſtmerland. 
Now Couſin, wherefore ſtands our Army ſtill ? | 
Weſt. The Leaders, having charge from you to ſtand, 
Will not go off until they hear you ſprak. 
| John, They know their Duties. [ Enter Haſtings. 
t: haſt, Our Army is diſpers'd : 
Like youthful Steers, unyoak*d, they took their courſe 
Eaſt, Weſt, North, South : or like a School broke up, 
Fach hurries towards his home, and ſporting place. 
Weſt. Good tidings, (my Lord Haſtings) for the which 
| doarreſt thee ( Traytor ) of high Trealon: 
And you Lord Arch-Biſhop, and you Lord Mowbray, 
Of Capital Treaſon, I attach you both. 
Mw. Is this proceeding juſt and honourable ? 
Weft. Is your Aſſembly o ? ; 
Zh, Will you thus break your Faith ? 
Job. I pawn'd thee none * : 
[promis'd you redreſs of theſe ſame Grievances 
Whereof you did complain ; which by mine Honour, 
[will perform, with a moſt Chriſtian care. 
But for you ( Rebels ) look to taſte the due 
Meet for Rebellion, and ſuch Acts as yours. 
Moſt ſhallowly did you theſe Arms commence, 
Fondly brought here, and fooliſhly ſent hence. 
Strike up our Drums purſue the ſcatter'd ſtray, 
Heaven, and not we, have ſafely fought to day. 
Some guard theſe Traitors to the block of Death, 
Trealons true bed,and yielder up of breath. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Falſtaff, and Colevile. 


| Falft, Whats your Name, Sir ? of what Condition are 

you ? and what place, | pray * 

Col. I am a Knight, Sir : 

And my Name is Colevile of the Dale. 

Falſt. Well then, Celevile is your Name, a Knight 15 

your Degree, and your Place, the Dale. Colevzle ſhall ſtill 

be your Name, a Traitor your Degree, and the Dun. 

geon your Place, a place deep enough : ſo ſhall you be {til} 

Colevile of the Dale. 

Col. Are not you Sir John Falſtaff ? 

Falſtaff. As good a man as he, Sir, who efreI am : do 

ye yield, Sir, or ſhall I ſwear for you ? if I do ſweat, they 

are the drops of thy Lovers, and they weep for thy death, 

therefore rowze up Fear gnd Trembling, and do obſer- 

vance to my mercy. | 

Col. 1 think you are Sir Jobn Falitaff,, and in that 

thought yield me. 

Fal. 1 have a whole School of Tongues in this belly 

of mine, and not a Tongue of them al} ſpeaks any other 

word but my Name : and I had but a belly of any indiffe- 

rency, I were ſimply the moſt active fellow in Ewrope : my 

_ my womb, my womb undoes me. Here comes our 
eneral. 


Enter Prince John aud Weſtmerland, 


John. The heat is paſt, follow no farther now, 
Call in the Powers, good Couſin Weſtmerland. 
Now Falſtaff, where have you becnall this while ? 


Joby, The word of Peace 1s render'd : hark how they 


| You ſhould have won them dearer than you have. 


When every thing is ended, then you come. 
Theſe tardy tricks of yours will ( on my life ) 
One time or other, break ſome Gallows back. | 

Fal, I would be forry (my Lord) bur it ſhould be 
thus : I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was the 
reward of Valour. Do you think me a Swallow, an Ar- 
row, or a Bullet? Have I, in my poor and old Motion, 
the expedition of Thought ? I have ſpeeded hither with 
the very extremeſt inch of pollibility. I have fourdrcd 
nineſcore and odd Poſts : and here ( travel-tainted 25 1 
am) have, in my pure and immaculate Valour, taken Sir 
John Colevile of the Dale, a moſt furious Knight, and 
valorons Enemy : But what of that? he ſaw me, and 
yielded : that I may juſtly fay with the hook-nogd fel- 
low of Rome, I came, ſaw, and over-came. 

John, It was more of his Courteſie, than your Deſerving, 

Fal. I know not : here he is, and here I yield him: 
and I beſeech your Grace, let it be book'd with the reſt | 
of this days deeds ; or, I ſwear, 1 will have it in a par- 
ticular Ballad, with mine own Picture on the top ot it; : 
( Colevile )) kiſling my foot : To the which courſe, if 1 
be enforc*d, if you do not all ſhew like gilt two-pences to 
me 3 and I, in the clear Sky of Fame, o're-ſhine you as 
much as the full Moon doth the Cynders of the Element, 
( which ſhew like Pins Heads to her) believe not the word 
of the Noble : therefore let me have right, and let de- 
ſert mount. 

Fohn,, Thine's too heavy to mount. 

Falſt. Let it ſhine then. 

Fohn, Thine's too thick to ſhine. | 

Falſ?. Let it do ſomething ( my good Lord ) that may 
do me good, and call it what you will. 

John. Is thy Name Colevile # | 

Col. It is (my Lord.) 

Jehn. A famous Rebel art thou, Colevile, 

Fali?, And a famous true Subject took him. 

Col, 1 am ( my Lord) but as my Betters are; 
Thar led me hither : had they bcen ruPd by me, 


Falſt. 1 know not how they ſold themſelves, but thou 
= a kind Fellow, gav*lt thy ſelf away ; andI thank thee, 
or thee. 


——— 


Enter VVeſttnerland. 
John, Fave you left purſuic ? 
Weſt. Retreat is made, and Execution ſtay'd. 
Joan. Send Colevile, with his Confederates, 
ToTork, topreſent Execution. 
Blunt, lead him hence, and fee you guard him ſure, 
F Exit Colevile. 

And now diſpatch we toward the Court (my Lords ) 
[ hear the King, my Father is ſore ſick, 
Our News ſhall go before us, to his Majeſty, 
V Vhich ( Couſin ) you ſhall bear, to comfort him : 
And we with ſober ſpeed will tollow you, | 

Falſt. My Lord, I beſeech you, give me leave to go 
thre-1gh Gloceſterſbire ;, and when you come to Courr, ſtaud 
my good Lord, ?pray, in your good report. 

Fohn. Fare you well, Falſtaff: I, in my condition, 
Shall better ſpeak of you, than you deſerve. [ Exit. 

Falſt. 1 would you had bur the wir : twere better than 
your Dukedome. Good faith; this ſame young ſober- 
blooded Boy doth not love me, nor a man cannot make 
him laugh ; bat that's no marvel, he drinks no V Vine. 
There's never any of theſe demure Boys come to any 
proof : for thin drink doth fo over-cool their blocd, 
and making many Fiſh-Meals, that they fall into a kind 
of Male Green-fickneſs : and then, when they marry, | 
they get V Venches. They are generally Fools, and Cow-' | 
ards ; which ſome of us ſhould be roo, but for inflammation. 
A good Sherris-Sack hath a two-fold operation in it : 
it aſcends me into the Brain, dries me there all the fqol- 
iſh, and dull, and crudy Vapours, which environ it: 
makes it apprehenſive, quick, forgetive, tull of nimble, } 


fiery, and delectable ſhapes 3 which deliver'd o're to the 
Voyce, 
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Voyce, the Tongue, which is the Birth, becomes excel- 
lent Wit. The ſecond property of your excellent Sher- 
ris, is, the warming of the Blood : which before ( cold, 
and ſetled ) left the Liver white, and pale : which 15 the 
Badge of Pulſillanimity, and Cowardile : but the Sherris 
warms it, and makes it courſe from the inwards, to the 
parts extreme : it illuminateth the Face, which ( as a Bea- 
con) gives warning to all the reſt of this little Kingdom 
( man ) to Arm: and then the Vital Commoners, and in- 
land p.tty Spirits, muſter me all to their Capcaio, the 
Heart; who great, and puft up with his retinue, doth a- 
ny deed of Courage : and this Valour comes of Sherris. 
So. that $kill in the Weapon is nothing, without Sack 
( for that ſets. it a work : ) and Learning, a meer Hoard 
of Gold, kept by a Devil, till Sack commences it, and jets 
it in act, and uſe. Hereof comes it, that Prince Harry 
is valiant : for the cold blood he did naturally inh< 1. of 


| his Father, he hath, like lean, ſteril, and bare Laud, ma- 


nured, husbanded, and till'd, with excellent endeavour 
of drinking good, and good tore of fertil Sherris, that 
he is become very hot, and vz!iart. If I had a thouſard 
ſons, the firſt Principle I would teach them, ſhould be to 


Sack. 
How now, Bard-lph. 
» Bard, Thy Army is diſcharged all, and gone. 

Falſt. Let them go : Ple through Gloceſterſhire, and 
there will I viſit Maſter Robert Shallow, Eſquire : I have 
him already tempering between my finger and my thumb, 
and ſhortly will I ſeal with him. Come away. 


t Enter Bardolph. 


[ Exeunt,' 


Siena Secunda. . 


Enter King, Warwick, Clarence, Gloceſter, 


King. Now Lords, if Heaven doth give ſucceſsful end 

To this Debate that bleedeth at our doors, 
We will our Youth lead on to higher Fields, 
And draw no Swords, but what are ſanctifh'd. 
Our Navy is addreſled, our Power colleCted, 
Our Subſtitutes, in abſence, well inveſted, 
And every thing lies level to our wiſh ; 
Onely we want alittle perſonal ſtrength : 
And pawſe us, till theſe Reb21s, now a foot, 

Come underneath the yoak of Government. 

War. Both which we doubt nor, but your Majcſty 
Shall ſoon enjoy. 

King. Humphrey ( my Son of Glouceſter ) where 1s the 
Prince, yohr Brother ? 

Glo. I think hes gone to hunt ( my Lord) at Windſor. 

King, And how accompanied ? 

Glo, I do not know ( my Lord.) 

King. 1s not his Brother, Thomas of Clarence, with lym ? 

Glo, No ( my good Lord) he is in preſence here. 

Clar. What would my Lord, and Father ? 

King, Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence, 
How chance thou art not with the Prince, thy Brother ? 
He loves thee, and thou do'lt neglect him {Thomas ) 
Thou haſt a better place in his AﬀeCtion 
Than all thy Brothers - Cheriſh it ( my Boy ) 

And Noble Offices thou may*lt effect 
Of Mediation ( after-I am dead) 
Between his Greatneſs, and thy other Brethren. 


forſwear thin Potations, and to addift themlielves to 


As Flaws congealed in the Spring of day, 
His temper therefore mult be well obſery'd ; 
Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, 
When you perceive his blood inclin'd to mirth; 
But being moody, give him line, and ſcope, 
Till that his pailions (Tike a Whale on ground ) 
Confound themſclves with working. Learn this, Thomas, 
And thou ſhalt prove a ſhelter to thy Friends, 
A Hoop of Gold to biad thy Brothers in ; 
That the united Vellel of their Blood 
( Mingled with Venome of Suggeſtion, 
As force, perforce, the- Age will pour it in) 
Shall neve: leak; though it do work as ſtrong 
As Aco:itum, or raſh Gun-powder. 
| Clzr. i ſhallobſerve him with all care, and love, 
| Aing.Wuy art c::04 not at Windſor with him,(Thoma# 
Clzr. He 1s not there to day : be dines in London, 
King. Aud how accompanied ? Canlt thou tell that? 
Clar, With Foins, and other his continual Followers, 
King. Moii ſubjcet is the fatreſt Soyl to Weeds; 
And He ( the Noble Image of my Youth) 
Is over-ſpread with them : therefore my grief 
Stretchcs it ſelf beyond the hour of Death. 
The blood weeps from my heart, when I do ſhape 
(In forms imaginary ) th*unguided Days, 
And rotten Times, that you ſhall look upon, 
When I am ſleeping with my Anceſtors. 
For when his head-itrong Riot hath no Curb, 
W hen Rage and hot-bluod are his Counſellers, 
When Means and laviſh Manners meet together, 
Oh, with what Wings ſhall his Aﬀections flye 
Towards fronting Peril, and oppos'd decay ? 
War. My gracious Lord, you look beyond him quite; 
The Prince but ſtudies his Companions, 
Like a ſtrange Tongue : wherein, to gain the Languape, 
"Tis needful, that the moſt immodeſt word 
Be look*d upon, and learg*d : which once attaind, 
Your Highneſs knows, comes to no farther uſe, 
But to be known, 3nd hated. So, like groſs terms, 
The Prince will, in the perfectneſs of time, 
Calt off his Followers : and their memory 
Shall as a Pattern, or a Meaſure live, 
By which his Grace muit mete the lives of others, 
Turning palt Evils to advantages. 
King. Tis ſeldom, when the Bee doth leave her Comb 
In the dead Carrion. 
Enter V Veſtmerland. 
VVho's here ? Weſtmerland ? 
Weſt. Health to my Sovycraign, and new happineſs 
Added to that, that I am to deiiver. 
Prince Johr, your Son, doth kiſs your Graces hand; 
Mowbray, the Bithop, Scroop, Haſtings, and all, 
Arc brought to th< Correction of your Law, 
T here 1s not now a Rebels Sword unſhcath'd, 
Bur Peace puts forth her Olive every where * 
The manner how this Action hath been born, 
Here ( at more leiſure ) may your Highneſs read, 
V Vith every courie, in his particular. 
King. O Weſtmerland, thou art a Summer Bird, 
V Vhich ever, 1n the baunch of V Vinter, ſings 
The liftiig up of day. 
Erer Harcourt. 
Look, here's more News. 
Har, From Enemies, Heaven keep your Majeſty : 
And when they ſtand againalt you, may they fall, 
As thoſe that I am ccue to tell you of. 


} 


Therefore omit him not : blunt not his Love, 
Nor loſe the good advantage of his Grace, 


For he is gracious if he be obſery'd : 

He hath a Tear for Pity, and a Hand 

Open ( as Day ) for melting Charity : 

Yer notwithſtanding, being incens'd, he's Flint, 
As humorous as Winter, and as ſudden 


Che Earl Northumberland, and the Lord Bardolf, 

V Vita a great Power of Engliſh, and of Scots, 

Are by theiSheriff of York-(hrre overthrown : 

The manner, and true order of the fight, 

This Packet (pleaie you) contains at large. 
King. And wherefore ſhould theſe good News 

Make me ſick ? 


V Vill Fortuge never come with both hands full, \t 


—. 
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—rite her fair words |tilI in fouleſt Letters ? Shall ( O dear Father ) pay thee plenteouſly. 
- either gives a Stomack, and no food, My due, from thee, is this Imperial Crown, 

n -hare the Poor, in health) or clle a Feaſt, Which ( as immediate from thy place, and blood ) 

For rakes away the Stomach, ( Such are the Rich, ;Jcrives it ſelf ro me. Lo, here 1t fits, 
at have aboundance, and enjoy it not. ) Which heaven ſhall guard : : 

[ſhould rejoyce now, at this happy News, And put the World's whole {trength intoone Gyant Arm, 

and now my Sight fails, and my brains is giddy. It ſhail not force this Lineal Honor from me, 

O me, come near me, now I am much 111. T ais, from thee, will Ito mine leave, : 
Gb. Comfort your Majeſty. As tis left to me. [ Exit. 
Cl, Oh, my Royal Father. , = 
Weſtmer.My Soveraign Lord,chear up your ſelf, look up. Enter Warwick, Glouceſter, Clarence. 

War. Be patient ( Princes ) you do know, thele Fits - | | 

Are with his Highneſs very ordinary. King. Warwick, Glouceſter, Clarence, 

6-and from him, give him alr: Cl. Doth the King call? | 

dell ſtraight be well. War. What would your Majeſty ? how fares your 
Clar. No no, he cannot long hold out : theſe pangs, Grace ? | 

Twinceſſant care, and labour of his mind, _ ' King. Why did you leave me here alone, (my Lords) 

Hath wrought the Mure, that ſhould contine 11 17, Cla, We left the Prince (my Brother) her<(my Liege , 

$ thin, that life looks through, and will break out. w ho undertook to lit and watch by you. 

Gl, The people fear me : for they do obſerve King. The Prince of Wales ? wiere 1s he ? let me ſee him. 

Unfather*d Heirs, and loathly Births of Nature : W'zr. This door 1s open, he 1s gone this way. 

The Scaſons change their manners, as the year Glo. He came not through the Chamber where we ſtaid. 

Yad found ſome Months aſl-ep, and leap'd them over. King. Where is the Crown ? who took ic from my 
Clar. The River hath thrice flow*d, no ebb between : Pillow ? 

And the old folk ( Times doting Chronicles ) War. When we withdrew ( my Liege } we left it here. 

Gay it did fo, a little ime before King. The Prince hath Cane it hence : 

That our Grand ſire Edward ſick*d, and dy*d. Go ſeek him out. 

War. Speak lower, (Ptinces) for the King recovers. Is he ſo haſty, that he doth ſuppoſe 
Gl. This Apopl-xy will ( certain ) be his end. My llecp, my death ? Find him (my Lord of Warwick) 
King, | pray you take me up, and bear me hence Chide him hither : this part of his conjoyns 

[ato ſome other Chamber : ſoftly ®pray. With my diſeaſe, and hejps to end me, 

Let there be no noyle made, ( my gentle Friends ) See Sons, what things you are: + 

Unleſs fome dull and favourable hand How quickly Nature falls into revolt, 

Will phifper Muſick to my weary Spirit. When Gold becomes her Object ? 

War, Call for the Mulick in the other Room. For this, the fooliſh over-careful Fathers 

Kino, Set me the Crown upon my Pitlow here. Have broke their ſleeps with thoughts, 

Clar. His cyc is hollow, and he changes much, Their brains with care, their bones with induſtry. 

War. Leſs noyſe, 1cfs noyle. For this, they have ingroſled and pyPd up 

Enter Prince Henry. | The canker?d hcaps of ſtrange-atchieved Gold : 

Prin; Hen, Who faw the Duke of Clarence ? For this, they have been thoughtful, to inveſt 

Cle. 1 am here ( Brother ) full of heavineſs. Their Sons with Arts, and Martial Exerciſes : "> 

Prin, Hen. How now? Raia within doors, and none {| When, like the Bce, culling from every Flower - 
2hroad ? How doth the King ? { The vertuous Sweets, our Thighs packt with Wax, 

Gb, Excecding 1ll. | Our Mouths with Honey, we bring it to the Hive 

Prin. Hen. Heard he the good News yet *? And like the Bees,are murthered for our pains, 

Tell it him. | This bitter taſte yiclds his Engroſsments 
Glo, Be alter*d much, upon the hearing it. To the ending Father, 

Prin. Ha, If he be tick with Joy, Enter Warwick. 

fel recover without Phylick. | Now where is he, that will not. ſtay fo long, 

{ War. Not ſo much noyſe, ( my Lords ) Till his friends ſickneſs hath determin'd me * 

Sweet Princ?, ſpeak low. War. My Lord, I found the Prince in the next Room, 

The King, your Father, is diſpo&gd to ſtrep. Vaſhing with kindly Tears his gentle Cheeks, 

Clar. Let us with-draw into the other Room. With ſuch a deep demeanour, in great ſorrow, 


ar, WiPt pleaſe your Grace to go along with us ? Chat Tyranny, which never quaſtt bur blood, 
Prin. Hen. No : 1 will fit, and watch here, by the King, | Would ( by beholding him ) have waſt”d his Knife 


Why doth the Crown lye there, upon his Pillow, Vith gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither. 

Being ſo troubleſom a Bed-fecllow ? King, But wherefore did he take away the Crown ? | 

O poliſh*d Perturbation ! Golden Care ! Enter Prince Henry. 

That keeep'lt the Ports of ſlumber open wide Lo, where he comes. Come hither to me, ( # 

Tomany a watchful Night : ſleep with it now, Depart the Chamber, leave us here alone. [ Exit. 
| Yet not ſo ſourd, and half ſo deeply ſweet, Prin. Hen, | gever thought to heare you ſpeak again. 

As he whoſe Brow ( with homely Biggcn bound ) King. Thy wilh was Father ( Harry) to that thought ; 

Snores out. the Watch of Night. O Majeſty ! | ſtay too long by thee, 1 weary thee. 

hen thou do'ſt pinch thy Bearer, thou do'lt ſit Do'ſt thou ſo hunger for my empty Chair, 

Like a rich Armor, worn in heat of day, That thou wilt needs invelt thee with mine Honors, 

That ſcalWit with ſafety : by his Gates of breath, Before thy hour be ripe ? O fooliſh youth ! 

There lyes a downy Feather, which ſtirs not : Thou ſcek'it the Greatneſs, that will over-whelm thee: 
id he ſuſ|ire, that light and weightleſs down Stay but a little : for my Cloud of Dignity 

Perforce muſt move. My gracious Lord, my Father, [s held from falling, with ſo weak a wind, 

This fleep is ſound indeed : this is a ſleep, That it will quickly drop : my Day is dim, 

That from rhis Golden Rigol hath divorc'd Thou haſt ſtoln that, which after ſome few hours 

So many Engliſh Kings. Thy due from me, Were thine, without offence : and at my death 

Is Tears, and heavy Sorrows of the Blood, Thou haſt ſeaPd up my ExpeCtation. 
| Which Nature, Love, and filial tenderneſs Thy life did maniteſt, thou lovd"ſt me not, 


= And } 
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And thou wilt have me dye aſlur*d of it. 

Thou hid'ſt a thouſand Daggers in thy thoughts, 
Which thou haſt whetted on thy ſtony heart, 

To ſtab at half an hour of my frail life. 

W hat ? canit thou not forbear me half an hour ? 
Then get thee gone, and dig thy grave thy ſelf, 
And bid the merry Bells ring to thy ear, 

{ That thou art Crowned, not that I am dead, 

Let all the Tears, that ſhould bedew my Herlſe 

Be drops of Balm, to ſanctific thy head : 

Onely componnd me with forgotten dult ; 

Give that, which gave Thee lite, unto the Worms : 
Pluck down my Officers, break my Decrees ; 

For now a time 1s come, to mock at Form. 

Henry the Fifth is Crowd : Up Vanity, 

Down Royal State : All you ſage Counſellors, hence : 
And to the Engliſh Court, aſſemble now 

. | From ev'ry Region, Apes of Idlenefs. 

1 Now Neighbour-Confines, purge you of your Scum : 


Reyel the night ? rob? murder ? and commit 
The oldeſt fins, the newelt kind of ways ? 
Be happy, he will trouble you no more - 
England ſhall double guiÞd, his trebble guilt. 
1 England ſhall give him Oihce, Honor, Might : 
{ For the Fifth Harry, from curb'd Licenſe plucks 
| The muzzle of Reſtraint, and the wilde Dog 
Shall fleſh his tooth in every Innocent. 
9 my poor Kingdom (lick with civil blows) 
| When that my Care could not with-hold thy Ryots, 
What wilt thou do, When Ryot 1s thy Care ? 
1 O, thou wilt be a Wilderneſs again, 

Peopled with Wolves (thy old Inhabitants.) 

Prin. O pardon me (my Liege) 

But for my Tears, ' 
The moſt Impediments unto my Speech, 
[ had fore-ſtalPd, and deep rebuke, 
Ere you (with grief) had ſpoke, and I had heard 
{The courſe of it ſo far. There is your Crown, 
And he that wears the Crown immortally, 
| Long guard it yours : If I affect it more, 
1 Than as your Honour, and as your Renown, 
Let me no more from thiz Obedience riſe, 
Which my molt true, and inward dutious ſpirit 
Teacheth this proſtrate, and exteriour bending. 
Heaven witneſs with me, when | here came 10, 
And found no courſe of breath within your Majeſty, 
How cold it ſtruck my heart. If I do feign, 
1O let me, in my preſent wildenets, dyc, 

And never live, to ſhew tWincredulous World, 
The Noble change that I have purpoſed. 
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, 

(And dead almoſt {my Liege) to think you were) 
I ſpake unto the Crown (as having ſenſe ) 

And 'thus upbraided it. The Care on thee depending, 
Hath fed upon the body of my Father, 
Therefore, thou beſt of Gold art worlt of Gold. 
Other, leſs fine in Carract, is more precious, 
Preſerving life, in Med*cine potable : 

But thou, moſt Fine, moſt Honour'd, moſt -Renown'd, 
Haſt ear the Bearer up. 

Thus (my Royal Liege) 

Accuſing it, I put it on my Head, 

To try with it (as with an Enemy, 

That had before my face murd*red my Father ) 
The Quarrel of a true Inheritor : 

Bur if it did infect my blood with joy, 

Or ſwell my Thoughts to any ſtrain of Pride, 
If any Rebel, or vain Spirit of mine, 

Did, with the leaſt Aﬀection of a Welcome, 

Give entertainment to the might ot It. 

Let Heaven, for cver, keep it from my head, 
And make me as the poorcl!t Vallal ts, 

{ That doth with awe, and terrour kneel to it. 
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{ Have you a Ruffan that will ſwear ? drink ? and dance ? 
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King. O my Son - 04 I 

Heaucn put it in thy mind to take it hence, 

That thou mighVit joyn the more, thy Fathers 1gy 
Pleading ſo wiſely, in ex-uſe of 1t, k 
Come hither Harry, fir thou by my bed, 

And hear (1 think) the very lateit Counſel 

Fhat ever I ſhall breathe: H-aven knows, my $qy 
By what by-pathes, and indire&t crook*d-wayg * 
{ met this Crown : and I my ſcht know well 

How troubleſom it fate upon my head. 

To thee, it ſhall deſcend with better Quiet, 
Better Opinion, better Confirmation * 

For all the ſoyl of the Atchicyment gocs 

With mc, into the Earth. It ſeen'd in me, 

But as an Honour ſnatch*d with boy*ftrous kand, 
And I had many living, to upbraid 

My gain of it, by their Aſſiſtances, 

W hich daily grew co a Quarrel, and to Blood-ſhed, 
Wounding ſuppoſed Peace. 

All theſe bold Fears, 

Thou ſceſt (with peril ) I have anſwered * 

For all my Reign hath been but as a Scene 

Acting that Argument And now my death 
Changes the Mode : For what in me was purchay'd, 
Falls upon thee, in a more Fairer fort. 
So thou the Garland wear*lt ſuccefſiy.cly, 

Yet, though thou ſtand*ſt more ſure, than I could &, | 
Thou art not firm enough, ſince griefs are green: 
And all thy Friends, which thou muſt make thy Friend, 
Have but their ſtings, and teeth, newly taken out, 
By whoſe fell working, I was firſt advanc'd, 

And by whoſe Power, I well might lodge a Fear 
To be again diſplaced. W hich to a void, 
I cut them off, and had a purpoſe now 
To lead out many to the Holy Land ; 
Leſt reſt, and lying ſtill, might make them look 
Too near unto my State. 
Therefore (my Harry ) 
Be it thy courſe to bulie giddy Minds 
With Forreign Quarrels: that Action, hence born out, 
May waſte the memory of the former days. 
More would 1, but my Lungs are walted ſo, 
That ſtrength of Speech is utterly deny*d me. 
How I came oy the Crown; O Heaven forgive : 
And grant it may, with thee, in true peace live. 
Prin, My gracious Liege : 
You won 1t ; wore it, kept it, gave it me, 
Then plain and right muſt my poſſeſſion be ; 
Which 1, with more, than with a common pain, 
*Gainſt all the World, will rightfully maintain. 


Enter Lord John of Lancaſter and Warwick, 


Kino. Look, look, 
Here comes my John of Lancaſter : 
Jcim, Health, Peace, and Happineſs 
To my Royal Father: 
King, Thou bring?ſt me happineſs, 
( Son John, ) 
But health ( alack) with youthful wings is flown 
From this bare, wither'd Trunk. Upon «}y fight 
My worldly bulineſs makes a Period. 
Where is my Lord of Warwick ? 
Prin. My Lord of Warwick. 
King, Doth any Name particular belong 
Unto the Ledging, where [ firſt did ſwoon ? 
Wzr,'*Tis calld Jeruſalem, my Noble Lord. 
Kino, Laud be to Heaven: 
Even there my life muſt ' end. 
it hath been prophel'd to me many years, 
| ſhould nor dye but in Jerufalern ; 
W hich (vatnly) I ſupposg'd the Holy-Land. 


But bcar me to thar Chamber, rhcre Ple lye : 
FE xe. 


Ly” 
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Aftus Duintus. Stena Prima, 


Shal. By Cock and Pye, you ſhall not away to night. 
What, Davy, I ſay. 
Fal. You mult excuſe me, Maſter Robert Shallow, 
Shal, 1 will not excuſe you : you ſhall not be excuſed. 
excuſes ſhall not be admitted : there is no excuſe ſhall 
frye : you ſhall not be excugd. 
Why Davy. 7 
Davy, -Here, Sir. | 
Shal, Davy, Davy, Davy, let me ſee, Davy, let me fee : 
1/iliam Cook, bid him come hither. Sir Fobr, you ſhall 
not be excus'd. 
Davy. Marry, Sir , thus : thoſe Precepts cannot be 
fry'd : and again, Sir, ſhall we ſow the head-lagd with 
Wheat * , 

Shal. With red Wheat, Davy. But for William Cook : 
are there no young Pidgeons ? 
Davy. Yea, Sir. 
Here 1s now the Smith's note for Shooing, 
And Plough-Irons. — 
Shal. Let it be caſt, aud paid : Sir Fob, you ſhall 
not be excus'd, 
Davy. Sir, a new link to the Bucket muſt needs be 
had : And, Sir, do you mean to ſtop any of Wilkams 
Wages, about the Sack he loſt tlie other day at #inckicy 
Fair ? 
Sha. He ſhall anſwer it : hr 7 
Some Pidgeons, Davy, a couple of ſhort-legg*d Hens : a 
joint of Mutton, and any pretty little tine Kickſhaws, 
tel Wiliam Cook. | 
Davy. Doth the man of War, ſtay all night, Sir? 
Shal, Yes, Davy: | 
[ will uſe him well. A Friend th? Court, is better than a 
Penny in Purſe. Uſe his men well, Davy, for they are ar- 
rant Knaves, and will back-bite. : 
Davy. No worſe than they are bitten, Sir : for they 
have marve]lous foul Linnen. 
Shal. Well conceited, Davy : about thy buſineſs, Davy. 
Davy. I beſeech you, Sir, | 
To countenance William Viſor of Wonceot, againſt Cle- 
ment Perkes of the Hill. 
Shal, There are many Complaints, Davy, againſt that 
Viſor, that Y:ſor is an arrant Knave, on my knowledge. 
Davy. 1 grant your Worſhip, that he is a Knave, Sir : 
But yet Heaven for bid, Sir, but a Knave ſhould have ſome 
Countenance, at his Friends requeſt. An honeſt man, Sir, 
Is able to ſpeak for himſelf, when a Knave is not. I have 
leryd your Worſhip truly, Sir, theſe eight years : and 
if I cannot. once or twice in a Quarter bear out a Knave 
2gainſt an Honeſt man, I have buta very little credit with 
your Worſhip. The Knave is mine honeſt Friend, Sir, 
therefore, [ beſeech your Worſhip,let him be Countenanc'd. 
Shal, Go tOOg 
I ſay, he ſhall have no wrong : Look about, Davy. 
Where are you, Sir Fohn»? Come, off with your Boots. 
Live me your hand, Maſter Bardolph. 
Bard, 1 atn glad to ſee your Worſhip. 
Shal. I thank thee, with all my heart, kind Maſter 
Bardolph, and welcome, my tall Fellow : 
Come, Sir Fohn. 
Falſt. Ile follow you, good Maſter Robert Shallow, 
Bardolph, look to our Horſes. If 1 were faw*d into 
Quantities, I ſhould make four dozen of ſuch bearded 
Hermites ſtaves, as Maſter Shallow, It is a wonderful 
thing to ſee the ſemblable Coherence of his mens Spirits, 
and his : They, by obſerving of him, do bear theme 
ſelves like fooliſh Juſtices : He, by converſing with them, 
$ turd into a Juſtice-like Servingman. Their Spirits, 
Ae {0 margied in Conjunttion, with the Participation of 


Enter Shallow, Silence; Falſtaff, Bardolph, Page, and Davy. 
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 Soctety, that they flock together in conſent, like io 
many Wild-Geeſe. If I had a ſuit 'to Mafter Shallow, 
I would humour his men, with the imputaticn of being 
near their Malter. If ro his men, 1 weuld curry with 
Maſter Shallow, that no man could better Cemmard his: 
Servants. 'It is certain, "that either wiſe beariny- or | 
ignorant Carriage is'caught, as men take diſcalcs, ore of | 
another : therefore, let men take heed of chcir Compa- 
ny. I will deviſe matter enough out of this Shallow, to 
keep Prince Hatry in continual Laughter, the Wearing 
out of ſix faſhions,” which is four Terms, or two Acti- 
ons, and he ſhall Jaugh with Jntervallhums. O it is much! 
that a Lye(with aſlight Oath)and a Jeſt(with a ſad Brow) 
will do with a Fellow, that never had the Ache in his 
ſhoulders. O you ſhall fee him laugh, rill his Face 

be like a wet: Cloak, ill laid up. | 
Shall. Sir John. ] 
Fal. 1 come, Maſter Shallow, I came, Maſter Shallow. 
{| Extunt 


Scena Secunda: 
Enter Earl of Warwick, and the Lord C bief Juſtice. 


War. How now, my Lord Chief 
Ch. Juſt. How doth the King ? 

War. Exceeding well : his Cares 
Are now all ended. 

Ch, Fuſt. I hope, not dead: 
War. He's walk'd the way of Nature, 
And to our purpoſes, he lives no more. 

Ch, Fuſt. 1 would his Majeſty had calld me with hi. | 

The Service; that I truly did his lite, 
Hath left me open to all Injuries. 
War. Indeed 1 think the young King Ioves: ycu r.ct. 
Ch, Juſt. I kndw he doth not, and do arm my ſelf 
To welcome the condition of the Time, | 
Which cannot look more hideouſly upon me, 
Than I haye drawn it in my fantaſie. 


Jeitice, whither away ? 


Enter John of Laricaſter, Glouceſter, ar4 Clarence. 


% 


War. Here cones the heavy iſſue cf deed Harry: 
O, that the living Harry had the: temper 
Of him, the worſt of theſe three Genclemen : | 
How many Nobles then ſhould hold their places. 
That mult ſtrike ſail 19 Spirits cf vile ſorc ? 
Ch. Fuſt. Alas, I fear, ll will be over-turn'd. 
John, .Good morrow, Couſin Warwick, good morrow. } 
Glow. Clar. Good morrow, Couſin. | 
John. We meer, like men, that had forgof to ſpeak. | 
War. We do remember : But our Argimctr 
Is all too heavy, to admit much talk. 
Foh, Well: Peace be with hint, that hath made us hea. 
Ch, Fuſt. Peace be with us, leſt we be heavier. ['vy. 
Glou. O, Good my Lord, you have leſt a Friend indeed : 
And I dare ſwear, you botrow not that Face | 
Of ſeeming ſorrow, it is ſure Your own. 
Foh. Though no man be afſur%d what Graceto find, - . | 
You ſtand in coldeſt expettation. gi 
| am the ſorricr, would *rwere otherwiie. | 
Cla, Well, you muſt now ſpeak Sir fon Falſtsf fair, | 
Which ſwims againſt your ſtream of Quality. 1 
Ch, Juſt. Sweet Princes : what I did, 1 did in honor, 
Led by ttImperial Condutt of my Soul, I 
And never ſhall you ſee, that.1 wifl beg 
A ragget and foreſtalPd Remifſiop. 
If Troth, and upright Innocency fail me, 
Ile to the King (my Maſter) that is dead, 
And tell him, who hath ſent me after him. 2 
War. Fere comes the Prince. . 
Emer Prince Harry. | 
Ch. Fuſt. Good morrow : and Heavenſave your NMajefty. || 


— 
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Prin. This new, and gorgeous Garment, Majelty, 
Sits not ſo eafie on me, as you think. 
Brothers, you mix your Sadneſs with ſome Fear : 
This is the Engliſh, not the Turkiſh Court : 
Not Amurah an Amnrah ſucceeds, 
But Harry, Harry : Yet be ſad (good Brothers) 
For (to ſpeak truth) it very well becomes you : 
Sorrow, ſo Royally in you apears, 
That I will deeply put the faſhion on, 
And wear it in my Heart. Why then be ſad, 
But entertain no more of it (good Brothers) 
Than a joint-burthen laid upon us all. 
For me, by Heaven (I bid you be aſſur'd) 
Ple be your Father, and yaur Brother too : 
Let me but bear your Love, le bear your Cares z 
But weep that Harry's dead, and fo will I, 
But Harry lives, that ſhall convert thoſe Tears 
By number, unto hours of Happineſs. 
Fohn,&c. We hope no other from your Majeſty. 
Prin. You all look ſtrangely on me: and you mot. 
You are (I think) aſſur*d, 1 love you not. 
Ch. Juſt. 1 am afſur'd (ifI be meaſur'd rightly) 
Your Majeſty hath no juſt cauſe to hate me. 
Prin. No?How might a Prince of my great hopes forget 
So great Indignities you laid upon me ? 
What? Rate? Rebuke ? and roughly ſend to Priſon 
Th'immediate Heir of Englapd? Was this caſie ? 
May this be waſt'd in Lethe, and forgotten ? 
Ch. Fuſt. 1 then did uſe the Perſon of your Father ; 
The Image of his Power lay then in me, 
And in ttadminiſtration of his Law, 
Whiles I was buſie for the Common-wealth, 
Your Highneſs pleaſed to forget my place, 
The Majeſty, and Power of Law, and Juſtice, 
The Image of the King, whom I preſented, 
And ſtruck me in my very Seat of Judgment : - 
Whereon (as an Offender to your Father) 
I gave bold way to my Authority, 
And did commit you. It the deed were. ill ; 
Be you conteited, wearing now the Garland, 
To have a Son, ſet your decrces at naught ? 
Topluck down Juſtice from your awful Bench? 
To trip the courſe of Law, and blunt the Sword 
That guards the peace, and ſafety of your Perſon 2? 
Nay more, to ſpurn at your molt Royal Image, 
And mock your workings, in a Second body ? 
Queſtion your Royal "Thoughts, make the caſe yours : 
Be now the Father, and propoſe a Son : 
Hear your own dignity ſo much prophan'd, 


| See your moſt dreadful Laws, ſo looſely lighted ; 


Behold your {c1f, ſo by a Son diſdained : 
And then imagine me, taking your part, 
And in your Power, ſoft ſilencing your Son: 


- | After this cold conſiderance, ſentence me ; 


And, as you are a'King, ſpeak in your State, 


: | What I have done, that misbecame my place, 
' | My perſon, or my Lieges Soveraignty. - 


Prin, You are right Juſtice, and you weigh this well : 
Therefore ſtil] bear the Ballance, and the Sword : 


' [ And I dowiſh your Honours may increaſe, 
| | Till you do live, to ſee a Son of Mine 
{ | Offend you, and obey you, as I did. 


So ſhall I live to ſpeak my Fathers words : 


_ 'T Happy am], that have a man fo bold, 


That dares do Jultice, on my proper Son ; 
And no lc& happy, having ſuch a Son, 

That would deliver up his greatneſs ſo, 

Into the hands of Juſtice. You did commit me : 
For which 1 do commit into your Hand, 


| Th*unſtained Sword that you have us'd to bear : 


With this Remembrance ; That you uſe the ſame 
With the like bold, juſt, and impartial Spirit 
As you have done ?gainſt me. There is my Hand, 


You ſhall be as a Father to my Youth 


A— 


| Well ſaid Davy. 


4 bear, the hearts all. 


| dier there, be merry. 


My Voice ſhall ſound, as yon do-p"ompt-mine Kar, _ 
And 1 will itoop, and humble my inteuts, 

To your well praftisg'd, wife Directions. 

And Princes all, believe me, I beieech you : 

My Father is gone wild into his Grave, 

(For in his Tomb, lye my Aﬀections) 

And with his Spurit, ſadly I {urvive, 

To mock the expettation of the World : 

To fruſtrate Propheties, and to race out 

Rotten Opinion, who hath writ me down 
After my ſeeming. The Tide of Blood in me, 
Hath proudly flow*d in Vanity, till now, 

Now doth it turn, and ebb back to the Sea. 

| Wherein it ſhajl mingle with the ſtate of floods, 
And flow henceforth in formal Majcity. 

Now call we our High Court of Parliament, 
And let us chooſe ſuch Limbs of Noble Counſel, 
That the great Body of ovr State may go 

In equal rank with the beit govern'd Nation, 
That War, or Peace, or both at once may be 
As things acquainted and familiar to us, 

In which yqu (Father) ſhall have formoſt hand, 
Our Coronation done, we will accite 

(As I before remembred) all our State, 

And (Heaven conſigning to my good intents) 

No Prince, nor Peer, ſhall have juſt cauſe to ſay, 
Heaven ſhorten Harry's happy life,one day. [Exar, 


— _ 


® 
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Siena Tertia. 


Enter Falſtaff, Shallow, Silence, Bardolph, 
Page, Davy, and Piſtol. 


Shal. Nay ; you ſhall ſee mine Orchard, where in a 
Arbour we will cat a laſt years Pippin of my own gr 
fing, with a diſh of Carrawayes, and ſo forth : Com, 
couſin Szlence, and then to bed. 

Fal. You have here a goodly dwelling, and a rich, 

Shal. Barren, barren, barren : Beggers all, beggersal, 
Sir John : Marry, good air. Spread Davy, ſpread Day: 


Fal. This Davy ſerves you for good uſes : he is you 
Servingman, and your Hnsbandman. : 

Shal. A good Varlet,a good Varlet,a very good Varle, 
Sir John : 1 have drunk too much Sack at Supper. A good 
Varlet. Now fit down, now fit down : Come Couſin. 

Sil. Ah Sirrah, (quoth-a)) we ſhall do nothing but eat, 
and make good cheer, and praiſe Heaven for the merry 
year : when Fleſh is cheap, and Females dear, and luly 
Lads more here and there : ſo merrily, and eyer among 
ſo merrily. 

Fal. Theres a merry heart, good Maſter Slence. Ik 
drink your health. for that anon.. 

Shal, Good Maſter Bardolph : Some wine, Davy. 


Sir, it, Maſter Page, fit: good Maſter Page, ſit: Proface. 
W hat you want in meat, we'll have in drink : but you 


Shal. Be merry, Maſter Bardelph, and my little Soul: 


Sil, Be merry, be merry, my wife has all. 
For women are ſhrews, both ſhort and tall : 
"Tis merry in Hall, when Beards wag all : 
And welcome merry Shrover:de. Be merry, be merry: 
Fal. 1 did not think Maſter Silence had becn a mal of 
this Mettle. X 
S:1. Whol ? I have been merry twice and once,&re 80V 
Dav, Therc ts a diſh of Leather-coats for you. 
Shal. Davy. gy | 
. Dav. Your Worſhip : Ile be with 'you ſtreight. 4 
cup of Wine, Sir. ; | 
Sil. A Cup of Wine, that's brisk and fine, and drink 


unto the Leman mine : and a merry heart lives longs. 


Dav. Sweet Sir, ſit: Ple be with you anon : molt ſweet] 


1 


lit 


—— AS A Ms SS 


= we 
. wth 4.4 cu a 


m— 


A # 
——_—— 


The ſecond Part of King Henry the Fourth. 8 
F. Well ſaid, Mafter Silence. | es | VVith Dignities 
511, If we ſhall be merry, now comes 1n the ſweet of | Bard. O joyful day ! | | 


HH— 


MA 


the night- | | I would not take a Knighthood for my Fortune. 
£4. Health, and long life to you, Maſter Silence. Pift, VVhat ? I do bring good News. 
$11. Fill the Cup, and let it come. Ple pledge you,were't | Falft. Carry Maſter Silence to Bed : Maſter Shalow, 
, mile to the bottom. my Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, I am Fortunes 


cha, Honclt Bardolf,, welcome : If thou wantſt any | Steward. Get on thy Boots, we'll ride all night. Oh 
hiog and will not call, beſhrew thy heart, Welcome my | ſweet Piſtol : Away Bardolf : Come Piſtol, utter more 
tle tynE thief, and welcome indeed too : Ple drink to | to me : and withal deviſe ſomething to do thy ſelf good. 


Maſter Bardolf, and to all Cavileroes about Londor. Boot, Boot, Maſter Shalow, I know the young King is 
Dav. 1 hope to ſce London, once c©rel dye. ſick for me. Let us take any mans Horſes : The Laws of 
Bar, If | might ſee you there, Davy, England are at my commandment, Happy are they, 
<ul. You'll crack a quart together ? Ha, will you not, which have been my Friends : and wo unto tny Lord 

Maſter Bardolf ? Chief Juſtice. 

Bur. Yes Sir, in a pottle pot. Roe Piſt. Let Vultures vile ſeize on his Lungs alſo : 
5}. 1 thank thee : the Knave will ſtick by thee, I| Where is the Life that late 1 led, fay they ? 

an aſſure thee that. He will not out, he is true bred. V Vhy here it is, welcome thoſe pleaſant days. [ Exeurt. 
Bard, And Ile ſtick by him, Sir. ; 

Shal, Why _ pay rg _ ——_—_ merry. ——— — 
os at door there, ho : who KNOCKS * : 

_ W hy now you have don me right. | ; Scena ©uar E04. 

Si, Do me right, and dub me Knight, Saminge, Ir : 

not ſo? . Enter Hoſteſs Quickly , Doll Tear-ſheet, and Beadles. 

al, 'Tis ſo. 


Sil, It. ? Why then ſay an old man can do ſomewhat. Hoſteſs. No, thou arrant knave : I would 1 might di 
Dav, If it pleaſe your Worſhip, there's one Piſtol | that 1 might have thee hang'd : Thou haſt HS = 


come from the Court with News. . _ ſhoulder out of joynt. 
Fal. From the Court ? Let him come 1n; Off. The Conſtables have deliver*d her over to me: 
Enter Piſtol. and ſhe ſhall have Whipping cheer enough, 1 warrant her. 
How now, Piſtol ? : | There hath been a-man or two (lately ) kilFd about her. 
Pi, Sir Jobn, ſave you, Sir. | Dot. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lye : Come on, Ple tell 


Fil, What wind blew you hither, Piſtol ? . | thee what, thou damn'd Tripe-viſag'd Raſcal, if the Child 
2;f. Not the ill wind which blows none to good, ſweet | I now go with, do miſcarry, thou had'ſt better thou had'ſt 
Knight : Thou art now one of the greateſt men in the | ſtrook thy Mother, thon Paper-fac'd Villain. 
R = Hoſt, O that Sir Fohn were come, he would make this 
Sir, Indeed, 1 think he be, but Goodman Puff of | a bloody day to ſome body. But I would the Fruit of her 
Barſon. | ;7oo 'Woinb might miſcarry. : 
if. Puff ? puff in thy teeth,” molt recreant Coward | Offer. If it do, you ſhall have a dozen of Cuſhions 
baſe, Sir Fobn, 1 am thy Psſtol, and thy Friend : helter skel- | again, you have but eleven now; Come, I charge you | 
ter haye 1 rode to. thee, and tydings do 1 bring, and lucky | both go with me : for the man is dead, that you and Fi- 
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oyes, and golden Times, and happy News of price: — | fol beat among you. 

Fal. 1 prethee now deliver themy like a man of this | Do!. Ve tell thee what, thou thin mah in a Cenſdr 5 1 

VVorld. | . will have you as ſoundly ſwing'd for this, you blew- 
P;f. A footra for the VVorld, and V Vorldlings baſe, | Bott'd Rogue : you filthy famiſt?d CorreCtioner, if you | 

| ſpeak of Africa, and Golden Joys. be not ſwing'd, Ple forſwear half Kirtles. 
Fa. O baſe Aſſyrian Knight, what is thy News ? Off. Come, come, you ſhe-Knight-arrant, come. 

Let King Covitha know the truth thereof. Hoſt. O, that right ſhould rhns o*recome might. Well, | 
$i. And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and Jokn, of ſufferance comes eaſe. Il 
Pi. Shall dunghil Curs confront the Helicar ? Dd: Come you Rogue, come: | 

And ſhall good News be baffid ? Bring me to a Juſtice. | 

Then Piſtol lay thy head in Furies lap. Hoſt. Yes, come, you ſtary*d Blood-hound. if 
Shal. Honeſt Gentleman, Dot. Goodman Death, goodman Bones. f 

| know not your breeding. Hoſt. Thou Anatomy, thou. | 
Pit. VVhy then lament therefore; Dol. Come, you thin Thing: 

Shal, Give me pardon, Sir. | Come, you Raſcal. 
If, Sir, you come with News frotn the Court, 1 take it, | Of. Very well. [Exeunt. 


there is but two ways, either toutter them, or to con- 
cal them. I' am Sir, under the King, in ſome Authorrty. m— 


Pift. Under which King ? 
a ſpeak, or dye. a Scena Vunta. 
Shal. Under King Harry. | 
Poſt. Harry the Fourth ? or Fifth? Enter two Grooms. 
Shel. Harry the Fourth. | . Ju | 
Pit. A footra for thine Office. —_ 1, Groom. More Ruſhes, more Ruſhes. | 
ar Jokr,, thy tender Lamb-kin now is King, 2, Groom; The Trumpets have ſounded twice. | 
Harry the Fifth's the man, I ſpeak the truth. 1. Groo.It will be two of the Clock ere they come from | 
VVhen Piſtol lyes, do this, and fig-me, like the Coronation. [C Exeunt Grooms. | 
bragging Spaniard. | E - | 
5 6 Vhat, is the old King dead ? | Enter Falſtaff, Shallow, Piſtol, Bardolf, and Page. | 
iff. As nail in door. 
things | ſpeak are juſt, Falſt aff. Stand here by me, M. Robert Shallow, E will | 
Fal. Away Bardolf, Saddle my Horſe, make the King do you Grace. I will leer upon him, as 


Maſter Robert Shallow, chooſe what Office thou wilt | he comes by : and do but mark the countenance; that he 
| P the Land#*tis thine, Pifol, 1 will double charge thee} will give me. | 


te. 
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The ſecond Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


iftcl. Bleis thy Lungs, good Knight. : | That I have turn*d away my former ScIf, 
Falſt. Come here 7:/tol, ftand behind me. O, if I had | So will I thoſe that kept me Company. 
had time to have made new Liveries, I would have be- | W hen thou do?ſt hear I am, as I have bin, 


{towed the thouſand pound I borrowed of you. But it is | Approach me, and thou ſhalt be as thou wagt, 


me. 


| no matter, this poor ſhew doth better : this doth infer | The Tutor and the Feeder of my Riots : 


the zeal l had to ſee him. | Till then, 41 baniſh thee, on pain of death 


| in every Part. 


Shel. It doth ſo. : | 
Fal/t. It ſhews my earneſtneſs in affection. 
Pit. It doth fo. 
Falſt. My devotion. 
Fiſt. It doth, it doth, it doth. 
Falſt. As it were to ride day and night, 
And not to deliberate, not to remembcr, 


Not to have patience to ſhift me. 

Shal. It is moſt certain. 

Falſt. But to ſtand ſtained with Travel and ſweating 
with deſire to ſee him, thinking of nothing elſe, putting 
all Afﬀairs in oblivion, as if there were nothing elſe to be 
done, but to ſee him. ; 

Pije. *Tis ſemper idem ; for abſque þoc_nibil eft. *Tis all 


Shal. ?Tis ſo indeed. 
P;t. My Knight, 1 will enflame thy Noble Liver, and 


| make thee rage. Thy Dol, and Helen . of thy Noble: 


thoughts is in baſe Durance, and contagious priſon - Hald 
thither by moſt Mechanical and durty hands. Rowze up 


| Revenge from Ebon den, with fell Aletto's Snake, for 
| DoPs in. Piſtol ſpeaks nought bur troth. | 


Falſt. 1 will deliver her. | 
Piſt. There roar'd the Sea : and Trumpet Clangour 
ſounds. 


_ The Trumpets ſound. Enter King Henry the Fifth, 
Brothers, Lord Chief-Fuſtice. | 
Falft. Save thy Grace, King Hall, my Royal #all. . | 
Piſt. The Heavens thee guard and keep, moſt Royal 
Imp of Fame. ? og 
Falſt. *Saye thee, my ſweet Boy. | 
King. My Lord Chief Juſtice, ſpeak to that vain man. 
Ch, Juſt. Have you your wits ? | 
Know you what *tis you ſpeak ? | 
Falſt. My King, my Fove , I ſpeak to thee, my heart. 
King. 1 know thee not, old man : Fall to thy Prayers: 
How ill white Hairs bzcome a Fool, and Jeſter ? 


Bat being awake, I do deſpiſe my dream. 


| Make leſs thy Body, ( hence) and more thy Grace, 


Leave gormandizing. Know the Grave doth gape 


4 For thee, thrice wider than for other men. 


Reply not to me, with a Fool-born Jeſt, 


| Preſume not, that I am the thing I was, 


I have long drean'd of ſuch a kind of man, | 
:| So ſurfeit-ſwelPd, ſo old, and fo prophane : 


As I have done the reſt of my Mileaders, 


Not to-come near our -Perſon, by ten mile. 
For competence of life, | will allow you,. 
That lack of means enforce you not to evil : 
And as we hear you do redeem your ſelves, 
We will according to your ſtrength, and Qualities, 
Give you advancement. Be it your charge ( my Lord) 
To ſee perforn'd the tenure of our word. Set on. 
LExit King, 
Falſt. Maſter Shallow, 1 owe you a thouſand pound. 
Shal. 1 marry, Sir John, which I beſeech you to let me 
have home with me. 
Falſt. That can hardly be, M.-Shallow, do not you priey 
at. this I ſhall be ſenr for in private to him : Look y 


| he muſt ſeem thus to the world : fear not your Advance 


ment: | will be the man yet, that ſhall make you Great, 

Shal. I cannot well perceive how, unleſs you ſhould 
give me your Doubler, and ſtuff me out with ſtraw, Lhe 
leech you, good Sir John, let me have five hundred of Nj 
thouſand. 

Falſt. Sir, I will be as good: as my word. This, thay 
heard, was but a colour. 

Shal. A colovur 1 fear, that you will dye in, Sir Joh, 

Fal. Fear no Colours, go with me to dinner : 
Come Lieutenant Piſtol, come Bardolf, 


| I ſhall be ſent for ſoon at night. 


Ch. Fuſt. Go carry Sir John Falſtaff to the Fer, 
Take all his company along with hum. 

Falſt. My Lord, My Lord. 

Ch. Fuft. 4 cannot now ſpeak, I will hear you ſoon: 
Take them away. 

Pift. Si fortuna me tormento, ([pera me contento, 

LExit. Manet Lancaſter, and Chief Juſtice. 

\Fobn. 1 like this fair proceeding of the Kings, 
He hath intent his wonted Followers 
Shall be'very well provided for : 
But are baniſht, till their Converſations 
Appear more wiſe, and modeſt in the world. 

Ch, Fuſt. And fo they are. 

John. The King hath call'd his Parliame, 
My Lord. ; 

Ch. Fuſt. He hath. 

John, 1 will lay odds, that ©re this year expire, 
We bear our Civil Swords, and Native fire 
As far as France. I heard a bird ſo ing, : 
Whoſe Muſick (to my thinking) pleas'd the King, 
Come, will you hence ? [Excut 


For Heaycn doth know.( ſo ſhall the world perceive) 
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Ir, my Fear then, 'my Curteſie ; laſt; my Speech, My Fear, is your Diſpleaſure ; my Curt#ſi:, my 

Duty . and Speech, to beg your-Pardons. It you Jook tor a good Speech now, you undo me : for 

what I have to fay, is of mine own making, and wha: ( indeed ) I ſhould fay, will ( I doubt ) prove 

mine own marring. But to the Purpoſe, and -1o ro the Venture. Be it known to you, (as It is very 

well) | was Jately here in the end of a diſpleating Play, to pray your Patience. for it, and to promiſe 

better, I did mean ( indeed ) to pay you with this, which it ( like an ill Venture) it come unluckily home, 

who _ 4 you, my gehtle, Creditors loſe : Here [ promilſt you I would be, and. here I commit my Body to 

_ dies : Bate me ſoine, and 1 will pay you ſome, and ( as moſt D:btors do ) promiſe you infjnitely. 

your ny * > cam you to acquit me, will you command me to uſe my Legs ? And yet that were but 

ha »y to dance out of your debr : But a good Conlſci-nce will make any pollible fatisfaction, and fo 

hgh PN the Gentlewomen here have forgotten me ; if the Gentlewomen will not, then the Gentlemen do not 
mw -h the Gentlewomen, which was never ſeen before in ſuch an aflembly. : 

—_— d more, 1 befeech you : if you be not too-much cloid with Fat meat, our humble Authour will continue 

_ Suh Sir John in it ) and make you merry with fair Xatherine of France: where ( for any thing I know ) 

” of Tal die of a Sweat, unleſs already he be ki'Pd with your hard Opinions : for Oldcaſtle died a Martyr, 

ij this is not the man. My Tongue is weary, when my Legs are too, 1 will bid you good night; and fo kneel 


| om before you : (But indeed) to pray for the Queen- 
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Enter Prologue. 


, For a Muſe of Fire, that would aſcend 


—_— 


On your imaginary Forces work, 


The brighteſt Heaven of Invention, Suppoſe within the Girdle of theſe Walls 
A Kingdom for a Stage, Princes to att, Are now confi id two mighty Monarchs, 
And Monarchs to behold the ſwelling Scene. " | Whoſe bigh, up-reard, and abutting Fronts, 
Then ſbould the Warlike Harry, like himſelf, _ The perillous narrow Ocean parts aſunder. 
| Aſſume the Port of Mars, and at is heels Piece out our imperfettions with your thoughts : 


( Leaſbt in, like hounds) ſhul! F,zmine, Sword, and Fire Into a thouſand parts divide one Man, 
And make imaginary Puiſſance. 
Think, when we talk of Horſes, that you ſee them 


The fiat unraiſed Spirit, that hath dar'd, 


On this unworthy Scaffold, to bring forth Printing their prond Hoof's Pth* recerving Earth : 
So great an Objef, Can this Cock:Pit hold For *tis your thoughts that now muſt ak our Kings, 
| The vaſty Field of France ? Or may we cramm Carry them bere and there.: jumping Ore Times , 
Within this Wooden O the very Casket | Terning th? accompliſhment of many years 
| That did affright the Air at Agincourt ? Into an Hour.glaſs : for the which ſupply, 
O pardon : ſince a crooked Figure may Aamit me' Chorus to this Hiſtory ;, 
. | Arreſt in little place a Million, - "bo 4 mig your humble patience pray, 
| And let us, Cyphers to this great Accompt, Gently to heare, kindly to judge our Play. [Exit, 


Attus Primus. Scena Prima. 
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Ems VV One 


| Ihe Ely. But what prevention ? 


Enter the Biſhops of Canterbury, and Ely. Bſh. Cant. The King is full of grace, and fair regard. 
Biſh. Ely. And a true lover of the Holy Church. 
Biſh. Cant. Biſh. Cant. The courſes of his youth promigd it not, 
Y Lord, Þle tell you, that ſelf Bill is urg'd, The breath no ſooner left his Fathers Body, 
Which in th” eleventh year of the laſt Kings Reign | But that his wildneſs mortif”d 1n him, 
Was like, and had indeed againſt us paſt, Seem*d to die too - yea at that very moment, 
But that the ſcambling and unquiet time Conſideration, like an Angel, came, 
Did puſh it out of farther Queſtion. {| And whipt th? offending Adam out of him, 


Biſh. Ely. But how, my Lord, ſhall we reſiſt it now ? | Leaving his Body as a Paradiſe, ; 
Biſh. Cant. It mult be thought on : if it paſs againſt vs, | T* inv<lope and contain Celeſtial Spirits. 


We loſe the better part of our Poſſeſſion : Never was ſuch a ſudden Scholar made : 
For all the Temporal Lands, which men devout | Never came Reformation in a Flood 
By Teſtament have given te the Church, With ſuch a heady current, ſcowring Faults : 
Would they ſtrip from us ; being valuw'd thus, ; Nor never Hydra-hcaded Wiltylneſs 
As much as would maintain, to the King's Honour, | So ſoon did lole his Scat, and all at once, 
' | Full fifteen Earls, and fifteen hundred | Knights, As in this King. ods 
Six thouſand and two hundred -good Eſquires : | Biſh. Ely. Weere bleſſed in the-Change. 
And to relief of Lazars, and weak age iſh, Cant. Hear him but reaſon in Divinity, 
- JOſindigent faint Souls, paſt corporal toyl, Ard all-admiring, with an inward wiſh 
A hundred Alms-houſes, right well ſupplyd : You would delire the King were made a Prelate. 
| And to the Coffers of the King, beſide, Hear him debate of Common-wealth. Aﬀairs ; 
A thouſand pound by th? year. Thus runs the Bill. You would ſay, it hath been all in all his ſtudy :. 
. -Biſh. Ely. This would drink deep, Liſt his diſcourſe of War, and you ſhall hear 
B:ſh. Cant. *T would drink the Cup and all. A fearful Battel rendred you in Muſick. Tb 


- - 


—  c ———— 
 —_——_ » -— - + 


-— — - 


Fy F} » > = = 1 A120 


Py — OY wo} Tx» TD 


| 


oa _ — Life of King Henry the Fifth. 


© . 

Torn him to any Cauſe of Policy, 

The Gordian Knot of it he will unlooſe, 

Familtar as his Garter : that when he ſpeaks; 
The Air, a Charter*d Libertine, is til}, 

And the mute Wonder lurketh in mens cars, 

To ſteal his ſweet and honied Sentences : 

& that the Art and Prattick part of Lite 

Vaſt be the Miltreſs to his I heorique. 
Which is a wonder how his Grace ſhould glean it; 
cince his addiction was to courſes vain, 

Ais companies unletter?d, rude, and ſhallow, 

vis Hours filPd up with Riots, Banquets, Sports 3 
And nzver noted in him any ſtudy, 

Any retirement, any ſequeſtration 

From open Haunts and Popularity. | 

B, Ely. The Strawbzrry grows underneath the Nettle, 
And wholſom Berries thrive and ripen belt, 
Neighbour?d by fruit of baſer quality : 

And fo the Prince obſcur'd his Contemplation 
1:4:r the vait of wildneſs, which (no doubt ) 
Grew like the Summer Graſs, falteſt by Night, 

1,ſeen, yet creſcive in his faculty. 

Z. Can. It muſtbe ſoz for Miracles are ceas'd: 
And therefore we muſt needs admit the Means, 
How things are perfected. 

B. Ely. But, my good Lord: 

How now for mitigation of this Bill, 
Urg'd by the Commons ? doth his Majeſty 
incline to it, or no ? 

B. Can. He ſeems indifferent : 

Or rather ſwaying more upon our part, 

Than cheriſhing th'exhibiters againlt us 2 

For I have made an offer to his Majeſty, 
Upon our Spiritual Convocation, 

And in regard of Cauſes now in hand, 
Which I have open*d to his Grace at large; 
As touching France, to give a greater Sum, 
Than ever at. one time the Clergy yet 

Did to his Predeceſſors part withal; _ 

3. Ely. How did this Offer ſeem receiv*d, my Lord ? 

B. Cant, With good acceptance of his Majeſty : 
Gye that there was not time enough to hear, 

As [ perceiv?d his Grace would fain have done, 
The ſeverals and unhidden paſlages 

Of his true Titles to ſome certain Dukedomes, 
And generally, to the Crown and ſeat of France, 
Deriv*d from Edward, his great Grandfather. _ 

B, Ely. What was tPimpediment, that broke this off ? 

B. Cant. The French Ambaſſador upon that inſtant 
Cray'd audience : and the hour I think 1s come, 
To give him. hearing : 1s it four a Clock ? 


B. Cant, Then go we in to know his Emballic 
Which I could with a ready gueſs declare, 
Before the Frenchman ſpeaks a word of it. 
B, Ely. Ple wait upon you, and 1 long to hear it. 
[ Excut, 


Enter the King, Humfrey, Bedford , Clarence, War- 
wick ; Weſtmerland, ana Exeter. 


| King, Where is my gracious Lord of Canterbury ? 


Exeter, Not here in preſence. 
King, Send for him, good Uncle. 
Weftm. Shall we call in the Ambaſſadour,my Liege ? 
King. Not yet, my Couſin : we would be refoly'd, 
Before we hear him, of ſome things of weight, 
That task our thoughts, concerning us and France, 
Enter two Biſhops. 
B. Cant. God and his Angels guard your facred 
And make you long become it. ( Throjhe, 
King. Sure we thank you, 
My learned Lord, we pray you to proceed, 
And juſtly and religiouſly unfold, 


PP. 


B, Ely. It 1s. | 


4 


Why the Law Salthe, that they have in France, 
Or thould , or ſhould not bar us in our Claim : 
And God forbid, my dear and faithful Lord, 
That you ſhoul1 taſhion, wrelt, or bow your reading; 
Or nicc:ly charge your underſtanding Soul 
With opening Titles miſcreate, whoſe right 
Sutes nor 1n native colours with the truth - 
For God doth know, how many now in health 
Shall drop their blood, in approbation 
Of what your Reverence ſhall incite us to. 
Therefore take heed how you impawn our Perſon, 
How you awake onr lleeping Sword of War : 
We charge you in the nanie of God take heed : 
For never two ſuch Kingdoms did contend 
Without much fall of Blood, whoſe guiltleſs drops 
Are every one, a Woe, a fore Complaint, 
*Gainſt him, whoſe Wrong gives edge unto the Swords ? 
That makes ſach waſte in brief Mortality. 
Under this Conjuration, ſpeak my Lord ; 
For we will hear, note, and beheve in heart, 
That whart you ſpeak is in your Conſcience waſht, 
As pure as fin with Baptiſm. 
5.Cant. Then hear me,gracious Soveraign.,and you Peers, 
That owe your ſelves, your lives, and ſervices, 
To this Imperial Throne. There is no bar 
To make againſt your Highneſs claim to Frarce, | 
But this which they produce from Pharamond, 
In terram Sa team Multeres ve ſuccedant, 
No Woman ſhall ſucceed in Saltke Land : 
Which Salike Land, the French unjuſtly gloze 
To be the Realm of France, and Pharamond 
The Founder of this Law and female Bar. 
Yer their own Authours faithfully affirm, 
That the Land Saltke is in Germ&ny, 
Between the Floods of Sata and of Elve : 
Where Charles the Great having ſubdu'd the Saxons, 
There left behind and ſettled certain French : 
Who holding in diſdain the German Women, 
For ſome diſhoneſt manners of their life, 
Eſtabliſht then this Law; to wit, Na Female 
Should be Inheritrix in Sabke Land : 
W hich Salike (as I faid ) *twixt Elve and Sala, 
Is at this day in Germany calPd Meiſen. 
Then doth it well appear : the Sahke Law 
V Vas not deviſed for the Realm of France: | 
Nor did the Frexch poſloſs the Salike Land, 
Until four hundred one and twenty years | 
After defunCtion of King Pharamond, | 
[dely ſuppos?d the Founder of this Law, 
VVhodied within the year of our Redemption, 
Four hundred twenty ſix : and Charles the Great 
Subdwd the Saxo2s, and did ſeat the French 
B2yond the River Sal, in the year 
Eight hundred five. BAidcs, their V Vriters ſay, 
King Pepin, which depeſed Ch:lderthe, 
Did, as Heir general, being deſcended 
Of Blithild, which was Daughter to King Clethair, 
Make Claim and Title to the Crown of Frexce ; 
Hagh Capet alſo, who uſurp't the Crown 
Of Charles the Duke of Lorain, ſole Heir male 
Of the true Linz and ſtock of Charles the great : 
To find his Title with ſome ſhews of truth, 
Though in pure truth ir was corrupt aud naught; 
Convey'd himſelf as t*Heir to th*Lady Lingare, 
Daughter to Chariemaiv, who was the Son 
To Lewes the Emperour, and Lewes the Son _ 
Of Charles the Great : alſo King Lewes the Tenth, 
V Vho was ſole Heir to the Uſurper Caper, 
Could not keep quiet in his Conſciznce, 
V Vearing the Crown of France, till fatisfied, | 
That fair Queen 1ſabel, his Grandmother, 1 
V Vas Lineal of the Lady Ermengere, 
Daughter to Charles the foreſaid Duke of Lorais : 
By the which Marriage, the Line of Charles the Great | 
24.4 VVay | 


— 
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'| Thanamply to .imbar their crooked Titles, 


| Look back into your mighty Anceſtors : 


]Fromwhom you claim ; invoke his Warlike Spirit, 
| And your great Uncle, * Edward the Black Prince, 


| Forrage in blood of French Nobility. 


| 


| And with your puiſſant Arm renew their Feats ; 
| Ripe for Exploits and mighty Enterpriſes. 


'| As did the former Lions of your Blood. 


| In aid whereof, we of the Spirituality 


{ With ample and brim fulneſs of his force, 


| 


| Hath ſhook and trembled at thill neighbourhood. 


go 


Was re-united to the Crown of France, 

So, that as clear as is the Summers Sun, 

King Pepir's Title, and Hugh Caper's Claim, 
King Lewes his ſatisfaction, all appear 

To hold in Right and Title of the Female : 

So do the Kings of France upon this day. 
Howbeit, they would hold up this Salique Law, 
To bar your Highneſs claiming from the Female, 
And rather chuſe to hide them in a Net, 


——e——— 


Uſurpt from you and your Progenitors. 9 
King.May 1 with Right and Conſcience make this Claim? 
Biſh. Cant. The fin upon my head, dread Soveraign : 

For in the Book of Numbers, it is writ, 

When the man dies, let the Inheritance 

Deſcend unto the Daughter. Gracious Lord, 

Stand for your own, unwind your bloody Flag : 


Go, my dread Lord, to your great Grandſires Tomb, 


Who on the French ground play*da Tragedy, 
Making defeat on the full Power of France : 
Whiles his moſt Mighty Father on a Hill 
Stood ſmiling, to behold his Lyons Whelp 


O Noble'Ezgliſh, that could entertain, 
With half their Forces, the full pride of Frarce, 
And let another half ſtand laughing by, 
And out of work, and cold for action. 
Biſh. Ely. Awake remembrance of theſe valiant dead, 


You are their Heir, you ſit upon their Throne : 
The Blood and Courage that renowned them, 
Runs in your Veins: and my thrice-puiſlant Liege 
Is in the very May-Morn tof his Youth, 


Exe. Your Brother Kings and Monarchs of the Earth 
Do all expect, that you ſhould rouze your ſelf, 
{ might , 
Weſt. They know your Grace hath cauſe, and means, and 
So hath your Highneſs, never King of England 
Had Nobles richer , and more loyal Subjects, 
Whoſe Hearts have left their Bodies here in England, 
And lie pavillion'd in the Field of Frarce. | 
Biſh. Cant. O let their Bodies follow, my dear Liege, 
With Blocd, and Sword,and Fire, to win your Right : 


Will raiſe your Highaeſs ſuch a mighty Sum, 
As never did the Clergy at 'one time 
Bring in to any of your Anceſtors. 
K ing. We mult not onely arm Yinvade the French, 
Burt lay down our Proportions, to defend 
Againlt the Scot, who will make road upon us, 
With all advantages. 
Biſh. Can. They of thoſe Marches, gracious Sovcraign, 
Shall be a Wall ſufhcient to defend 
Our in-land from the pilfering Borderers. 
King. We donot mean the courling ſaatchers onely, 
But fear the main intendment of the Scor, 
Who hath been ftill a giddy Neighbour to us : 
For you ſhall read, that my great Grandfather 
Never went with his Forces into Frazce, 
But that the Scor, on his unturnitht Kingdom, 
Cam? pouring like a Tide into a Breach, 


Galling the gleaned Land with hot aſlays, 
Girding with grievous ſiege, Caſtles and Towns: 
That En9land being empty of defence, 


B. Can. She hath bin then more fear*d than harm'd,my |} 
For hear her but exampPd by her ſelf, ( Liege, 
When ail her Chivalry hath been in Fraxce, 

And ſhe a mourning Widow of her Nobles, 
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| Put into parts, doth kc -pin ore conſent, 
'| Congrecing in a full aud natural cloſe, 
Like Mulick. 


— 


She hath her ſelf not onely well defended, 

But taken and impounded as a Stray, 

The King of Scots : whom ſhe did ſend to Fraxce 
To fill King Edwars*s fame with Priſoner Kings, * 
And make their Chronicle as rich with praiſe, 

As is the Ow/e and bottom of the Sea 

With ſunken Wrack, and ſum-leſs Treaſuries. 

Bib. Ely. Bur there's a ſaying very old and true; 

If that you will France win, then with Scotland firſt beoin 
For once the Eagle ( England) being in prey, 
To her ungarded Neſt, the Weazel ( Scur ) 

Comes ſneal:ing, and fo ſucks her Princely Eggs 
Playing the Mouſe in abſence of the Car, ? 

To tame and havock more than ſhe can cat. 

Exer. ic follows then, the Cat mult ſtay at home: 
Yet that is bur a crull'd a-ccſlity ; : 
Since we have Locks to i+fcguard Neceſſaries, 

And pretty Traps tc + ch the pctty Thieves. 
While that the Arr: - hand duth fight abroad, 
TtPadviſcd head defen 's it felf at home : 


For Government, though high, and low, and lower, 


Cant. Therefore doth Heaven divide 
The {tate of m21 in divers tunCtions, 
SerLing Cnc .aVSur in couutinual Motion : 
To whic'. 1s fixed, asan Aim or Butt, 
Obcdi.nce : for ſo work the Hony Bees, 
Cr:ztures that by a rul-. in Nature teach 
The Act of Order to 4 7eopled Kir2dom. 
They have a King, art:4 Officers of orts, 
Where ſome like Mas Frates cort<Ct at home : 
Others, like Merchar. -- venture T-2de abroad :; 
Others, like Souldiers rmed in the:: ſtings, = 
Make boot upou :.12 Summers Velye: buds : 
Which pillage, they with merry march bring home 
To the Tent-Royal of their Emperor : 
Who bulied in his Majeſties ſurveys, 
The ſinging Maſon building roofs of Gold, 
The civil Citizens kneading up the Hony 
The poor Mechanick Porters, crowding in 
Their heavy Burthens at his narrow gate ; 
The fſad-ey*d Juſtice with his ſurly hum, 
Delivering o're to Executors pale 
The lazy yawning Drone : I this infer, 
That many things having full reference 
To one conſent, may work contrariouſly, 
As many Arrows looſed ſeveral ways 
Come to one mark : as many ways meet in one town; 
As many freſh ſtreams mee: in ore falt Sea z 
As many Lines cloſe in the Dials center : 
So may a thouſand actions once a foot, 
And in one purpoſe, and be all well born 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege; 
Divide your happy Ergland into four, 
Whereof, take you one quarter into France, 
And you withall ſhall make all Gala ſhake, 
[f we with thrice ſuch Powers left at home, 
Cannot defend our own doors from the dog, 
Let us be worried, and our Nation loſe 
The name of hardineſs and policie. 

King, Callin the Meſlengers ſent from the Dolphin. 

Now are we all reſolv*d, and by Gods help 
And yours, the noble ſinews of our Power ; 
France being ours, well bend it to our Awe, 
Or break it all to pieces. Or there we'll ſit, 
( Ruling in large and ample Emperic, 
re France, and all her (almoſt) Kingly Dukedoms ) 
Or lay theſe Bones in an unworthy Urn, 
Tombleſs, with no remembrance over them : 
Either our Hiſtory ſhall with full mouth 
Speak freely of our Acts, or elfe our Grave 
Like Turkiſh mute, ſhall have a tongucleſs mouth, 
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Not worſhipt with a waxen Epitaph, 
Entcr Ambaſſadors of France. 


e we well prepar*d to know the pleaſure 
Your fair Couſin Dolphin : for we hear, 
Your greeting is from him, not from the King. 
Anb. May't pleaſe your Majeſty to give us leave 
rreely co render what we have in Charge : 
Or ſhall we ſparingly ſhew you far oft 
The Dolphi”s meaning, and our Embaſſie. | 
King. We are no Tyrant, but a Chriltian King, 
Unto whoſe grace our paſſion is as ſubject 
As is Our Wretches fettred in our Pciſons : © 
Therefore with frank and with uncurbed plainnels, 
Tell us the Dolphiz*s mind. 
Amb. Thus then in few : 
Your Highneſs lately ſending into France, = 
Did claim ſome certain Dukedoms, 1n the right | 
of your great Predeceſlor, King Edward the third. 
1 anſiver of which Claim, the Prince our Maſter 
6435 that you ſavour roo much of your yourh, 
And bids you be advisd : There's nought in France 
That can be with a nimble Galliard won ; 
You cannot revel into Dukedoms there, 
He therefore ſends you, meeter for your ſpirit, 
This Tun of Treaſure ; and in lieu of this, 
Deſires you let the Dukedoms that you claim 
Hear no more of you. This the Dolphin ſpeaks. 
King, What Treaſure, Uncle ? 
Exe. Tennis-balls, my Liege. . 
Kins, We are glad the Dolphin is ſo pleaſant with us, 
His Preſent, and your pains we thank you for : 
When we have match*d our Rackets to theſe Balls, 
We will in France (by Gods grace) play a ſet, 
Shall ſtrike his Father*s Crown into the hazard. 
Tell-him he hath made a match with ſuch a Wrangler, 
That all the Courts of France will be diſturb'd 
With Chaces. And we underſtand him well, 
How he comes Ore us with our wilder days, 
Not meaſuring what uſe we made of them. 
We never valu'd this poor ſeat of England, 
And therefore living hence, did give our ſelf 
To barbarous licenſe : and ®ris common, 
That men are merrielſt, when they are from home - 
But tell the Dolphin, I will keep my State, 
Belikea King, and ſhew my ſayl of Greatneſs, 
When 1 do rowze me in my Throne of Frazxce, 
For that I have laid by my Majeſty, 
And plodded like a man for working days : 
But] will riſe there with fo full a glory, 
ThatI will dazle all the Eyes of France, 
Yea ſtrike the Dolphin blind to look on us. 
And tell the pleaſant Prince, this Mock of his 
Hath turn'd his Balls to Gun-ſtones, and his Soul 
Shall ſtand ſore charg?d, for the waſteful Vengeance | 
That ſhall flye with them : For many a thouſand Widows 
Shall this his Mock mock out of their dear Husbands ; 
Mock Mothers from their Sofhs, mock Caltles down : 
And ſome are yet ungotten and unborn, 
That ſhall have cauſe to curſe the Dolphir?s ſcorn. 
But this lyes all within the will of God, 
Towhom I do appeal, and in whoſe name 
Tell you the Dolphin, I am coming on, 
To venge me as I may, and to put forth 
My rightful hand in a well-hallow*d cauſe. 
5 get you hence in peace, and tell the Dolphin, 
His Jeſt will ſavor but of ſhallow wit, 
When thouſands ng more than did laugh at it. 


Convey them with ſate conduct. Fare ye well. 
: [ Exennt Ambaſſadors. 


Exe, This was a. merry Meſſage. 
Kins, We hope to make the Sender bluſh at it: 


Theretore, my Lord's omit no happy hour, 


.| And by their hands, this grace of Kings mult dye, 
-| 1f Hell and Treaſon hold their promiſes, 


| We'll nor offend one ſtomack with our Play. 


] and well be all three ſworn Brothers to France : Ler's 1 


q 


'  Nim, Good morrow, Lieutenant Bardolph. 


That may give furttPrance to our Expedition ; 

For we have now na thought in us but Fraxce, 

Save thoſe to God, that run before our buſineſs, 

[ herefore let our Proportions for theſe Wars 

Be ſoon collected, and all things thought upon, 

[ hat may wich reaſonable ſwittneſs add 

More Feathers to our Wings : For God before, 

Well chide this Do!phin at his Fathers door. 

[ herefore l2t every man now task his thought, 

That this fair Action may on foot be brought. [Exeunt. 
Flouriſh. Enter Chorus. 

Now all the Youth of Ezgland are on fire, 

And ſilken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lyes : 

Now thrive the Armourers, and Honours thought 

Reigns ſolely in the breaſt of every man. 

They {11 the Paſture now, to buy the Horſe, 

Following the Mirror of all Chriſtian Kings, 

\Vith winged heels as Engliſh Aercuries. 

For now lit3 cxcctation 1a the Air, 

Ard hides a Sword, frem Hilts unto the Point, 

\Vith Crowns i.nperial, Crowns and Coronets, 

Promisd to Har:y, and his Followers. 

The French advigd by good intelligence 

Of this moſt dreadful preparation, 

Shake in their tear, and with pale Policy 

Scek to divert the Ez21:{ purpoſes. 

O Exgland : Model to thy wward Gieatneſs, 

Like little Body with a mighty Heart : 

What mighvlt thou do, that Honour would thee do, - 

Were all thy Children kind and natural : 

But ſee, thy fault France hath in thee found out, 

A neſt of hollow boſoms, which he fills | 

With treacherous Crowns, and three corrupted men: | 

One Rcchard Earl of Cambridge, and the ſecond | 

Henry Lord Scroop of MMaſham, and the third | 

Sir 1homas Gray Knight of Northumberland, 

Have for the Gilt of France (O Guilt indeed) 

Confirn*d Conſpiracy with fearful France, 


E*re he take ſhip for France ;, and in Southar#pton, 
Linger your patience on, and we'll digeſt | 
Tty2buſe of diſtance; . force a play: . 4 
The ſum is pay*d, the Traitors are agreed, | 
The King is ſet for London, and the Scene 
Is nowtranſported (Gentles) to.Southampron, 
Theres the play-houſe now, there mult you fir, | 
And thence to France ſhali we convey you ſafe, 
And bring you back : Charming the narrow Seas 
To give you gentle Paſs: for it we may, 


But till the King come forth, and not till then, 
Unto Southampton we do ſhift our Scene. 


[ Exit, 


Enter Corporal Nim, and Lieutenant Bardolph. | 


Bar.. Well met, Corporal Njm. i 


Bar. What, are Ancient Piſtol and you Friends yet? } 
Nim. For my part, 1 care not :. I fay little : but when | 
| time ſhall ſerve, there ſhall be ſmiles, but that ſhall be 
as It may. 1 dare not fight, but I will wink, and hold out | 
mine Iron : It is but a ſimple one, but what though ? It will 
tot cheeſe, and it will endure cold, as another mans | 
ſword will :.and there's an cnd. | 
Bar. 1 will beſtow a breakfaſt to make+-you. Friends, 


be ſo, good Corporal Nm. | 
Nim, Faith, 1 will live ſo long as I may, that's the cer- | 
tain of it : and when I cannot live any longer, I will do 
as I may:: "That 1s my reſt: that is the rendezyous of it. 
Bar. It is certain, Corporal, tizt he is marricd to 
Nel Quickly, and certainly ſhe did you Wrong, for you | 
were troth-plight to her. 


| 


Nim 


—— 


w_—— —_— 
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} An, | cannot tell, Things mult bz as they may - 
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men | 

may flzep, and they may have their throats about them 

at chat time, and foie fay, knives Rave cdges: It mult be 

45 it may, though patience bz a tyred name, yet ſhe will 

"lod, there muſt be Conclulions, well, I cannot tell. 
Exter Piſtol, and Quickly. 

Bar. Here comes Ancient P:ſfol and his Wife : good 
Corporal, bz patient here. How now, mine Hoſte P:ſtol ? 

Pijt, Baſe Tyke, calPit thon me Hoſte, now by this 
hand, I ſwear I fcorn the term: nor ſhall my Nel keep 
Lodgcrs. 

Hvyj#, Noby my troth, not long : For we cannot lodge 
aad board a dozen or fourteen Gentlewomen that live 
honeltly by the prick of their Needles, but it will be 
thought we keep a Bawdy-houſe ſtraight. O welliday 
Lady, if he be not hewn now, we ſhall fee wilful Adultery 
and Murther committed. 

Bar. Good Licutenant, Good Corporal, offer nothing 
| here. Nim, Piſh. 

Pijt, Piſh for thee, Iſland dog : thou prickear?d Cur of 
Iſland. 

Hot. Good Corporal Nim, ſhew thy Valour, and put 
up thy Sword. 

Nim, Will you ſhog off ? I would have you Sclus. 

Piſt. Solus, cgregious Dog z, © Viper vile; The ſolus 
in thy moſt marvellous face, the ſolzs in thy tecth, and 
in thy throat, and in thy hateful Lungs, yea in thy Maw 
perdy; and which is worſe within thy naſty mouth. 1 
do retort the /ol«s in thy Bowels, for I can take, and 7:- 


| foPÞs cock is up, and flaſhing fire will follow. 


Nim. 1 am not Barbaſon, you cannot conjure me: 1 


| have an humour to knock you indifferently well : If you 
| grow foul with me, Piſtol, I will ſcour you with my 


Rapier, as I may in fair terms. If you would walk 


| of, I would prick your guts a little in good tcrms, as 
{I may, and that?s the humor of ir. 


Pi#. O Braggard vile, and damned furious wight, 
The Grave doth gape, and doting death is near, 
Therefore exhale. 

{ Bar, Hear me, hear me what I ſay: He that ſtrikes 


| the firſt ſtroak, le run him up tothe hilts,asI am a Souldier. 


\ Pit, An Oath of mickle might, and fury ſhall abate. 
Give me thy filt, thy fore-foot to me give : Thy ſpirits 
are molt tall. 

A'im. I will cut thy throat one time or other in fair 
terms, that is the humor of it. 

Fijtol. Conple a gorge that is the word. I dehie thee a- 
gain. O hound of Creer, thinF*lt thou my ſpouſe to get ? 
No, to the Spirzrle go, and from the Powdring tub of in- 
famy, fetch forth the Lazer Kit of Creſſid*s kind, Dol 
Tear-ſhxet, ſhe by name, and her eſpouſe. I have, and 1 
will hold the Qzondam Quickly for the only ſhe: and 
Pauca, there's enough to go to. 

Enter the Boy, 

Boy. Mine Hoſle Piffo!, you muſt *come to my Ma- 
| ſter, and your Hoſteſs: He is very ſick and would to bcd.. 
Good B.rdolph, put thy face betweea the ſheets, and do 
the Office of a Warming-man : Faith, hes very ill. 

Bard. Away, you Rogue. | 

Hoſt: By my troth, hell yield the Grow a pudding one 


of theſe dayes : the King has kilfd his heart. Good 
Husband come preſently. [ Exit, 
Bxr. Come, ſhall I make you two Friends, We mult 


to France together : why the Devil ſhould we keep Knives 
to cut. one another?s throats ? 
Pit, Let Flouds o'refwell, and Ficnds for food howl on, 
Nim. You'll pay me the eight ſhillings, I won of you 
at Betting. 
Piſt. Baſe is the Slave, that pays. 
Nim, That now I will have: that's the humour of it. 
P:ft. As manhood ſhall compound : puſh home, [| Draw, 
Bard. By this Sword, he that makes the firſt thruſt, 
Ple kill him : by this Sword, I will. 
| Fit, Sword is an Oath,and Oaths muſt kave their courſe, 


Bar. Corporal Nimand thou wilt be Friends,be 
and thou wilt not, why 
prethce put up. 

Pijt. A Noble ſhalt thou have, and preſent pay 
Liquor likewiſe will I give to thee, and Friendſji 
combine, and Brotherhood, Ple live by Ny 2nd 
Nium ſhall live by me, is not thts juſt ? For I ſhall Sar] 
be unto the Camp, and profits will accrue, Gina 
thy hand. 

Nim. | ſhall have my Noble ? 

Pi 5+. ln caſh, molt juſtly paid. | 

Nim. Well then, thats the humour oft, 

Enter Hoſteſs. 

Hoſt. As ever you came of Women, come in quickly 
to Sir Jo-n : A poor heart, he is fo ſhak*d of a burgin 
quotidian Tertian, that it is moſt lamentable to behold 
Sweet men, come to him. 

Nim, The King hath run bad humours on the Knight, 
that's the even of ir. 

P:/t. Nim, thou has ſpoke the right, his heart is fra6. 
ed and corroborate. 

Nim, The King is a good King, but it muſt be ,, j 
may : he paſles ſome humours and carreers, 


Piſt. Let us condole the Knight, for (Lambkins) ye 
will live. 


; $S,DC Frie 
then be Enemics with me too 
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Enter Exeter, Bedford, an»d Weſtmerlayd. 


Bed. Fore God, his Grace is bold to truſt theſe Traitor 

Exe. They ſhall be apprehended by and by. 

Weſt. How ſmooth and even they do bear themſelye, 
As if all allegiance 1n their Boſoms fate 
Crowned with Faith and conſtant Royalty. 

Bed, The King hath note of all that they intend, 
By interception which they dream not of. 

Exe, Nay, but the man that was his Bedfellow, 
Whom he hath lulPd and cloy*d with gracious fayours, 
That he ſhould, for a Foreign Purſe, ſo ſell 
His Soveraigns life to death and treachery. 

[Sound Trumpet, 


Enter the King, Scroop, Cambridge, and Gray. 


King. Now ſits the wind fair, and we will aboard, 
My Lord of Cambridge, and my kind Lord of aſhan, 
Aud you my gentle Knight, give me your thoughts : 
Think you not, that the Powers we bcar with us 
Will cut their pallage through the Force of France? 
Doing the execution, and the act, 

For which we have 11 head aſlembled them. 

Scro. No doubt, my Liege: if each man do his beſt. 

Kin”. ] doubt not that, ſince we are well perſwaded, 
We carry not a heart with us from hence, 

That grows not in a fair conſent with ours : 
Nor leave not one behind, that doth not wiſh 
Succeſs and Conquelt to attend on us. 

Cam, Never was a Monarch better fear*d and lov'd, 
Than is your Majeſty; theres nor I think a Subject 
Thar firs in heart-grief and uncaſlineſs 
Under the ſwecrt ſhade of your Government. ; 

Gray. True : thoſe that were your Fathers Enemies, 
Have ſteept their Gauls in Honey, and do obſerve you 
With hearts create of duty, and of zeal. 

King. We therefore have great cauſe of thankfulnels; 
And ſhall forget the Office of our hand 
Sooner than quittance of deſert and merit, 
According to the weight and worthineſs. 

Scro. So ſervice ſhall with ſteeled ſinews toyl, 
And labour ſhall refrcſh ir ſelf with hope 
To do your Grace inceſlant ſervices, 

King. We judge no leſs. Uncle of Exeter, 
Inlarge the man committed yelterday, 

That rail'd againſt our Perſon : We conſider, 
It was exceſs of Wine that ſet him on, 
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And on his more advice, We pardon him. 
$ro. That's mercy, but too much ſecurity : 
[et him be puniſh'd, Soveraign, leſt Example 
Breed (by his ſufferance) more of.ſuch a kind. 
King. © let us yet be merciful. ; 
Camb. So may your Highneſs, and yet puniſh too, 
Gray. Sir, you [hew great mercy, if you give him Lite, 
After the taſte of much Correction. 
King. Alas, your too much love and care of me, 
Are heavie Oriſons *gainſt this poor wretch : 
if little faults, proceeding on diſtemper, 
chall not be wink*d at, how ſhall-we ſtretch our Eye 
iVhen Capital Crimes, chew?d, ſwallow'd, and diſgelted 
ar before us * We'll yet enlarge that man, 
Though Cambridge, Scroop, and Gray, 1a their dear care 
And tender pretervation of our Perſon, 
Would have him puniſh?d. And now to our French Cauſes, 
Who are the late Commillioners ? 
Con, | one, my Lord, ; 
Your Highneſs bad me ask for it to day. 
&yro. So did you me, my Lirge. 
Gray. And I, my Royal $#vcraign. ; 
King. Then Richard Earl of C ambridge,there 1s yours : 
There yours Lord Scroop of Maſham, and Sir Knight, 
Gray of Northumberland, this ſame is yours : 
Read them, and know I know your worthineſs, 
Wy Lord of Weſtmerland, and Uncle Exeter, 
We will aboard to night. Why, how now Gentlemen ? 
What ſee you in thoſe Papers, that you loſe 
$5 much Complexion ? Look ye how they change : 
Their cheeks are Paper. Why, what read you there, 
That hath ſo cowarded and chaſ*d your Blood 
Out of appearance. 
Canb. 1 do confeſs my fault, 
And do ſubmit me to your Highneſs mercy. 
Gray. Scro. To which we all appeal. 
King. The mercy that was quick in us but late, 
By your own Counſel is ſupprelt and kilPd - 
You muſt not dare (for ſhame) to talk of mercy, 
For your own Reaſons turn into your Boſoms, 
As Dogs upon their Maſters, worrying: you : 
Fe you, my Princes and my Noble Peers, 
Theſe Enol;ſþh monſters : My Lord of Cambridge here, 
You know how apt our love was to accord 
Tofurniſh him with all appertinents 
Belonging to his Honour : and this man, 
Hath for a few light Crowns, lightly conſpir'd 
And ſworn unto the practices of France 
To kill us here in Hampton. To the which, 
This Knighr no leſs for bounty bound to us 
Than Cambridge is, hath likewiſe ſworn. But O, 
What ſhall 1 ſay to thee, Lord Scroop, thou cruel, 
Ingrateful, ſavage, and inhumane Creature ? 
Thou that_didſt bear the key of all my Counſels, 
That knewſt the very bottom of my Soul, 
That (almoſt) mighVſt have coywd me into Gold, 
Would'ſt thou have practigd on me, for thy ule ? 
May it be poſlible, that foreign hire | 
Could out of thee extract one ſpark of Evil 
That might annoy my finger ? ?Tis fo ſtrange, 
That though the truth of it ſtand off as groſs, 
As black and white, my Eye will ſcarcely ſee it. 
Treaſon and Murther, ever kept together, 
As two yoak Devils ſworn to eithers purpoſe, 
Working ſo groſly in a Natural Cauſe, 
That admiration did not hoop at them. = 
But thou ('gainſt all Proportion) didlt bring in 
Wonder to wait, on Treaſon, and np morther ; 
And whatſoever cunning Fiend it was 
That wrought upon thee ſo prepoſterouſly, 
Hath got the voice in Hell for excellence : 
And other Devils that ſuggeſt by Treaſons, 
Do botch and bungle up Damnation, 


With Patches, Co!ours, and with Forms, being fetcht 


From gliſPring Semblances of Piety : 

But he that temper'd thee, bad thee ſtand up, 

Gave thee no inſtance why thou ſhouldſt do Treaſon, 
Unleſs to dub thee with the name of Traitor. 

[f that ſame Dzmon that hath gulPd thee thus, 
Should with his Lyon-gate walk the whale world, 
He may return to vaſty Tartar bacg, 

And tell the Legions, I can never win 

A Soul ſoealie as that Engiiſh-mans. 

Oh, how haſt thou with jealouſic infeted 

The ſweetneſs of affiance ? Shew men Uuriful ? 
Why fo didlſt thou. Seem they grave and learned ? 
Why ſo didſt thou. Come they of Noble Family ? 
Why fo didſt thou. Seem they religious ? 

Why ſo didſt thou. Or are they ſpare in dyet, 
Free from groſs paſlion, or of mirth, or anger, 
Conſtant in ſpirit, not ſwerving with the blood, 
Garniſtd and deck'd in modelf complement, 

Not working with the Eye, without the Ear, 

And but in purged judgment truſting neither ? 
Such and ſo fincly boulted didſt thou ſeem : 

And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot, 

To make thee full fraught man, and beſt eadued 
With ſome ſuſpicion, and I will weep for thee. 
For this revolt of thine, me thinks is like 

Ancther fall of man. Their faults are open, 
Arreſt them to the anſwer of the Law 

And God acquit them of their praCtices. 

Exe. 1 arreſt thee of High Treaſon, by the name of 
Richard Earl of C ambriage . | 
[ arrelt thee of High Treaſon, by the name of Thomas | 
Lord Scroop of Marſham. 
1 arreſt thee of High Treaſon, by the name of Thomas } 
G "OY, Knight of Northumberland. 

cro. Our purpoſes God juſtly hath diſcoyer'd, { 
And I repent my fault more than my dearth ; 
Which beſcech your Highnefs to forgive, 
Alth my Body pay the price of it. | 
Cab; For me the Gold of France did not ſeduce, 
Although 1 did admit ir as a motive, 
The ſooner to cffeft, what I intended; 
But God be thanked for prevention, 
Which 1 in ſufferance heartily will rejoyce, | 
Beſeeching God to pardon me. 
Gray. Nevcr did faithful Subject more rejoyce 
At the difcovery of molt dangerous Treaſon, 
Than Ido at this hour joy ore my (&If, 
Prevented from a damned Enterprize : 
My fault, but not my body, pardon Soveraign. 
King. God quit, you in his Mercy : Hcar your ſentence. 
You have conſpir*d agaiaſt our Royal Perſon. 
Joywd with an Enemy proclaim'd ; and from his Coffers 
Recety'd the Golden Earneſt of Our death : 6 
Wherein you would have fold your King to ſlanghter, 
His Princes and his Peers to fervitude, 
- His Subjects to oppreſlion, and contempt, 
And his whole Kingdom into defolation : 
Touching our Perſon, ſeck we no revenge, 
But we our Kingdoms ſafety -muſt fo tender, 
Whoſe ruine you three ſought, that to her Laws 
We do deliver you. Get you therefore hence, 
(Poor miſerable wretches, to your death : 
The taſte whereof, God of his mercy give 
You patience to endure, and true repentance 
Of all your dear offences. Bear them hence. ' [ Excanr. 
Now Lords for France : the Enterpriſe whereof 
Shall be to you, as us, like glorious. 
We doubt not of a fair and lucky War, 
Since God ſo graciouſly hath brought to light | 
This dangerous Treaſon, lurking in our way 
To hinder our beginning. We doubt not now, 
But every Rub is {moothed in our way : 
' Then forth, dear Country-men : Let us deliver 
| Our Puiſſance into the hand of God, i 
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{Putting it {treight in expedition. 

Chearly to Sea, the ſigns of War advance, 
No King of Ezzlarnd, if not King of France, [Excunt, 
| Enter Piſtol, Nim, Bardolph, Boy, and Hoſteſs. 


Heſt. Prethee honey, ſweet Husband, let me bring 
thee to Stames, 

Piſtol. No: for my manly heart doth yern. Bardolph, 
be blythe : Ni, rouze thy vaunting Veins: Boy,briltle 
thy Courage up : fer Falſtaff he is dead, and we mult 
yern therefore. 

Bard. Would 1 were with him, whereſoe*re he is, 
either in Heaven, or in Hel. 

Hoſteſs. Nay ſure, he's not in Hell : he's in Arthur*s 
Boſom, if ever man went to Arthur's Boſom : a made 
finer end, and went away and it had been any Chriſtom 
Child : a parted jaſt between Twelve and One, evn at 
the turning oth? Tyde : for after 1 ſaw him fumble with 
the Sheets, and play with Flowers, and ſinile upon his fin- 
gersend, I knew there was but one way : for his Noſe was 
as ſharp as a Pen, and a Table of green Fields. How now 
Sir Fohn (quoth I ? ) what man ? be a good cheer : ſo a 
cryed out,, God, God, God, three or four times : now 1, 
to comfort him, bid him a ſhould not think of God, I 
hop'd there was no need to trouble himſelf with any ſuch 
thoughts yet : ſoa bad me lay more Clothes on his feet : 
| put my hand into the Bed, and felt them, aud they 
were as cold as a ſtone : then I felt to his knees, and ſo 
upward and upward, all was as cold as any ſtone. 

Nim, They ſay he cryed out of Sack. 

Hoſteſs. 1, that a did. 

Bard. And of Women. 

Hoſteſs. Nay, that a did not. 

Boy. Yes that a did , and faid they were Devils in- 
carnate. | 

IWoman. A could never abide Carnation, *twas a Co- 
lour he never lik*d. 

Boy. A ſaid once, the Deule would have him about 
Women. 

Hoſteſs. Adid in ſome ſort (indeed) handle Women : 
| but then he was rheumatick, and talk*d of the Whore of 
Babylon. 
| Boy. Do you not remember a ſaw a Flea ſtick upon Bar- 
dolvls Noſe, and faid it was a black Soul burning in Hell. 

Bard. Well, the fuel is gone that maintain*d that fire: 
that's all the Riches I got in his ſervice. 

Nim, Shall we ſhogg ? the King will be gone from 
Southampton. 

Pi. Come, let's away. My love, give me thy Lips : 
Look to my Chattels, and my Moveables : Let Senſes 
ryle : The world is, Pitch and pay : truſt none : for Oaths 
are Straws, mens Faiths are Wafer-Cakes, and hold-faſt 
is the onely Dog : My Duck, therefore, Cavero be thy 
Counſellor. Go, clear thy Chryſtals. Yoke-fellows 
in Arms, let us to France, like Horſe-leeches my Boys, 
to ſuck, to ſuck, the very blood to ſuck. 

Boy. And that's but unwholſome food they ſay. 

Pijt. Touch her ſoft mouth, and march, 

Bard, Farewel, Hoſtels. : 

N:+m, 1 cannot kiſs, that is the humour of it : but adiev. 
\ Pit. Let Houſwifry appear : keep cloſe, I thee com- 
mand. 

Hoſteſs. Farewel : adieu, [ Exennt. 
Enter the French King , the Dolphin, the Dukes 

of Berry and Britain. 


Kins, Thus comes the Ergliſh with full Power upon us, 
And more than carefully it us concerns, 
To anſwer Royally in our defences. 
Cherefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britain, 
Of Brabar.t and of Orlcance ſhall make forth, 
And you Prince Dolphin, with all ſwitt diſpatch 


R . Ds a... 
To line and new repair our towns of War 


With men of courage, and with means defendant : 
For England his approaches makes as fierce, 
As Waters to the ſucking of a Gulf. 
It fits us then to be as provident, 
As fear may teach us, out of late Examples 
Left by the fatal and neglected Engliſh 
Upon our Fields. 
Dolphin. My moſt redoubted Father, 
[t is moſt meet we arm us *gainſt the Foe: 
For Peace it ſelf ſhould not fo dull a Kingdom, 
( Though War, nor no known Quarrel were in queſtioq ) 
But that Defences, Muſters, Preparations | 
Should be maintain'd, aſſembled, and collefted, 
As were a War in expettation. 
Therefore I ſay, ?tis meet we all go forth, 
To view the ſick and feeble parts of France : 
And letusdo it with no ſhew of fear, | 
No, with no more, than if we heard that England 
Were bulied with a Whitſon Morris-dance : 
For, my good Liege, ſhe is fo idly King'd, 
Her Scepter ;ſo phantaſtiMlly born, 
By a vain giddy ſhallow humorous Youth, 
'That Fear attends her not. 

Conſt, O Peace, Prince Dolphin, 

You are too much miſtaken in this King : 
Queſtion your Grace the late Embaſladors, 
With what great State he heard their Embaſlie, 
How well ſupply'd with Noble Councellors, 
How modeſt in exception, and with all, 

How terrible in conſtant reſolution : 

And you ſhall find, his Vanities fore-ſpent 
Were but the out-fide of the Roman Brutus, 
Covering Diſcretion with a Coat of Folly 
As Gardeners do with Ordure hide thoſe Roots 
That ſhall firſt ſpring, and be moſt delicate. 

Dolph. Well, *tis not ſo, my Lord High Conſtable. 

But though we think it ſo, it 1s no matter : 

In Cauſes of defence, *tis beſt to weigh 

The Enemy more mighty than he ſeems, 

So the Proportions of defence are filÞPd : 
Which of a weak and nigardly projection, 
Doth like a Miſer ſpoil his Coat, with ſcanting 
A little Cloth. 

King. Think we King Harry ſtrong : 

And Princes, look, you ſtrongly arm to meet him. 
The Kindred of him hath been fleſt*d upon us : 
And he is bred out of that bloody ſtrain, 
That haunted us in onr familiar Paths : 
Witneſs our too much memorable ſhame, 
When Creſſy Battel fatally was ſtruck, 
And all our Princes captiv*d, by the hand 
Of that black Name, Edward, black Prince of Wales : 
Whiles that his Mountain Sire, on Mountain ſtanding 
Up in the Air, crown'd with the Golden Sun, 
Saw his Heroical Secd, and ſmiPd to ſee him 
Mangle the Work of Nature, and deface 
The Patterns, that by God and by French Fathers 
Had twenty years been made. This is a Stem 
Of that Victorious Stock : and let us fear 
The Native mightineſs and fate of him. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meſſ. Ambaſſadors from Harry, King of England, 
Do crave admittance to your Majeſty. 

King. We'll give them preſent Audience. 

Go, and bring them. 
You ſee this Chaſe is hotly followed, Friends. 

Dolph. Turn head, and ſtop purſuit : for coward Dogs 
Moſt ſpend their mouths, when what they ſeem to threaten 
Runs far beforethem. Good my Soveraign 
Take up the Engl:ſb ſhort, and let them know 
Of whata Monarchy you are the Head : 

Self. love, my Liege, is not ſo vile a ſin, 
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TT. Enter Exeter. 


King. From our Brother of England ? 

Exe. From him, and thus he greets your Majeſty : 
Ye wills you in the Name of God Almighty, 
That you develt your ſelf, and lay apart 

The borrowed Glories, that, by gitt of Heaven, 
By Law of Nature, and of Nations, longs 

To himand to his Heires, namely the Crown; 
And all wide-ſtretched Honors, that pertain 

By Cuſtom, and the Ordinance of T imes, 

Into the Crown of France : that you may know 
'Tis no ſiniſter, nor no awk-ward Claim, 

Pick't from the Worms-holes of long-vaniſh't days, 
Nor from the dult of old Oblivion ra2t, 

Ye ſends you this moſt memorable Line, 

[n every Branch truly demonſtrative ; 

Willing you over-look this Pedigree : 

! and when youfind him evenly deriv*d 

From his moſt fam*d, of famous Anceſtors, 
Edrard the third ; he bids you then reſign 

Your Crown and Kingdom indirectly held 

from him, the Native and true Challenger, 

King, Or elſe, what , follows ? 

Exe, Bloody conſtraint : for if you hide the Crown 
Eyen in your hearts, there will he rake for it, 
Therefore in fierce Tempeſt is he coming, 

In Thunder and in Earth-quake, like a Fove ; 
That if requiring fail, he will compel. 
And bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord, 
Deliver up the Crown, and totake mercy 
0n the poor Souls for whom this hungry War 
Opens his vaſty Jaws : and on your head 
Turning the W idow*s Tears, the Orphans Crys, 
The dead-mens Bloods, the privy Maidens Groans 
for Husbands, Fathers, and betrothed Lovers, 
That ſhall be ſwallowed in this Controverſie. 
This is his Claim, his threatning, and my Meſſage; 
Lalefs the Dolphin be in preſence here ; 
To whom exprelly I bring greeting too. 
King, For us, we will conſider of this further; 
To morrow ſhall you bear our full intent 
Back to our Brother of England. 

Dolps. For the Dolphin, 
| ſtand here for him : what to him from England ? 

Exe, Scorn and-defiance, fleight regard, contempt, 
And any thing that may not miſ-become 
The mighty Sender, doth he ptize you at. 

Thus fays my King : and if your Father*s Highneſs 
Do not, in grant of all Demands at large, 
dnecten the bitter Mock you fent his Majeſty ; 
fel call you to ſo hot an Anſwer of it, 
That Caves and Womby Vaultages of France 
Shall chide your Treſpaſs, and return your Mock 
la ſecond Accent of his Ordinance. 
Dolph. Say * if my Father tender fair return, 
[tis againſt my will : for I deſire 
Nothing but Odds with England, 
To that end, as matching to his Youth and Vanity, 
[did preſent him with the Paris-Balls. 
Ex, He*l make your Paris Lowver ſhake for it, 
Were it the Miſtreſs Court of mighty Europe : 
And be aſſur'd, you'l find a diffrence, 
As we his Subjects have in wonder found, 
Between the promiſe of his greener days, 
And theſe he maſters now : now he weighs Time 
Even to the utmoſt Grain ;, that you ſhall read 
[nyour own Loſſes, if he ſtay in France. 
King, To morrow ſhall you know our mind at full. 
C Flouriſh, 
Exe, Diſpatch us with all ſpeed, leſt that our King 
here himſelf to queſtion our delay ; 
for he his footed in this Land already. 
King. You ſhall be ſoon diſpatcht, with fair Conditions. 
A Night is but ſmall breath, and little pauſe 


OT 


And teach them how to V Var. And you, good Yeomen, 
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Enter Chorus. 


Thus with imagin'd wing our ſwiſt Scene flyes, | 
[n motion of no leſs celerity, than that of Thought: | 
Suppoſe, that you have ſeen | 
The wel-appointed King at Dover Peer, | 
Embark his Royalty : and his brave Fleet, | 
With ſilken Streamers, the young Phebus taining ; | 
Play with your Fancies : and in them behold, : 
Upon the Hempen Tackle, Ship-boys climbing ; 
Heart the ſhrill Whiſtle, which doth order give 
To ſounds contugd : behold the threaden Sails, 
Born with ttinviſible and creeping V Vind, = 
Draw the huge Bottonr's through the furrcyed Sea, 
Breſting the lofty Surge. O, do butthink 
You ſtand upon the Rivage, and behold 
A Citie on ttinconſtant Billows dancing: 
For ſo appears this Fleet Majeſtical, 
Holding due courſeto Harflew, Follow, follow. 
Grapple your minds to ſternage of this Navy, | 
And leave your England as dead Mid-night, ſtill, ' 
Guarded with Grandlires, Babies, and old V Vomen 
Either paſt, or not arriv*d to pith and puiſlance : 
For who 1s he, whoſe Chin is but enricht 
V Vith one appearing Hair, that will not follow 
TheſeculPd and choice-drawn Cavaliers to France ? 
V Vork, work your Thoughts, and therein ſee a Siege : 
Behold the Ordnance on their Carriages, 
V Vith fatal mouths gaping on girded Harflew, 
Suppoſe tt?Embaſlador from the French comes back, 
Tells Harry, That the King doth offer him F 
Katharine his Daughter,and with her to Dowry 
Some petty and unprofitable Dukedoms. 
The offer likes not : and the nimble Gunner 
VVith Lynltock now the deviliſh Cannon touches. 

[ Alarum, and Chambers go off. 
And down goes all before him. Still be kind, 
And ech out our performance with your mind, [| Exa. | 


2 


Enter the King, Exeter, Bedford, axd Glouceſter, 
Alarum. Scaling-Ladders at Harflew. 


King. Once more unto the Breach, 

Dear Friends, once more; 

Or cloſe the Wall up with our Engliſh dead : 

[n Peace, theres nothing ſo becomes a man, 

As modelt ſtilneſs and humility : 

But when the blaſt of War blows in our ears, - 
Then imitate the aCtion of the Tyger : X 
Stiffen the ſinews, commune up the blood, 
Diſguiſe fair Nature with hard-favour*'d Rage : | 
Then lend the Eye a terrible aſpect : 

Let it pry through the portage of the Head, ; 
Like the Braſs Cannon, let the Brow o'rewhelm it, 
As fearfully, as doth a galled Rock 
OPre-hang and jutty his confounded Baſe, 

SwilPd with the wilde and waſtful Ocean. 

Now ſct the Teeth, and ſtretch the Noſtril wide, 
Hold hard the Breath, and bend up every Spirit 
To his full height. On, you Nobleſt Ergl:fh, 
Whoſe blood is fet from Fathers of War-poot ; 
Fathers, that like ſo many Alexanders, 

Have in theſe parts from Morn till Even fought, 
And ſheath'd their Swords for lack of argument, 
Diſhonour not your Mothers : now attelt, 

That thoſe whom you call*d Fathers, did beget you. 

Be Copy now to men of groſler blood, 


Whoſe | 
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W hoſe Limbs were made in England ; ſhew us here 

The mettle of your Paſture : let us ſwear, 

That you are worth your breeding, which I doubt not : 

For there is none of you ſo mean and baſe, 

That hath not Noble luſtre in your Eyes. 

I ſee you ſtand like Grey-hounds in the lips, 

Straying upon the Start. The Game”s a-foot - 

Follow your Spirit ; and upon this Charge, 

Cry, God for Harry, England, and St. George. 
CAlarum, and Chambers go off, 


Enter Nim, Bardolph, Piſtol, and Boy. . 


Bard. On, on, on, on, on,to the Breach, to the Breach. 

Nim. ”Pray thee, Corporal, ſtay, the Knocks are too 
hot : and for mine own part, 1 have not a Caſe of Lives: 
the humor of it is too hot, that is the yery plain-Song of it. 

P:ſt. The plain-Song is moſt juſt : for humors do a- 
bound : Knocks go and come : God?s Vaſlals drop and 
dye : and Sword and Shield, in bloody Field, doth win 
immortal Fame. 

Boy. Would I were in an Ale-houſe in London, I would 
give all my Fame for a Pot of Ale, and ſafety. 

Piſt. And1 : if wiſhes would prevail with me, my pur- 
poſe ſhould not fail with me ; but thither would I hye. 

Boy. As duly, but not as truly, as Bird doth fing on 
bough. 
Enter Fluellen. 

Flu, Up to the breach, you Dogs z avant you Collions. 

Pit. Be merciful, great Duke, to men of Mould, a- 
Dare thy Rage, abate thy manly Rage ; abate thy Rage, 
2rear Duke. Good Bawcock, bare thy Rage, uſc lenity, 
{weet Chick. 
 \\'im. Theſe be good humors: your Honour wins bad 
humors. Exit, 

Boy. As young asI am, I have obſerv'd theie three 
Swaihers. i am Loy ro them all three, but all they three, 
though they woulc icrve me, could not be Man to me; 
for inde=d three ſuck Anciques do not amount to a man: 
for Bardolp?, he 1s white-liver*d, and r<!-f2Cd z by the 
mcans whereof, a faccs it out, but fights uot: for Piſtol, 
he hath a killing Tongue, and a quiet Sword ; by the. 
| means whereof, a breaks Words, and keeps whole 
Weapons : for Ni», he hath heard, that men of few 
Words are the bel: men, and therefore he ſcorns to {ay 
his prayers, leſt a ſhould be thought a Coward - but his 
few bad Words are matcht with as few good Deeds; for 
a never broke any man's head but his own, and that was 
againſt a Poſt, when he was drunk. They will ſteal any 
thing , and call jt Purchaſe. Bardolph ſtole a Lute-caſe, 
bore it twelve Leagues, and ſold it for three half-Pence. 
Nijm and Bardolph are ſworn Brothers in filching ; and 
in Calice they ſtole a fire-ſhovel. 1 knew, by that piece 
of Service, the men would carry Coals. They would 


[| have me as familiar with men's Pockets, as their Gloves 


or their Hand-kerchers : which makes much againſt my 
Manhood, if I ſhould take from another's Pocket, to put 
into mine ; for it is plain pocketting up of Wrongs. 1 
muſt leave them, and ſeek ſome better Service : their 
Villanie goes againſt my weak ſtomack, and therefore l 


muſt caſt it up. [ Exit, 
Enter Gower. 


Gower. Captain Flaellen, you mult come preſently to the 
Mines ; the Duke of Glouceſter would ſpeak with you. 
Flu. To the Mines? Tell you the Duke, it is not ſo 
good to come to the Mines : for 'look you, the Mines 
are.not according to the Diſciplines of War; the Con- 


| cavities of it is not ſufficient : for look you, th athver- 
| ary, you may diſcuſs unto the Duke, look you, is digt 
| kimſelf four yards under the Countermines : by Cheſbs, 

| 1 think a will plow up all, if there is not better dire- 


Ctions. 
Gower. The Duke of Glouceſter, to whom the Order | 


of the Sicge is given, is altogether direfted by an Iriſh 


ES 


"OE 


. . ee 
man, a very valiant Gentleman, Pfaith. 


Welch, It is Captain Makmorrice, is it not ? 

Gower. I think it be. 

Welch. By Cheſhu he is an Aſs, as in the World, | 
will verifie as much in his Beard : he ha's no more direc; 
ons in the true diſciplines of the Wars, look you, of the 
Roman diſciplines, than is a Puppy-dog. FI 


Enter Makmorrice, and Capt ain Jamy. 


Gower, Here a comes, and the Scots Captain 
Jamy, with him. — 

Welch, Captain Jamy is a marvellous valorous Gee. 
tleman, that is certain, and of great expedition and kngy. 
ledge in th'aunchiant Wars, upon my particular knoy. 
ledge of his direCftions; by Cheſbu he will maintain his 
Argument as wellas any Militarie man in the Worlg, j 
the Diſciplines of the priſtine Wars of the Ronan, 

Scot, I fay gudday, Captain Fluellen, 

Welch, Godden to your Worfhip, good Captain Jam 

Gower, How now, Captain Makzmorrice, haye you quit 
the Mines ? have the Pioners given o're ? 

Iriſh. By Chriſh, Law, tiſh ill done : the Work if gin 
over, the Trompet ſound the Retrear. By my Hand| 
ſwear, and my father's Soul, The Work iſh ill dore: 
it iſh give over : I would have blowed up the Tom 
ſo Chriſh ſave me, law, in an hour. O tiſh ill done, rh 
ill done : by my Hand tiſh ill done. 

Welch. ar 7 oe Aakmorrice, | beſeech you now 
will you vouchafe me, look you, a few diſpurations with 
you, as partly touching or concerning the iſciplines of 
the War, the Roman Wars, in the way of Argumen, 
look you, and friendly communication : partly tg 
ſatisfie my Opinion, and partly for the ſatisfaCtion, look 
you, of my Mind, as touching the direction of the Mi. 
litary diſcipline, that is the Point. 

Scor. It fall be vary gud, gud feith, gud Captens bath, 
and [ fall quit you with gud leve, as I may pick occaſion: 
that ſal I marry. 

Iriſh. It is no time to diſcourſe, ſo Chriſh ſave me: 
The day is hot, and the Weather, and the Wars, nd th: 
King, and the Duke : it is not time to diſcourſe, the Toy: 
is beſeech'd : and the Trumpet calls us to the ©: 2h, at 
wetalk, and by Chriſh do nothing, ?tis ſhame tor us all: 
ſo God {me *tis ſhame to ſtand itil}, it is ſhame by 
hand: and there is Throats to be cut, and Works to t: 
done, and there iſh nothing done, ſo Chriſt ame law. 

Scot. By the Mes, ere theiſe eyes of mine take then 
ſelves to ſlomber, ayle de gud ſervice, or lle ligge ith 
grund for it ; ay, or go to death + and lle pay't as v- 
lorouſly as I may, that fal I ſurely do, the breff and 
the long; marry, I wad full fain hcard ſome queſtion 
*tween you tway. 

Welch. Captain Hakmorrice, I think, look you, under 
your correction, there is not many of your Nation. 

Iriſh. Of my Nation ? What iſh my Nation ? Iſh a 
Villain, and a Baſterd, and a Knave, and a Raſcal .What 
iſh my Nation ? Who talks of my Nation ? 

Welch.. Look you, if you take the matter otherwiſ 
than is meant, Captain Makyorrice, peradventure 
ſhall think you do not uſe me with that affability, as i 
diſcretion you ought to uſe me, look you, being as 
a man as your-ſelf both in the diſciplines of War, and 
in the derivation of my birth, and in other particularitis. 

Iriſh. I do not know you ſo good a man as my ſelf, 10 
Chriſh ſave me, I will cut off your head, 

Gower, Gentlemen both, you will miſtake each other. 
Scot. A, that's a foul fault. A Parts. 
Gower, The Town ſounds a Parley. 

Welch. Captain AMakmorrice, when there is more 
better opportunity to be required, look you, I will beſo 
bold as to tell you, I know the diſciplines of War, and 
there is an end. [ExY: 


Enter 
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Enter the King, and all his Train before the G ates. 


King. How yet reſolves the Governour of the Town ? 


This is the lateſt Parle we will admit : 
Therefore to our beſt mercy give your ſelves, 
Or like to men proud of deltruction, 
Defie us to our worlt : for asI am a Souldier, 
A Name that in my thoughts becomes me belt , 
1f1 begin the battery once again, 
| will not leave the halt-atchieved Harflew, 
'Till in her aſhes ſhe lye buried. 
The Gates of Mercy ſhall be all ſhut up, 
Andthe fleſh*d Souldier, rough and hard of hearr, 
In liberty of bloody hand, ſhall range 
With Conſcience wide as Hell, mowiag like Graſs 
Your freſh fair Virgins, and your ſtowring Infants. 
What is it then to me, if impious War, 
Arrayed in gamcs like to the Prince of Fiends, 
Do with his ſmircht complexion of fell feats, 
Ealinckt to walte and deſolation ? 
What it to me, when you your ſelves are cauſe, 
If your pure Maidens fall into the hand 
Of hot and forcing Violation ? 
What Rein can hold licentious Wickedneſs, 
When down th2 Hill he holds his fierce Carreer ? 
We may as bootleſs ſpend our vain Command 
Upon th'enrazed Souldiers In their Spoil, 
As fend Prec<pts to the Leviathan co come a-{hoar. 
Therefore, you men of Harflew, 
Take pity of your Town and of your People, 
Whiles yet my Souldiers are in my Command, 
Whiles yet the cool and temperate Wind of Grace 
Ore-blows the filthy $d contagious Clouds 
Of heady Murther, Spotl, and Villany. 
If not : why in a moment look to fee 
The blind and bloody Souldier , with foul hand 
Defire the Locks of your ſhrill-ſhricking Daughters : 
Your Fathers taken by the kilver Beards, 
And their moſt reverend Heads daſht to the V Valls : 
Your naked Infants ſpitted upon Pikes, 
Whiles the mad Mothers, with their howles confus'd, 
Do break the Clouds ; as did the Wives of Fewry, 
At Herod's bloody-hunting flaughter-men. 
What fay you ? Will you yield, and this avoid ? 
Orguilty in defence be thus deſtroy*d ? 

Enter Governour, 

Gover. Our expectation hath this day an end: 
The Dolphin, whom of Succours we entreated, 
Returns us, that his Powers are yet not ready, 
Toraiſeſo great a Siege. Therefore, great King, 
Weyicld our Town and Lives to thy ſoft Mercy : 
Eater our Gates, diſpoſe of us and ours, 

For we no longer arc defenſible. 
King, Open your Gates : Come Uncle Exeter, 
Goyouand enter Harflw, there remain, 
And fortifie it trong1;*gainſt the French : 
Uſe mercy to them all for us, dear Uncle. 

te Winter coming on, and Sickneſs growing 
Upen our Souldiers, we will retire to Calis. 
To,night in Harfiw will we be your Gueſt, 

omorrow for the March are we addrelt. 

F Flouriſh , and enter the Town. 


Enter Katharine and an old Gentl:woman. 


Alice. En peu, Madame. 
Kath, 


Alice, La main, il eft appell, de Hand. 
Lab, De Hal, 


Alice, Et le doyt. 


— 


Kath, Alice, tu as eſte en Angleterre , & tu parlois bien 
t Language. 
Je te prie de m*enſeigner, il faut que Papprene a 


paler, C, omment appelle vous la main en Anglos ? 


ſeigne b 


Our Syens, put in wild and ſavage Stock, 
Spirt up ſo ſuddenly into the Clouds, 
And over-look their Grafrters ? 


Mort de ma vie, if they march along 
Unfought withall, but 1 will ſell my Dukedom, 
To buy a llobbry and a dirty Farm 

In that nook-ſhotten Iſle of Alb:on, 


[s not their Climate foggy, raw, and dull ? 
On whom, as in deſpight, the Sun looks 
Killing their Fruit with frowns ? Can ſodden Water, 
A Dreach for ſur-reyn'd Jades, their Barly broth, 
Decoct their cold blood to ſuch valiant heat ? 


Ka. Le doyt , ma foy je ouble le doyt, mats je me ſouner” 
dray le doyt, je penſe qu'il: ont appelle des fogres, ou de fingres. 

Alce, La main, de Hand, le doyt, le Fingres, Fe penſe 
que je ſuis le boneſchdlier, 

Kath, Pay gaigne dent mts a" Anglois viitement , com- 
ment appelle vous les onoles ? 

Alice. Les ongles, les appellons de Nayles. 

Kath, De Nayles eſcoutez : dites moy, ſs je parle bien : & 
Hind, de Fuingres, de Nayles. 

Alice. C*eſt bien dit Madame, il eſt fort bon Anglois, 

Kath, Dites moy en Anglois le bras. 

Alice. De Arme, Mui dame. 

Kath. Et l: conde. 

Alice, D* Elbow. 

Kath, D*Elbow : Je wen faitz la repetition de tous le: 
mots que mUVeL apprins Ges a preſent. 

Alice, 11 eſt trop difficile Madame, comme je penſe. 

Kath. Excuſe moy Alice, eſcoute, a Hand, de Fingre, 
de Nayles, @ Arme , de Bilbow, 

Alice. D*elbow , Madame, 

Kath. O Serzgneur Dieu, je men oublie Elbow, comment 
appelle vous le col ? 

Alice. De Neck, Madame. 

Kath, De Neck, C& le manton ? 

Alice, De Chim. 

Kath, De Sim : lelecol, de Neck : le manton, de Sin, 

Alice, Ouy. Sauf woſtre honnour eu vert# vous prononcits 
les mots auſſi droitt, que le Natiffs d' Angleterre, 

Kath, Te ne doute pojnt a"apprendre par la grace de Dien, 
& en pen de temps. 

Al. N*avez vous Pas deſia oublie ce que je vous ay en- 


Kath. Nomme, je reciteray a vous promptement & Hand, 
de Fingre, de Nayles, ame. | 

Alice, De Nayles, Madame. 

Kath, De Nayles, de Arme, de 1lbow, 

Alice, Sar wvoſtre bonneur d Elbow, 

Kath. Ainſi drs-je Elbow, de Neck, de Sin : com- 
ment appelle vous les preds & de roba. 

Alice. Le Foot Madame, & le Comnt. 

Kath, Le Foxt, & le Cont: © Sezgnenr Dieu, ce ſont 
ae s mots manvais, corruptible & impudique, *&* non pour les 
Dames da Honneur uſer : Fe ne voudrojs prononcer ces mots 
devant les Seigneurs at France, pour toue le mcnde, il fam 
le Foot, & le Count, neaut moms, Je rYeciteray KN antre- 
fo.s ma lecon enſen ble, d* Hand, de Fingre, de Naylep, d* Arme 
ÞElbow, de Neck, de Sim, de Foot, de Count. : 

Alice. Excellent, Madame. 

Ka. Ceſt aſſez. pour une fois, allons nous en diſner. [ Exeurt. 


Enter the King of France, the Dolphin, the Conſtable 
of France, and others, 


King. Tis certain he hath paſt the River Some. 
Conſt. And if he be not foight withal, my Lord, 
Let us not live in Frarce : let us quit all, 

And give our Vineyards to a barbarous People. 
Dolph. O Dieu wvroant | ſhall a few Sprays of us, 
The emptying of our Fathers Luxury, 


Brit. Normans, but baſtard Normans, Nerman baſtards. 


Conſt, Dieu de Batailles ) where have they this mettel ? 


le, 


—— 


And ſhall our quick blood, ſpirited with Wine, 
K k 


| 
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Seem froſtie ? Q, tor the Honour of our Land, 

Let us not hang like roping liicles 

Upon our Houles Thatch, whiles a more froſtie People 

Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich Fields: 

Poor we may call them,- in their Native Lords. | 
Delph. By Faith and Honour, 

Our Madams mock at us, and plainly ſay, 

Our M-ttle is bred out, and they will give 

Their bodies to the Luſt of Enziih Youth, 

To new-ſtore Fraiice with Baitard Warriors. 

it, Thy bid us to the Engliſh Dancing-School;, 

And teach Lavalta's high, and ſwift Carranto's, 

Saying, our Grace 1s onely in our Heels. 

And that we are molt lofty Run-avays. 

King. Where is Montjoy, the Herald ? ſpeed him hence; 

Let him greet England with our ſharp defiance. 

Up Princes, and with Spirit of Honour edgcd, 

More ſharper than your Swords, hie to the Field : 

Charles Delabreth, High Conſtable of France, 

You Duke of Orleance, Burbon, and of Berry, 

Alaiijon, Brabant, Bar, and Burgovdie, 

Faqes Chatillion , Rambures, Vaudemont, 

Beaumont, Grand Pree, Rouſſie, and Faulconbridge, 

Lys, Leſtrale, Bouciquall, and Charaloys, 

Eigh Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords, and Kings : 

For your great Seats, now quit you of great ſhames : 

Bar Harry Engfand, that ſweeps through our Land 

With Penons painted in the blood of Harflew : 

Ruſhon his Hoſt, as doth the melted Snow 


| Upon the Vallies, whoſe low Vaſl?1 Seat 

{ The Alpes doth ſpit, and void his thewm upon. 
| Go down upon him, you have Power enough, 

{| And in a Captive Chariot, into Koan 

| Bring him our Priſoner. 

| Conſt. This becomes the Great. 

! Sorry am 1 his numbers are ſo few, 


His Souldiers ſick, and famiſht in the March: 
For I am ſure, when he ſhall ſee our Army, 
He?ll drop his Heart into the ſink of Fear, 


| And for Atchievment, offer us his Ranſom, 

Kino, Therefore Lord Conſtable, haſte on Montyoy, 
And let him ſay to England, that we ſend, 
To know what willing Ranſom he will give. 
Prince Dolphin, you ſhall ſtay with us in Roan, 
Dolph. Not I, I do beſeech your Majeſty. 
King. Be patient, for you ſhall remain with us. 
| Now forth Lord Conſtable, and Princes all; 
And quickly bring us word of England's fall. Excunt, 
Enter Captains, Welch, and Engliſh, Gower, and Fluellen, 


Gow. How now Captain Fluclley, come you from the 
Bridge ? 
Fls. I aſſure yov, there is very excellent Services com- 
mitted at the Bridge. 
Gow. Is the Duke of Exeter ſafe ? 
Flu, The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimouns as A4- 
mennon, and a man that love and honour with my ſoul, 
and my heart, and my duty, and my live, and my living, 
and my utterimoſt power. He is not, God be praiſed and 
bleſſed, -any hurt in the World, but keeps the Bridge 
moſt yaliantly, wich excellent diſcipline. There is an aun- 
cient Lieutenant there at the Bridge, I think in my very 
conſcience he is as valiant a man as ark, Anthony, and he 
is a man of noeſtimation in the World, but I did ſee him 
{do as gallant ſervice. 
Gow, What do you call him ? 
Flu. He is call d*auncient P;/to!. 
| Gow, I know him not. 
Enter Piſtol. 

Flu. Here is the man. 

Piſt. Captain, I thee beſeech to do me favours : the 
Duke of Exeter doth love thee well. 


| his hands. 


_... F 


FIFFO9 


' Y4;31ation : and her toot, look you, is fixed upona Sphe 


] at ſuch and ſuch a Sconce, at ſuch a Breach, at ſucha Con 


—  — 


Piſt. Bardolph, a Souldicr firm aud ſound of hearr 2nd 
of buxom valour, hath by cruel Fate, and giddy Fortune, 
tvrious fickle Wheel, that Goddeſs blind, chat Rand, 
upon the rolling reſtleſs Stone. 'F 

Flu. By your patience auncient P:ſtel :; Fortune i, 
painted blind, with a Mutltier atore his Eycs, to lignifi 
to you, that Fortune is blind ;, and ſhe is painted alf 
with a Whecl, to ignite to you, which is the Moral « 
It, that ſhe 1s turning and inconltant, and mutability, and 


rical Stone, which rowles, and rowles, 2nd rowles . n 
g00d truth, the Poet makes a molt excellent deſcription 
of it : Fortune 1s an excellent Moral. 

Pifr. Fortune is Bardoiph*s Foe, and frowns on him: 
for he hath ſtoln a Pax, and hanged muſt a be- : dame; 
dcath : Iet Gallows gape for Dog, let Man go free, and 
Ict not Hemp his Wind-pipe ſuffocate : but Exeter hah 
given the doom of death tor Pax of little price. There. 
tore go ſpeak; the Duke will hear thy voice ; and je 
:0t Prdolphs vital thread be cut with edge of Penny- 
Cord, and vue reproach. Speak Captain for his Life, and 
{ will thee require. | 

Flu. Auncient Piſiol, 1 do partly underſtand you 
meaning, 

Piſt, Why then rejoyce therefore. 

Flu, Certainly Auncient, it is not a thing to rejoice x: 
for if, look you, he were my Brother, 1 would deſire th 
Duke toule his good Pleaſure, and put him to Execution: 
for diſcipline ought to be uſed. fy 

Piſt. Die, and be damw'd, and Figo for thy Friendlhip 

Flu, It ts well. 

Piſt. The Fig of Spain. 

Fli:, Very good. 7 

Gow. Why, this 1s an arrant counterfeit Raſcal, Ire 
member him now : a Bawd, a Cut-purſe. 

Flu, Vle aſlure you, a utrred as prave words at the 
Pridge, as you ſhall ſee in Summers day : but it is wry 


[_ Ext. 


you, when time 1s ſerve. 

Gow, Why *tis a Gull, a Fool, a Rogue, thatnowand 
then goes to the Wars, to grace himielf at his returt 
into London, under the form of a Souldier, and fuch 
tcllows are perfit in the Great Commanders Names, and 
they will learn you by rote where Services were done; 


voy : who came oft bravely, who was ſhot, who dif 
grac'd, what terms the Enemy ſtood on ; and this they 
con perſitly in the phraſe of War , which they trid 
up with new-tuned Oaths : and what a Beard of the Gs 
nerals Cut, and a horrid Sute of the Camp, will doamong 
foming Bottles, and Ale-waſtvt wits, is wonderful to 
thought on : but you muſt learn to know ſich {landers df 
the Age, or elſe you may be be marvellouſly miitook. 

Flz, | tell you what, Captain Gawey : ] do perceiveſt 
13 nor the man that he would gladly make ſhew to tht 
World he is : if ] find a hole in his Coat, I will tell himm3 
mind : hear you, the King his coming, aud I malt ſpe* 
with him from the Pridge. 


Drum and Colours, Enter tbe K:ng and bis 


poor Soldiers, 


Flu, God pleſs your Majeſty. ES 
King, How now Fluellen, cam'ſt thou from the Bridge 
Flu, T, fo pleaſz your Majelty : The Duke of £x*" 
has very gallantly maintain'd the Pridge ; the French 1 
gone off, look you, and there is gallant and molt pra} 


paſſages : marry, ttathverſary was have poſſeſſion the 
Pridge, but hz is enforced to retire, and the Duke 0! 
Exeter is Malter of the Pridge : I can tell your Majclly: 
the Duke 1s a prave man. 


| Fls, 1,1, praiſe God, and I have merited ſome love at 


King. What men have you loſt, Fluellen ? " 


well : what he ha's ſpoke to me, that is well, I warrat| 


—_ 
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Fly, The perdition of tWathverſay hath been very 
reaſonable great : marry for my part, I think the 
« hath !oſt never a man, but one that is like to be ex- 
»cuted for Robbing a Church, one Bardolph, if your Maje- 
ſty know the Man * his face is all bubukles, and whelks, and 
tnobs, and flames a fire, and his lips blows at his noſe, 
and it is like a coal of fire, ſometimes plew, and ſometimes 

red, but his noſe is executed, and his fire's out. 

King. We would have all ſuch offenders ſo cut off, 
and we give expreſs charge, that in our Marches through 
the Country, there be nothing compelPd from the Villa- 
ges3 nothing taken, but paid for - none of the French 
upbraided or abuſed in diſdainful Language : for when 
Levity and Cruelty play for a Kingdom , the gentler 
Gameſter is the ſooneſt winner. 

Tusket, Emer >" 
Muntjoy. You know me by my habit. 
King. Wel then] know thee ; what ſhall I know of thee ? 
Mwnt, My Maſter*s mind. 
King. Unfold it. : 
Montjoy. Thus ſays my King : Say thou to Harry of 
» Though we ſeenrd dead, we did but ſleep: 
A e is a better Souldier than Raſhneſs. Tell him, 
me could have rebuk'd him at Harflew, but that we 
thought not good to bruiſe an injury, tull 1t were full ripe. 
Now we ſpeak upon our Q. and our voice 15 imperial : 
England ſhall repent his folly, ſee his weakneſs, and 
admire our ſufferance, Bid him therefore conſider of his 
Ranſom, which muſt proportion the loſſes we have 
horn, the Subjefts we have loſt, the diſgrace we have 
digeſted 3 which in weight to rc-anſwer, his pettineſs 
would bow under. For our loſſes, his Exchequer is too 
: for th'effuſion of our blood , the Muſter of his 
ingdom too faint a number ; and for our diſgrace, his 
om Perſon kneeling at our feet, but a weak and" vrthleſs 
atisfaftion. To this add defiance : and tell him 5r con- 
daſon, he hath betrayed his Followers, whoſe condem- 
nation is pronounced : So far my King and Maſter ; fo 
much my Office. 

King. What is thy Name ? I know thy Quality. 

Monun, Mount joy. 

King, Thou do?ſt thy Office fairly. Turn thee back, 
And tell thy King, I do not ſeek him now, 

But could be willing to march on to Calice, 
Without impeaehment - for to ſay the ſooth, 
Thongh *tis mo wiſdom to confeſs ſo much 
Unto an Enemy of Craft and Vantage, 
My. People are with ſickneſs much entecbled, 
My Numbers leſſen*d : and thoſe few I have, 

ſt no better than ſo many French , 
Who when they were in health, I tell thee, Herald, 
| thought, upon one pair of Englilh Legs 
Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgive me, God, 
That I do brag thus; this your air of France 
Hath blown that Vice in me. I muſt repent : 
Go therefore tell thy Maſter, here I am; 
My Ranſom is this frail and worthleſs Trunk ; 
My Army, but a weak and ſickly Guard : 
Yet God before, tell him we will come on, 
Though France himſelf, and ſuch another Neighbour 
Sand in our way. There's for thy labour, fountjoy. 
Go bid thy Maſter well adviſe himſelf, 
lf we may paſs, we will : if we be hindred, 
We ſhall your tawny ground with your red blood 
Diſcolour : and ſo Adontjoy fare you well. 
The ſum of all our Anſwer is but this : 
Ve would not ſeek a Battel, as we are, 
Nor as we are, we ſay, we will not ſhug it : 
S0 tell your Maſter. 

Mount. 1 ſhall deliver ſo: Thanks to your Highneſs. 

Glou. I hope they will not come upon us now. 

King, We are in Gods hand, Brother, not in theirs; 
March to the Bridge, it now draws toward nights 


ant the River we'll encamp our ſelves, 


OO TC 
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[ Exeunt, 


And on to morrow bid them march away. 


Enter the Conftable of France, the Lord Ramburs, 
Orleans, Dolphin, with others. 


_ Conf?. Tut,l have the beſt Armour of the World : would 
it were day. 

Orl. You have an excellent Armour : but let my Horſe 
have his due. 

Conſt, It is the beſt Horſe of Europe. 

Orl. Will it never be Morning ? 

Dolph. My Lord of Orleance, and my Lord High 
Conſtable, you talk of Horſe and Armour ? 

Or:. You are as well provided of both, as any Princein 
the World. 

Dolph. What a long Night is this ? I will not change 
my Horſe with any that treads but on four paſterns : 
ch'ha : he bounds from the Earth, as if his entrails were 
hairs : le Cheval volant, the Pegaſus, ches les narines de few. 
When I beſtride him, I ſoar, I am a Hawk : he trots | 
the air : the Earth ſings, when he touches it : _ the baſeſt 
horn of his hoof is more Muſical than the Pipe of 
Hermes, 

Orl. He's of the colour of the Nutmeg, 

Dolph. And of the heat of the Ginger. It is a Beaſt 
for Perſeus : he is Pure Air and Fire; and the dull Ele- 
ments of Earth and Water never appear in him, but on» 
ly in patient ſtilneſs while his Rider mounts him : he 
is - "_ a Horſe, and all other Jades you may call 
Bealts. 

Conſt. Indeed myaÞrd, it is a moſt abſolute and ex- 
cellent Horſe. 

Dolph. It is the Prince of Palfrays, his Neigh is like the | 
bidding of a Monarch, and his Countenance enforces 
Homage. 

Orl. No more, Couſin. 

Dolph. Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot from 
the riling of the Lark to the lodging of the Lamb, vary 
deſerved praiſe on my Palfray : it is a Theme as fluens 
as the Sea : Turn the Sands into eloquent tongues, and | 
my Horſe is argument for them all : *tis a ſubje&t for a 
Soveraign to reaſon on, and for a Soveraigns Soveraign | 
to ride on : And for the World, familiar to us, and un- 
known, to lay a part their particular FunCtions , and 
wonder at him. I once writ a Sonnet in his praiſe and 
began thus, Wonder of Nature, 

Orleance. I have heard a Sonnet begin ſo to ones 
Miſtreſs. 

Dolph. Then did they imitate that, which I compog'd to 
my Courſer, for my Horſe is my Miſtreſs. 

Orl. Your I bears well. a 

Dolph. Me well, which is the preſcript praiſe and per- 
fetion of a good and particular Miſtrels. wy 

Conſt. Nay, for me thought yeſterday your Miſtreſs 
ſhrewdly ſhook your back. ; 

Dolph. So perhaps did yours. 

Conſt, Mine was not bridled. ; 

Dolph. O then belike ſhe was old and gentle, and you 
rode likea Kerne of Ireland, your French Hoſe off, and in 
you ſtrait Stroſlers. 

Conſt. You have good judgement in Horſemanſhip, 

Dolph. Be warn*d by me then :.they that ride fo, and 
ride not warily, fall into foul Boggs : I had rather have 
my Horſe to my Miſtreſs. 

Con#,. I had as lieve have my Miſtreſs a Jade. 

Dolph. 1 tell thee, Conſtable, my Miſtreſs wears his 
own hair. 

Conſt. I could make as truea boaſt as that, if I had 
Sow to my Miſtreſs. , 

Dol. Le chien eſt retourns a ſon vomiſſement , ef. 
la levye lavee au bourbier : thou mak*lt uſe of any thing. 

Conſt. Yet dol not uſe my Horſe for my Miſirek, or 
any ſuch Proverb, ſo little kin to the purpoſe, 


Ramb. My Lord Conſtable, the Armour that I faw in 
% 0 0 your 
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your Tent to night, are thoſe Stars or Suns upon it ? 

Conſt. Stars , my Lord. | 

Dolph. Some of them will fall ro morrow, I hope. 

Conſt. And yet my Sky ſhall not want. 

Dolph, That may be, for you bear a many ſuperfluoully, 
and *®twere more Honor ſome were away. 

Conſt, Evn as your Horſe bears your -praiſes, who 
would trot as well, were ſome of your brags difſ- 
mounted. 

"Dolph. Would I were able to load him with his deſert. 
Wil it never be day ? I will trot to morrow a mile, and 
my way ſhall be paved with Engliſh Faces. 

Conſt, I will not ſay ſo, for tear | ſhould be fact out 
of my way : but I would it were morning, for 1 would fain 
be about the Ears of the Engliſh. 

Ramb, Who will go Hazard with me for twcnty 


Priſoners ? 
have them. 


Orl. The Dolphin longs for morning. 

Ramb. "He longs to eat the Eveliſh. 

Conſt, 1 think he will eat all he kills. 

Orl. By the white Hand of my Lady, he's a gallant 


Prince. 
Conſt. Swear by her Foot, that ſhe may tread outgbe 


Oath. 


France, 

Conft. Doing is activity, and he will ſtill be doing 
© Orl. He neverdid harm, that I heard of. 

Conſt. Nor will do none to morrow : he will keep that 
good Name {till. 

Orl. I know him to be valiant. 

Conſt. 1 was told that; by one that knows him better 
than you. 

Orl. What's he ? 

Conſt. Marry,he told me ſo himſelf, ang he ſaid he carl 
not who knew it. 

Orleance. He necds not, It is no hidden virtue in him. 

Conſt. By my faith, Sir, but it is : never any body ſaw 
[It but his Lacquey - *tis a hooded V alour, and when ir 
appears , It will bate. 

Orl. 111 will never ſaid well. 

Conſt, | will cap that Proverb with, There.is flattery 
in friendſhip. 

Orl. And | will take upthat with, Give the Devil his due. 

Conſt, Well plac'd : there ſtands your Friend for the 
Devil : have at the very Eye of that Proverb with, A 
Pox of the Devil. 

Orl. You are the better at Proverbs, by how much a 
| Fools Bolt is ſoon ſhort. 

Conſt. You have ſhot over. 

Orl: ?Tis not the firſt time you were over-ſhot. 

Enter 4a Meſſenzer. 

Meſſen. My Lord high Conſtable, the Eng/zh Iye within 
fifteen hundred paces of your Tents. 

Conſt. Who hath mealur*d the ground ? 

Meſ. The Lord Cranapree. 

Corſt. A valiant and molt expert Gentleman, Would it 
were day. Alas poor Harry of England : he longs not 
for the Dawnaing, as we do. 

Ori. What a wretched and pzeviſh Fellow is this King 
of England, to mope with his fat: braia*d Followers fo far 
out of his knowledge. 

Conſt. If the En24h had any apprehenſion, they would 
run away. 

Orl. That they lack : for if their Heads had any in- 
telleftual Armour, they could never wear any ſuch heavy 
Head-pieces. 

' Ramb, That Iſland of En2lard breeds very valiant 
Creatures 3; their Maſtifts are of unmatchable cou- 
rage. 

, — Wy Fooliſh Curs, that run winking into the 


Conſt. You maſt firſt go your ſelf to hazard, &re you 
Dolph. *Tis Mid-night, Ple go arm my ſelf. [| Ex. 


Orleance, He is ſimply the moſt ative Gentleman of 


mouth of a Ruſſian Bear, and have thei 
like rotten Apples : you may as well fay, 


Lyon. 


their Wits with their Wives : and then 
Wolves, and fight like Devils. 

Conſt. Then ſhall we find to morrow, 
come, ſhall we about it ? 


We ſhall have each a hundred Engliſhmen. 


Rs a... * 
r heads Cruſh} 
| Flea, that dare to eat his breakfalt on the Lip of x 


Conſt. Juſt, juſt : and the men do ſympathize with the 
Maſtiffs, in robuſtious and rough coming on, leavin 


Meals of Beef, and Iron and Steel ; they will eat lite 
O-rl. 1, but theſe Engliſh are ſhrewdly out of Beef 
ſtomachs to eat, and none to ſight. Now Is it time toarn: 


Or1. It is now two a Clock : but let me ſee, by ten 


that's a Valiant 


glve them prex 


they have only 


[ Excun, 


Attus Tertins. 


Chorus, 
Now entertain Conjefture of a time, 
When creeping Murmur and the poring 
Fills the wide Veſſel of the Univerſe. 
The Hum of either Army ſtilly ſounds, 
T hat the fixt Centinels almoſt receive 


Each Bactel ſees the others umber*d face. 


The contiden and over-luſty French, 
Do the low-rated Engl:ſh play at Dice; 
And chide the creeple-rardy-gated Night, 


Like Sacrifices, by their watchful Fires 
Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 
The Mornings danger, and their geſture 


Preſented th:m unto the gazing Moon 


The Royal Captain of this ruin'd Band 


Upon this Royal Face there is no note, 


Nor doth he dedicate one jot of Colour 
Unto the weary and all-watched Night : 


A Largeſs untverial, like the Sun, 
His liberal, Eye doth give to every one, 


Behold, as may unworthineſs define, 
A little touch of Harry in the Night, 
And fo our Scene mult to the Battel flic : 


( Right ill diſpos%d, in brawl ridiculous } 
The Name of Azincourt, Yet fit and ſee, 


From Camp to Camp, through the foul Womb of Ni 
The ſecret Whiſpers of each others Watch. © 
Fire arſwers fire, and though their paly flames © * 


Steed threatens Steed, in high and boaſtful Neighs 
Picr +» the Nights dull Ear : and from the Tents, 


Ti ', -urers accompliſhing the Knights, 
Wy ;., . Hammers cloſing Rivets up, 
Gi *':.' ful note of preparation. 


T © ,umry Cocks docrow, the Clocks dotowle : 
ie third Hour of drowſie Morning uaurd, 
-oud of their Numbers, and ſecure in Soul, 


Who like a foul and ugly Witch doth limp 
So tediouſl7 away. The poor condemned Engliſh, 


Inveſting lank-lcan Cheeks, and War-wora Coats, 
So many horrid Ghoſts. O now who will behold 


Walking from Watch to Watch, from Tent to Tent; 
Ler him cry, Praiſe and Glory on his Head - 

For forth he goes, and viſits all his Hoſt, 

Bids them good morrow with a modeſt Smile, 

And calls them Brothers, Friends, and Countrymen. 


How dread an Army hath enrounded him; 


Burt freſhly looks, and over-bears Attaint, 
With chearful ſemblance, and ſweet Majeſty : 
That every Wretch, pining and- pale before, 
Beholding him, plucks comfort from his Looks. 


Thawing cold fear, that mean and gentle all 


Where, O for pity, we ſhall much diſgrace, 
With four or five moſt vile and ragged foils 
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Minding true things, by what their Mock*ries be. [| Ext. 


Enter the King , Bedford, and Glouceſter. 


ng, Gloſter, *tis true that we are in great danger, 
The greater therefore ſhould our Courage be. 
Good morrow, Brother Beaford : God Almighty, 
There is ſome ſou] of goodneſs in things evil, 
Would men obſervingly diſtil it out. 
Forour bad Neighbour makes us early ſtirrers, 
Which is both healthful, and good husbandry, 
Beſides, they are our outward Conſciences, 
And Preachers to us all ; admoniſhing, 
That we ſhould dreſs us fairly for our end. 
Thus may we gather Honey from the Weed, 
And make a Moral of the Devil himſclt. 


Enter Erpin gham. 


Good morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpingham : 
A good ſoft Pillow for that good white Head, 
Were better than a churliſh turf of France. _ 
Erping. Not ſo my Liege, this Lodging likes me better, 
Since I may ſay, now Iye L like a King. ; 
Kine, *Tis good for men to'love their preſent pain, 
Upon Examp'e, fo the Spirit is eaſed : 
And when the Mind is quickned, out of doubt 
The Organs , though defunct and dead before, 
Break up their drowſie Grave, and newly move 
With caſted ſlough; and freſh celerity, 
Lend me thy Cloak, - Sir Thomas : Brothers both, 
Commend me to the Princes in our Camp : 
Do my-Good morrow to them, and anon 
Deſire them all to my Pavilion. 
Gloſter, We ſhall, my Liege. 
Erping. Shall I attend your Grace? 
King, No, my good Knight: 
Gowith my Brothers to my Lords of England : 
[and my Boſom muſt debate a while, 
And then I would no other company. 
Erjing. The Lord in Heaven bleſs thee, Noble Harry. 


[ Exeunt 


King. God a mercy old Heart,thou ſpeak'ſt cheartully. 


Enter Piſtol. 
Pit. Che vous la? . 
King. A Friend. 
Pi. Diſcuſs unto me, art thou Officer, or art thou 
baſe, common, and popular ? 
King. lam Gentleman of a Company. 
P;t. TrayPſt thou the puiſlant Pike ? 
King. Even ſo : what are you ? 
P:ſt. As good a Gentleman, as the Emperour. 
King. Then you are better than the King. 
Pift, The King's a Bawcock, and a Heart of Gold, a 
Lad of Life, an Impe of Fame, of Parents good, of Fiſt 
moſt yaliant : I kiſs his dirty ſhoo, and from heartitring 1 
love the lovely Bully. Whar is thy Name ? 
King. Harry le Roy. 


King, No, I am aWelchman. 

P;ft. Know®ſt thou Fluelen ? 

King, Yes. 

Piſt. Tell him, le knock his Leek about his Pate upon 

$. Davies day. 

King. Do not you wear your Dagger in your Cap that 

day, leſt he knock that about yours. 

P:#, Art thou his Friend ? 

King. And his Kinſman too. 

Piſt. The Figo for thee then. 

King. I thank you : God be with you. 

Pit My name is P:ſtol calPd. 

King. It forts well with your fierceneſs. 
[ Manet King. 


[ Exit. 


Enter Flnellen «nd Gower. 


Gower, Captain Fluellen, 

Fl. *So, inthe Name of Jeſu Chriſt, ſpeak fewer : it 
is the greateſt admiration in the univerſal World, when 
che true and auncient Prerogatifes and Laws of the Wars 
is not kept : if you would rake the pains but to examine 
the Wars of Poxpey the Great, you ihall find, I warrant 
you, that there is ro tiddle taddle , nor pibble babble 
in Pompey's Camp : 1 warrant yon, you ſhall find the 
Ceremonies of the Wars, and the Cares of it, and the 
Forms of it, and the Sobriety of it, and the Modeſty of 
It, to be otherwiſe. 

Gower. Why the Enemy is loud, your hear him all 
Night. 

Fl. If the Enemy is an Afs and a Fool, and a pra- 
ting Coxcomb 3 is it meet, think you, that we ſhould 
alſo, look you, be an Afs, and a Fool, and a prating Cox- 
comb, in your own conſcience now ? 

Gow, I will ſpeak lower, F 

Flz. I pray you, and beſeech you, that you will. © Ex. 

King. Though it appear a little out of faſhion, 

There is much Care and Valour in this Welchman, 


Enter three Souldjers , Tohn Bates, Alexander Court, and 
Michael Williams, 


Court, Brother John Bates , is 
which breaks yonder ? 

Bates, I thiok it be : but we have no great cauſe to 
deſire the approach of wn 

Williams. We ſee yonder the beginning of the day, but 
| think we ſhall never ſee the end of it. Who goes 
there ? Wo 

King, A Friend. 

Wil, Under what Captain ſerve you ? 

King. Under Sir John Erpineham. | 

Will, A good old Commandcr, and a moſt kind Gen- 
tleman : I pray you, what thinks he of our eſtate ? 

King. Even as men wrack*t upon a Sand, that look to 
be waſly't off the next Tide. 

Bates. He hath not told his thought to the King ? 

K-7g. No: nor it is not meet he ſhould : for though 
[ ſpeak 1t to you, [think the King is but a man, as 1 am: 
the Violet ſmells to him, as ir doth to me; the Element 
ſhews to him, as wu doth to me; all his ſenſes have but 
humane Conditions : his Ceremonies Jaid by, in his Na- 
kedneſs he appears but a man ; and though his aff ions 


not that the Morning, 


ſtoop with the like wing : therefore, when he ſecs ruafon 
of fears, as we do; his fears, out of doubt, be of the ſams 
reliſh as ours are : yet in reaſon, no man ſhould poſleſs 
him with any appearance of fear ; left he, by fhewing ir, 
ſhould disheartcn his Army: | 

Bates. He way ſhew what outward cobrage he will: 
but, 1 believe as cold a Night as *ris,. he could wiſh him- 
iclf in Thames up to the Neck ; and fo I would he were, 


; and I by him, at all adventures, ſo we were quit here. 
P. Le Roy? a Corniſh Name : art thou of Corniſh Crew ? | 


Kg. By my troth, 1 will ipeak my conſcience of the 


King : I think he would not wiſh himſelf any where, but 


where he Is. 

Bates, Then would he were kere alone; fo ſhould he be 
ſure to be ranſomed, and a many pcor mens lives faved. 

Kirig. | dare ſay, you love him not fo ill; to wiſh him 
here alone : howſoever you ſpeak this to feel other 
mens minds , - methinks 1 could not dye any where fo 
contented, as in the Kings company : his Cauſe being juſt, 
and his Quarrel honorable. 

Wilt, That's more than we know. 

Bates. 1, or more than we ſhould ſeck after ; for we 
know enough, if we know we are the King's SubjQts : 
if his Cauſe be wrong, our Obedience to the King wipes 
the Crime of it out of us. | 


| KEk 9 Williams. 


are higher mounted than ours, yet when they ſtoop, they | 
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Wiltams. But it the Cauſe bz not good, the King him- 
ſelf hath a heavy Reckoning to make, when all* thoſe 
Legs, and Arms, and Heads chop't off in a Battel, ſhall 
joyn together at the latter day, and cry all, We dyed 
at ſuch a place, ſome ſwearing, ſome crying for a Sur- 
geon ; ſome upon their Wives left poor behind them ; 
ſome-upon the D<bts they ow, ſome upon their Chil- 
dren rawly left : I am atear*d, there are few dic well, 
that diz2 in Batrtel : tor how can they charitably diſpoſe 
of any thing, when Blood 15 their argument ? Now, if 
theſe men do not die w-ll, it will bea black matter for 
the King, thar led thzm to it, waom to diſobey, were 
2zainſtall proportion of ſubjection, 

Kings. So, if a Son, that is by his Father ſent about 


] Merchandize, do ſinfuily miſcarry upon the Sea ; the im- 


putation of his wickedneſs, by your Rule, ſhould be im- 
poſed upon his Father, that fent him : or ita Servant, un- 


| der his Maſter's command, tranſporting a ſum of Mo- 


ney, be aſſailed by Robbers, and die in many irreconcil'd 
Iniquitiesz you may call the buſineſs of the Maſter the 
Author of the Servants damnation : but this is not ſo; 
The King is not bound'to anſwer the particular endings 
of his Souldiers, the Father of his Son, nor the Maſter 


| of his Servant ; for they purpoſe not their Death, when 


they purpoſe their Services. Belides, there is no King, be 
his Cauſz nev.r fo ſpotleſs, if it come to the arbitre- 
ment of Swords, can try it out with all unſpotted Soul- 
diers : ſome ( peradventure) have on them the guilt of 
premeditated and contrived Murther ; ſome, of begui- 
ling Virgins with the broken Seals ot Perjury ; ſome, 
making the Wars their bulwark, that have before go- 
red the gentle Boſom of Peace with Pillage and Robbe- 
rie. Now if theſe men have defeated the Law, and out- 
run Native puniſhment ; though they can out-ſtrip men, 


| they have no wings to flie from God. War is his Bea- 


dle, War is his Vengearce : ſo that here men are pu- 
niſwt, for b:fore breach of the Kings Laws, in now 
the Kings Quarr.l : where they feared the death, they 
have born life away ; and where they would-be ſafe, 
they periſh. Then if they die unprovided, no more is 
the Kirg guilty of their damnation, than he was before 
guilty of thoſe Impteties, for the which they are now 
viſited. Every Subjects Duty is the Kings, but every 
Subjects Soul is his own. Therefore 'thould every 
Souldier in the Wars, as every lick man in his Bed, 
waſh every Moth out of his Conſcience : and dying fo, 
Death is to him advantage ; or not dying, the time 
was bleſiedly loſt, wherein ſuch preparation was gained 
aiid in him that cſcapes, it were not fin to think, thar 
makiug God ſo free an offer, he let him outlive that 


| day, to fee his Greatnels, and to teach others how they 


ſhould prepare. 

7. *Tis certain, every man that dyes ill, the ill js 
upon his own head, the King is net to anſwer for it. 

Bites, | do not dclire he ſhould anſwer for me, ard 
yer I determine to fight luſtily for him. 

Kinz. 1 my ſelt heard the King ſay, he would not be 


| ranſomi'd. 


Wl. 1, he faid ſo, to make us fight chearfully - but 
when our throats are cut, hz may be ranſom'd, and we 
nere the wiſer. 

King. If I live to fee it, I will never truſt his word 
after. 

Will. You pay him then : that's a perilous ſhot our 
of an Elder-Gun, that a poor and private diſpleaſure can 
do avainſt a Monarch : you may as well go about to 
turn the Sun to Ice, with fanning in his Face with a 
Peacocks Feather : You'll never trult his word after | 
come, tis a fooliſh ſaying, | 

Kino, Your reproof is ſomething too round, I ſhould 
be angry with you, if the time convenient, 

Will. Let it be a Quarrel between us, if you live. 

King. | embrace It. ; 

Will. How ſhall | know thee again ? 


King, Give me any Gage of thine, and I will wear j 
in my Bonnet : Then if ever thou darſt acknowledpe by 
| wi'l make it my Quarrel. ) 

Hill. Here's my Glove : Give me another of thine 

King, There. : 

Will, This will 1 alſo wear in my Cap: if ever thy 
come to me, and fay, after to morrow, This is my Gloye 
by this Hand I will give thee a box on the ear, F 

King. If ever 1 live to ſee it, I will challenge it, 

Wilt, Thou darfit as well -be hang'd. 

King, Well. I will do it, though I take thee in the 
King?s company. 

Will, Keep thy word : fare thee well. 

Bates. Be Friends,: you Engliſh Fools, be Friends We 
have French Quarrels enow, if you could tell hoy to 
reckon, 

Exeunt Souldiers, 


King. Indeed the French may lay twenty rex 
Crowns to one, they will beat us, for they bear the 
on their ſhoulders : but it is no Enghſb Treaſon to cyt 
French Crowns, and to morrow the King himſelf gil 
be a Clipper. 

Upon'the King, let us, our Lives, our Souls, 

Our dtbts, our careful Wives, 

Our Children, and our Sins, lay on the King : 

He muſt bear all. 

O hard Condition, twin-born with Greatneſs, 
Subject to the breath of every Fool, whoſe ſenſe 

No more-can feel, but his own wringing, 

What infinite heart-eaſe muſt Kings neglect, 

That private men enjoy ? ” 

And what have Kings, that Privates have not too 
Save Ceremony, ſave general Ceremony ? 7 
And what art thou, thou Idol Ceremony ? 
What kind of God art thou ? that ſuffer” more 
Of mortal griefs, than do thy Worſhippers, 
What are thy Rents ? what are thy Comings in ? 
0 Ceremony, ſhew me but thy worth. 

W hat ? is thy Soul of Adoration ? X 
Art thou ought elſe but Place, Degree, and Form, 
Creating aw and fear in other men ? 

Wherein thou art leſs happy, being feard, 

Than they in fearing, 

What drinklt thou oft, in ſtead of Homage ſiveet, 
But poiſon'd flattery ? O, be ſick, great Greatnek 
And bid thy Ceremony give thee cure. 

Thinks thou the fiery Feaver will 80 out 

With titles blown from Adulation : 

Will it give place to flexure and low bending ? 
Canſt thou, when thou command'ſt the beggars knee, 
Command the health of it ? No, thou proud Dream, 
Thou play'lt ſo ſubtilly with a King's Repoſe, 

| am a King that find thee: and I know, 

"Tis not the Balm, the Scepter, and the Ball, 

The Sword, the Mace, the Crown Imperial, 

The enter-riſſued Robe of Gold and Pearl, 

The farſed Title running *tfore the King, 

The Throne he ſits on : nor the Tide of Pomp, 
That beats upon the high ſhoar of this World : 
No, not all theſe, thrice-gorgeous Ceremonies, 

Nor all theſe, laid in bed Majeſtical, 

Can ſleep fo fuundly, as the wretched Slave : 

Who witha body filPd, and vacant mind, 

Gets him to reſt, cramm?d with diltreſsful bread, 


Never ſees horrid Night, the Child of Hell : 
Burt like a Lacquey, from the Riſe to Ser, 

Sweats in the eye of Phebus ; and all night 
Sleeps in Elyſium: next day after dawn, 

Doth riſe and help Hyperion to his Horſe, 

And follows ſo the ever-running -year 

With profitable labour to his Grave : 

And but for Ceremony, ſuch a Wretch, 

Winding up Days with toyl, and Nights with ſleep, 
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Had the fore-hand and vantage of a King, 

The Slave, 2 Member of the Countries peace, 

Enjoys It : but in grols brain little wots, 

What watch the King keeps, to maintain the peace ; 
Whoſe hours the Peaſant beſt advantages. 


Enter Erpingham. 


Exp. My Lord, ypur Nobles jealous of your abſence, 
ce through your Camp to find you. 
'*X;m7, Good old Knight, collect them all together,, 
At my Tent: Ile be before thee. LE: 
| By. [ ſhall do't,, my Lord. ; [Exit. 
King. O God of Battels, ſteel my Souldiers hearts, 
Poſſeſs them not with fear: Take from them now 
The ſenſe of reck*ning of the oppoſed numbers : 
pluck their hearts from them. Not to day, O Lord, 

0 not to day, think not upon the fault, 

My Father made, in compalling the Crown. 

[ Richard's Body have interred new, 

And on it have beſtowed more contrite tears, 
Than from it iſſued forced drops of Blood. 

five hundred poor I have in yearly pay, 

Who twice a day their wither'd hands hold up 
Toward Heaven, to pardon blood : 

And I have built two Chauntries, 

Where the ſad and folemn Prieſts ſing ſtill 

For Richard's Soul. More will 1 do : 

Though all that I can do, is nothing worth : 
Fince that my Penitence comes after all, 
Imploring Pardon. 


Enter Glouceſter. 
Glue. My Liege. ; 
King, My Brother Gloxceſter”s voice ? 
[ know thy errand, 1 will go with thee : 
The day, my Friend, and all things ſtay for me.[ Exeun?, 


Enter the Dolphin, Orleance, Ramburs, 
and Beaumont- 


Orleance. The Sun doth gild onr Armour, up, my 
Lords. 
Dolph. Monte Cheval : My Horſe, Valet Lacquay: Ha . 
0rl. Oh brave Spirit ! 
Dolph. Via les ewes & terre, 
Orl. Rien puis le air & fen, 
Dolph. Cien, Couſin Orleance, 
Now my Lord Conſtable ? 
Conſt, Heark how our Steeds for preſent ſervice 
neigh. 
Puph Mount them, and make inciſion in their Hides, 
That their hot blood may ſpin in Engiſh eyes, 
And doubt them with ſuperfluous courage : ha. 
Ram, W hat, will you have them weep our Horſes blood ? 
How ſhall we then behold their natural tears ? 


[ Enter Conſtable. 


Enter Meſſenger. 


Meſſenger. The Engliſh are embattel'd, you French 
eers, 
Conſt. To Horſe, you gallant Princes, ſtreight to Horſe. 
Do but behold yond poor and ſtarved Band, 
And your fair ſhew ſhall ſack away their Souls, 
Leaving them but the ſhales and husks of men. 
There is not work enough for all our hands, 
Scarce blood enough in all their ſickly Veins,, 
Togive each naked Curtle-ax a ftain, 
That our French Gallants ſhall to day draw out, 
And ſheath for lack of ſport. Let us but blow on them. 
The vapour of our Valour will o're-turn them. 
is poſitive ?gainſt all exception, Lords, 
hat our ſuperfluous Lacquies, and our Peaſants, 
ho in unneceſſary aCtion ſwarm 
ut our Squares of Battel, were enow 


V———. 


To purge this Field of ſuch a hilding Foe ; 

Though we upon this Mountains Balis by, 

Took ſtand for idle ſpeculation : 

But that our Honours muſt not. Whats to ſay ? 

A very little little ler us do, 

And all is done : then let the Trumpets ſound 

The Tucker Sonuance, and the Note to mount : 

For our approach ſhall ſo much dare the Field, 

That Ezgland ſhall conch down in fear, and yeild. 
Enter Graundpree. 

Graund. Why do you ſtay ſo long, my Lords of France ? 
Yond Iſland Carrions, deſperate of their Bones, 
Ill-favour%dly become the Morning Field : 

Their ragged Curtains poorly are let looſe, 
And our air ſhakes them palling ſcornfully. 
Big 44ars ſeems banqu”rout in their begger'd Hoſt, 
And faintly through a ruſty Bever peeps, 
The Horſemen fit like fixed Candleſticks, 
With Torch-ſtaves in their hand : and their poor Jades 
Loo down their heads, drooping, the hide and hips : 
The Gum down roping from their pale-dead eyes, 
And in their pale dull Mouths the Jymold Bitt 
Lyes foul with chaw'd grafs, ſtill and motionleſs, 
And their Executors, the knaviſh Crows, 
Flye ore them all, impatient for their hour. 
Deſcription cannot ſuit it ſelf in words, 
To demonſtrate the Life of ſuch a Battel, 
In life ſo liveleſfs, as it ſhews it {clf. 
Conſt. They have ſaid rheir Prayers, 
And they ſtay for death. 

Dol. Shail we go ſend them Dinners, and freſh Sutes, 

Aud give their falting Horſes Provender, 


| And after fight with them ? 


Conſt. I ſtay but for my Guard : on 
To the Field, I will the Banner from a Trumpet take, 
And uſe it for my haſte. Come, come away, | 
The Sun is high, and we out-wear the day. [Exeunt. 
Enter Glouceſter, Bedford, Exeter, Erpingham with 
all his Hoſt ; Salizbury, and Weſtmerlaud. 


Glouceſt. Where is the King ? ; 

Bedf. The King himſelf is rode to view their Battel. 
, —_ Of fighting men they haue full threeſcore thou- 
and. 

Eze, There's five to one, beſides they all are freſh. 

Salisb, Gods Arm ſtrike with us, 'tis a fearful odds. 
God buy? you Princes all ; Ple to my Charge: 

If we no more meet, ?cill we niet in Heaven 
Then joyfully, my Noble Lord of Bedford, 

My dear Lord Glouceſter, and my good Lord Exeter, 
And my kind Kinſman, Warriors all, adieu. 

Bed. Farewel, good Salrsbury, and good luck go with 
And yer I do thce wrong, to mind thee of it, [thee ; 
For thou art fam?d of the firm truth of Valour, 

Exe, Farcwel, kind Lord : fight valiantly to day, 

Bed. He is as full of valour as of kindneſs, 

Princely in both. 
Enter the King. 


W:t. O that we now had here 
But one ten thouſand of thoſe men in England, 
That do no work to day. 

King. What's he that wiſhes ſo ? 
My Couſin Weſtmerland. No, my fair Couſin - 
[f we are markt to die, we are enow 
To do our Countrey loſs : and if to live, 
The fewer men, the greater ſhare of Honour. 
Gods will, I pray thee wiſh not one man more. 
By Jove, I am not covetous for Gold, 
Nor carel, who doth feed upon my colt : 
It yerns me not, if men my Garments wear ; 
Such outward things dwell not in- my deſires. 
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Rather proclaim it ( Weſtmerland ) 


That fears his_fellowſhip, to die 


Familiar in his mouth as houſhold 


Warwick and T albot, Salisbury and 


| But we in it ſhall be remembred ; 


For he to day that ſheds his blood 
Shall be my Brother : be he ne're 


That fought with us upon Saint 


Courze ? 


For certainlv, thou art ſo near the 


The Conſtable deſires thee, thou 


Maſt lye and feiter. 
King. Who hath ſent thee now ? 


[ am the moſt ofFending Soul alive. 

No *faith, my Couze, wiſh not a man from England : 
God's peace, I would not loſe fo great an Honour, 
As one man more me-thinks would ſhare from me, 

| For the beſt hope I have. O, do 


We would not die in that man's company, 


This day is call'd the Feaſt of Criſpiar : 

He that out-lives this day, and . comes ſafe home, 
Will ſtand a tip-toe when this day is named, 

And rouze him at the Name of Cr:ſpian : 

He that ſhall ſee this day, and live old age, 

Will yearly on the Vigil feaſt his Neighbours, 
And fay to morrow is Saint Criſpian : 

Then will he ſttip his ſleeve, and ſhew his Scars : 
Old men forget ; yet all ſhall not be forgot : 
But he'll remember, with advantages, 

What feats he did that day. Then ſhall our Names, 


Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter, 

Glouceſter, Come thou no more for Ranſom, gentle Herald, 

They ſhall have none, I ſwear, but theſe my Joynts: 

Which if they have as I will leave *um them, 

Shall yield them little, tell the Conſtable. 

And fo fare thee well: 

Thou never ſhalt hear Herald any more. [Exit 
King. 1 tear thou wilt once more come again for 


Be in their flowing Cups freſhly remembred. 
This ſtory ſhall the good man teach his Son : 
And Cri ſin Criſpian fhall ne*re go by, 

| From this day: to the ending of the World, 


We few, we happy few, we band of Brothers * 


This day ſhall gentile his condition. 
And Gentlemen in England now a-bed, 
Shall think themſelv& accurs'd they were not here ; 
And hold their Manhoods cheap, whiles any ſpeaks, Now Souldiers march away 3 
Criſpiar's day. And how thou pleaſeſt, God, diſpoſe the day. [[Exeur. 
Alarum, Excurſions, 
Sal. My Soveraign Lord, beſtow your ſelf with ſpeed : 
The French are bravely in their Battels ſet, 
And will with all expedience charge on 1s. 
King, All things are ready, if our minds be ſo. Piſt. Yield Cur. 
Weſt. Periſh the man, whoſe mind is backward now. 
King. Thou do'ſt not wiſh more help from Englara, | qualzre. 
Pit. Quality calmy cuſture me. Art thou a Gentle 
man ? what is thy Name-? diſculs. 


Enter Salisbury 


Weſt. God will, my Liege, would you and I alone, 
Without more help could fight this Royal Battel. 
King. Why now thou haſt unwiſht five thouſand men : 
Which likes me better, than to with us one. 
You know your places : God be with you all, 


Tacket. Enter Montjoy. 


Mon. Once more I come to know of thee, King Harry, 
If for thy Ranſom thou wilt now compound, 
Before thy moſt aſlured Overthrow : of Crimſon blood. 
Gulf, French. Eſt-il impoſſibile Aeſchapper la force de ton bras. 
Thou needs mult be englutted. Beſides, in mercy Piſt. Braſs, Cur ? thou damned and luxurious Mout- 
Thy Followers of Repentance z that their Souls 
May make a peaceful and a ſweet Retire 
From off theſe Fields:where (Wretches) their poor Bodies 


Mon, The Conſtable of France. 

Kin;. 1 pray thee bcar my former Anſwer back : 
3id them a.chieve me, and then fell my Bones. 
Good God ! why ſhould they mock poor Fellows thus ? 
The man that once did ſell the Lyon's skin 
While the beaſt liv*d, was kilPd with hunting him. firk. 
And many of our Bodies ſhall no doubt 
-ind Na ive Graves : upon the which, I truſt 
z3nall witneſs live in Braſs of this days work. 
And thoſe that leave their valiant Bones in France, 


And turn them out of ſervice. 


words, Will ſoon be levyed. 

Herald, ſave thou thy labour : 
Mon. 1 ſhall, King Harry. 

with me, Ranſom. 


ſo vile, Enter York. 


The leading of the Vaward. 
King.” Take it, brave Tork,. 


French. O Sergnenur Din. 


wilt mind cain Goat, ofter*ſt me Braſs ? 
French. O pardonne moy. 


his Name. 


French. Monſieur le Fer, 


French. Que dit-il Monſieur ? 


Dying like men, though buried in your Dunghill, 
They ſhall be fad: for there the Sun ſhall ore 
And draw their Honours rceking up to Heaven, 
Leaving their carthly parts to choak your Clime 
not wiſh one more : | The ſmell whereof ſhall breed a Plague in France, 
through my Hoſt ; Mark then abounding valour in our Ezgtiſþ : 


That he which hath no ſtomack to this Fight, That geing dead, like to the Bullets grating, 
Let him depart, his Paſport ſhall be made, Breakout into 2 ſecond courſe of miichief, 
And Crowns for Convoy put into his Purſe : | Killing in relapſe of Mortality. : 


Let me ſpeak proudly : Tell the Conſtable, 
with us. We are but Warriors for the working day : 
Our Gayneſs and our Gilt are all be-ſmircht 
With rainy Marching in the painful Field. 
There's not a picce of Feather in our Hoſt ; 
Good argument (1 hope) we will not flie : 
And time hath worn us into ſlovenry. 

But by the Maſs, our hearts are in the trim : 
And my poor Souldiers tell me, yet ere night, 
They'le be in freſher Robes, or they will pluck 
The gay new Coats o're the French Souldiers head, 


As if God pleaſe, they ſhall; my Ranſom then 


York., My Lord, moſt humbly on my knee l beg 


Enter Piſtol, French Souldier, Boy. 


French. Je penſe que vous eſtes le Gentil. home de bunt 


Piſt. O Signieur Dewe ſhould be a Gentleman-: per- 
pend my words O Signieur Dew, and mark : O Signieur 
Dewe, thou dyeſt-on point of Fox, except O Signieur 
thou do give to me egregious Ranſom. 

French, O prennez. mſericorde ayez. pitie de moy. 
Pit. Moy ſhall not ſerve, I will have forty Moyss: 
for I will fetch thy rym out at thy Throat, in drops 


Piſt. Say*ſt thou me {o? is that a Ton of Moyes? 
Come hither Boy, ask me this Slave in French what Þ 


Boy. Eſcoute comment eſtes vous appelle ? 

Boy. He fays, his name is Mr. Fer. 

Piſt, Mr. Fer : Ple fer him, and firk him, and ferte! 
him : diſcuſs the ſame in French unto him. 

Boy . 1 do not know the French for fer, and ferret, and 

Pit. Bid him prepare, for I will cut his throat. 


Boy. Il me commande de vous dire que vous vous i 
nmez preſt, car ce ſoldat icy eſt diſpoſee rout o_ 
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Gaqer votre gorge. Exe, TheD. of Tok commends him to your Majeſty. 
Piſk, Owy, cuppele gorge parmafoy peſant, unleſ; &ing. Lives he, good Uncle : thrice within this hour 
ve me Crowns, brave Crowns, or mangled ſhalt | I ſaw him down - thrice up again, and fighting, 


ou 81 | 
_ be by this my Sword. From Helmet to the Spur all Blood he was. 
French, O Je vous ſupplie pour P amour de Dien ; me Exe. In which array (brave Souldier) doth he lye, 


pardonner, Je ſuis Gentilhome de bonne maiſon, gar de ma Larding tae plain: and by his bloody ſide, 
wie, & Fe vous donner ay m_— eſcus. (Yoak-tcllow to his Honour-owing wounds) 
2;8, What are his words ? The Noble Earl of Suffolk alfo lyes. 
By. He prays you to ſave his life, he is a Gentleman | Sfolk firlt dyed, and York all hagled over 
of a good houſe, and for his Ranſom he will give you two | Comes to him, where in gore he lay inſteeped, 
hundred Crowns. And takes him by the Beard, kiſſes the gaſhes 
Pjf, Tell him my fury ſhall abate, and I the Crowns | That bloodily did yawn upon his face. 
will take. So | Hecrys aloud : Tarry my Coulin Sxfolk,, 
French. Petit Monſieur que dit-ill ? My Soul ſhall thine keep company to Heaven : 
Boy. Encore qrwul eſt contre ſon Jurement , de pardon- Tarry (ſweet Soul} for mine, then flye a-breaſt : 
ner awcun priſonnier : neant moms pour les eſcus que vons | As in this glorious and well-foughten Field 
luy promiztez., 4 eſt content de vou: donner la liverte de | We kept together in our Chivalry. 
franchiſe. | | | Upon rheie words I came, and cheer?d him up, 
Fre,Sur mes genoux ie vox donne miles remerciement, | He \miPd me in the Face, caught me his Hand, 
| ie we eſtime heureux qui ie ne tombe entre les mains | And with a feeble gripe, ſays, Dear my Lord, 
Im Chevalier, ie penſe le plus brave, valiant, & tres de-| Commend my ſervice to my Soveraign; 
ue Signeur a Angleterre. So did he tura, and over Sfolk's neck 
Pift. Expound unto me, Boy. He threw his wounded Arm, and kiſt his lips, 
Boy. He gives you upon his knees a thouſand thanks, | And ſo eſpous'd to death, with blood he ſeal'd | 
and eſteems himſelf happy, that he hath fan into the | A Teſtament of Nob!e-ending-Love : 
hands of one (as he thinks) the molt brave, valorous, and | The pretty and ſweet manner of it forc'd | 
. | thrice-worthy Signeur of England. Thole waters from me, which I would have ſtop'd, | 
Fiſt. As 1 fuck blood, | wiil ſome mercy ſhew. Fol- 3ut 1 had not ſo much of man in me, 
| 


pd has ad ”—_ Med diene Sree 


And all my Mother came into mine Eyes, 


: low me. = 
| | By, Suave vous le grand Capitain | And gave me up to Tears. 
a [ did never know ſo woful a voice iſſue from ſo empty a] Xing. I blame you nor, 


heart: but the Song is true, the empty velil:1 makes the | For hearing this I muſt perforce compound 
greateſt ſound. Bardolf and Nim had ten times more | With mixttul Eyes, or they will iſſue too. LAlarum, þ 
ralour than this roaring Devil th? old Play, that every | But heark, what new alarum is this ſame ? | 
one may pair his nails with a wooden dagger, and they | The French have re-enforc'd their ſcatter*d men : | 
are both hang*d, and ſo would this be, it he durlt ſteal | Then every Souldier kill his Priſoners, | 
ay thing adventurouſly. I muſt ſtay with the Lackies, | Give the word through. 

with the luggage of our Camp, the French might have a | 
good prey ot us, it he knew ot it, for there is none to | — nn_—_ 


| \N Bas . 
[I But Boy | . Attus Vuartus. 
Enter Conſtable, Orleance, Butbon, Dolphin, 
. and Ramburs. E:ter Fluellen, and Gower. | 
Com. O Diable. Flu, Kill the poyes and the luggage, *Tis expreſly | 
Orl.0 Signeur le jour & perdia, toute & perdie. againſt the Law of Arms, ?tis as arrant a piece of Knaye- 
Dol. More Dieu mavie, all is confounded, all, ry, mark you now, as can be offert in your Conſcience 
Reproach, and everlaſting ſhame now, 1s It not * 
Sits mocking in our Plumes. [4 ſhort Alarum, | Gow, *Tis c:rtain, there's not a Boy left alive, and the 
0 meſchamte fortune, do not run away. Cowardly Raſcals that ran away from the Battel, ha? don 
Con. Why, all our Ranks are broke. this Slaughter : beſides, they have burned and carried a- 
Dol. © perdurable ſhame, let's ſtab our ſelves : way all that was in the King's Tent, wherefore the King 
Be theſe the Wretches that we play*d at Dice for ? molt worthily hath caugd every Souldier to cut his Pri- : 


Orl. Is this the King we ſent to, for his Ranſom? | ſoner*s throat. O ?tis a gallant King. : 
Bur, Shame, and eternal ſhame, nothing but ſhame, Flu, I, he was porn at Afonmouth, Captain Gower : 
Let us flye in once more back again, what call you the lown's name, where Alexander the 


And he that will not follow Burbon now, pig was born ? 

Let him go hence, and with his Cap in hand Gow. Alexander the Great, 

Like a baſe Pander, hold the Chamber-door, Flxe, Why I pray yon, is not pig, great ? The pig, or 
Whilſt by a baſe Slave, no gentler than my Dog, the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or the magna- 
His faireit Daughter is contaminated. nimous are all one reckonings, fave the phraſe is a little 
Con. Diſorder, that hath ſpoyld us, Friend us now, | variations. | | 

Let us on heaps go oftcr up our lives. Gow, I think Alexander the Great was born in 
Orl. We are enow yet living In the Field, Macedon, his Father was called Philip of Adacedon, as I 


To ſmother up the Engl;ſh in our Throngs take It, 7 
if any order might be thought upon. Flu, 1 think it 1s in A4acedon, where Alexander is 


Bur, The Devil take Order now, Ile to the throng ; | porn: I tell you Captain, if you look in the Maps of 


Let Life be ſhort, elſe ſhame will be too long. [Ex+s. | the Orld, 1 warrant you fall find in the compariſons be- 
tween Macedon and Monmouth, that the — look 


you, is both alike. There is a River in Macedon,and there 
is alſo moreover a River at Afonmoxth, it is calPd Wye at 
Monmouth : but it is out of my prains, what is the nanfe 
of the other River, bur ?ris all one, ?tis alike as my Fingers 
is to my Fingers, and there is Salmons in both. If you 

mark 


A 


Tz 


Alarum, Enter the King and his Train, 
with Priſoners, 


. | King, Well have we done, thrice valiant Conntrymen, 
[ont als not done, yet keep the French the Field. 


———————_ 


_— A. 


_ 


L 


th. 
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| 
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C lytus. 


any] of his Friends. 


Gow. Sir Fohn Falſt aff. 


at Monmoath. 
Gow. Here comes his Majeſty. 


thou not, 


Comvſt thou again for Ranſom ? 
Her. No, great King : 


mark Alexander's life well," :{arry of Monmouth's life 1s 
come after it indifferent well, for there is Figures in all 
things. Alexander, God: knows, and you know, in his 
rages, and his furies, and his wraths, and his cholers, and 
his moods, and his diſpleaſures, and his indignations, 
and alſo being a little intoxicates in his prains; did in 
his Ales and his angers, ( look you ) kill his beſt Friend 


Gow. Our King is not like him in that, he never kilPd 


Flu. It is not well done ( mark you now ) to take the 
tales out of my mouth, ere it is made and finiſhed. | ſpeak 
but in the Figures, and Compariſons of .it : as Alexander 
kilPd his Friend Clyrxs, being in his Ales and his Cups ; ſo 
alſo Harry Monmouth being in his right wits, and his 
good judgements, turn'd away the fat Knight with the 
.great belly doublet - he was full of jeſt, and gypes, and 
knaveries, and mocks, I have forgot his name. 


Fle. That is he : Ple tell you, there is good men porn | 


Alarum. Enter King Harry and Burbon with 
Priſoners, Flouriſh, 


King. 1 was not angry ſince came to France, 
Until this inſtant. Take a Trumpet, Herald, 
Ride thou unto the Horſemen on yond hill : 
If they will fight wich us, bid them come down, 
Or voyd the Field : they do offend our ſight. 
If they?ll do neither, we will come tothem, 
And make them sker away, as ſwift as ſtones 
Enforced from the old Aſyrian Llings : 
Beſides, we'll cut the throats of thoſe we have, 
And not a man of them that we ſhall take, 
Shall taſte our mercy. Go and tell them ſo. 
Emer Montjoy. 
Exe. Here comes the Herald of the French, my Liege. 
Glou, His Eyes are humbler than they us*d to be. 
King. How now, what means their Herald ? Know'ſt 


That I have fin'd theſe Bones of mine for Ranſom ? 


I come to thee for charitable Licenſe, 

That we may wander ore this bloody Field, 

To book our dead, and then to bury them, 

To fort our Nobles from our common men. 

For many of our Princes ( woe the while ) 

Lie drown'd and ſoak*d in mercenary blood : 

| Sodo our vulgar drench their peaſant limbs 

In blood of Princes, and with wounded Steeds 
Fret fet-lock deep in gore, and with wilde rage 
Yerk out their armed heels at their dead Maſters, 


T avies day. 


Grace, and his Majeſty too. 


King. God keep me fo. 


Our Heralds go with him, 


King. An Engliſhman ? 


| will ſtrike it out ſoundly. 
Souldier keep his Oath ? 


Majeſty in my Conſcience. 


the Fellow. 


and literatured in the Wars. 


Wil. I will, my Liege. 


is remembred of it, the Welchmen did 
Garden where Leeks did grow, wearing Leeks in the: 
Monmouth Caps, which your Majeſt E 
is an honorable Badge of the ſervice : 
your Majeſty takes no ſcorn to wear the Leek upon & 


King, 1 wear it for a memorable Honour : 
For I am Welch you know, good Countryman, 

Fl, All the water in Wye, cannot waſh your Mz; 
ſties Welſh plood out of your pody, I can tell yoy th. 
God pleſs, and preſerve it, as long as it pleaſes jj 


King. Thanks, good my Countryman, 

Flu. By Jeſhu, 1 am your Majcſties Countryman, 1 cx, 
not who know it : 1 will confeſs it to all the Orld,'1 
not to be aſhamed of your Majeſty , praiſed be God, g 
long as your Majeſty is an honeſt man. "*p 


Enter Williams. 


Bring me juſt notice of the numbers dead 
On both our Parts. Call yonder Fellow hither. 
Exe. Souldier, you muſt come to the King. 
King. Souldier, why wear?ſt thou that Glove in thy Cap! 
Will. And*c pleaſe your Majeſty , *tis the Gage vf az: 
that I ſhould fight withall, it he be alive. | 


Will. And't pleaſe your Majeſty, a Raſcal that fm. 
ger'd with me laſt night : who if alive, and ever dare to 
challenge this Glove, I have ſworn to take him 2 bor 
o'tvear : or if 1 can ſee my Glove in his Cap, which he 
ſwore as he was a Souldier he would wear, ( if alive ) | 


King, What think you, Captain Fluellep, is it fit thi 
Flu. He is a Craven and a Villain elſe, and*t pleaſe your 


King. It may be, his Enemy is a Gentleman of great 
ſort, quite from the anſwer of his degree. 
Flu. Though he be as good a Jentleman as the Devil is, 
as Lucifer and Belzebub himſelf, it is neceſſary (look 
your Grace ) that he keep his Vow and his Oath : If be 
be perjur*d ( ſee you now) his reputation is as arrant a 
Villain and a Jack ſawce, as ever his black ſhoo trod upon 
Gods ground, and his earth, in my conſcience, law. 
King, Then keep thy vow, Sirrah, when thoy meet 


Will, So, I will my Liege, as 1 live. 
King, Who ſerv*lt thou under ? 
Will, Under Captain Gower, my Liege. 
Flu, Gower is a good Captain, and is good knowledge 
K ing. Call him hither to me, Souldier, 


King. Here Fluellen, wear thou this favour for me and 


— 
good ſervice in ; 


y know to this þ 
And 1 do belies 


Ext. 


Killing them twice. O give us leave great King, 
To view the Field in ſafety, and diſpoſe 

1 Of their dead Bodies. 

| King. I tell thee truly, Herald, 

1 I know not if the daybe ours or no, 

For yet a many of your Horſemen peer, 

And gallop o're the Field. 

Her, The day is yours. 

King. Praiſed be God, and not our ſtrength for it : 
[What 1s this Caſtle calPd,that ſtands hard by. 

Her. They call it Agincourt, 

King. Then call we this the Field of Agincourt, 


_ on the day of Cr:/pin Criſpianus, 
F 


your Majeſty } and your great Uncle Edward the Plack 
Prince of Wales, as I bave readin the Chronicles, fought 
| moſt prave pattle here.in France. 

King. They did, Fluellen. 

Fls. Your Majeſty ſays very true : If your Majeſties 


#. Your Grandfather of famous memory ( an't pleaſe 


It is the Souldiers : I by bargain ſhould 


ſtick it in thy Cap : when Alanſoz and my ſelf were down 
together, 1 pluck't this Glove from his Helm - if any mai 
challenge this, he is a Friend to Alanſor, and an Enemy to 
our Perſon, if thou encounter any ſuch, apprehend him, 
and thou do?ſt me love. 
Flu, Your Grace does me as great Honours, as can be 
deſir'd in the hearts of his Subjects - 1 would fain fee the 
man, that has but two legs, that ſaall find himſelf agriev'd 
at this Glove ; that is all - but I would fain ſee it once, 
and pleaſe God of his grace that I might ſee. 
King. Know'ſt thou Gower ? 
Flu, He is my dear friend, and pleaſe you. 
King. Pray thee go ſeek him, and bring him to my Tent? 
Flu, 1 will fetch him. [ Ex#. 
Kings. My Lord of Warwick, and my brother Gloſter, 
F ollow Flaellen cloſely at the heels, 
The Glove which I have given him for a Fayour 
May haply purchaſe him a box o*ch'ear. 


Wear 


1 _ 
|\Wea! 
| 1f rh 


(al 
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= give It to this Fellow. Keep it Fellow, 
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Tor ie my felf. Fol Follow, good Coufin Warwick: 
[If chat the Souldier ſtrike him, as I judge 

Munt bearing, he will keep his word 3 
jo, Wi n miſchicf may ariſe of 1t : 
pay to know Fl ds len valiant, 
And touc hot as Gunpoweer, 
And quickly will return an injur\ Y. 
Follow, and ſee there be not harm b<tween them. 
Go you with me, Uncle of Exeter. 


E xennt. 
Enter Gower and Williams: 
1718. 1 warrant It is to Knight you, Captain, 
Enter Fluellen. 

Fle, Gods will, and his pleaſure, Captain, I beſeech 
0u now, come apace to the King : there is more good 
award you peradventure, then 1s In your knowledge to 
dream OT. 

1:4. Sir, know you this Glove ? 
Flu. Know the Glove ? I know the Glove is a Glove. 

1774, 1 know this, and thus I challenge ir. 

[ Strikes him, 

Fls. *Shud, an arrant T raitor as any 
a Wo:ld, or in France, or in England, 
Gow. How now, Sir ? you Villain. 
Will, Do you think, Ple be forſworn ? 

Fl, Stand aways Captain Gower, | will give Treaſon his 
yment into plows, | warrant you. 

Wil, 1 am no Traitor, 

Fly, That's a Lie in thy Throat. I charge you in his 
Majeſtics Name apprehend him, he's a friend of the Duke 
Alanſons, 


* in the Univer- 


Enter Warwick and Glouceſter. 


Wir, How now, how now, what's the matter ? 
Fls, My Lord of Warwick, here is, praiſed be God 
for it, a moſt contagious Treaſon come to light, look 
you, as you ſhall delire in a Summers day. Here is his 
Majeſty. 
Enter King, and Exeter. 
Kiao, How now, what's $ the matter ? 
Flu. My Leige, here is a Villain and a Traitour, 
that, look your Grace , ha's ſtruck the Glove which your 
Majzſty 15 take out of the Helmet of Alzn ſon. 
Will, My Liege, this was my Glove, here 1s the Fellow 
of it : and he that I gave it to1n change, promis'd to wear 
in bis Cap : I promis'd to ſtrike him, it he did : 1 met 
this man with my Glove in his Cap, and 1 have been as 
good as my word. 
Flu, Your Majeſty hear now, ſaving your Majeſties 
Man-hood, what an” arrant, raſcally beggarly , onde 
Knave it is : I hope your Majeſty is pear me teſtimony 
and witneſs, and will avouchment, that this 1s the Glove 
of Alanſon, that your Majeſties give me, in your Con- 
ſcience now, 
Kino, Give me thy Glove, Souldier ; 
Look, here is the fellow of it : 
'Twas 1 indeed thou promiſedit to ſtrike. 
And thou haſt given me moſt bitter terms. 
|- Flu, And pleaſe your Majzſty, let his Neck anſwer for 
it, if there is any Marſhal Law in the world, 
| King, How canlt thou make me fatisfaCtion ? 
W:4. Alloft-nces, my Lord, come from the heart : 
ver came any from mine, that might offend your Majeclty. 
King. It was our ſelf thou didlt abnſe. 
Will. Your Majeſty came not like your ſelf : you ap- 
| pear*d to me but as a common man : witneſs the Night, 
your Garments, your Lowlineis : 


your own fault, and not mine; for had you been as 


your Highaeſfs pardon me. 


One hundred twenty fix : 


Eight thouſand and four hundred : 


ne- 


and what your High-, 
neſs ſutfer”d under thar ſhape, I befeech you take it for 


took you for, I made no offence ; ; therefore 1 beſeech 


King, Here Uncle Exeter, fill this Glove with Crowns, 


And wear it {or an Honor in thy Cap, 

THI do challenge it. Give him the Crowns ! 
And, Captain, you mult nceds be friends with hitm. 
Flu. By this Day and this Light, the tcllow has mettlg 
enough in his b.Ily : kold, there is rwelve-pence for y wr 
and | pray you ſerve God, and keep you out of prawls 
and praybles, and quarrels and dilſeauons, and I wartayr! 
you 1t is the vetter for you. ' | 


H0. 1 will none of your Money. 
Fli. It is with a good will : I can tell you it will ſerve! 
ug to mend your thoos ; come, wheretore ihould-ygu| 


ſo paſhful; your ſhoos is not fo good ; *tis a good 
illiog | warrant you, or 1 will chauge 1£. 

. | 

Emer Herald. # HENS 


Her. Here is the number of the flaughOred Free! 
King. What Priſoners of good fort are taken;Uncle Y 
Exe. Charles Duke of Orleznce, Nephew to the King, 
Fohn Duke of Burbon , and Lord Bouchiquald : * © OE 
Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, , LE 
Full fifteen hundred, befides common men. = 
Kins, I his Note "doth tell me of ten thouſand Proveks 2M 
That in the Field lie flain : of Princes in this number; - 
And Nobles bearipg Banners, there lye de2d = 
added to theſe, ; 
Of Knights, Eſquires, and gallant Gentlemen, 
of the which, 
Five hundred were bur yeſterday dubb/d Knights, 
So that in theſe ten thouſand they have loſt, > 2 
There are but ſixteen hundred Mercenaries: 
The reſt are Princes, Barons, Lords, Knights, Squies,” 


King. Now Herald, are the dead numbred ? A ol 


%. 


And Gentlemen of blood and Qualiry, * # ov 
The Names of thoſe their Nobles this le dead ;  _ ©. 
Charles Delabreth High Conſtable of France, IO DE 


Jacques of Charilion. Admiral of France, 

The Maſter of the Croſs-bows, Lord Ramburs, _...' 
Great Maſter of France, the brave Sir Guichard Doh 
John Duke of Alanſon, "Anthonio Duke of Brabant, Jt 
The Brother to the Duke of Burgwiay, 5s 
And Edward Duke of Barr ; of luity Earls, 
Grandpree and Rouſſie, Faxlco: bridze and Foyes, 
Beaumont and Aarle, Vaudemont and Leſtrale. 

Here was a Royal fcllowlhip of death, 

Where is the number of our Englijh dead ? 
Edward the Duke of Tork, the Farl of S»yfolt, 
Sir Richard Ketly, Davy Gam Eſquire , 

None elſe of naine ; and of all other men, 

=_ five and twenty. 

Kinz. O Ged, thy Arm was here: 

Ard not to us, but to thy Arm alone, 

Aſcribe weall : when, without ſtrarageni, 

Burt in plain ſhock, and even play of Battel], 

Vas ever known ſo great and little loſs ? 

On one part and on tiyother, take it God, 

For it 1s none's, but. thine. 

Exet.'?Tis wonderful. 

King. Come, go we in Proccſligg to the Village : 
And be it death proclaimed through our. Hoſt, 

To boalt of this, or take that praiſe. from God, 
Which is his onely. 


how many is kilPd ? 


That God fought for us. 
Flu. Yes, my conſcience, he did us great good. 
King. Do we all holy Rights; 


_ 


-— 
. 
» * wo_—— _ es 


LY 
v 


Fli. Is it not lawful and pleaſe $our Majeſty, to tell 


Km, Yes, Captain ; but with this 2cknowledgemagh 


1 


: 


: 


=_ ut aathss. i 


_ _—_ Or en eee nn ed ee 


—_ 7 


Let there be ſung Non nobis, and Te Dewn, eQ | 

|| The dead with charity enclosd in Clay: © 14 | 
And then to Calice, and to England then, het 
Wherene're from France arriv'd more. «happy men. : 1.1 
Exenn. 
Aibls 


Oey 
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Aﬀtus Duntus. 


Enter Chorus. 


Vouchſafe to thoſe that have not read the Story, 
That I may prompt them : and of ſuch as have, 
I humbly pray them to admit th'excuſe 

Of time, of numbers, and due courſe of things 

W hich cannot in their huge and proper life 

Be here preſented. Now we bear the King 


Heave him away upon your winged thoughts, 
Athwart the Sea 3 Behold the Engl:ſh beach 


Which like a mighty Whiffler *fore the King 
Seems to prepare his way : So let him land, 
And ſolemnly ſee him ſet on to London. 

So ſwift a pace hath Thought, that even now 
You may imagine him upon Black: Heath : 
Where, that his Lords deſire him, to have born 
His bruiſed Helmet, and his bended Sword 
Before him, through the City : he forbids it, 


| Being free from vainneſs, and ſelf-glorious pride: 


| Giving full Trophee, Signal, and Oltenr, 
Cob om himſelf, to God. But now behold, 
In the quick Forge and working-houſe of Thought, 
How London doth pour out her Citizens, 

The Mayor, and all his Brethren in b-.ſt ſort, 

Like to the Senators of th”antique Rome, 

With the Plebeians ſwarming at their heels, 

Go forth and fetch their Conquiring Ceſar in: | 
As by a lower, bur by loving likelihood, 

Were now the Geieral of our gracious Empreſs, 
As in good time he may, from Jreland coming, 
Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword ; 
How many would the peaceful City quit. 


Did they this Harry. Now in London place him. 
As yet the lamentartion of-the French 

Invices the King of England's ſtay at home : 

The Emperour?s coming in behalf of Frarce, 
To order Peace between them : and omit 

All the occurrences, what ever chanc'd, 

Till Harrys back return again to Frarce : 
There mult we bring him 


Thcn brook abridgement, and your Eyes advance, 


Enter Flucl|l#n and Gower. 


{to day ? Saint Davies day is palt. 


A. 


my delires. 
' Enter Piſtol. 


cocks. God pleſſe aunchient Piſtol : you ſcurvy 
Knave, God blcſle you. 


Toward Callce : grant him there; And there being ſeen, 


| Pales in the flood, with Men, with Wives, and Boys, 
Whoſe ſhouts and claps out-voyce the deep-moutHd Sea, 


To welcome him ? much more, and much more cauſe, 


| : and my ſelf have play*d 
{| The Jzterim, by remembring you *ris paſt. 


After your thoughts, ſtraight back again to France. 


[ Extut, 


Gow, Nay, that's right : but why wear you your Leek 


Fls, There is occaſions and cauſes why, and where- 
fore in all things: 1 will tell youafſe my Friend, Captain 
Gower ; the raſcally, ſcauld, beggarly, lowſie, pragging 
Knave P:ftol, which, you and your ſelf, and all the world 
know to be no petter than a Fellow, look you now, of nc 
| merits : he is come to me, and prings me pread and ſalt 
yeſterday, look you, and bid me cat my Leek : it was in 
a place were I could not breed no contention with him; 
but 1 will bz ſo bold as to wear it in my Cap till I ſee 
him once again, and then I will tell him a little piece of 


Gow. Why here he comes, ſwelling like a Turky-cock. 
Flu, *Tis no matter for his ſwelling, nor his Turky- 


lowlie 


Pift. Ha, art thou bedlam ? do'ſt thou thirſt, baſe Tro- 


| 


Jan, to have me fold up Parcas fatal Web ? Heace ; | 20 
qualmiſh at the ſmell of Le:kE. 

Flu, 1 peſeech you heartily, ſcurvy lowſie Knaye 
my deſires, and my requeſts, and my petitions, to 
look you, this L-e!:, h--auſe, look you, You do not low 
it, nor your affections , ind your appetites, and Your 
diſgeſtions does not agree with it, I would deſire You to 
eat it, 

Piſt. Not for Cadwallader and all his Goats. 

Fla. There 1s one Goat tor you, [ Strikes hin 
Will you be ſo good, ſcaulu Kneve, as eat it ? | 

Piſt. Baſe Trojan, thou ſhalt diz. 

Flu. You ſay very true, ſcauld Knave, when Gods yil 
is : [ will deſire youto live in the mean time, and ex 
your Vi£ttuals : come, th-re is ſawce for it. You call 
me yeſterday Mountain-Squire, but I will make you tody 
a Squire of low degree. 1 pray you fallto, if you can mag 
a Leck, you can eat a Leek. 

Gow. Enough Captain, you have aſtoniſht him, 

Flu. 1 ſay, I will make him eat ſome part of my Lec, 
or I will peat his pate four days * bite 1 pray you, it i; 
good for your green wound, and your ploody Coxcomb, 

Piſt, Muſt I bite? 

Flu. Yes ccrtainly, and out of doubt, and out of que 
ſtion roo, and ambiguities, 

Piſt. By this Leek, I will moſt horribly revenge:1 
cat and, cat, I ſwear. 

Flu. Eat | pray you, will you have ſome more ſaw 
to your Leek: there is not enough Leek to ſwear by. 

Piſt. Qniet thy Cudgel, thou doſt ſee 1 eat. 

Ful. Much good do you, ſcauld knave, heartily. Nay, 
pray you throw none away, the $kin is good tor your 
broken Coxcomb ; when you take occaſions to ſee Leeks 
hereafter, I pray you mock at'em, that is all. 

Piſt. Good. 

Flu, 1, Leeks is good : hold you, there is a groat to 
heal your pate. 

Piſt. Me a groat ? 

Flz, Yesverily, andin truth you ſhall take it, or I have 
another Leek in my pocket, which you ſhall ear. 
Piſt. 1 take thy groat in earneſt of revenge. 
Flu, If 1 owe you any thing, I will pay you in Cud- 
gels, you ſhall be a Woodmonger, and buy nothing of 
me but Cudgels : Gud bwy you, and keep you, and heal 
your pate. [ Exit, 
P:iſt. All hell ſhall ſtir for this. 

Gow. Go, go, you area counterfeit cowardly Knave, 
will you mock at an ancient Tradition, began upon an 
honourable reſpect, and worn as a memorable Troph.e 
of predeceaſed valour, and dare not avouch in your deeds 
any of your words. I have ſeen you glecking and galling 
at this Gentleman twice or thrice. You thought, becauſe 
he cold not ſpeak Engliſh in the native garb, he could 
not therefore handle an Engliſh Cudgel : you find it 0- 
therwiſe, and henceforth let a Welſh correction teach 
you a good Engliſhcondition, fare ye well. [ Exit, 

Piſt, Doth fortune play the huſwife with me now? 
News havel that my Dol is dead ith? Spittle of a mals- 
dy of France, and there my rendezyous is quite cut off : 
Old I do wax, and from my weary limbs Honour is 
Cudgell'd. Well, Bawd Þle turn, and ſomething lean to 
Cut-purſe of quick hand : To England will I ſteal, and 
there Ple ſteal : | 
And patches will I get unto theſe cudge[d Scars, 
And ſwear I got them in the Gallia wars. 


Exit. 


Enter at one door, King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, War- 
wick , and Other Lords ;, at another, Queen iſabel, 
the King , the Duke of Burgoign, and 
other French, 


King. Peace to this meeting, wherefore are we met? 
nto our Brother France, and to our Siſter, 


Health and fair time of day : Joy and good wiſhes 


_To 


—— 


X-- 
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And 25 
By who 
we do 
And PY 
Fra. 

Moſt w' 
Go Arc 

Quet 
Of thi 
As we © 
Your | 


The Life of King Henry the Fifth. 109 | 


. oft fair and Princely Couſin Katharine ; 
. 9. 2 branch and member of this Royalty, 

>. whom this great Aſſembly is contriy*d, 

We Jo falute you, Duke of Burgoigre, 

4 Princes French and Peers, health to you all. 
"_ Right joyous are we to behold your face, 
Moſt worthy Brother England, fair met. 
< are you Princes ( Engliſh every one. ) 

Quee, $0 happy be the Iilue, Brother England, 
of this good day, and of this gracious mecting, 
as we are now glad to behold your Eyes, 

Your Eyes which hitherto have born in them 
againſt thc French, that met them 1n their bent, 
Tae fatal Balls of murthering Baſilisks : 

The venom of ſuch Looks we fairly hope 

Bare loſt their quality, and that this day 

ehall change all griefs and quarrels into loye. 

Eng. Tocry Amen to that, thus we appear, 

Ouee, You Engliſh Princes all, I do ſalute you. 

Burg, My duty to you both, on cqual love. 


With all my wits, my pains, and ſtrong endeavours, 
Tobring your molt imperial Malcſties 

lato this Bar, and Royal Enterview: _ 

Your Mightineſs on both parts belt can witneſs, 
vince then my Office hath fo far prevaiPd, 

That Face to Face, and Royal Eye to Eye, 

You have congreeted : let it not diſgrace me, 

If Idemand before this Royal view, ; 

What Rub, or what Impediment there 1s, 

Why that the naked, poor, and mangled Peace, 
Dear nurſe of Arts, Plenties, and joyful Births, 
Should not in this beſt Garden of the World, 

Our fertile France, put up her lovely Viſage ? 
Alas, ſhe hath from France too long been chagd, 
Ard all her Husbandry doth lie on heaps, 
Corrupting in it's own fertility. 

Her Vine, the merry chearer of the heart, 
Unpruned dies : her Hedges eyen, pleach'd, 

Like Priſoners wildly over-grown with hair, 

Put forth diforder?d Twigs : her fallow Leas, 
The Darnel, Hemlock, and rank Fumitory, 

Doth root upon ; while that the Culter rults, 

That ſhould deracinate ſuch Savagery : 

Theeven Mead, that erſt brought ſweetly forth 
The freckled Cowſl:p, Burner, and green Clover, 
Wanting the Sythe, withall uncorrected, rank, 
Conceives by idleneſs, and nothing teems, 

But hateful Docks, rough Thiſtles, Keckſies, Burs, 
Loſing both beauty and utility , 

And all our V ineyards, Fallows, Meads, and Hedges, 
Defective in their Natures, grow to wildnels. 
Even ſo our Houſes, and our felves, and Children, 
Haye loſt, or do not learn, for want of time, 

The Sciences, that ſhould become our Country ; 

But grow like Savages, as Souldiers will, 

That nothing do, but meditate on Blood, 

To ſwearing, and ſtern Looks, diffugd Attire, 
Andevery thing that ſeems unnatural. 

Which to reduce into our former favour, 

You are aſſembled : and my ſpeech entreats, 
That I may know the Let, why gentle Peace 
Should not expel theſe Inconveniences, 

And bleſs us with her former qualities. 

Eng, If, Duke of Burgony, you would the Peace, 
Whoſe want gives growth to th? imperfections 
Which you have cited z you muſt buy that Peace 
With full accord to all our juſt Demands, 

Whoſe Tenures and particular Effects 

You haye enſcheduPd briefly in your Hands. 


There is no Anſwer made. 


Lies in his Anſwer. 
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Burg. The King hath heard them : to the which, as yet 


Eng, Well then : the Peace which you before ſo urg?d, 


Fran. 1 have but with a curſelary Eye 
O're glanC*t the Articles: Pleaſeth your Grace 
Toappoint ſome of your Council preſently 
Toit with us once more, with better heed 
Tore-ſurvey them : we will ſuddenly 
Paſs our accept and peremptory Anſwer. 

Eng. Brother we ſhall. Go, Uncle Exeter, 

And Brother Clarence, and Brother Glouceſter, 
Warwick and Huntington, go with the King, 

And take with you free power, to ratihie, 
Augment, or alter, as your Wiſdoms belt 

Shall ſce advantageable for our Dignity, 

Any thing in or out of our Demands, 

And we'll conſign thereto. Will you, fair Siſter; 
Go with the Princes, or ſtay here with us? 

Lee, Our gracious Brother, I will go with them : 
Haply a Woman's Voyce may do ſome good, 

W hen Articles too nicely urg'd, be ſtood on. 

Eng.. Yet leave our Couſin Katharine here with us, 
She ts our capital Demand compris?d 
Within the fore-rank of our Articles. 

Quee, She hath good leave. [ Exennt Onnes, 
AMumet King, and Katharine. 


King. Fair Katharine, moſt fair, 

Will you vouchſate to teach a Souldier terms, 
Snch as will entcr at a Ladies ear, 
Aud plead his Love-ſait to her gentle heart ? 

Kath. Your Majelty ſhall mock at me, I cannot ſpeak 
your England, 

King. O fair Katharine, if you will love me ſoundly 
with your French-heart, 1 will be glad to hear you confeſs 
it brokenly with your Enghſh Tongue. Do you like me, 
Rate! . 

Kath, Pardonne mey, 1 cannot tell, wat is like me. 

King. An Angel is like you Kate, and you are like an 
Angel. 

K ath, Que aut-il, que de ſuis ſemblable a les Anges ? 

Lady. Ouny verament ( ſauf voſtre Grace) ainſi dit-il. 

King, lHaidſo, dear Katharine, and 1 mult not bluſhto 
aſhrm it. 

Kath, O bon Dieu, les langues des hommes ſont plein de 
Fromperies, : 

King. \What ſays ſhe, fair one ? that Tongues of menare 
full ot deceits ? 

Lady. Ony, dat de tongues of de mans is be full of de- 
celts : dat 1s de Princeſs. 

King. Ihe Princeſs is the better Engliſh-woman; i*faith 
Kare, my wooing is fit for thy underſtanding, I am glad 
thou canſt ſpeak no better £x2hſh, for if thou could?ſt, 
thou wouPdit find me ſuch a plain King, that thou | 
would'lt think, I had fold my farm to buy my Crown, S 
know 10 ways Io mince It in Jove, but directly to ſay, 
| love you, then if you urge me farther, then to fay | 
Do you in faith ? 1 wear out my ſuit : Give me your 
anſwer riaith do, and clap kands, and a bargain : how ! 
ſay you, Lady ? | 

Kath. Sanf voſire honczr, me underſtand well, | 

King. Marry, it you would put me to Verſes, or to | 
Dance for your fake, Kate, why you undid me : for the | 
one, | have ucither words nor meaſure ; and for the other, 
| have no ſtrength in meaſure, yet a reaſonable meaſure 7 
in ſtrength. It 1 could win a Lady at Leap-frog, or by ' 
vaulting into my Saddle, with my Armor on my back ' 
under the correction of bragging be it ſpoken, 1 ſhould | 
quickly leap into a Wife : Or if I might buffet for my ' 
Love, or bound my Horſe for her favours, 1 could lay on 
like a Butcher, and fit like a Jack an Apes, never off. But | 
before God, Kare, 1 cannot look greenly, nor gaſp out | 
my Eloquence, nor 1 have no cunning in Proteſtation ; | 
onely down-right Oaths, which I never ugd till urg'd, 
nor never break for urging, 1f thou canſt love a Fellow: 
of this temper, Kate, whoſe face is not worth Sun-bur-J- 

LI ning ? 
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ning ? never 100ks in his Glaſs, for love of any 
thing he ſees there ? let thine Eye be the Cook, 1 ſpeak 
to thee plain Souldier: if thou canſt love me for this, 
take me? if not ? to ſay to thee that I ſhall dye,js true ; but 
for thy love, by the L.No: yet 1 lovethee too. And 
while thou liv*ſt, dear Kare, take a Fellow of plain and 
uncoyned Conſtancy, for he perforce muſt do thee right, 
becauſe he hath not the giftto woo 1n other places : For 
theſe Fellows of infinite Tongue, that can ryme himſeclfe 
into Ladies favours, they do always reaſon themſelves 
out again. What ? a ſpeaker is but a prater, a Ryme 15 
but a Ballad ; a good Leg will fall, a ſtraight back will 
ſtoop, a black Beard will turn white, a curPd Pate will 
grow bald, a fair Face will wither, a full Eye will wax 
[hollow : but a good heart, Kate, is the Sun and the 
I Moon, or rather the Sun, and not the Moon; for it 
ſhines bright, and never changes, but keeps his courſe 
truly. If thou would have ſuch a one, take m2 ? and 
ſtake me; take a Souldier z take a Souldier , take a King, 
| And what ſfay*lt thou then to my Love? ſpeak my fair, 
and fairly, I pray thee. 

Kath. Is it poſlible dat I ſould love de enemy of 
France ? 

King. No, it is not poſſible that you ſhould love the 
[Enemy of France, Kate ; but ia loving me, you ſhould 

love the Friend of France : for | love Frazce ſo well, that 
I will not part wicha Village of it: I will have itall mine: 
and, Kate, when France is mine, and I am yours; then 
yours is France, and you are mine. 

Kath, 1 cannot tell wat 1s dat. 

King. No, Kate? I will tell thee in Frezch, which ] 
Jam ſure will hang upon my Tongue, like a new married 
Wife about her Husbands Neck, hardly to be ſhook off: 
Fe quand ſir be poſſeſſion ds Fraunce, & quand vous aves 
le poſſeſſion de moy, (Let me ſee, what then ? Saint Demnrs 
be my ſpeed) Donc woſtre eſt Fraunce, et vous eſtes mien- 
ne. It is as eaſie for me, Kare, to conquer the kingdom, 
as to ſpeak ſo much more French ; I ſhall never move thee 
fin French, unleſs it be to laugh at me. 

Kath, Sauf woſtre honeur, le Francois ques vous Par- 
leis, il & melins queP Anglois le quel je parle, 

King.” No faith ist not, Kate : but thy ſpeaking of 
my Tongue, and I thine, moſt truly falfly, muſt 
needs be granted to be much at one. But Kate, do'ſt 
thou underſtand thus much Eng/i/ſh? Canſt thou love me ? 
\ Kath, I cannot tell. 

Kip, Can any of your Neighbours tell, Kate ? Vle 
ask them, Come, I know thou loveſt me : and at night, 
when you come into your Cloſet, yowll queſtion this 
Gentlewoman about me; and I know, Kate, you will to 
her diſpraiſe thoſe parts in me, that you love with your 
heart 3 but, good Kare, mock me mercifully, the rather, 
gentle Princeſs, becauſe I love thee cruelly. If ever thou 
beeſt mine, Kate, as I have ſaving Faith within me tells 
me, thou ſhalt ; I get thee with skambling, and thou 
mult therefore needs prove a good Souldier-breeder : 
Shall not thou and I, between Saint Dennis and Saint 
George, compound a Boy , half French half Engliſh, 
that ſhall go to Conſtantinople ,» and take the Turk by 
the Beard. Shall we not ? what ſay'ſt thou, my fair 
Flower-de-Luce. 

| Kath. 1 do not know dat. 

King. No: *tis hereafter to know, but now to promiſe - 
do but now promiſe, Kare, you will endeavour for your 
French part of ſuch a Boy z and for my Enghſh moltyrty, 
take the word of a King, aud a Batchelor. How anſwe1 
you, La * "uy belle Katharine du monde mon treſcher & 


phat 


wil b 
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devin deefſe. 

Kath, Your Majeſtee ane fauſe Frenche enough to de- 
ceive de moſt ſage Damoiſel dat is in en France, 

Kiz7. Now fe upon my falſe French: by mine Honour, 
in true Engliſh, l love thee, Kate; by which Honour 1 dare 
not ſwear thou loveit me, yet my blood begins to flat- 
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ter me, that thou do®ſt ; yet notwithſtanding the poor 


. — * + # 
i. —_ 


—— 


— 


and untempeting effect of my Viſage. Now beſhrew ny 
Father's Ambition, he was thinking of Civil \r, 
when he got me, therefore was I created with a ty 
born outſide, with an aſpect of Iron, that when 1 come 
to woo Ladies, I fright them : but in faith, ate, the q. 
der I wax, the better I ſhall appear. My comfort is, that 
Old Age, that ill layer up of Beauty, can do no myre 
ſpoyl upon my Face. Thou haſt me, if thou haſt me, at 
the worlt ; and thou ſhalt wear me, if thou wear me 
better and better : and therefore tell me, moſt fair x, 
tharine, will you have me ? Put off thoſe Maiden Bluſhes 
avouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the Looks of 
an Empreſs, take me by the Hand, and ſay, Hary 
England, | am thine: which word thou ſhalt no ſooner 
bleſs mine Ear withall, but I will tell thee aloud, Z». 
gland is thine, 1rdand is thine, France 1s thine, and Her. 
ry Plantagenet is thine ; who, though I ſpeak It before his 
Face, if he be not Fellow with the belt King, thou ſhalt 
find the beſt King of Good-fellows. Come your an- 
ſwer in broken Muſick ; for thy Voice is Mulick, and 
thy Engliſh broken : Therefore Queen of all, Katharine, 
break thy mind to me in broken Enel:ſh, wilt thou have 
me 7 

Kath, Dat is as it ſhall pleaſe de roy mon pere. 

King. Nay, it will pleaſe him well, Kate; it ſhall pleaſe 
him, Kate. 

Kath, Den it ſhall alſo content me. 

King. Upon that I kiſs your Hand, and I call you ny 
Queen. 

Kath, Laiſſe. mon Seinneur, laiſſe, laiſſe, may foy : F 
ne venus point que vos abbaifſe voſtre grandeur, en bas 
fant le main d une noſtre Seigneur indignie ſerviten, 
excuſe moy, Je vous ſupply mon treſ-puiſſant Seigneur, 

King, Then I will kiſs your Lips, Kate. 

Kath, Les Dames & Damoels pony eſtre baiſe d+- 
vant leur nopeeſe il net pas le Coſtume de Fraunce, 

King. Madam, my Interpreter, what ſays ſhe ? 

Lady. Dat is not to be de faſhion pour le Ladies of 
France ;, I cannot tell what is buiſſe en Engliſh, 

King. To Kiſs. 

Lady. Your Majeſty entendre bettre que moy, 

King. Is it not a faſhion for the Maids in France to 
Kiſs before they are married, would ſhe ſay ? 

Lady. Onuy verayment. 

K:ng. O Kate, nice Cuſtoms curſie to great Kings, 
Dear Kate, you and I cannot be confin'd within the 
weak Liſt of a Countries faſhion : we are the makers 
of Manners, Kate; and the liberty that follows our 
Places, ſtops the mouth of all find-faulrs, as 1I will do 
yours, for upholding the nice faſhion of your Cour- 
try, in denying me a kiſs : therefore patiently, and 
yielding. .You have Witch-craft in your Lips, Kat : 
there is more eloquence in a Sugar touch of them ; than in 
the Tongues of the Frezch Council : and they ſhould 
ſooner perſwade Harry of England, than a general Pc 
tition of Monarchs. Here comes your Father. 


Enter the French Power, and the Engliſh 
Lords. 


Burg. God ſave your Majeſty, my Royal Couſin, teach 
you our Princeſs Enzliſh ? 
Kino, 1 would have her learn, my fair Couſin, how 


perfectly 1 love her, and that is good En-liſh, | 


Burg. ls ſhe apt ? 

King, Our Tongye is rovgh, Coze, and my condi- 
tion is not ſmooth : ſo that having neither the Voice ror 
the Heart of Flattery abont me, I cannot ſo conjure vp 
the ſpirit of love in her, that ke will appear in his true 
likeneſs. 

Brre, Pardon the franknefs of my mirth, if 1 anſwer 
you fir that, 1f you would conjure in her, you _ 

make 
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blind Boy in her naked ſeeing ſelf? It were 
ard Condition for a Maid to conſign to. 
do wink and yield as Love is blind 


f a naked 
wy Lord) a h 
King. Yet they 
_ «cuyd, my Lord, when they ſee 
Burg. They are then excus d, my Lord, when they ſe 


t they do. 
_ ot good my Lord, teach your Couſin to 


o winking. 
_ will wink on her to conſent, my Lord, if you 
will teach her to know my meaning : for Maids well 
cammer?d, and warm kept, are like Flyes at Bartholo- 
nex-tyde, blind, though they have their Eyes, and then 
they ill endure handling, which before would not abide 
ing oN. 
yo This Moral ties me over to Time, and a hot 
cammer 3 and ſo 1 ſhall catch the Flie, your Couſin, in 
the latter end, and ſhe mult blind too. 
Burg. As Love is, my Lord, before it loves. 
King. It is ſo : and you may, ſome of you, thank 
Lone hr my blindneſs, who cannot ſee many a fair 
French City for ore fait French Maid for that ſtands in my 


y King. Yes my Lord, you ſee them perſpe- 
airely : the Cities turn'd into a Maid ; for they are 
| girdled with Maiden Walls, that War hath entred, 
King. Shall Kate be my Wife ? 

Fran. So pleaſe you. 1 

England, 1 am content, ſo the Maiden Cities you 
talk of, may wait on her : ſo the Maid that ſtood in the 
Way for my Wiſh, ſhall ſhew me the way to my Will. 


[ſue to me, that the contending Kingdoms 

Of France and England, whoſe very ſhoars look pale 
With envy of each others happineſs, : 
May ceaſe their hatred ; and this dear Conjuntion 
Plant Neighbourhood and Chriltian-like accord 

In their ſweet Boſoms : that never War advance 
His bleeding Sword *twixt England and fair France: 

Lords. Amen. 

King. Now welcome, Kate : and bear me witneſs all, 
Thar herel kiſs her, as my Soveraign Queen. 

Flouri(h, 

_ God, the beſt maker of all Marriages, 
Combine your hearts in one, your Realms in otic, 
As Man and Wife being two, are one in love, 

So be there *twixt your Kingdoms ſuch a Spouſal, 
That never may ill Office, or fell jealouſie, 
Which troubles oft the Bed of bleſſed Marriage, 
Thruſt in b-tweer the Paſſion of theſe Kingdoms, 
To make divorce of their incorporate Leagye : 
That Engliſh may as French, French Engliſh men, 
Receive each other. God ſpeak this Amen, 

All, Amen. 

King. Prepare for our Marriage : on which day, 
My Lord of Burgundy we'll take your Oath 

And all the Peers, for ſurety of our Leagnes. 
Then ſhall I ſwear to Kate, and you to me, 

And may our Oaths well kept and proſp'rous be. 
Sonet. [Exentt. 
Enter Chorus. 


Fraxce, We have conſented to all terms of reaſon. 
Ew. It ſo, My Lords of England? = 

ef. The King hath granted every Article : 

His Daughter firſt ; and then in ſequele all, 

According to their firm propoſed natures 

Exet, Onely he hath not yet ſubſcribed this : 

Where your Majeſty demands, T hat the King of France 
haring occaſion to write for matter of Grant, ſhall 
tame your Highneſs in this form, and with this addi- 
tion, in French : Noſtre treſcher filz Henry Roy, Þ An- 
gleterre Heretere de France ; and thus in Latine ; Pre- 
lariſimus Filins noſter Henricus Rex Anglie & Heres 
Francie, 

Fran, Nor this I have not Brother ſo deny'd, 


Thus far with rough, and all-unable Pen, 

Our bending Author hath perſu'd the Story, 

ln little room confining Mighty men, | 
— by ſtarts the full courſe of their glory. 
Small time : but in that ſmall, moſt greatly lived 
This Star of England. Fortune made his Sword ; 
By which, the worlds beſt Garden he atchieved : 
And of it left his Son Imperial Lord, 

Henry the Sixth, in Infant Bands crown'd King 
Of France and England, did this King fucceed : 

W hoſe State ſo many had the managing, 

That they loſt France, and make his England bleed : 
Which oft our Srage hath ſhown ; and for their ſake, 
In your fair minds tet this acceptance take. | 


Fran. Take her, fair Son, and from her Blood raiſe up 


IH 
— : conjure up love in her in his true | But your requeſt ſhall make me let it paſs. 
make © he muſt appeare naked , and blind. Can you Engl. I pray you then, in love and dcar allyance, 
likene 2 r then, being a Maid, yet ros'd over with the | Let- that one Article rank with the reſt, 
— Crimſon of Modeſty, if ſhe deny the appearance | And thereupon give me your Daughter. 


| 


| 


|Since Arms avail not, now that Henry's dead. 


— 


The Firſt Part of 
KING HENRY VI. 


Afﬀtus Primus, 


Scena Prima. 


Dead March. 


Enter the Funeral of King Henry the Fifth, attended on by the | 
Duke of Bedford, Kegent of France ; the Duke of 
| Gloſter, Protettor : the Duke of Exeter, 
Warwick, the Biſhop of Wincheſter, 
and the Duke of Somerſet. 
Bedford. 
Ung be the Heavens with black, yield day tonight ; 
Comets importing .ciiange of Times and States, 

Brandiſh your Cryſtal Treſles in the Sky, 
And with them ſcourge the bad revolting Stars, 
That have conſented unto Henry death : 
King Henry the Fifth, too famous to live long, 
England ne're loſt a King of ſo much worth. 

Gloſt. England ne*re had a King untill his time : 
Vertue he had, deſerving to command. 
His brandiſht . Sword did bliad men with bis Beams, 
His Arms ſpread wider than-a Dragons Wings : 
| His ſparkling Eyes, repleat with wrathful ſire, 
More dazled and drove back his Encmies, 
Than mid-day- fun fierce bent againſt their Faces. 
What ſhould I ſay ? his Dceds excecd all ſpecch : 
He ne?re lift up his hand but conquered. 

Exe. We mourn in black, why mourn we not in blood ? 
Henry is dead, and never ſhall revive : 
Upon a Wooden Cofhn we attend : 
And Deaths diſhonorable Victory, 
We with our ſtately preſence gloriſe, 
Like Captives bound to a Triumphant Car. 
W hat ? ſhall we curſe the Planets of Mithap, 
That plotted thus our Glories overthrow * 
Or ſhall we think the ſubrile-wittcd French, 
Conjurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of him, 
By Magick Verſe have contriv*d his end ? 

Winch, He was a King, bleft of the King of Kings. 
Unto the French, the dreadiul judgement-Day 
So dreadful will not be, as was his fight. 
The batcels of the Lord of Holts he tought : | 
'The Churches Prayers made him ſo proſperous. 
 -Gloft. The Church ? Where 1s it ? | 
+ Had not Church-men pray*d, 
His thread of Life had not fo ſoon decay'd. 
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Poſterity await for wretched years, 

When at their Mothers moiſt Eyes, Babes ſhall ſuck 

Our Iſle be made a Nouriſh of ſalt Tears, F 

And none but Women left to wayle the dead. 

Henry the Fifth, thy Ghoſt I invocate: 

Proſper this Realm, keep it from Civil Broyles 

Combat with adverſe Plancts in the Heavens; , 

A, far more glorious Star thy Soul will make, 

Than Jzlivs Ceſar, or bright 

Enter a Meſſenger. 
Mcfſ. My Honorable Lords, health to you all : 

Sad tidings bring I to you out of France, 

Of loſs, of Naughter, and diſcomfiture : 

Cryin, Champaigne, Rheimes, Orleance, 

Paris, Guyſors, Poittiers, are al) quite loſt. 

Bed. What ſay*ſt thou man,before dead Herry*s Coarſe? 

Speak ſoftly, or the loſs of thoſe great Towns 

Will make him burſt his Lead, and riſe from death 
Gloſt. Is Paris loſt, and is Roan yiclded up ? 

If Henry were recall'd to life again, 

Theſe News would cauſe him once more yield the ghoſt. 
Exe. How were they loſt ? what treachery was ugd? 
Meſſ. No treachery, but want of Men and Money, 

Amongſt the Souldiers this is muttered, 

That here you maintain ſeveral FaCtions : 

And whiPit a Field ſhould be diſpatch*d and fought, 

You are diſputing of your Generals. 

One would nave lingring Wars with little coſt: 

Another would flye ſwift but wanteth Wings: 

A third man thinks, without expence at all, | 

By guileful fair words, Peace may be obtain?d. 

Awake, awake, Engliſh Nobility, 

Let not ſloth dim your Honours, new begot ; 

Crop't are"the Flower-de-Luces in your Arms 

Of England's Coat, one half is cut away. 

Exe. Were our Tears wanting to. this Funeral, 

Theſe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides. 

Bea, Me they concern, Regent I am of France: - 

Give me my ſtecled Coat, Ple tight for France. 

Away with theſe diſgraceful wayling Robes ; | 

Wounds will I lend the French, in ſteed of Eyes, 

To weep their intermiſſive Miſeries. 

Enter to them another Meſſenger : 


None do you like, but an efteminatc Prince, 
Whom like a School-boy you may over-aw. | 
Winch, Glofter, what ©re we like, thou art Protcttor, | 


1 And lookeſt ro command the Prince and Realm. 


Thy Wife is proud, ſhe holdeth thee 1n aw, | 
More than God or Religious Church-men may. | 

Glo. Name not Religion for thou lov'lt the Fiſh, 
And ne're throughout the year to Church thou go'it, 
Except it be to pray againſt thy toes. 


Let's to the Altar : Heralds wait on us ; 
Inſtead of Gold, we'll ofter up our Arms, 


( peace : 


4 
' 


| France 1s revolted from the Engliſh quite, 


Jn _ . . [ . 
Bed. Ceaſe, ccaſe theſe Jars, and relt your minds in | Bedford, if thou be ſlack, Ple fight it our. 


|; NIGER, les Rs ws hs 
| Wacrewith already Fraxce is over-run. 


Aeſſ. Lords, view theſe Letters, full of bad miſchance. 


Except ſome petty. Towns of no import. 

The Dolphin Charles is crowned Kinz in Rhemes : 

The Baſtard of Orieance with him is jo) n'd : 

Keynold Duke of Anjou doth his Part, 

ihe Duke of Alan/wz flicth on his ſide. [ExVt, 
E-ce, The Dolphin Crown'd King ? all flye tohim? 

O, whither ſhall we flye from this reproach ? 
Gloft, We will not flye, but ro our Encmies throats. 


Bed, Gloſter, why doubrſt thou of my forwardnels. 
An Army have I muſterd in my thoughts, 


Enter 
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Enter another Meſſenger. 


16, My gracious Lords, to add to your laments 
Wherewith you NOW bedew King Henry's Hearſe, 
1 muſt inform you of a diſmal fight 
g:rwixt the ſtout Lord Talbot, and the French, 
in. What ? wherein Tatbor overcame, igt ſo? 
| 2, Mf. Ono: wherein Lord 7alboe was oſrethrown : 
The circumſtance Ple tell you more at large. 
The tenth of Aguft lalt, this dreadful Lord, 
'Þ [retiring from the Siege of Orleance, 
Yaying full ſcarce fix thouſand in his Troop, 
py three and twenty thouſand of the French 
Was round encompalled, and ſer upon : 
No leiſure had to enrank his men. 
He wanted Pikes to fer before his Archers : 
inſtead whereof, ſharp Stakes pluckt out of Hedges 
They pitched in the ground confuſedly, 
To keep the Horſemen off, from breaking in. 
Wore than three hours the fight continued : 
Where valiant Taibor, above human thought, 
Enacted wonders with his Sword and Lance. = 
dandreds he ſefht to Hell, and none durſt ſtand him : 
Here, there, and very where enrag'd, he ſlew. 
The Frerch exclaind, the Devil was in Arms, 
All the whole Army ſtood agaz*d on him. 
pi; Souldiers ſpying his untaunted Spirit, 
A Talbor, a T abort, cry*d out amain. 
And ruſht into the bowels of the Battel. 
Here, had the Conqueſt fully been ſeal*d up, 
If Sit Foby Falſtaff had not play*d the Coward, 
He being in the Vauward, plac't behind 
With purpoſe to relieve and follow them, 
Conardly fled, not having ſtrack one ſtroak. 
Hence grew the general wrack and maſlacre z 
Encloſed were they with their Enemies. 
A baſe Walloon to win the Do!phirs grace, 
Thruſt Talbot with a Spear into the Back, 
Whom all Frarte, with theit aſſembled ſtrength, 
Durſt not preſume to look once 1h the Face. 
Bed. Is Talbot flain then ? 1 will flay my elf, 
For liging idely here in pomp and eaſe; 
Whil'ſt ſuch a worthy Leader, wantirg aid, 
Unto his daſtard foe-men is betray'd. _ 
3. Meſſ. O no, he lives, but is took Priſoner 
ind Lord Scales with hitn, and Lord Hungerford : 
Moſt of the reſt Nlaughter*d, or took likewiſe. 
Bed. His Ranſom there is none but I ſhall pay. 
Ple hale the Dolphin headlong from his Throne, 
His Crown ſhall be the Ranſom of my Friend : 
Four of their Lords Ple change for one of ours. 
Farewell, my M aſters, to my Task will I, 
Bonefires in France forthwith I am to make, 
To keep our great Saint Georges Feaſt withall. 
Ten thouſand Souldiers with me 1 will take, 
Whoſe bloody deeds ſhall make all Europe quake: 
3. Meſſ. $0 you had need, for Orleante 15 beſieg'd, 
The Engliſh Army is grown weak and faint : 
The Earl of Salisbury craveth ſupply, 
And hardly keeps his men from mutiny, 
Since they ſo few, watch fuch a multitude. 
Exe, Remember, Lords, your Oaths to Henry ſworn : 
Either to quell the Dolphin ntterly, 
Or bring him in obedietice to your yoak. 
Bed. 1 do remember it, and here take leave, 
To go about my preparation. [Exit Bedford. 
Gloft, Ple to the Tower with all the haſte I can, 
P you s; Artiltery and Munition, . 
nd then I will prottaim young Henry Kin 
i A ENELC CExit Gloſter. 
Exe, To Eltam will I, where the young King 1s,”- 
Being ordain'd his ſpecial Govetnour; 


_— 


Either they muſt be dieted like Mules. 


Now for the Honour of the fbrlorn French: 


Winch, Each hath his place and FunCtion to attend : 
I am left out z for me nothing remains : 
But long I will not be Jack out of Office, 
The King from Elam 1 intend to ſend, . 
And ſir at chiefeſt ſtern of publick Weal. 


. 


[ Ext; 


Enter Charles, Alanſon, and Reigneir, marching 
with Drum and Souldiers. 


Charl, Mars his true moving, even as in the Heavens; 
So in the Earth, to this day is not known. 

Late did he ſhine upon the Ereglifh lide : 

Now we are Victors, upon us he ſmiles. 

What Towns of any moment, but we have ? 

At pleaſure here we lye, near Orleance : 

Otherwhiles, the famiſtvt Engliſh, like pale Ghoſts, 
Faintly beſiege us one hour in a Month. 

Al. They want their Porredge, and their fat Bull- 
| - (Beeves 
Reig, Les raiſe the Siege : why live we idlely here? 
And have their Provender tPd to their Mouths, 

Or piteous they will look, like drowned Mice. 

Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear + 

Remaineth none but mad-brain'd Satisbary, 

And he may well in fretting ſpend his gall, 

Nor Men, nor Mony hath he to make War. 

Char. Sound, ſouiid Alarini,we will ruſh on them, 


| 


Him I forgive my death, that killeth me ; 

When he ſees me go back on foot, or fife. [Execunt; 

Here Alarum, they are beaten back by the 
Engliſh, with great loſs. 


Enter Charles, Alanſon, and Reignler. 


Charl. Who ever faw the like ? what men have l ? 
Dogs, Cowards, Daſtards : I would nee have fled, 
But that they left me "milſt my Enemies. 
Reig. Salisbury is a deſperate Homicide, 
He fighteth as one weary of his life : 
Too other Lords, like Lyons wanting food, 
Do ruſh upon us as their hungry prey. - 
Alanſ. Froyſard, a Countryman of onrs, recotds, 
England all Olivers and Rowlavid; breed, ' 
During the time Edward the third did reign: 
More truly now may this be yerified ; 
For none but Samſors and Goliaſſys = 
It ſendeth forth ro skirtiſh : one to ten ? 
Lean raw-bowd Raſcals, who wonld Ore ſuppoſe, 
They had ſixh coutage 2hd abdacity?  ,. 
Charl. Lets leave this Town, 
For they are hair-brain'd Slaves, 
And hunger will enforce then to be more eager : 
Of old I know them ; rather with their Teeth | 
The V Valls they "Il tear down; than fotſake the Siege. | 
Keig. I think by ſome'odd Gimmalsor device " 
Their Arms are fet, ttke Clocks, fill to ſtrike ons -: 
Elſe ne're could they hold out ſo as they to: 
By my conſent, wel even let them alone. 
Alan. Be it fo. | 


Enter the Baſt ar# bf Orleance. 


Baſt. Where?s the Prince Dolphin? I have News for him. 
Dolph. Baſtard of Orlance, thrice welcometo ns. © 
Baſt. Me thinks your looks are ſad, your chear appal'd. 
Hath the late overthrow wtought this Offerice ? 
Be not diſmay*d, for fuccour is at hand : 
A holy Maid hither with me bring, _ 
Which by a#Viſion fent to'her from Heaven, 
Ordained is to raiſe this RT | F 
And drive the Englſb forth the t of Franc : 


EE 
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y 
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And for his fafety there le beft deviſe. [Exit. 


The ſpirit of —_— ſhe hath, 
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Exceeding the nine S:byls of old Rome : 
What's, paſt, and whart*s to come, ſhe can deſcry. 
Speak, ſhall 1 call her in? believe my words, 
For they are certain, and unfallible. 
Dolph. Go, call her in : but firſt, to try her $klll, 
Reigmier ſtand thou as Dolphin in my place; 
Queſtion her proudly, let thy Looks be ſtern, 
By this means ſhall we ſound what skill ſhe hath. 
Enter Joan Puzel. 
Reig, Fair Maid,igt thou,wilt do theſe woggrous feats ? 
Puz., Reignier, is't thou, that thinkeſt to begutle me * 
Where is the Dolphin? Come, come from behind, 
[ know thee well, though never ſcen before. 
Be not amaz'd, there's nothing hid from me: 
In private will I talk with thee apart: 
Stand back, you Lords, and give us leave a while. 
Reig. She takes upon her bravely at firſt daſh. 
Puz. Dolphin, I am by birth a Shepherds Daughter, 
My wit untrain'd in any kind of Art: 
Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it plead 
To ſhine on my contemptible eſtate. 
Lo, whiPſt I waited on my tender Lambs, 
And to Suns parching heat diſplay'd my checks, 
Gods Mother "—_— to appear to me, 
And ina Viſion full of Majeſty, 
WilPd me to leave my, baſe V ocation, 
And free my Country, from Calamity : 
Her aid ſhe promis'd, and aſſur*d ſucceſs. 
In compleat Glory ſhe reveal'd her ſelf : 
Aud whereas L was black and ſwart before : 
With thoſe clear Rays, which ſhe infug?d on me, 
That Beauty am I bleſt with, which you lee. 
Ask me what queſtion thou canſt poſlible, 
{AndI will anſwer unpremeditated : 
My Courage try, by Combat, if thou dar'ſt, 
And thou ſhalt find that I exceed my Sex. 
Reſolve. on this , thou-ſhalt be fortunate, 
If thou receive me for thy Warlike Mate. 
; Dolph. Thou haſt aſtoniſht:me with thy high terms: 
'Onely this proof Ple. of thy Valour make, 
In ſingle Combat thou ſhalt buckle with me, 
'And if thou vanquiſheſt, thy words arc true, 
'Otherwiſe I fenounce all confidence. 
; Puz,1lam prepar : here is my keen-edg'd Sword, 
Deck*t with fine Flower-de-Luces on each fide, 
The which at Towrain inS. Katharine*s Church-yard, 
Out of a great deal of old Iron, I choſe forth. 
Dolph. Then come a God's name, I fear no Woman. 
Puzel. And whilel live, Ple ne*re flie no man. 
[ Here they fight, and, Joan de Puzel overcomes. 
Dolph. Stay, ſtay thy hands, thou art an Amazon, 
And fighteſt with the Sword of .Debora. 
Puzel. Chriſts Mother helps me, elſe I were too weak. 
Dolph., Wha.e*re helps thee, *tis thou that muſt help 
'Impatiently I burn with thy defire, . ( me: 
My heart-and hands thou haſt at once ſubdu'd, 
Excellent Puzel, if thy namebe ſo, 
Let me thy ſervant, and not Soveraign be, 
"Tis the French Dolphin ſueth to thee thus. 
Puxel. 1 muſt not yield to any rights of Love, 
For my Profeſſion's ſacred from above : 
* When I have chaſed all thy Foes from hence, 
[Then will I think upon a- Recompence. 
| Dolph. Mean time look gracious on thy proſtrate 
+: +- Theall...: 6-5, i 250, NP Re 
Reig. My Lord, me thinks is very long in talk. 
Alan, Doubtleſ heſhrives this Woman to her ſmock, 
Elſe nere could he ſo long protract his ſpeech. : _ 
Reign. Shall we diſturb him, ſince he keeps no-mean ? . 
Ala. He may mean more than we poor men do know ? 
' Theſe Womea are ſhrewd tempters with their Tongues. 
Reig. My Lord, where are you? what deyiſe you on, 
Shall we give o're Orleance, or no? - .. 
| Puzel. Why no, I ſay : diſtrultful Recreants, 


—— 
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Fight till the laſt gaſp : for Ple be yonr guard. 
Dolph. W har ſhe tays, Ple confirm : well fight it oy 
Puzel. Aflign*d1 am to be the Engliſh Scourge. . 
This night the Siege afluredly Ple raiſe : 
Expect Saint Martin's Summer, Halcyon days, 
Since I have entred thus into theſe Wars: kd bf) 
Glory is like a Circlein the Water : | 
W hich never ceaſeth to enlarge it ſelf, 
Till by broad ſpreading, it diſperſe to nought. 
With Henry's death, the Erngh;ſh Circle ends, 
Diſperſed are the glories it included : 
Now am I like that proud inſulting Ship, 
Which Ceſar and his tortune bare at once. 
Dolph. Was AMahomet inſpired with a Dove ? 
| Thou with an Eagle art inſpired then, 
Helen, the Mother of great Conſtantine, 
Nor yet S. Philips Daughters were like thee. 
Bright Star of Yenus, faln down on the Earth, 
How may I reverently worſhip thee enough ? 
Alan, Leave oft delays, and let us raiſe the Siege. 
Keig. Woman, do what thou canſt to ſave our Hong 
Drive them from Orleance, and be immortaliz'd. * 
Dolph. Preſently we'll try : come, lets away about it, 
No Prophet will I truſt, if ſhe prove falſe. Þ[ Exeur 


Enter Glouceſter , with his ſerving-men, 


_ Ghoſt. Iam to ſurvey the Tower this day ; 
Since Henry's death, I fear there is a Conveyance: 
W here be theſe Warders, that they wait not here ? 
| Open the Gates, ?tis Gloſter that calls. 

i. Warder. Who's there, that knocks ſo im 
Gloſt. 1. man. It is the Noble Duke of Gloſter. 
2. Warder. Who ere he be, you may not belet in, 
i. Man, Villains, anſwer you fo the Lord Protettor? 
1. Warder. The Lord protect him, ſo we anſwer him 
We br _ otherwiſe than we are willd. ; 
Gloſt, Who willed you ? or whoſe will ſtan ine? 
There's none Protector of the Realm, but P __ 
Break up the Gates, Ple be your warrantize ; 
Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill Grooms ? 


louſly ? 


Gloſter's men ruſh at the Tower Gates, and Woodvile 
the Lieutenant ſpeaks within. 


Wood. What noyſe is this ? what Traytors have we here? 
Gloſt. Lieutenant, is it you whoſe voice 1 hear ? 
Open the Gates, here's Gloſter that would enter. 
Wood. Have patience, Noble Duke,I may not open 
The Cardinal of Wincheſter forbids : . 
From him 1 have expreſs commandment, 
That thou nor none of thine ſhall be let in. 
Gloſt, Faint-hearted Woodvile, prizeſt him, *fore me ? 
Arrogant Wincheſter, that haughty Prelate, 
W hom Henry our late Soveraign ne're could brook ? 
Thou art no Friend to God, or to the King : 
Open the Gates, or Ile ſhut thee out ſhortly, 
Servingmen, Open the Gates to the Lord Protector, 
Or we'll burſt them open, if that you come not quickly. 


Enter to the Protettor at the Tower Gates, Wincheſter and 
his men in Tawny Coats. 


Winches#, How now ambition Umpire what means this ? 
Gloſt. PiePd Prieſt, do'ſt thou command me to be 
ſhut out? . 

' Wench. 1.do, thou moſt uſurping Proditor, 

And not Protector of: the King or Realm. 

Gloft. Stand back, thou manifeſt Conſpirator, 

Thou that contrivedſt to murther our dead Lord, 
Thou'that giy*ſt Whores Indulgences to fin, 

Ple canyas thee in thy. Broad Cardinals Hat, 

[f thou proceed in this ; thy inſolence. 


. Winch, Nay, ſtand 
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thou back, 1 will not budge a foot ; 
Thus 
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Damaſcus, be thou curſed Cain, 


Li thy Brother Abel, if thou wilt. 


Gloſt. 1 will not ſlay thee, but Ple drive thee back : 

Thy Scarlet Robes, as 2 Childs bearing Cloth, 

Ple uſe, to carry thee out of this place. 
Winch, Do what thou dar*ſt, I beard thee to thy face. 
Gloft, What ? am I dar*d, and bearded to my face ? 

Draw men , for all this priviledged place, 

Blew Goats LO Tawny Coats. Prieſt, beware thy Beard, 

| mean to tugge it, and to cuff you ſoundly. 

Under my feet Ile ſtamp thy Cardinals Hat : 

In ſpight of Pope, or Dignities of Church, 

Here by the Checks Ple drag thee up and down. 

Winch, Gloſter, thou wilt anſvier this before the Pope. 
Gloſt. Wincheſter Gooſe, I cry, a Rope, a Rope. 

Now beat them hence, why do you let them ſtay ? 

Thee le chaſe hence, thou Wolf in Sheep's array, 

Out Tawny-Coats, out Scarlet Hypocrite. 


Here Gloſter's men beat out the Cardinals men, and enter 
in the burly-burly the Mayor of London, 
and his Officers. 


Mayor. Fie Lords, that you being ſupream Magiltrates, 
Thus contumeliouſly ſhould break the Peace. 

Glo, Peace Mayor, for thou know'lt little of my wrongs : 
Here's Beauford, that regards not God nor King, 
Hath here diſtrain'd the Tower to his uſe. 

Winch, Here's Gloſter too, a Foe to Citizens, 
One that ſtill motions War and never Peace, 
Ore-charging your free Purſes with large Fines, 
That ſeeks to overthrow Religion, 
Becauſe he is ProteCtor of the Realm ; 
And would have Armour here out of the Tower, 
To Crown himſelf King, and ſuppreſs the Prince. 

Gl, I will not anſwer thee with words, but blows. 


Here they thirmiſh again, 


Mayor. Nought reſts for me, in this tumultuous ſtrife, 
But to make open Proclamation, 

Come Officer, as loud as e're thou canſt, cry : 

All manner of men aſſembled here in Arms this day, 
againſt Gods Peace and the Kings, we charge and commang 
yon, in his Highneſs Name, to repair to your ſeveral dwelling 
places, and not to wear, handle, or uſe any Sword, Weapon, 
i Dagger hence-forward, upon pain of death, 

Glt, Cardinal, Ple be no breaker of the Law : 

But we ſhall meet, and break our minds at large. 

Winch, Glofter, we'll meet to thy dear coſt be ſure: 
Thy heart-blood 1 will have for this days work. 

Mayor. 1'le call for Clubs, if you will not away : 
This Cardinal is more haughty than the Devil. 

Gloſter. Mayor,farewell : thou do'ſt but what thou may'ſt. 

Winch, Abominable Gloſter, guard thy head, 

For I intend to have it ere be long, [ Exeunt, 

Mayor. See the Coaſt clear*d, and then we will depart. 
Good God, theſe Nobles ſhould ſuch ſtomacks bear, 
| my ſelf fight not once in forty year. [ Exennt. 


Enter the Maſter-Gunner of Orleance, and his Boy, 


M. Gun. Sirra, thou know'ſh how Orleance is beſiedgd, 
And, how the Engliſh have the Suburbs won. 

Boy. Father, I know, and oft bave ſhot at them, 

How &re unfortunate I miſs'd my aim. 

M. Gun, But now thou ſhalt not. Be thou rul'd by me : 
Chief Maſter Gunner am I of this Town, 
Something I muſt do to procure me grace ; 

The Princes eſpyals have informed me: , 

How the Enghſh, in the Suburbs cloſe entfencht, 
Went through a ſecret Grate of Iron Bars, 

ln yonder Tower, to over-peer the City, 


A 


They may vex us with ſhot or with Aſlaulr, 
To intercept this inconvenience, 

piece of Ordnance ?gainlt it I have plac'd, 
And fully even theſe three days have I watch'd, 
[f I could ſee them. Now, Boy, do thou watch, 
For I can ſtay no longer. 


1 If thou ſpy*ſt any, run and bring me werd, 


And thon ſhalt find me at the Governors. 
Boy. Father, 1 warrant you take you no care, 
Ple never trouble you, if I may ſpy them, 
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Enter Salisbury, «nd Talbot oz the Turrets, with others. 


Salis. Talbot, my life, my joy, again return'd ? 
How wert thou handled, being Priſoner ? 

Or by what means got*lt thou to be releag'd ? 
Diſcourſe I prethee on this Turrets top. 

Tal. 'The Earl of Bedford had a Priſoner, 

Calld the brave Lord Ponton de Sartrarle, 

For him wasI exchang'd, and ranſon'd. _ 

But with a baſer man of Arms by far, ' 

Once in contempt they would have barter*d me : 
Which 1 diſdaining, fcorn'd, and cravcd death, 
Rather than I would be fo pil'd eſteem'd ; 

In fine redeem'd I was as I deſir'd, 

But O, the treacherous Falſtaff wounds my heart, 
Whom with my bare Fiſts 1 would execute, 

lf 1 now had him brought into my power. 

Szlis, Yet telPſt thou not, how thou wert entertain'd, 
Tal. With ſcoffs and ſcorns, and contumelious taunts, ' 
In open Market-place produc'd they me, 

To be a publick ſpectacle to all : | 

Here, ſaid they, 1s the Terror of the French, 

The Scare-Crow that affrights our Children ſo. 
Then broke I from the Officers that led me, 

And with my nals Cigg'd ſtones out of the Ground, 
To hurle at the beholders of my ſhame, 

My griſly countenance made others fiye, 

None durſt come near, for fear of ſudden death. 

In Iron Walls they deem'd me not ſecure: 

So great fear of my Name *mongſt themwere ſpread, 
That they ſuppogd I could rend Bars of Steel, 

And ſpurn in pieces poſts of Adamant. | 
Wherefore a guard of choſen Shot I had; 

That walkt about me every Minute while : 

And if I did but ſtir ont of my Bed, 

Ready they were to ſhoot me to the heart, 


Enter the Boy with a Linſtock, 


Saiis, 1 grieve to hear what torments you endur'd, 
But we will be reveng'd ſufficiently, 
Now it is Supper time in Orleance : 
Here, through this Grate, I can count cvery one, 
And view the Frenchmen how they fortifie : 
Let us look in, the fight will much delight thee: 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Sir William Glandſdale, 
Let me have your expreſs Opinions, | | 
W here is beſt place to make our Batrry next ? 
Garg. 1 think at the North Gate, for there ſtand Lords, 
Glandſ, And I here, at the Bulwark of the Bridge. 
Talb. For ought I ſee, this City muſt be famiſhr, * » 
Or with light Skirmiſhes enfeebled. | 


Here they ſhot , and Saligbury falls down. 


Salis, O Lord have mercy on us, wretched ſinners. 
4 O Lord have mercy on me, woful man. 
Talb. 


Speak Salizbury ; at leaſt, if thou canſt, ſpeak: | 
ow far'ſt thou, Mirror of all Martial men ? 

One of thy Eyes, and thy Checks ſide ſtruck off ? 

} Accurſed Tower, accurſed fatal Hand , 


And thence diſcover, how with moſt adyantage 


————— 


That hath contriv'd this woful Tragedy, 


4 


What chance is this that ſuddenly hath croſt us? | 


In 


a 
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la thirteen Batrtels, Salzsbrry o*recame : So Bees with ſmoak, and Doves with noiſom ſtench,” 
Henry the Fifth he frit train'd to the Wars. Are from their Hives and Houſes driven away, ! En 
Whilſt any Trump did found, or Drum ſtruck up, They calPd us, for our herceneſs, Engliſh Dogs, 
| His Sword did nee leave ſtriking in the feild. Now like the Whelps, we crying run away, 
Yer liv*it thov, Salrsbury ? though thy ſpeech doth fail, A ſport Alarum, 
One eye thou haſt ro look to Heaven tor grace. Heark Countreymen, either renew the fight, Ta 
The Sun with one Eye vieweth all the World. Or tear the Lyons out of England's Coat : by " 
Heaven be thou gracious to none alive, Renounce your Soll, give Shcep in Lyons ſtead : Wal 
If Salisbury waats mercy at thy hands. | Sheep run not half jo treacherous from the Wolf, This 
Bear hence this Body, I will help to bury it. Or Horſe or Oxen trom the Leopard, Havl 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, haſt thou any life ? As you flic from your oft-ſubducd Slaves. hy 
Speak unto Talvor, nay, look up to him. | As 
Salisbury chear thy Spirit with this comfort, Alarum, Here another Skirmiſh, oo 
Thou ſhalt nor die whiles — : . c 
He beckens with his hand, and ſmiles on me: [t will not be, retire into your Trenches - Dei] 
As who ſhould fay, When I am dead and gone, You all conſented unto Salisburie*s death, yu 
Remember to avenge me on the French, For none would ſtrike a ſtroke in his revenge, 
Plantagmet I will, and, Nero like, wil Puzct is entred into Orleance, br 
F Play on the Lute, bcholding the Towns barn : [n ſpizht of us, or ought that we could do. 
Wretched ſhall France be onely in my Name. O would I were to die with Salibury, 
—- Here an Alarum, and it Thunders and Lightens. The ſhame hereof will make me hide my head. þ 
What ſtir is this ? what tumult's in the Heavens ? CExit Talbot, If 1 
W hence cometh this Alarum, and the noyſe ? Alarum, Retreat, Flouriſh. She 
Enter a Meſſenger. ] 
Meſſ. My Lord, my Lord, the French have gather*d Enter on the Wall Puzel, Dolphin, Reigneir, G0 
The Dolphin, with one Foan de Puzel joyn'd, (head. Alanſon, and Soulaters. ” 
A holy Propheteſs, new riſen up, > | : 
Is come with a great Power, to raiſe the Siege. Puzel, Advyance our waving Colours on the Walls, 
Reſcu'd is Orleance from the Engliſh Wolves : Th 
Here Salisbury Lsfreth himſelf up and groans. Thus Joan de Puzel hath perform'd her word. Ih 
Dolph. Divineſt Creature, bright Aſtrea's Daughter, Ih 
Tal. Hear, hear, how dying Salisbxry doth groan, How ſhall I honour thee for this ſucceſs, j 
It irks his heart he cannot be reveng'd, Thy promiſes are like Adonis Garden, | 
French-men, Ple be a Salisbury to you. T hat one day bloom'd, and fruitful were the next. 
Puzel or Puſſel, Dolphin or Dog-hſh, France, triumph in thy glorious Propheteſs, - 
Your hearts I'le ſtamp out with my Horſes heels, Recover'd is the Town of Orleance, 0 
And make a Quagmire of your mingled brains. More bleſſed hap did nee befal our State. Ho 
Convey me Salisbury into his Tent, Retgneir. Why ring not out the Bells aloud, | 
And then we'll try, what theſe daſtard French-men dare. Throughout the Town ? 
Alarum, Exit, | Dolphin command the Citizens make Bonfires, 7; 
— | And feaſt and banquet in the open ſtreets, | 
| Here an Alarum azain : and Talbot purſueth the Dolphin, | To celebrate the jov that God hath given us. 
and driveth him : Then enter Joan de Puzel, driving Alanſ. All France will be repleat with mirth and joy, 
Engliſh-men befor her. Then enter Talbot, + | When they ſhall hear how we have play*d the men. 
Dolph. Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day is won: 
T.al.\W here is my Strength, my Valour, and my Force? | For which, 1 will divide my Crown with her, 
Oar Enel:ſb Troops retire, I cannot ſtay them, And all the Prieſts and Fryers in my. Realm, 
A Woman clad in Armour chaſeth them. Shall in proceſſion ſing her endleſs praiſe. U 
Emer Puzel. A ſtatelier Pyramis to her Ile rear, 
Here, here ſhe comes. Þle have a bout with thee : Than Rhodope's or Memphis ever was. : 
Devil, or Devils Dam, Ple conjure thee - In memory of her when ſhe is dead, Gy 
Blood will 1 draw on thee, thou art a Witch. Her Aſhes, in ah Utn more precious 
And ſtraightway give thy Soul to him thou ſerv?lt. Than the rich-jewePd Coffer of Darius, 
Puz, Come, come, *cis onely I that mult diſgrace thee. | Tranſported ſhall be at high Feſtivals 
Here they fizht. Before the Kings and Queens of France. 
Tal. Heavens, can you ſuffer Hell ſo to prevail ? No longer on Saint Dennis will we cry, 
My breaſt Vle burſt with ſtraining of my Courage, But Joan de Puzel ſhall be France's Saint. [ 
And from my ſhoulders crack my Arms aſunder, Come in, and let us Banquet Royally, \ 
Eur I will chaſtiſe this high-minded Strumpet. After this Golden day of Victory. 1 
They finht agam, Flouriſh. [ Exennt, 
Puz,, Talbot farewel, thy hour 1s not yet come, 
I mult go Victual Orleance forthwith ? PETTY ns 
A ſhort Alarum : Then Enter the Town Attus Je cUndns. Sc Na P YiMma. ( 
with Souldiers, | 
Enter a Serjeant of a Band, with two Centinels, 
O're-take me if thou canſt, I ſcorn thy ſtrength. 
Go, go, chear up thy hungry-ſtarved men, Ser, Sirs, take your places ard be vigilant : 
'elp Sali-bzry to make his Teſtament, If any noiſe or Souldier you perceive 
This Day is ours, as many more ſhall be. [Ex:t, | Near to the walls, by ſome apparent fign 
Tal. My thoughts are whirled like a Potter's Wheel. | Let us have knowledge at rhe Conrt of Guard. 
| know not where Iam, nor what I do: Cent, Serjeant you ſhall. Thus are poor Servitors 
| A Witch by fear, not force, like Hannibal, (When others {Icep upon their quiet Beds ) 
| Drives back our Troops, and conquers as ſhe liſts : Con ſtrain'd to watch in darkneſs, rain, and cold. or Y 


y—_— 


» Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with ſcaling 
Ladders : Thor Drums beating 4 
Dead March, 


Ente 


Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy, 
py whoſe approach, the Regions of Artoys, 
Walon, and Picardie, are Friends to us : 

This happy night, the Frenchmen are ſecure, 
waving, all day carouvd and banquetted, 


Embrace we then this opportunity, _ | 
a; fitting, beſt to quittance their decelr, 


F 
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Contrivd by Art, and valeful Sorcery. 
B:d, Coward of France, how mach he wrongs his Fame, | 
Deſpairing of his own Arms fortitude, | 
To joyn with Witches, and the help of Hell. 

Bur, Traitors have never other company. 
Bat what's that Puzel, whom they term fo pure ? 

Ta, A Maid, they fay. 

Bed, A Maid ? And be ſo martial ? 

Bur. Pray God, ſhe prove not maſculine &re long : 
If underneath the Standard of the French 
che carry Armour, as ſhe hath b-gun. oy 
Tal. Well, let them prattiſe and converſe with Spirits. 
God isour Fortreſs, in whoſe conquering Name 
Let us reſolve to ſcale their flinty Buiwarks, 

Bd. Aſcend, brave Talbot, we will follow thee. 

Tal, Not altogether : Better far 1 gueſs, 
That we do make our entrance ſeveral ways : 
That it if chance the one of us do fail, 
The other yet may riſe againlt their force. 

Bed. Agreed ; Ple to yond corner. 

Bir, And 1 to this. 

Tal. And here will Talbot mount, or make his Grave. 
Now Salisbury for thee and for the right 
Of Engliſh Herry, ſhall this night appear 

How much in duty, I am bound to both. 
| Cent. Arm , Arm, the Enemy doth make aſlault. 

Cry, S. George. A Talbot. 


The French leap o're the Walls in their ſhirts, Enter ſeveral 
wayes, Baſtard, Alanſon, Reignier, half reaay, 
and balf unready. 


Alan. How now my Lords ? what all unready ſo ? 

Baſt. Unready ? I and glad we ſcap'd io well. 

Rerg, ?T was time (I trow ) to wake ang leave our Beds, 
Hearing Alarms at our Chamber doors. 

Alan, Of all Exploits fince firlt 1 follow?d Arms, 
Ne're heard I of a warlike enterprize 
More venturous, or deſperate than this. 

Baſt. 1 think this Talbot be a Fiend of Hell. 

Rejo, If not of Hell, the Heavens ſure favour him. 
Alanſ. Here commeth Charles, I marvel how ke ſpcd. 
Enter Charles and Joan. 

Baſt. Tut, holy Joan was his defentive Guard. 

Charl. ls this thy cunning, thou deceitful Dame ? 
Didſt thou at firſt, to flatter us withal, 
Make us partakers of a little gain, , 
That now our loſs might be ten times ſo much ? 

Joan, Wherefore is Charles impatient with his Friend ? 
At all times will you have my power alike ? 
Sleeping or waking, muſt I ſtill prevail, 
Or will you blame and lay the fault on me ? 


Charl. And for my ſelf, moſt part of all this Night 
Within her Quarter, and mine own Precinct, 
| was employ'd in paſling to and fro, 
About relieving of the Centinels. 
Then how, or which way, ſhould they firſt break in ? 
Joan, Quclition ( my Lord ) no further of the caſe, 
''ow, or which way  *tis ſure they found ſome place, 
But weakly guarded, where the breach was made : 
And now there reſts no other ſhifts but this, 
To gather our Souldiers, ſcatrer*d and diſpergr, 
And lay new Plat-forms to endamage them, 


they fue, leaving their Cloaths behind. 
Soul. le be fo bold to take what they have left : 
The Cry of Talbot ſerves me for a Sword, 
For I have loaden me with many Spoils, 
Utiig no other Weapon but his Name. 
Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundie. 


Bedf. Theday begins to break, and Night is fled, 
Whoſe pitchy Mantle over-vaiPd the Earth. 


|| Here found Retreat, and ceaſe our hot purſuit. [ Retreat. 


Talv. Bring forth the Body of old Salisbury, 

And here advauce it in the Market-place, 

The middle Centre of this curſed Town, 

Now have I pay'd my Vow unto his Soul, * 

For every drop of Blood was drawn from him, 

There hath at leaſt five Frenchmen dyed to night. 

And that hereafter Ages may behold 

Whar ruine heggoned in revenge of him, 

Within their chiefeſt Temple Ple erect 

A Tomb, wherein his Corps ſhall be interr'd : 

Upon the which, that every one may read, * 

Shall be engrav*d-the fack of Orleance, 

The treacherous manner of his mournful death, 

And what a terrour he had been to France, 

But, Lords, in all our bloody Maſlacre, 

| muſe we met not with the Dolphirs Grace, 

His new-come Champion, virtuous Foar of Acre, 

Nor any of his falſe Confederates. | 
Bedf. *Tis thought, Lord Talbot, when the fight bega 

Rouz'd on the ſudden from their drowſie Beds, 

They did amongſt the Troops of armed men, 

Leap ore the Walls for refuge in the Field. 
Burg. My ſclf, as far as I could well diſcern, 

For {moak, and Cusky Vapours of the night, 

Am ſure 1 ſcar*d the Dolphin and his Trull, 

When Armin Arm they both came ſwiftly running, 

Like to a pair of loving Turtle Doves, 

That could not live afunder day or night. 

Afrer that things are ſet in order here, 

Well follow them with all the Power we have. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 


Call ye the Warlike 7albe, for his Acts 
So much applauded through the Realm of France ? 
Tab. Here 1s the Talbot, who would ſpeak with him? 
Mcſſ. The virtuous Lady, Counteſs of Avergne, 
Wirth modelty admiring thy Renown, 
By me intreats ( great Lord ) thou would'ſt vouchſafe 
To vilit her poor Caſtle where ſhe lyes, | 


Improvident Souldicrs, had your watch been good, 
This ſudden miſchief never could have faln, 
Charl, Duke of Alanſen, this was your default, 
That being Captain of the Watch to Nigh, 
Did look no better to that weighty Charge. 
Alanſ. Had all our Quarter been as ſafely kept, 
As that, whereof I had the Governmentr, 
We had not been thus ſhamefully ſurpriz'd. 
Gaſt. Mine was ſecure. 
Keign. And ſo was mine 


my Lord. 


WY 


? 


That ſhe may boalit ſhe hath beheld the man, * 

W hoſe glory fills the World with loud report. 
Burg. Is iteven ſo ? Nay, then I ſeeour Wars 

Will turn unto a peaceful Comick ſport, 

When Ladies crave to be encountred with 

You may not ( my Lord ) deſpiſe her gentle ſuit. 


Could not prevail with all their Oratorie, 
Yet hath a Woman's kindneſs over-ruPd : 
And therefore tell her, I return great thanks, 


[_ Exeunt. 


Alarum, Enter a Souldier, crying, a Talbot, a Talbot : 


[. Exit. 


Ee... 


| 


Meſ. All hail, my Lords : which of this Princely train }. 


Talb. Neretruſt me then : for when a World of men 
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And in ſubmiſſion will attend on her. 
Will not your Honours bear me company ? 
Beaf. No, truly ?cis more than manners will : 
And I have heard it ſaid, Unbidden Gueſts 
Are often welcomeſt when they are gone. 
Talb. Well then, alone (ſince theres no remedy) 
[ mean to prove this Ladies courtehe. 
Come hither, Captain, you perceive my mind. 
[Whiſpers. 
Capt. 1 do, my Lord, and mean accordingly. [ Exewur. 
Enter Counteſs. 
Count, Porter, remember what I gave in charge, 

And when you have done ſo, bring the Keyes to me. 
Port, Madam, I will. [ Exit. 
Count, The plot is laid, if all things fall out right, 

I ſhall as famous be by this exploit, 

As Scythian Tomyris by Cyrus death, 

Great is the rumor of this dreadful Knight, 

And his Atchievements of no leſs account : 

Fain would mine Eyes be witneſs with my Ears, 

To give their cenſure of theſe rare reports. 


Enter Meſſenger and Talbot. 


AMES. Madam, according as your Ladyſhip deſird, 
By meſſage crav*d, ſo is Lord Talbor come. 
Count, And he is welcome: what? is this the man ? 
Mcſſ. Madam, it is. 
Count, Is this the Scourge of France ? 
Is this the Talbot, ſo much fear'd abroad ? 
That with his Name the Mothers {till their Babes ? 
I ſee report is fabulous and falſe. 
[ thought I ſhould have ſeen ſome Hercules, 
A ſecond Hefor, for his grim aſpe&, 
Alarge proportion of his ſtrong knit Limbs. 
Alas, this is a Child, a filly Dwarf : 
It cannot be, this weak and writhled ſhrimp 
Should ſtrike ſ::ch terrour to his Enemies. 
Talb. Madam, I have been bold to trouble you : 
But ſince your Ladyſhip 1s not at leiſure, 
Ple ſort ſome other time to viſit you. 
Count. W hat means he now ? 
Go ask him, whither he goes ? 
Meſſ. Stay, my Lord Talbot, for my Lady craves, 
To know the cauſe of your abrupt departure. 
Talb. Marry, for that ſhe's in a wrong belief, 
I go to certifie her, Talbors here. 


Enter Porter with keys. 


Count, If thou be he, then art thou Priſoner. 

Talb. Priſoner ? to whom ? 

Count, To me, blood-thirſty Lord: 

And for that cauſe [ train*d thee to my Houſe. 
Long time thy ſhadow hath been thrall to me, 
For in my Gallery thy picture hangs: 

Burt now the Subſtance endure the like, 
And1 will chain theſe Legs and Arms of thine, 
Thar haſt by tyranny theſe many years 

Watted our Country, lain our Citizens, 

And fent our Sons and Husbands captivate. 

Talb. Ha, ha, ha. 

Ccunt. Laugheſt thou Wretch ? 

Thy mirth ſhall turn to moan. 

Talb. 1 lzugh to ſee your Ladyſhip ſo fond, 
To think, that you have ought but Talbots Shadow, 
Wherein to practice your ſeverity. 

Court, Why ? art thou not the man ? 

Talb. | am indeed. 

Connt. Then have I Subſtance too. 

Talb. No, no, I am but Shadow of my ſelf: 
You are deceiv*d, my Subſtance is not here ; 
For what you ſee is but the ſmalleſt part, 


And leaſt proportion of Humanity : 


At 


| tell you Madam, were the whole Frame here, 
It is of ſuch a ſpatious lofry pitch, 
Your Roof were not ſufficient to contain, 
Count. This is a Riddling Merchant for 
He will be here, and yet he is not here ; 
How can theſe contrarieties agree ? 
Talb, That will I hew you preſently. 


the nonee, 


Winds his Horn, Drums ſtrike up, a Peal 
of Ordinance : Enter Soulgiers, 


How ſay you Madam ? are you now perſwaded, 
That Talbot is but Shadow of himſelf ? 
Theſe are his Subſtance, Sinews, Arms, and Strength, 
With which he yoaketh your rebellious Necks, 
Razeth your Cities, and ſubverts your Towns, 
And in a moment makes them deſolate. 
Count, Vittorious Talbot, pardon my abuſe, 
I find thou art no leſs than Fame hath bruited, 
And more than may be gathered by thy ſhape, 
Let my preſumption not provoke thy wrath, 
For I am ſorry, that with Reverence 
[ did not entertain thee as thou art. 
Talb. Be not diſmay*d, fair Lady, nor miſconſter 
The mind of Talbor, as you did miſtake 
The outward compoſition of his Body. 
What you have done, hath not offended me : 
Nor other ſatisfaction do I crave, 
But only with our patience, that we may 
Taſte of your Wine, and ſee what Cates you have, 
For Souldiers ſtomacks always ſerve them well. 
Count. With all my heart, and think me honoured, 
To feaſt ſo great a Warriour in my houſe. [Excun, 


Enter Richard Plantagenet, Warwick, Samerſet, 
Pool, and others. 


York, Great Lords and Gentlemen, 

What means this ſilence ? 

Dare no man anſwer in a Caſe of Truth ? 

Sf. Within the Temple Hall we were too loud, 
The Garden here is more convenient. 

York, Then fay at once, if I maintain*d the Truth; 
Or elſe was wrangling Somerſet in th*error ? 

Suff. Faith I have been a Truant in the Law, 

And never yet could frame my will to it, 

And thereforeframe the Law into my will. 

Som, Judge you, my Lord of Warwick, then between ns. 
War. Between two Hawks,which flies the higher pitch, 
Between two Dogs,which hath the deeper mouth, 
Between two Blades, which bears the better temper, 
Between two Horſes, which doth bear him beſt, 
Between two Girls, which hath the merricft Eye, 

[ have perhaps ſome ſhallow ſpirit of judgment : 

But in theſe nice ſharp Quillets of the Law, 

Goodfaith, I am no wiler than a Daw. 

York, Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance : 
Truth appears ſo naked on my ſide, 

That arly pur-blind Eye may find it out. 

Sow. And on my ſide, it is ſo well apparelld, 
Soclear, ſo ſhining, and ſo evident, 

That it will glimmer through a blind mans Eye. 

York, Since you are Tongue-ty*d, and fo loth to ſpeak, 
In dumb ſignificants proclaim your thoughts : 

Let him that is a true-born Gentleman, 

And ſtands upon the Honour of his Birth, 

If he ſuppoſe that I have pleaded truth, 


Of baſe inſinuating Flattery, 


From off this Bryar pluck a white Roſe with me. 
Som, Let him that 1s no Coward, nor no Flatterer, 
But dare maintain the party of the Truth, 

Pluck a red Roſe from off this Thorn with me. 

War, 1 love no Colours: and without all colour 


I plucp 
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[pluck this white Roſe with Plant agener. Will I for ever, and my Faction wear; 


$uf, I pluck this red Roſe with young Somerſer, 
and ſay withal, 1 think he held the right. 
Vernon. Stay, Lords and Gentlemen, and pluck no more 
Till you conclude, that he upon whole fide 
The fewelt Roſes are crop't from the tree, 
chall yield the other in the right Opinion. 
tm, Good Maſter Vernon, it is well objefted : 
if 1 have feweſt, I ſubſcrive in filence. 
Jork. And I. 
Verron. Then for the truth, and plainneſs of the Cale, 
[pluck this pale and Maiden Blcflom here, 
Giving my Verdict on the white Roſe ſide. 
mn, Prick not your finger as you pluck it off, 
Leſt blzediag, you do paint the white Roſe red, 
And fa!llon my ſide fo againſt your will. 
Vernon, If I, my Lord, for my Opinion bleed, 
Opinion ſhall bz ſurgeon to my. hurt, 
And kezp me on the fide [till where I am. 
Som, Well, well, come on, who elle ? 
Lawyer. Unleſs my Study aud. my Books be falſe, 
The Argument you held, was wrong 1n you 
la ſiga whereof, 1 pluck a white Role too. | 
Tok, Now Somerſet, where 1s your Argument * 
Som, Here in my Scabbard, meditating that, 
Shall dy your white Roſe in a blowidy red. 
York, Mean time your checks do counterſcit our Roſes, 
For pale they look with fear, as witnefling 
The truth on our fide, 
Som, No, Plantagentt. | 
Tis not for fear, but anger, that my cheeks 
Blu for pure ſhame, to counterfeit our Roſcs, 
And yet thy tongue will not contels thy Error. 
Yok, Hath not thy Roſe a Canker, S9:ner ſer ? 
Sm. Hath not thy Roſe a Thorn, lantagener ? 
Yok. 1, ſharp and piercing to maintain his truth, 
Whiles thy conſuming Canker eats his falſhood. 
Sm, Well, Ple find Friends,to wear my biceding Roſes, 
That ſhall maintain what I have ſa:d 1s trae, 
Where ſa'ſe Plantagenct dare not be ſcen. 
York, Now by this Maiden Bloſſom in my hand, 
| ſcorn thee and thy faſhion, peevilh Boy. 
Soff. Turn not thy ſcorns this vi ay, [Ltagenet, 
York. Proud Pool, I will, and f.orn both him aud thee. 
Sf. Ple turn my part therect into thy throat, 
Sem, Away, away, good Ililiam ds ls Pool, 
We grace the Yeoman, by couveriling with, kim. 
Vaw, Now by God's will thou wrong?lt him,Somer ſer : 
Bis Grandfather was Lyonel Duke uf Clarence, 
Third Son to the third Edward Duke of En, laiid : 
Ppring Creſtleſs Ycomen from ſo deep a Root ? 
York. He bears him on the place's Priviledge, 
Or durſt not for his craven h-art fay thus. 
Som. By him that made me, le maintain my words 
On any plot of Ground in Chriſtendom. 
Was not thy Father, Richard, Earl of Cambridze, 
For Treaſon executed in our late King's days ? 
And by his Treaſon, ſtaud'i not thou attaiuted, 
Corrupted and excmprt from ancicnt Geutry ? 
His treſpaſs yet lives guilty in thy blood, 
And till thou be reſtor?d, thou art a Yeoman. 
York. My Father was attached, not attainted , 
Condem'd to dye for Treaſon, bat not Trayter ; 
And that Vle prove on better men than Somerſet, 
Were growing time oace ripzned to my will. 
For your partaker Pool, and you your f.1t, 
l? note you in my Book of Mcmuory, 
To ſcourge you for this sppreh-nlion : 
Look to it well, and fay you arc well warr'd. 
S9m, Ah, thou ſhalt find us ready for thice ſtill: 
And know us by theſe Colours, for thy Foes, 
or theſe, my Fricuds in ſpight of thee thall wear. 
York. And by my Soul, this pale and angry Roie, 
Cognizance of my blood-drinking hate, 
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Uuril it wither with me to my Grave, 
Or flouriſh to the height of my Degree. 
Sf, Go forward, and be choak*'d with thy ambition : 
And 19 farewel, until I meet thee next. [ Exit, 
S,m. Have with thee, Poo! : Farewel, ambitious Ri- 
chard. [. E xt. 
York, How I am bravd, and muſt perforce en- 
dure it ? 

Varw, This blot, that they objeCt againſt your Houſe 
Shall be wip*t out 1n the next Parliament, : 
CalPd for the Trace of Wincheſter and Glouceſter: 

And it thou be not then creaced York, 

[ will not live to be accounted Warwick, 

Mean time, in ſ1gaal of my love to thee, 

Azainſt proud Soxerſer, and William Pool, 
Will I vpon thy party wear this Roſe. 

And here I propheſie : this Brawl to day, 
Grown to this Faction in the Temple Garden, 
Shall ſend between the Red-Roſe and the White 
A thouſand Souls to Death and deadly Night. , 

Y9k. Good Mater Vernon, ] am bound to you 

That you on my behalf weuld pluck a Flower. 
Fer. In your behalf ſtill will I wcar the fame. 
Lanyir, And fo will I. 
York, Thanks, gentle Sir. 
Come, let us four to dinner : I dare fay, 
T his Quarrel will drink Bloud another day. [ Exenzt. 


Enter Mortimer, bronght in 4 Chair, and Faylors. 


Atort. Kind Keepers of my weak decaying Age, 
Let dying 4ortimer here reſt himſelf. y 
Even like a man new haled from the Wrack, 

So fare my Limbs with long Impriſonment : 
And theſe gray Locks, the Purſuivants of Death, 
Neſtor-like aged, in an Age of Care, 

Argue the end of Eammnd Mortimer, 

Theſe Eyes, like Lamps, whoſe waſting Oil is ſpent, 
Wax dim, as drawing to their Exigent. 

Weak Shoulders, over-born with burthening Grief, 

And pithleſs Arms, like to a withered Vine, 

Thar droops his fap-leſs Branches to the ground. 

Yet are theſe Feet , whoſe ſtrength-leſs ſtay is num, 

( Unable ro ſupport this Lump of Clay ) | 
Swift-winged with deſire to get a Grave, 

As witting I no other comfort have. | 
3ut tel] me Keeper, will my Nephew come ? 

Keeper, Richard Plantagenet, my Lord, will come: 
We ſcnt untothe Temple, his Chamber, 
And an{wer was return'd, that he will come, 

AMuyre. Enough : my ſoul then ſhall be ſatisfied. 
Poor G<ntleman, his wrong doth equal mine, 
SLACE Henry Atoumonth firit b<gan to Reign, if 
Before whoſe Glory I was great in Arms, | 
This loathſom ſcqueſtration have I had 
And even ſince then, hath R:chard been obſcur'd, 
D-prived of Honor and Inherirance.. 
But now, the Arbitrator of Deſpairs, 
ſult Death, kind Umpire of mews Miſeries, 
With fiweet Enlargement doth diſmiſs me hence * 
{ would his troubles likewiſe were expir'd, 
That ſo he might recover what was loſt. 

Enter Richard. 

Keeper, My Lord, your loving Nephew now is come. 

Mort, Richard Plaitager.ct, my Friend, is he come ? 

Rich, 1, Noble Uncle, thus ignobly ugd, 

Your Nephew, late deſpiſed Richard, comes. 

Mort. Direft mine Arms, 1 may embrace his Neck, 

And in his Boſom ſpend my later gaſp. 

Oh teli me when my Lips do touch his Cheeks, 

That 1 may kindly give one fainting Kiſs : 

Ard now declare, ſweet Stem from Yorks great Stock, {| 


| Why diſt thou ſay of late thou wert deſpig'd ? 
Rich. Firſt 
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Rich, Firſt, lean thine aged Back againſt mine Arm, 
And in that cafe Pie te!l thee my Diſeaſe. 

This day in argument upon a Caſe, 

Some words there grew'twixt Somerſet and me : 
Amongſt which terms, he us'd his laviſh tongue, 
And did upbraid me with my Fathers death , 

W hich obloquie ſer bars betore my rongue, 

Elſe with the like I had requited him. 
Therefore, good Uncle, for my Father's ſake, 

[a honour of a true Plantagenet, 

And for Alliance fake, declare the Cauſe, 

My Father, Earl of Cambrzage, loſt his Head. 

Mort. That Cauſe ( fair Nephew ) that impriſor*d me, 
And hath dctain'd me all my flow'ring Youth, 
Within a loathſom Dungeon, there to pine, 

Was curſed Inſtrument of his deceaſe. 

Rich. Diſcover more at large, what Cauſe that was, 
For | am ignoranc, and cannot gueſs. 

Afort, 1 will, if that my fading breath permit, 
And D.ath approach not, &re my Tale be done. 
Henry che Fourth, Grandfather to this King, 
Depos/d his Nephew Achard, Edward's Son, 

The firſt begotten, and the lawful Heir 

Of Edward King, the third of that Deſcent. 

During whoſe Reign, the Piercies of the North, 

Finding his Uſurpation moſt unjuſt, 

Endcavour?d my advancement to the Throne. 

The Reaſon mov?d theſe Warlike Lords to this, 

Was, for that ( young Richard thus remoy?d, 

Leaving no Heir begotten of his Body ) 

I was the next by Birth and Parentage : 

For by my Mother I derived am 

From Lyonel Duke of C larence, the third Son 

To King Edward the Third ; whereas he, 

From Fohn of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree, 

Being but the fourth of that Heroick Line. 

But mark : as in this haughty great attempt, 

They laboured to Plant the rightful Heir, 

L loſt my Liberty, and they their Lives, 

Long after this, when Henry the Fifth = 

( Succeeding his Father Bullemgbrook,) did reign ; 

Thy Father, Earl of Cambriage, then deriv*d 

From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of York, 

Marrying wy Siſter, that thy Mother was ; 

Axain, in pity of my harddilſtrels, 

Levicd an Army, wcening to redeem, 

And have inſtalPd me in the Diadem : 

Burt as the relt, ſo fell that Noble Earl, 

1 And was b. headed. Thus the Adortimers, 

In whom the Title reſted, were ſupprelt. 

Rich. Of which, my Lord, your Honour is the laſt. 

Mort. True ; and thou ſeelt, that I no Iſiue have 

And that my faiuting words do warrant death : 

Thou art my Heir ; the reſt, 1 wiſh thce gather : 
Burt yet be wary in thy ſtudious care. . 

Rich, Thy grave admoniſhments prevail with me : 

But yet, methinks, my Father's cxecution 

Was nothing leſs, than bloody Tyranny. _ 

Mort. With ſilence, Nephew, be thou politick, 

Strong, fixed is the Houſe of Lancaſter, | 

And like a Mountain, not to be. remov'd. 

But now thy Uncle is removing hence, 

As Princes do their Courts, when they are cloy*d 

[With long continuance in a ſerled place. 

Rich. O Uncle, would ſome part of my young years 

Might bat redeem the paſlage of your Age. 

Mort. Thou do'ſt then wrong ime, as that flaughterer 

Which giveth many Wounds, when one will kill. (doth, 

Mourn not, except thou ſorrow for my good, 

Onely give order for my Funeral, 

And ſo farewel, and fair be all thy hopes ; 

And proſperous be thy Life in Peace and War. [| Dyes. 
Rich. And Peace, no War, befall thy parting Soul, 

[n Priſon haſt thou ſpent a Pilgrimage, 
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Ard likea Hermite over-paſlt thy days. 
Well, 1 will ck his Counlel in my Breaſt, 
And what 1 do imagine, let that reſt. 
Keepers convey him hence, and.l my ſelf 
Will ſee his Burial better than his Life. 
Hcre dyes the duskie Torch of Afortimer, 
Choak't with Ambition of the meaner ſort. 
And for thoſe Wrongs, thoſe bitter Injuries, 
W nich Somerſet hath ofter*@ to my Houſe, 

| doubt not, but with Honour to redreſs. 
And therefore haſte 1 to the Parliament, 
Either to be reſtored to my Blood, 

Or make my will th'advantage of my good. [ Exb 
— 


Attus Tertius. Scena Prima 


Cunmmm— 


Flowriſh, Enter Kino, Exeter, Gloſter, Wincheſter, War. 
wick, Somerſet, Suffolk, Richard Plantagenet. Gloſs 
f/<r5 to put up a Bill : Wincheſter ſnatches it, rear; x 


Winch, Conſt thou with deep premeditated Ling? 
With written Pamphlets, ſtudiouſly devigd ? 
Hzn:frey of Gloſter, if thou canſt accuſe, 

*)r ought intend'ſt to Iay unto my charge, 

20 it without invention, ſuddenly, 

As I with ſudden, andextemporal ſpeech, 

Purpoſe to anſwer what thou canſt objeft. ( pati 

Glo, Preſumptuous Prieſt , this place commands my 
Or thou ſhould'ſt find thou haſt dishonour®d me, 
Think not, although in Writing1 preferr'd 
The manner of thy vile outragious Crimes, 

Thar thereforel have forgd, or am not able 

Ferbatim to rehearſe the Method of my Pen. 

No, Prelate, ſuch is thy audacious wickedneſs, 

Thy leud, peſtiferous, and diſſentious pranks, 

As very intants pratcle of thy pride. 

Thou art a moſt pernicious Uſurer, 

Froward by Nature, Enemy to Peace, 

L aſcivious, wanton, more than well beſeems 

A man of thy Profeſſion, and Degree. 

And for thy Treachery, what's more manifeſt ? 

In that thou laid'ſt a Trap to take my Life, 

As well at London Bridee, as at the Tower. 

Beſide, I fear me, if thy thoughts were fifted, 

The Kang, thy Soveraign, is not quite exempt 

From envious malice of thy ſwelling heart. 
Winch. Gloſter, 1 do defie thee. Lords, vouchſafe 

To give my hearing what I ſhall reply, 

If I were Covetous, Ambitious, or Perver ſe, 


1 As he will have me : how am I ſo poor ? 


Or how haps it, I ſeck not to advance 

Or raiſe my ſelf ? but keep my wonted Calling, 
And for Diſlention, who preferreth Peace 

More than 1 do ? except | be provok'd. 

No, my good Lords, it is not that offends, 

It is not that, that hath incensd the Duke : 

It is becauie no one ſhould ſway bur he, 

No one, but he, ſhould be about the King ; 
And that engenders Thunder in his brealt, 
And makes him roar theſe Accuſations forth. 
But he ſnall know, I am as good — 

Gloſt, As good? 

Thou Baſtard of my Grandfather. 

Wiich, 1, Lordly Sir : for what are you, I pray, 
But one 1mperious in another's Throne ? 

Gloſt. Am not I Proteftor , ſawcie Prieſt ? 
Winch. And am notlI a Prelate of the Church ? 
Glojt, Yes, asan Out-law in a Caſtle keeps, 
And uſeth ir, to patronage his Theft. 

Winch, Unreverend Gloceſter, 

Gloft, Thou art Reverend, 

Touching thy Spiritual FunCtion, not thy Life. 


— -——— 


[Exit 
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Winch. Rome ſhall remedy this. 
rw. Roam thither then. 
Wy Lord, it were your duty to forbear. 
"$on, 1, ſee the Biſhop be not over-born : 
le thinks my Lord ſhould be Religious, 
And know the Office that belongs to ſuch. 
arm, Me thinks his Lordſhip ſhould be humbler, 
it fitteth not a Prelate ſo to plead. 
Syn, Yes, when his holy State is touch'd ſo near. 
Warm. State holy, or unhallow*d, what of that ? 
[not his Grace ProteCtor to the King ? 
Rich. Plantagenet I ſee mult hold his tongue, 
Leſt it be ſaid, Speak, Sirrah, when you ſhould, 
Muſt your bold Verdict enter talk with Lords ? 
fie would | have a fling at Wincheſter. 
King, Uncles of Gloſter and of Winchefeer, 
The ſpecial Watch-men of our Engliſh Weal, 
[ would prevail, if Prayers might prevall, 
To join your hearts in love and amity. 
0h, what a Scandal is it to our Crown, _ 
[That two ſuch Noble Peers, as ye, ſhould jar ? 
Relieve me, Lords, my tender years can tell, 
Civil diſſention is a viperous Worm, 
That gnaws the Bowels of the Common-wealth. 
A noiſe within. Down with the Tawny Coats. 
King, What Tumult is this ? 
War, An Uproar, I dare warrant, 
Begun through malice of the Biſhop's men. 
A noiſe again, Stones, Stones, 
Enter Mayor. | 
Mayor, Oh my good Lords, and virtuous Henry, 
Pity the City of London, pity us : 
The Biſhop and the Duke of Gloſter”'s men 
Forbidden late to carry any Weapon, 
Hare fill'd their Pockets full of peble tones ; 
And banding themſelves in contrary parts, 
Do pelt ſo faſt at one anothers Pate, 
That many have their giddy brains knock*t out : 
Our Windows are broke down in every Street, 
And we, for fear, compell'd to ſhut our Shops. 


Entey in skjrmiſh with bloody Pates, 


King, We charge you on allegiance to our ſelves, 
To hold your flaughtering hands, and keep the Peace : 
Pray Uncle Gloſter mitigate this ſtrife. 
_ 1. Serving, Nay, if we be forbidden ſtones,we'll fall to 
twith our teeth. 
2, Serving, Do what ye dare, we are as reſolute. 
Skirmiſh again. ; 
Glf, You of my houſhold leave this peeviſh- broil, 
And ſet this unaccuſtom'd fight aſide. 
3. Serving. My Lord,we know your Grace to be a man 
Juſt and upright; and for your Royal Birth, 
[aferiour to none, but to his Majeſty : 
And ere that we will ſuffer ſuch a Prince, 
9 kin&a Father of the Common weal, 
To be diſgraced by an Ink-horn Mate, 
We and our Wives and Children all will fight, 
And have our Bodies ſlaughtred by thy Foes. 
i. Serv, I, and the very paring of our Nails 
pitch a Field when we are dead. 


Begin again, 

Gloft. Stay, ſtay, I ſay, 

And if you love me, as you fay you do, 
me perſuade you to forbear a while. 

King. Oh how this diſcord doth afflict my Soul. 
Can you, my Lord of Wincheſter, behold 

y Sighs and Tears, and will not once relent ? 
Who ſhould be pitiful, if you be not ? 
Or who ſhould ſtudy to prefer a Peace, 
[f holy Church-men take delight in Broils ? _ 

Warw. Yield, my Lord Proteftor, yield Wincheſter: 
Except you mean with obſtinate repulſe 


| 


| As by his ſmoothed Brows it doth appear : 


To ſlay your Soveraign, and deſtroy the Realm. 
You ſee what miſchief, and what Murther too, 
Hath been enacted through your enmity : 
Then be at Peace, except ye thriſt for blood. 
Winch, He ſhall ſubmit, or I will never yield. 
Gloſt. Compallion on the King conmands me ſtoop, 
Or I would ſee his heart out, ere the Prieſt 
Should ever get that priviledge of me. 
Warw. Behold, my Lord of Wincheſter, the Duke 
Hath baniſht moody diſcontented fury, 


Why look you ſtil} ſo ſtern, and Tragical ? 
Gloſt, Here Wincheſter, 1 offer thee my Hand. 
King. Fie, Uncle Beaxford, I have heard you preach, 
That Malice was a great and grievous fin : 
And will not you maintain the thing you teach ? 
But prove a chief Offender in the ſame. 
Warw. Sweet King : the Biſhop hath a kindly gird : 
For ſhame my Lord of Wincheſter, relent ; 
W har, ſhall a Child inſtru&t you what to do ? 
Winch, Well, Duke of Gloſter, I will yield to thee, | 
Love for thy Love, and Hand for Hand I give. 
Gloſt. 1, butlI fear me with a hollow Heart. 
So here my Friends, and-loving Countrymen, 
The token ſerveth for a Flag of Truce, 
Betwixt our ſelves, and all our Followers : 
So help me God, as I diſſemble not. 
Winch. So help me God, as I intend it not. 
King. Oh, loving Uncle, kind Duke of Gloſter, . 
How joyful am I made by this Contratt ? 
Away my Maſters, trouble us no more, 
But join in Friendſhip, as your Lords haye done. 
1, Serv, Content, Ple to the Surgeon's. 
2, Serv. And ſo will. | 
3. Serv, And I will ſee what phyſick the Tavern, af- 
fords. [Execnnt. 
Warw. Accept this Scrowl, moſt gracious Soveraign, 
Which in the Right of Richard Plantagener, | | 
We do exhibit to your Majeſty. 
Glo, Well urg*d my Lord of Warwick: for,ſweet Prince, 


And if your Grace mark every cicumſtance, SR 
You have great reaſon to do Richard right, £708 
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Eſpecially for thoſe occaſions ' 
At Eltham place 1 told your Majeſty. 

King. And thoſe occaſions, Uncle, were of force : 
Therefore, my loving Lords, our pleaſure is, | 
That Richard be reſtored to his Blood. 

Warw, Let Richard be reſtored*to his Blood, 

So (hall his Fathers wrongs be recompens'd. 

IWnch, As will the reſt, ſo- willeth Wincheſter. 

King. If Richard will be true, not that alone, 

But all the whole Inheritance I give 
That doth belong unto the Houſe of Tork, 
From whence you ſpring, by lineal defcent. 

Rich, Thy humble Servant vows obedience, 
And humble ſervice till the point of death. 

King. Stoop then, and ſet your Knee againſt my Foot, | 
And in reguerdon of that duty done, 
| gird thee with the valiant Sword of Tork, | 
Riſe Richard like a true Plantagenet. 

And riſe created Princely Duke of York, 

Rich. And ſo thrive Richard, as thy Foes may fall, 
And as my duty ſprings, ſo periſh they, _ | 
That grudge one thought againſt your Majeſty. 

All. Welcome high Prince, the mighty Duke of Tork. | 

Som. Periſh, baſe Prince, ignoble Duke of Tork. 

Gloſt. Now will it beſt avail your Majeſty, 

To croſs the Seas, and to be Crown'd in France : 
The preſence of a King engenders love, 

Amongſt his Subjefts and his loyal Friends, 

As it dis-animates his Enemies; ; | 

King. When Gloſter ſays the word, King Henry goes, |_ 
For friendly counſel cuts off many Foes. 


Gloſt. Your ſhips already are in readineſs. [Exeunr | 
M m Mane! 


—_—__— 
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'Burns onder feigned aſhes of forg'd love, 


I 22 


Aanet Exeter, 
E xe. 1, we may march in England or 1n Frarce, 
Not ſecing what 1s likely to enſue z 
This late difſention grown betwixt the Peers, 


And will at lalt break out into a flame, 

As feſtred memb-rs rot but by degree, 

Till bones, and fleſh, and finews fall away, 

So will-this baſe and envyous diſcord breed. 
And now I fear that fatal Prophecy 

W kich in the time of Henry nam'd the Fifth, 
Was in the mouth of every facking Babe, 
That Henry born at Adfonmouth ſhould win all, 
And Henry born at Windſor ſhould loſe all : 
Which is fo plain, that Exerer doth wiſh, 


His days may finiſh ere that hapleſs time. Exit. | 


Scena Secunda. 


| Enter Purel disgui Pd, and four Souldiers with 
Sacks upos their backs. 


Puzel. Theſe are the City Gates, the Gates of Roan, 

Through which our policy muſt make a breach. 

Take heed, be wary how you place your words, 

Talk like the vulgar fort of Market men, 

That come to gather Money for their Corn. 

If we have entrance, as I hope we ſhall, 

And that we find the floathful Watch bur weak, 

Ple by a ſign give notice to our Friends, 

' That Charles the Dolphin may encounter them. _ 
Seuldier. Our Sacks ſhall be a mean to ſack the City, 

And we be Lords and Rulers over Roar, 

Therefore well knock. 

Watch. Che la ? 
Puzel. Peaſuuns la pounre gens de France. 

Poor Matket-folks that come to {<l] their Corn. 
Watch. Enter, go in, the Market Bell is rung. _. 
Puzel, Now Roan, ['le ſhake thy Bulwarks- to the 

ground. [ Excunt. 


[ Knock. 


Enter Charles, Baſtard, Alanſon. 


Charles, Saint Dennis bleſs this happy Stratagem, 
And once again we'll ſleep ſecure in Roar. 

Baſtard. Here entred Puzel, and her Practiſants: 
Now is ſhe there, howe will ſhe ſpecifie ? 
Here is the beſt and ſafclt paſlage in. 

Reign. By thruſting out a Torch from yonder Tower, 
Which once diſcern'd ſhews that her meaning 1s, 
No way to that (for weakneſs) which ſhe entred. 


Enter Purzel on the top, thruſting out a Torch burnins, 


Puxzel, Behold, this is the happy Wedding Torch, 
That joineth Roan unto her Countrymen, 
But burning fatal to the Talborires, "IE 
Baſtard. Sce, Noble Charles, the Beacon of our Friend, 
The burning Torch in yonder Turret ſtands. 
Charels. Now ſhines it like a Comet of Revenge, 
A Prophet to the fall of all our Foes. 
Reign. Defer no time, delays have dangerous ends, 


Enter, and cry, the Dolphin, preſently, 


And then do execution on the Watch. [ Alarum, 
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An Alarum, Talbot in an Excurſion. 


Talb, France,thou ſhalt rue this Treaſon with thy tears, 
[f Talbor but ſurvive thy Treachery. 
Puzel that Witch, that damned Sorcereſs, 
Harch wrought this Helliſh miſchief unawares, 
That hardly we eſcap'd the Pride of France. [ Exit. 


An Alarum : Excurſions. Bedford brought in ſickin a Chasr. 


| 
urn ol awe. of 
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Enter Talbot ana Burgonie without : within Pyygj 
Charles, Baſtard, and Reignter on the Walls, ) 


Puz,Good morrow, Gallants,want ye Corn for Bread ? | 
I think the Duke of Burgonie will faſt, * " 
Betore he'll buy againe at ſuch a rate. | 
*I'was full of Darnel : do you like the taſte ? | 

Burg. Scoff on, vile Fiend, and ſhameleſs Courtizay, | 
| truit &re long to choak thee with thine own, : 
And make thee curſe the Harveſt of that Cory. 

Charles, Your Grace may ſtarve ( perhaps ) before 
that time, 

Beaf. Oh let not words, but deeds,revenge this Treaſyp 

Puzel. What will you do, good gray Beard ? | 
Break a Launce, and run a Tilt at Death 
Within a Chair. 

Talb. Foul Fiend of France, and Hag of all diſpight 
[ncompaſyd with thy luftful Paramours, 
B2comes It thee to taunt his valiant Age, 

And twit with Cowardiſe a man half dead ? 
Damſel Ple have a bout with you again, 
Or elſe let Take periſh with this ſhame. 

Puzel, Are ye ſo hot, Sir: yet Pazel hold thy peace 

If Talbot do but Thunder, Rain will follow. 
They whiſper together in counſel, 

God ſpeed the Parliament : who ſhall be the Speaker ? 

Talb. Dare ye come forth, - and meet us in the Field ? 

Puztl. Belike your Lordſhip takes us then for Fools, 
To try if that our own þe ours, or no. 

Talb. I ſpeake not to that railing Hecate, 

But unto thee Alanſon, and the reſt. 
Will ye, like Souldiers, come and fight it out ? 

Alanſ. Seignior, no. 

Talb. Seignior, hang : baſe Muleters of France, 
Like Peſant foot-Boys do they keep the Walls, 

And dare not take up Arms, like Gentlemen. 

Puzel. Away Captains, let's get us from the Wall, 
For Talboe means no goodneſs by his Looks. 

God buy my Lord, we came Sir but to tell you, 
That we are here, 


LExeurt from the Wall, 

Talb. And there we will be too, ere it be long, 
Or elſe Reproach be Talbor*s greateſt Fame. 

Vow Burgome, by Honour of thy Houſe, 

Prick*t on by publick Wrongs ſuſtain*d in France, 
Either to get the Town again or dye, 

And I, as ſure as Engliſh Xry lives, 

And as his Father here was Corquerour 

As ſure as 1n this late betrayed Town, 

Great Corgelions hcart was burycd ; 

So ſure | ſwear, to get the Town or die. 

Burg. My Vows are equal partners with thy Vews. 

T alb. Bur &re we go, regard this dying Prince, 
The valiant Duke of Bedford : Come, my Lord, 

We will beſtow you in ſome better place, 
Fitter for ſickneſs,'and for crazie Age. 

Beaf. Lord Talvct, do not fo diſhonour me : 

Here | will fit, before the Walls of Roar, 
And will be partner of your weal or wo. 

Burg. Couragious Bedford, let us now perſuade you. 

Bedf. Not to be gone frem hence, for once 1 Read) 
That ftout Pendragon, in his Litter ſick, 

Came to the Field, and variquiſhed his Foes, 
Me thinks 3 ſhould revive the Souldiers Ecarts, 
Becauſe I ever found them as my ſelf. 

Talb. Undaunted Spirir in a dying Breaſt, 
Then be it ſo: Heavens keep old Bedford ſafe. 
And now no more ado, brave Purgenie, | 
But gather we our Forces out of hand, 

And ſet upon ovr boaſting Enemy. 
Aa Alarum : Excurſions, Enter Sir John 
Falſtaff, and a Captain. 


[Extt. 
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Cap. Whither away Sir John Falſtaff. in ſuch haſte ? 

Falf. Whither away ? to ſave my ſelf by flight, 
We are like to have the overthrow again. 

Cap. What ? will you flye, and leave Lord Talbot ? 


[ Ext, 
Cap. Cowardly Knight, ill Fortune follow thee. [Exit. 
Retreat, Excurſions. Puzel, Alanſon, and Charles fle. 
Bedf. Now, quiet Soul, depart when Heaven pleaſe, 
For | have ſeen our Enemies overthrow. 
What is the truſt or ſtrength of fooliſh man ? 
They that of late were daring with their ſcoffs, 
Are glad and fain by flight to fave themſelves. 
Bedford dyes, and z5 carried by two in his Chair, 


An Alarum. Enter Talbot, Burgonie, and the reſt, 


Tub, Loſt, and recovered in a day again, 
This is a double Honour, Burgome : 
Yet Heavens have glory for this ViCtory, 
Burg, Warlike and Martial Talbot, Burgonie . 
{nſhrines thee 1n his heart, and there erects 
Thy Noble. Deeds, as Valour*s Monuments. 
Talb. Thanks, gentle Duke : but where is Puze! now ? 
| thiak her old Familiar is aſleep. 
Now-where?s the Baſtard?s braves, and Charles his glikes ? 
What, all amort ? Roan hangs her head for grief, 
That ſuch a valiant company are fled. 
Now wlll we take ſome order in the Town, 
Placing therein ſome expert Officers, 
and then depart to Pars to the King, 
for there young Henry with his Nobles lye, 
Burg, What 'will's Lord Talbot pleaſeth Burgonie* 
Talb. But yet before we go, let's not forget 
The Noble Duke of Bedford, late deceag'd, 
But ſee his Exequies fulfilPd in Roar, 
A braver Souldier never couched Launce, 
Agatler. heart did never ſway in Court, 
Fut Kings and mightieſt Potentates muſt die, 


kes-that's the end of Humane Miſcrie, [Exeunt. 


Sena Tertia, 


Enter Charles, Baſtard, Alanſon, Puzel. 


Puzel. Diſmay not (Princes) at this accident, 
Nor grieve that Roan is ſo recovered, 
Care is no cure, but rather corroſive, 
For things that are not to be remedy?d. 
Let frantick Talbot triumph for a while, 

And like a Peacock ſweep along his tail, 
| Well pult his Plames, and take away his Train, 

if D-[phin and the reſt will be but ruPd, 

Charles. We have been guided by thee hitherto, 

And of thy Cunning had no diffidence, 

One ſudden Foyl ſhall never breed diltruſt. 
Baſtard. Search out thy wit for ſecret policies, 
And we will make thee famous through the World. 

Alanſ. Well ft thy Statue in ſome holy place, 
And have thee reverenC'd like a bleſſed Saint. 
Employ thee then, ſweet Virgin, for our good. 

Puzel. "Then thus it muſt be this doth Joan devile: 
Py fair perſwaſions, mixt with ſugred words, 

We will entice the Duke of Burgonie 
To. leave the Talbor, and to follow us. 

Charles, ] marry, ſweeting, if we could do that, 

France were no place for Henry's Warriours, 
Nor ſhall that Nation boaſt it ſo with us, 
But be extirped from our Provinces. 


prod not have Title of an Earldom here. 


— — 


Faſt, 1, all the Talbor's in the world, to fave my life. 


| Paz. Your Honours ſhall perceive how 1 will work, 
To bring this matter to the wiſhed end: 
Drum ſounds a-far off. 
Heark, by the ſound of Drum you may perceive 
Their Powers are marching unto Pars5-ward. 
Here ſound an Engliſh: march, 
There goes the Talbor with his Colours ſpread, 
And all the Troops of Engliſh after him.” - 
French Unaxych. WS 
Now in the Rereward comes lhe Duke and his; 
Fortune in favour makes him ag behind. 
Summon a Parley, we will talk w ith him. 
Trumpets ſound a Parley. | 
Charles, A Parley with the Duke of Burgonie ? 
Burg. Who craves a Parley with the Burgome ? 


tryman. 
Burg. What 
hence. 


words. 


Stay, let thy humble Hand-maid ſpeak to thee. - 
Burg. Speak on, but be not over-tedious. 


And ſee the Cities and- the Towns defac*r, | 
By- waſting Ruine of the cruel Foe, . 

As looks the Mother on her lowly Babe, . af 
When Death doth cloſe his tender-dying Eyes, 
See, ſee the pining Malady of France : 

Behold the Wounds, the moſt unnatural Wounds 
Which thoa thy ſelf” haſt given her woful 'Br 
Oh turn the edged Sword another way, 
Strike thoſe. that hurt, and hurt not thoſe that help : 
One drop of Blood drawn from thy Country's Bofom; 
Should grieve thee more than ſtreams of common 
Return thee therefore with a floud of Tears, 
And waſh away thy Country's ſtained Spots. 
Burg. Either ſhe hath bewitct't me with her words, 
Or Nature makes me ſuddenly relent. -| *i3A 
Puxel. Beſides, all French and France exclaims on thee, 
Doubting thy Birth Lawful Progenie. 

Whom joywſlt thou with, but with a Lordly Nation, 
That will not truſt thee bart for profits ſake ? 
When Talbos hath ſer. footing once in France, 

And faſhion*d thee that Inſtrument of 1N,, © 

Who then, but Engliſh Henry, will be Lord, 

And thong be thruſt out like a Fugitive ? 

Call we to mind, and mark but this for prodf : 

Was not the Duke of Orleance thy Foe ? 


| And was he not in England Prifoner ? 


But when they heard he was thine Enemy, 

They ſet him free, without his Ranſom pay'd, 

In ſpight of ZBurgonie and all his Friends, 

See then, thou fightſt againſt thy Conntrymen, 
And joyn'lt with them will be thy ſlaughter-men:- 
Come, come, return, return thou wandring Eord, 
Charles and the reſt will take thee in their arms, 
Burg. 1 am vanquiſhed : 

Theſe haughty words of hers | 

Have batter*d me like roaring Cannon-ſhot, 

And made me almoſt yield upon my Knees, 
Forgive me Country and ſweet Conntrymen': 

And Lords accept this hearty kind embrace. 

My Forces, and my Power of men, are yours- 

So farewel Talber, Ple no longer truſt truſt thee: | 
Puz. Done like a French man : turn, and turn again. 
Charles. Welcorne, brave Duke, thy friendfhip makes 
us freſh. | POR 
Baſtard. Arid doth beget new Courage 1n our 
Brealts. | | | NS + 
Alanſ. Puzzl hath bravely play?d her part in this, 
And doth: deſerve a Coronet of Gold. 


Alarſ. For ever ſhould they be expulgd from France, 


Charles. Now let us on, my Lords, 
Mm 2 _ 


hs 


Puzel. The Princely Charles of France, thy Coun- 
ſay'ſt thon, Charles ? for I ati marching 
Charles, Speak Puzel , and enchant+Him with thy 


Pazel. Brave Burgonie, undoubted hope of France, | 


pores. 


| 
| 


And 


] 


| 
| 


+ 
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Puz., Look on thy Country, look on. fertile France, [ 


| 
| 
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And joyn ovr Powers, _ 
And ſeek how we may prejudice the Foe. 


{ And in our Coronation take your place. 


| That who ſo draws a Sword, ?tis preſent death, 


Enter the King, Gloceſter,, Wincheſter, York, Suffolk, 


_— 


The Firſt part of King Henry the Sixth, 


[Exit» 
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Scena Huarta. 


Warwick, Exeter : To them, with 
bis Souldiers, Talbot. 


Tal. My gracious Prince, and honourable Peers, 
Hearing of your arrival in this Realm, 
I have a while given Truce unto my Wars, 
To do my duty to my Soveralgn. 
In ſign whereof, this Arm, that hath reclaim*d 
To your obedience, fifty Fortrelles, 
Twelve Cities, and ſeven walled Towns of ſtrength, 
Beſide five hundred Priſoners of eſteem , 
Lets fall his Sword before your Highneſs feet : 
And with ſubmiſſive loyalty of heart 
Aſcribes the Glory of his Conqueſt got, 
Firſt to my God, and next unto your Grace. 
King. 1s this.the Lord Talbor, Uncle Glocefter, 
That hath ſo long been Reſident in France E- 
Gloſt. Yes, if it pleaſe your Majeſty, my Liege. 
King. Welcom, brave Captain, and victorious Lord. 
When 1 was young ( as yet 1 am not old) 
I do remember how my Father ſaid, 
A ſtouter Champion never handled Sword. 
Long ſince we have reſolved of your truth, 
Your faithful ſervice, and your toil in War : 
Yet never have you taſted our reward, 
Or been reguerdond with ſo much as Thanks, 
Becauſe till now, we never ſaw your face z 
Therefore ſtand up, and for theſe good deſerts, 
We here create you Earl of Shrewsbury, 
ſExennt, 
Manent Vernon and Baſler. 
Vern. Now, Sir, to you that were ſo hot at Sea, 
Diſgracing of theſe Colours that 1 wear, 
In honour of my Noble Lord of York, 
Darſt thou maintain the former words thou ſpak'ſt ? 
Baſſe. Yes, Sir, as well as you dare patronage 
The envious barking of your ſawcie I ongue, 
Againſt the Duke of Somerſer. 
Vern, Sirrah, thy Lord I honour as he is. 
Baſſ. Why what is he ? as good a man as York, 
Vern, Heark ye : not ſo: in witneſs take you that. 
| [Strikes him. 
Baſſ. Villain, thon knoweſt 
The Law of Arms is ſuch, 


Or elſe this Blow ſhould broach thy deareſt Blood. 

But le unto his Majeſty, and crave, 

I may have liberty to venge this Wrong, 

When thou ſhall ſee, le meet thee to thy coſt. 

Vern, Well, miſcreant, Ile be there as ſoon as you, 
And after meet you, ſooner than you would. [| Exeurt. 


Afﬀus Duartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter King, Gloceſter, Wincheſter, York, Suffolk, Somer- 
| ſer, Warwick, Talbot, and Governor Exeter. 


Glo. Lord Biſhop, ſet the Crown upon his head. 
Win. God fave King Henry of that name the ſixth, 
Glo. Now Govyernour of Paris take your Oath, 
That you elect no other King but him ; 
Eſteem none Friends, bat ſuch as are his Friends, 
And none your Foes, but ſuch as ſhall pretend 


To haſte unto your Coronation :; 
A Letter was deliver*d to my hands, 
Writ to your Grace, from th* Duke of Burgundy, 

Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy, and thee: 
I vowd (baſe Knight) when I did meet thee next, 
To tear the Garter from thy Craven's leg, 
Which I have done, becauſe ( unworthily ) 

Thou walt inſtalled in that High Degree. 
Pardon, my Princely Henry, and the reſt, 
This Daſtard, at the Battel of Porers 
When (but in all) I was ſix thouſand ſtrong, 
And that the Frezeh were almoſt ten to one, 
Before we met, or that a ſtroke was given, 

Like to a truſty Squire, did run away. 

In which aſſault we loſt twelve hundred men, 
My felf, and divers Gentlemen beſide, 

Were there ſurpriz?d, and taken Priſoners. 
Then judge, (great Lords) if 1 have done amiſs * 
Or whether that ſuch Cowards ought to wear 
This Ornament of Knighthood, yea or no ? 

Glo, To ſay the truth, this fat was infamous, 
And ill beſeeming any common man : 

Much more a Knight, a Captain, and a Leader. 

Tal. When firſt this Order was ordain'd, my Lords, 
Knights of the Garter were of Noble birth; 

Valiant, and Virtuous, full of hav = gn, 

Such as were grown to credit by the ars: 

| Not fearing Death, nor ſhrinking for Diſtreſs. 
But alwaies reſolute, in moſt extreams. | 

He then, that is not furniſld in this ſort, 

Doth but uſurp the Sacred name of Knight, 

Prophaning this moſt Honourable Order, 

And ſhould (if I were worthy to be Judge) 

Be quite degraded, like a Hedge-born Swains 

That doth preſume to boaſt of Gentle Blood. 

K. Stain to thy Countrymen, thou hear®ſt thy doom; 
Be packing therefore, thou that waſt a Knight ; 
Henceforth we baniſh thee on pain of death. 
And now my Lord Protector view the Letter, 
Sent from our Uncle Duke of Burgundie. 

_ Glo. What means his Grace,that he hath chang'd 
his ſtyle ? 
No more but plain and bluntly ? (To the King. ) 
Hath he forgot he is his Soveraign ? 
Or doth this churliſh Superſcription 
Pretend ſome alteration in good will ? 
What's here ? 1 have upon eſpecial cauſe, 
Movd with compaſſion of my countries wrack, 
Together with the pitiful complaints 
of ſuch as your Oppreſſion feeds upon, 
Forſaken your pernicious Fattion, 
Ana joywd with Charles, the rightful King of France. 
O monſtrous Treachery ! Can this be ſo ? 
That in alliance, amity, and oaths, 
There ſhould be found ſuch falſe diſſembling guile ? 

King, What ? doth my Uncle Burgundy revolt ? 

Glo. He doth, my Lord, and is become my Foe. 
King. Is that the worſt this Letter doth contain ? 
Glo. It is the worſt, and all (my Lord) he writes. 
King, Why then, Lord Talbor there ſhall talk with 
And give him chaſtiſement for this abuſe. (him, 
How ſay you, (my Lord) are you not content ? 

T4l. Content, my Liege ? Yes : but that I am prevented 
I ſhould have begg?d I might have been mn | 

K ing. Then gather ſtrength, and march unto him 

re1ght : 
Let him perceive how ill we brook his Treaſon 
And what offence it is to flout his Friends. 
Tal. 1 go, my Lord, in heart deſiring ſtill 
You may Id confuſion of your Foes. 


Malicious practices againſt his State : 


LEnter Vernon «nd Ballet. 
Per- 


This ſhall ye do, ſo help you righteous God. 
Enter Falſtaff. 
Fal. .My gracious Soveraign, as I rode from Calice, 


(Exh. 


| 


| 
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Ver. Grant me the Combat, gracious Soveraign. 
Baſ. And me (my Lord) grant me the Combat too. 
Tark, This is my Servant, hear him Noble Prince. 
5. And this is mine (ſweet Henry ) favour him. 
King. Be patient, Lords,and give them leave to ſpeak, 
cy, Gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim 
And wherefore crave you Combat ? or with whom ? 
7. With him,(my Lord) for he hath done me wrong. 
af. And I with him, for he hath done me wrong. 
King, What is that wrong whercon you both complain ? 
rirſt ſet me know, and then Ple aniwer you. 
Baſ. Croſſing the Sea, from England unto France, 
This Fellow here with carping tongue, 
11pbraided me about the Roſe I wear, 
gying, the ſanguine Colour of the Leaves 
pid preſent my Maſter's bluſhing Cheeks : 
When ſtubbornly he did repugn the truth, 
About a certain queſtion in the Law, 
Argu'd berwixt the Duke of Yorgand him : 
Wich other vile and 1gnominious terms. 
In confutation of which rude Reproach, 
and in defence of my Lord's worthineſs, 
| crave the benefit of Law of Arms. 
Ver, And that is my Petition (Noble Lord :) 
For though he ſeem with forged quaint conceit 
| Toſet a gloſs upon his bold intent, 
Yet know (my Lord) I was provok*d by him, 
And he firſt took exceptions at this Badge, 
Pronouncing that the paleneſs of this Flower, 
Bewray'd the faintneſs of my Maſter's heart. 
Tork, Will not this malice, Somerſer,be left ? 
Som, Your private grudge, my Lord of York, will out, 
Though ne*re ſo cunningly you ſmother it. 
King, Good Lord ! What madneſs rules in brain-fick 


men. 
When for ſo ſlight and frivolous a cauſe, 

Such fatious emulations ſhall ariſe ? 

Good Couſins both of York and Somer ſet, 

Queet your ſelves, and be at peace. G 
rok. Let this diſſention firit be tryed by fight, 
And then your Highneſs ſhall command a Peace. 
Som, The quarrel toucheth none but us alone, 
Betwixt our ſelves lct us decide it then. 

Tork, There is my pledge, accept it Somer ſer, 

Ver. Nay let it reſt, where it began at firſt. 

Baſ. Confirm it ſo, mine honourable Lord. 

Gl, Confirm it ſo? confounded be your ftrife, 
And periſh ye with your audacious prate ; 
Preſumptuous Vaſſals, are you not aſhan'd 

With this immodeſt clamorous outrage, 

| Totrouble, and diſturb, the King, and Us ? 

And you, my Lords, methinks you do not well 
To bear with their perverſe ObjeCtions : 

Much leſs to take occaſion from their mouths, 
Toraiſe a mutiny betwixt your ſelves : 

Let me perſwade you take a better courſe. 

Exer, It grieves his Highneſs, 

Good my Lords, be Friends. 

King Come hither you that would be Combatants, 
Henceforth I charge you, as you love our favour, 
Wite to forget this Quarrel, and the Cauſe. 

And you, my Lords, Remember where you are, 
n France among a fickle wavering Nation : 

In they perceive diſſention in our looks, 

ad that within our ſelves we diſagree; 

How will their grudging ſtomacks be provok'd 

To wilful Diſobedience, and Kebel ? 

Beſide, What infamy will there ariſe, 

hen Forreign Princes ſhall be certified, 

That for a toy, a thing of no regard, 

King Henry's Peers, and chief Nobility, 

Deſtroy*d themſely's, and loſt the Realm of France ? 
O think upon the Conqueſt of my Father, 


| 


My tender years, and let us not forgo 


That for a trifle, that was bought with blood. 
Let me be Umpier in this doubtful ſtrife : 

| ſee no Reaſon, if 1 wear this Roſe, 

That any one ſhould therefore be ſuſpicious 

| more encline to Somerſet than York : 
Both are my Kinſmen, andlI love them both. 

As well they may upbraid me with my Crown, 

Becauſe ( forſooth) the King of Scors is Crown'd: 

But your diſcretions better can perſwade, 

Than I am able to inſtruct or teach: 

And therefore as we hither came in peace, 

So let us ſtill continue peace and love. 

Couſin of York, we inſtitute your Grace 

To be our Regent in theſe parts of France * 

And zood my Lord of Somerſer, unite 

Your Troops of Horſemen, with his Bands of Foot, 

And like true Subjects Sons of your Progenitors, 

Go chearfully together, and digeſt 

Your angry choler on your Enemies. 

Ourſelt, my Lord Protetor; and the reſt, 

After ſome reſpite will return to Calite ; | 

From thence to England, where I hope ere long 

To be preſented by your Victories, 

With Charles, Alanjon,”and that traiterous four: 
Exeunt. Manet York, Warwick, Exeter, Vernon; 
War. My Lord of York, I promiſe you the King 

Prettily (me thought) did play the Orator. 

York,. And fo he did, but yet I like it not, 
In that he wears the Badge of Somerſet. 
War. Tuſh, that was but his fancy, blame him not, 

| dare preſume (ſweet Prince) he thought no harm. 
York, And if I wiſh he did. But let it reſt, 

Other affairs muſt now be managed. [Exeyme. 

Flouriſh, Manet Exeter. 
Exet, Well didſt thou Richard to ſuppreſs thy voice : 

Fot the paſlions of thy heart burſt out, | 

I fear we ſhould have ſeen decypher'd there 

More rancorous ſpight, more furious Raging Broyls, 

Than yet can be imagin'd or ſuppogd : 

But howſoe're, no ſimple man: that ſees 

This jarring diſcord of Nobility, 

This ſhouldering of each other in the Court, 

This factions bandying of their Fayourites, 

By that it doth preſage ſome ill event. 

"Tis much, when Scepters are in Childrens hands : 

Bur more, when Envy breeds unkind Diviſion : 

Then comes the Ruin, there begins Confuſion. [Exit. 


Emer Talbot with Trumpets and Drum | 
before Burdeaux, 


Talb. Goto the Gates of Burdeaux, Trumpeter, 
Summon their General unto the Wall. [[Sounadls. 
' Enter General aloft. 

Engliſh John Talbot (Captains) calls you forth, 
Servant in Arms to Harry King of England, 

And thus he wonld : Open your City Gates, 

Be humbled to ns, call my Sovetraign -yours, 

And do him homage as obedient Subjects, 

And Ple withdraw me, and rfiy bloody Power, 

But if you frown upon this proffer?d Peace, 

And tempt the fury of my three Attendants, 
Lean Famine, quart ering Steel, and climbing Fire, 
Who in a moment ever! with the Earth | 
Shall#{ay your ſtately, arid air-braving Towers; 

If you forſake the 'offer of their love. 

Cap. Thou ominous and fearful Owl of, death, 
Our Nations terrobr, and their bloody ſcourge, - 
The period of thy Tyranny nu 
On us thon canſt not enter but by Death : 

For | proteſt we are well fortified, 
And ſtrong enough to iſſue ont and fight. 
If thou retire, the Dolphin well appointed, 


["__ with the Snares of War to tangle thee. 
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On either hand thee, there are Squadrons pitcht, 
To wall thee from the liberty of Flight ; 

Ten thouſand French have tane the Sacrament, 
And no way canſt thou tura thee for Redreſs, 
But death doth front thee with apparent ſpoil, 
| And pale deſtruction meets thee in the Face : 
To rive their dangerous Artillery 

Upon no Chriſtian ſoul, but Engliſh Talbet : 

{ Lo there thou ſtandſt a breathing valiant man 
Of an invincible unconquer*d ſpirit - 

This is the lateſt Glory of thy praiſe, 

That I thy Enemy dew thee withall ; - 

For ere the Glaſs, that now begins-to run, 
Finiſh the proceſs of his ſandy hour, 

Theſe Eyes that ſeerthee now well coloured, 
Shall ſee thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead. 

- [ Drum a-far off. 
| Heark, heark, the Dolpbin*s drum, a warning Bell, 
Sings heavie Muſick to thy timorous ſoul, 

And mine ſhall ring thy dire departure out. 

| Talb. He Fables not, I heard the Enemy : - 
Ont ſome light Horſemen, and-peruſe their Wings. 

.O negligent and heedleſs Diſcipline, 

Howare we park'd 'and bounded in a pale ? 

Alitle Heard, of England's Timorous Deer, 

"Maz'd with 2 yelping kenacl of French Curs, 

If we be Englh-Dear, be then in blood, 

Not Rascal-like to fall down with a pinch, 

But rather moedie mad and deſperate Stags, 

Turn on the bloody Hounds, with heads of Steel 

And make the Cowards ſtand aloof at bay : 

Sell every man his life as dear as mine, 

And they ſhall find dear Deer of us, my Friends. 

God and S, George, Talbet and England's right, 

Proſper our Colours in this dangerous fight. 


[Extt. 


[ Exennt, 


- Enter a Meſſenger that meets York. Enter York 
with Trumpet, and many Souldiers. 


York. Are not the ſpeedy Scouts return'd again, 
That dogg'd the mighty Army of the Dolphin ? 
Meſſ. They are return*d, my Lord, and give it out, 
That he is march*d to Burdeaux with his Power 
To fight with 7 abort : as he march'd along, 
| By your eſpyals were diſcovered 
Two mightier Troops, than that the Dolphin led, 
Which join*d with him and made their march for 
York. A plague upon that Villain Somerſet, (Burdear:: 
That thus delays my promiſed ſupply 
Of Horſemen that were levied for the Siege. 
Renowned: Talbot doth expect my aid, 
And I am lowted by a Traitor Villain, 
And cannot help the. Noble Chevalier : 
God comfort him in this neceſhixy : | 
If he miſcarry, farewel Wars in France. 

Enter another Meſſenger. 
2. Meſſ. Thou Princely Leader of our Ezgliſh ſtrength, 
| Never ſo needful on the earth of France, 
Spur to the Reſcue of the Noble Talbor, 
Who now is girdled with a waſte of Iron, 
And hem'd about with grim deſtruction : | 
To Burdeaux, warlick Duke, to Burdeaux, York. 
Elſe farewel Talbot, France, .and England's Hononr. 
York, O God, that Somer/er who 4n proud hcart, 
Doth ſtop my Cornets, were in Tatbors place, 
So ſhould we fave a valiant Gentleman, 
By forfeiting a Traitor' and a Coward : 
Mad ire, and wrathful fury makes me weep, 
That thus we dye, while remiſs Traitors he "Wed 
Meſſ. O ſend ſome ſuccour to the diſtreſt Lord. 
York. He dyes, we loſe : I break my warlike word: 
We mourn, France ſmiles : We loſe, they dayly get : 
All long of this vile Traitor Somerſet. 
Meſſ. Then God take mercy on brave Talbor"s Soul, | 
X F 


OO C—C— ll... 


ee, 


And on his Son, young Job», who two hours ſince 

| met in travel towards his warlike Father ; * 

This ſeven years did not Z7albor fee his Son, 

And now they meet , where both their lives are done 
York. Alas ! What joy ſhall Noble Talbot have. © 

To bid his young Son welcome to his Grave ; *' 

Away, vexation almolt ſtops my breath, 

That ſundred Friends greet in the hour of death, 

Lucie farewel, no more my fortune can, 

But curſe the cauſe, I cannot aid the tnan. 

Maine, Bloys, Poytiers, and Toures, are won away, 

Long all of Somerſer, and his delay. [Exit 
Meſſ. Thus while the Vulture of Sedition, _ 

Feeds in the boſom of ſuch great Commanders, 

Sleeping neglection doth betray to loſs, 

The Conqueſts of our ſcarce cold Conqueror, 

That ever-living man of Memory, 

Henry the fifth. Whiles they each others croſs, 

Lives, Honours, Lands, and al), hurry to loſs. 


— 
A Þ 
Fx. 


[LExy, 
Enter Somerſet with his Army. 


Som. It is too late, I cannot ſend them now: 
This expedition was by York and Talbor 
Too raſhly plotted. All our general force 
Might with a fally of the very Town 
Be buckled with: the over-daring Talbot 
Hath fullied all his gloſs of former Honor 
By this unheedful, deſperate, wild Adventure : 
York ſet him on to fight, and dye in ſhame, 
That Talbot dead, great York, might bear the name, 
Capt. Here is Sir Wilkam Lucie, who with me, 
Ser from our o're-matcht Forces forth for aid. 
Som. How now, Sir William, whitber were thou ſent ? 
Ls.Whither my Lord ? from bought and fold L. Tabr, 
Who ring*d about with bold adverſity, 
Cryesout for Noble York and Someyſer, 
To beat aſlailing death from his weak Regions 
And whiles the Honourable Captain there 
Drops bloody ſweat from his war-wearied Limbs, 
And in advantage lingring looks for Reſcue, 
You, his falſe hopes, the truſt of England's Honour, 
Kecp off aloof with worthleſs emulation : ' 
Le: not your private diſcord keep away 
The levied Succours that ſhall lend him aid, 
While he renowned Noble Gentleman 
Yields up his life unto a world of odds. 
'\rleance tlic Baſtard, Charles, and Burgnupdic, 
Alanſon, Reignard, compaſs him abour, 
And Talbor periſheth by your default. 
Som, Tork jet him on, York ſhould have ſent him aid. 
Luc. And York as faſt apon your Grace exclaims, 
Swearing that you with-hold his levied Hoſt, 
Colletted for this Expedition. 
Som. York lyes : He might have ſent,and had the Horſe: 
I owe him little Duty, and leſs Love, 
And take foul ſcorn to fawn on him by ſending. 
Luc. The fraud of England, not the force of Frarce, 
Hath now entrap't the Noble-minded Talber : 
Never to England ſhall he bear his Life, 
But dies betray*d to Fortune by your ſtrife. 
Som. Come, go, I will difpatch the Horſemen ſtraight: 
Within fix hours, they will be at his aid. 
Luc, Too late comes Reſcue, if he is ta'ne, or flain, 
For flie he could not, if he would have fled : 
And flie would Talboe never, though he might. 
Som. If he be dead, brave Talbor then adien. 
Luc. His fame lives in the World, his ſhame 'in yo! 
[ E xexrt. 
Enter Talbot and his Son. 
Tal. O young John Tatbor, I did fend for thee, 
To tutor thee in Stratagems of War, 
That Talbo”s Name tight be in thee reviv'd, 
When ſapleſs Age, and weak unable limbs, 


Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chair. 
at 


" 
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gar O malignant and ill-boading Stars, 
Now art thou come unto a Fealt of death, 


:ble and unavoided danger : 
a_ dear Boy, mount on my ſwifteſt Horſe, 
and Ple dire&t thee how Thou ſhalt eſcape 
ny ſudden flight- Come, dally not, be gone. 
"Joby. Is my name Talbot ? and am I your Son ? 
And ſhall I flye? O, if you love my Mother”s, 
Diſhonour not her honourable Name, 
To make a Baſtard and a ſlave of me, 
The World will ſay, he is not Talbor's blood, 
That baſely fled, when Noble Talbot ſtood. | 
Talb. Flye, to revenge my death, If I be ſlain. 
7m, He that flyes ſo, will nere return again. 
Tatbst. If we both ſtay, we both are ſure to dye. 
John. Then let me ſtay, and, Father, do you flye 3 
Your loſs is great, ſo your regard ſhould be; 
My worth unknown, no loſs is known in me. 
Uponmy death, the French can little boalt , 
[n yours they will, in you all hopes are loſt. 
flight cannot ſtain the Honour you have won, 
But mine it will, that no exploit have done. 
You fled for Vantage, every one will ſwear - 
But if I bow, they*l ſay it was for Fear. 
There is no hope that ever I will ſtay, 
[f the firſt hour I ſhrink and ran away. 
Here on my kneel beg Mortality, 
Rather than Life, preſery*d with Infamy. 


Joby, I, rather then Ple ſhame my Mother's Womb. 
Talb, Upon my bleſſing I command thee go. 
om, To fight I will, but not flye the Foe. 
Talb. Part of thy Father may be ſav'd in thee. 
John, No part of him, but will be ſhame in me. 
Tab. Thou never hadit Renown, nor canſt not loſe it. 
John, Yes, your renowned Name : ſhallflight abuſe it ? 
Talb. Thy Father?s charge ſhall clear thee from the ſtain. 
John. You cannot witneſs for me, being ſlain. 

If Death be ſo apparent, then both flye. . 
Talb. And leave my Followers here to fight and die ? 

My age was never tainted with ſuch ſhame. 
John, And ſhall my Youth be guilty of ſuch blarhe ? 

No more can I be ſevered from your ſide, 

Than can your ſelf your ſelf in twain divide : 

Stay, go, do what you will, the like dolI ; 

for live [ will aot: if my Father die. 

Tab. Then here take my leave of thee, fair Son, 

Born to eclipſe thy life this afternoon : 

Come, ſide by ſide, together live and die, 


And Soul with Soul from France to heaven flye. 
[_Exeunt, 


Excurſions, wherein Talbot”'s Son is henin'd 
about, and T albot reſcues him, 


Alarum . 


Tal. S. George, and Victory, fight Souldiers, fight: 

The Regent hath with Talbot broke his word, 

And ft us to the rage of France his Sword. 

Where is Fohn Talbot ? pawſe, and take thy breath, 

| gave thee Life, and reſcu'd thee from Death. 

John, O twice my Father, twice am I thy Son - 

The Life thou gav*ſt me firſt, was loſt and done, 

Till with thy Warlike Sword, deſpight of Fate, 

Tomy detcrmin'd time thou ay ſt new date. 

14/5. When from the Dolphins Creſt thy Sword ſtruck 
[t warm'd thy Fathers heart with proud deſire ( fire, 
Of bold-fac't Vittory. Then Leaden Age, 

Quicken'd with Youthful Spleen, and Warlike Rage, 

Beat down Alanſon, Orleance, Burgundy, 

And from the pride of Gallia reſcued thee. 

The ireful Baſtard Orleance, that drew Blood 

From thee, my Boy, and had the Maidenhood 

Of thy firſt fight, 1 ſoon encountered, 

And interchanging blows, I quickly ſhed 


| 


All theſe, and more, we hazard by thy ſtay ; 


| Toſaveapaltry Life, and flay bright Fame, 

| Before young Talbot from old Tatbo! ſlye, 

\ The Coward Horſe that bears me, fall and die: 
Tab. Shall all thy Mothers hopes lye in one Tomb? } 


Some of his Baſtard blood, and in diſgrace 
Beſpoke him thus : Contaminated, baſe 

And mis-begotten blood, I ſpill of thine, 

Mean and right poor, for that pure blood of mine, 
Which thou didit force from T albor, my brave Boy. | 
Here purpoſing the Baſtard to deſtroy, 
Came in ſtrong reſcue. Speak, thy Fathers care ? 
Art thou not weary, John ? How do'ſt thou fare ? 
Wilt thou yec leave the Battel, Boy, and flye, 
Now thou art ſcal'd the Son of Chivyalry ? 

Flye, to revenge my death when 1 am dead, * 
The help of one ſtands me in little ſtead . 

Oh, too much folly is it, well I wort, 

To hazard all our lives in one ſmall Boat. 

If I today dye not with French-mens Rage, | 
To morrow I ſhall die with mickle age. | 
By me they nothing gain, and if I ſtay, 

"Tis but the ſhortning of my Life one day. 

[n thee thy Mother dies, our Houſeholds Name, 

My Deati's Revenge, thy Youth, and England's Fame : 


All theſe are ſav*d, if thou wilt flye away. 

Fohn, The Sword of Orleance hath not made me ſmart, 
Theſe words of yours draw Life-blood from my heart. 
On that advantage, bought with ſuch a ſhame, 


And like me to the pezant Boyes of France, 
To be Shames ſcorn, and fubje&t of Miſchance: 
Surely, by all the Glory you have won, 

And if I flye, I am not Talbor's Son. 

Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot, 

If Son to Talbot , die at Talbot*s foot. 

Tal. Then follow thou thy deſp'rate Sire of Creet, 
Thou Jcarns, thy life to me is ſweet : | 
If thou wilt fight, fight oy thy Father's ſide, 

And commendable prov*d let's die in pride. [ Exe. 


Alarunm, Excurſions. Enter old Talbot led, 


Talb. Where is my other Life ? mine own is gone. 
O, where's young Talbor ? where is valiant John ? 
Triumphant Death, ſmear?d with Captivity, 
Young J1albot's Valour makes me ſmile at thee. 
When he perceiv'd me ſhrink, and on my Knee, 

His bloody Sword he brandiſf®t over me, 
And like a hungry Lyon did commence 
Rough deeds of Rage, and ſtern impatience: 
But when my angry Guardant ſtapd alone, 
Tendring my ruine, and affaiPd of none, 
Dizzy-ey*d Fury, and great rage of heart, 
Suddenly made him from my fide to ſtart 

[nto the cluſtring Battel of the French : 

And in that Sea of Blood, myGoy did drench 
His over-mounting Spirit; and there dy*d 
My Icarus, my Bloſſom in his pride. 


Enter with John Talbot , born. 


Serv. O, my dear Lord, lo where your'Son is born. 
Ta. Thou antick Death, which laugh'ft us here to ſcorn, 
| Anon from thy inſulting Tyranny, 
Coupled im Bonds of perpetuity, . 
\ Two Talbot”s winged through the lither Skie, 
'In thy defpight ſhall ſcape Mortality. 
O thou, whoſe wounds become hard favoured death, 
Speak to thy Father, ere thou yield thy breath, | 
Brave death by ſpeaking, whether he will or oo : 
Imagine him a French.man, and thy Foe. 
Poor Boy, he ſmiles, me thinks, as who ſhould ſay, 
Had Death been French, then Death had died to day, 
| Come, come, and lay him in his Fathers Arms, 


| My ſpirit can no longer bear theſe harms. 


Souldiers 


——————_—_ _ - - > 
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Souldiers adieu : | have what | would have, 
Now my old arms are young John Talbors Grave. 


«. 


Attus ©untus. Scend Pri ma. 


Enter Charles, Alanſon, Burgundy, Baſtard, and Parzel . 


——__C 
_— 


Char. Had York.and Somerſet brought reſcue in, 
We ſhould have found a bloody day of this. 

Baſt. How the young, whelp of Talibot*s raging wood, 
Did fleſh his puny-ſword in French-mensblood . 

Puz, Once I encountred him, and thus I faid : 
Thon Maiden youth, be vanquiſht by a Maid. 
But with a proud Majeſtical high ſcorn 
He anſwer*d thus : young Talbot was not born 
To be the pillage of a Giglot Wench, 
He left me proudly, as unworthy fight. 

Bur, Doubtleſs he would have made a noble Knight : 
See where he lics inhcarſed in the arms 
Of the moſt bloody Nurſer of his harms. 

Ba#t. Hew them to pieces, hack their bones aſunder, 
W hofe life was England?s glory, Gallia*s wonder. 

Char. Oh no, forbear : For that which we have fled 
During the life, let us not wrong it dead. 

Enter Lucy. 

Z«. Herald, coudutt me to the Dolphins Tent, 
To know who hath obtained the glory of the Cay. 

Char. On what ſubmiſſive meſſage art thou ſent ? 


We Engl:ſh Warriors wot not what it means. 
I come to know what Priſoners thou haſt ta*ne, 
And to ſurvey the Bodies of the dead. 
Char. For Priſoners ask'ſt thou ? Hell our Priſon is. 
| But tell me whom thou ſceklt ? | 
Luc. But where's the great Alcides of the Field, 
Valiant Lord Talbot, Earl of Shrewsbury ? 
Created for his rare ſucceſs in Arms, 
Great Earl of Waſhford, Waterford, and Valence, 
Lord Talbot of Gooarig and Urchinfeld; 
Lord Strange of Blackmere, Lord Verdon of Alton, 
Lord Crommwel of Wingfield, Lord Furnival of Sheffezld, 
The thrice victorious Lord of Falconbriage, 
Knight of the Noble Order of $. George, 
Worthy S. Michael, and the Golden Flece, 
| Great Marſhal to our King Heyry the ſixth, 
Of all his Wars within the Realm of France, 
Puz, Here's a ſilly ſtately ſtyle indeed : 
The Turk that two and fifty Kingdoms hath, 
Writes not ſo tedious a Style as this. 
Him that thou magnifiſt with all theſe Titles, 
Stinking and flye-blown lies here at our feer. 
Lucy. Is Talbot ſlain, the French-mens only Scourge, 
Your Kingdoms terrour, agd black Nemeſ:s ? 
Oh were mine eye-balls into Bullets turn'd, 
That I in rage might ſhoot them at your faces. 
Oh, that I could but call theſe dead to life, 
It were enough to fright the Realm of France, 
Were but his Pifture left among you here, 
It would amaze the proudeſt of you all. 
Give me their Bodies that I may bear them hence, 
And give them burial, as beſeems their worth. 
Puz, 1 think this apſtart is old Talbor?s Ghoſt, 
He ſpeaks with fuch a proud commanding Spirit : 
For Gods ſake, ler him have him : to keep them here, 
They wou!d but ſtink, and putrihe the air. 
Char, Gotake their Bodies hence. 
Lucy. Vle bear them hence : but from their aſhes ſhall 
be rear?d 
A Phcenix that ſhall make all France aftear'd. (wilt. 
Char. So we be rid of them, do with them what thou 
And now to Pars in this conquering vein, 
All will be ours, now bloody Talbor?s ſlain. 


Ss 


[ Dzes, 


Lacy. Submiſſion, Dolphin ? ®tis a meer French word : 


Siena Secunda. 


Enter King, Gloceſter, and Exeter, 


King. Have you perus'd the Letters from the Pope, 

The Emperour, and the Earl of Arminack ? 

Glo. 1 have, my Lord, and their intent is this, 

They humbly ſue unto your Excellence, 

To have a godly Peace concluded of, 

Between the Realms of England and of France, 
King. How doth your Grace affect this motion ? 
Glo, Well (my good Lord) and as the only means 

To ſtop effuſion of our Chriſtian blood, 

And ſtabliſh quietneſs on every fide. 

King. 1 marry, Uncle, for I always thought, 

It was both impious and unnatural, 

That ſuch immanity and bloody ſtrife 

Should reign among Profeſſors of one Faith, 

Glo. Beſide, my Lord, the ſconer to effe&, 

And ſurer bind his knot of Amity, 

The Earl of Arminack near knit to Charles, 

A man of great Authority in Fraxce, 

Proffers his onely Daughter to your Grace, 

In marriage, witha large and ſumptuous Dowry, 
King. Marriage, Uncle ? Alas my years are young: 

And fitter is my Study, and my Books 

Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour. 

Yet call th* Ambaſladours, and as you pleaſe, 

So let them have their Anſwers every one : 

I ſhall be well content with any choice 

Tends to God's glory, and my Country's weal. 


Emer Wincheſter, and three Ambaſſadours. 


Exet. What, is my Lord of Wincheſter inſtall'd, 
And call'd unto a Cardinals degree ? 
Then l perceive, that will be verified 
Henry the Fifth did ſometime prophelie. 
If once he come to be a Cardinal, 
He'll make his Cap coequal with the Crown. 
King. My Lords Ambaſſadours, your ſeveral ſuits 
Have been conſider'd and debated on, 
Your purpoſe is both good and reaſonable : 
And therefore are we certainly reſfoly*d, 
To draw Conditions of a friendly Peace, 
Which by my Lord of Wincheſter we mean 
Shall be tranſported preſently into France, 
Glo. And for the proffer of my Lord your Maſter, 
[ have inforn”d his Highneſs ſo at large, 
As liking of the Ladies virtuous gifts, 
Her Beauty, and the value of her Dower, 
He doth intend ſhe ſhall be Erglands Queen. 
King. In argument and proof of which contract, 
Bear her this Jewel, pledge of my Aﬀection. 
And ſo, my Lord ProteQor, ſee them guarded, 
And fafely brought to Dover, where inſhipp'd 
Commit them to the fortune of the Seca. [Exenrt. 
Win. Stay my Lord Legat, you ſhall firſt receive 
The ſum of mony which | promiſed 
Should be delivered to his Holineſs 
For cloathing me in theſe grave Ornaments. 
Legat. 1 will attend upon Lordſhips leiſure. 
Win, Now Wincheſter will not ſubmit, 1 trow, 
Or be inferiour to the proudeſt Peer. 
Humphry of Glecefter, thou ſhalt well perceive, 
That neither in birth, or for Authority, 
The Biſhop will be over-born by thee : 
Ple either make thee ſtcop, and bend thy knee, 


Or ſack this Country with a mutiny. [Exe 


\ Scend 


Inn | 


Pp =), ww > 


The Firſt part of King Henry the Sixth. 


I29 ' 


Sena Tertia. 


Enter Charles, Burgundy, Alanſon, Baſt ara, 
Reignier, 474 Joan. 


ing ſpirits : | 
'Tis faid, the ſtout Pariſians do revolt, 
And return again unto the warlike Frexch. 


eep not back your Power in dalliance. 
__ Peace be amongſt them : they turn to us, 
ine combat with their Palaces. 
_ Enter Scout, 
Scout. Succeſs unto our valiant General, 
And happineſs to his Accomplices, 


Seout, The Engliſh Army that divided was 
Into two Parties, is now conjoyn'd in one, 
And means to give you Battel preſently. 


e will preſently provide for them. 
— | wall the Ghoſt of Talbot is not there : 
Now he is gone, my Lord, you need not fear. 
Puz, of all baſe paſſions, Fear is moſt accurſt. 
Command the Conqueſt, Charles, it ſhall be thine'- 
Let Henry fret, and all the world repine. 


Alarum, 


[Exeunt. 
Enter Joan de Puzel. 


Now help ye charming Spells and Periapts, 
And ye Hoiſe ſpirits that admoniſh me, 

And give me ſignes of future accidents. 

You ſpeedy helpers, that are Subſticutes 
Under the Lordly Monarch of the North, 
Appear, and aid me in this enterprize, 
Enter Fiends, 

This ſpeedy and quick appearance argues proof 
Of your accuſtom'd diligence to me. 

Now, ye familiar Spirits, that are culPd 

Out of the powerful Regions under earth, _ 
Help me this once, that France - the Field. 


Oh hold me not with filence over long : 

Where I was wont to feed you with my Blood, 
Ple lop a member off, and give it you 

Ia earneſt of a further benefit : 

$0 you do condeſcend to help me now. 


No hope to have redreſs ? My Body ſhall 
Pay recompence, if you will grant my ſuit. 


Cannot my Body, por blood-ſacrifice, 

Intreat you to your wonted furtherance ? 
Then take my Soul ; my Body, Soul, and all, 
Before that England give the French the foyl. 


See, they forſake me. Now the time is come, 
That France muſt vail her lofty plumed Creſt, 
And let her head fall into England's lap. 

My ancient Incantations are too weak, 

And hell too ſtrong for me to buckle with : 
Now France thy glory droopeth to the duſt. 


| Excurſions. Burgundy and York fight hand to 
hand. French the. 


York, Damſel of France, I think I have you faſt, 
fchain your Spirits now with ſpelling Charms, 
And try if they can gain your liberty. 

goodly prize, fit for the Devits grace. 


ee, 


Charl. This news (my Lords) may cheer our droop- 


Ala. Then march to Paris, Royal Charles of France, 


Char, What tidings ſend our Scout ? Iprethee ſpeak. 


Charl, Somewhat too ſudden, Sirs, the warning is, 


Charl. Then on, my Lords, and France be fortunate. 
Excurſions. 


?x, The Regent conquers, and the French-men flye. 


[Thunder, 


bey walk and ſpeak not. 


[They hang their heads. 


[They ſhake their heads. 


[They depart. 


Ex. 


—— 


See how the ugly Witch doth bend her brows, 
As if with Czrce, ſhe would change my ſhape, 
Puz., Chang'd toa worſer ſhape thou caſt not be. 
York, Oh, Charles the Dolphin is a proper man, 
No ſhape bur his can pleaſe your dainty eye. 
Puz. A-Plaguing miſchief light on Charles and thee, 
And may ye both be ſuddenly ſurprigd 
By bloody hands, in fleeping on your Beds. 
York, Fell banning Hag, Inchantrefs, hold thy 
tongue. 
Puz., 1 prethee give me leave to curſe a while. 
York, Curſe Miſcreant, when thou convſt to the ſtake. 
[LExeunt. 


Alarwn. Enter Suffolk with Margaret in his hand, | 


Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my Priſoner. 
[Gazes on her, 
Oh faireſt Beauty, do not fear, nor flye : | 
For I will touch thee but with reverend hands, 
I kiſs theſe fingers for eternal peace, 

And lay them gently on thy tender ſide. 


Mar. Margaret my name, and danghter to a King, 
The King of Naples, who fo &re thou art. 

Suf. An Earl 1 am, and S»fok am I calFd. 
Be not offended, Natures miracle, 
Thou art allotted to be tane by me: 
So doth the Swan her downy Cignets fave, 
Keeping them Priſoners underneath her wings : 
Yet if this ſervile uſage once offend, 
Go, and be free again, as Suffolks Friend. [She 5s going. 
Oh ſtay : I have no power to let her paſs, 
My hand would free her, but my heart ſayes no. 
As plays the Sun upon the glaſſie ſtreams, 
Twiakling another counterteited beam, 


Who art thou, ſay ? that I may honour thee. | 


———_— 


So ſeems this gorgeous Beauty to mine Eyes * 
Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not ſpeak : 
Ple call for Pen and Ink, and write my mind : 
Fie De 1a Pole, difable not thy ſelf : 
Haſt not a Tongue ? Is ſhe not here thy Priſoner ? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a Womans ſight ? 
I, Beauties Princely Majeſty is ſach, | 
Confounds the Tongue, and makes the Senſes rough. 
Mar. Say, Earl Suffolk, if thy Name be ſo, 
What Ranſom muſt I pay before I paſs? 
For I perceive Il am thy Priſoner. 
Suf. How canſt thon tell, ſhe will deny thy ſait, 
Before thon make a trial of her Love ? (pay ? 
M. Why ſpeak*ſt thou not ? What Ranſom muſt I 


Suf. Shes beautiful ; and therefore to be wooed : 
She is a Woman, therefore to be won. 

Mar. Wilt thou accept of Ranſom, yea or no ? 

Suf. Fond man, remember that thou haſt a Wife, 
Then how can Aargaret be thy Paramour ? 

Mar. 1 were beſt to leave him, for he will not hear. | 

Suf. There all is marr'd : there lies a cooling card. f 

Mar. He talks at random : ſure the man is mad. | 

Suf. And yet a diſpenſation may be had. 

Mar. And yet I would that you would anſwer me : 

Suf. I'le win this Lady Xargarer. For whom ? | 

Why, for my King : Tuſh that's a wooden thing, 
Mar. . He talks ot wood - It is ſome Carpenter. 
Suf. Yet ſo my fancy may be ſatisfied, 

And peace eſtabliſhed between theſe Realms; 

But there remains a ſcruple in that too - 

For though her Father be the King of Naples, 

Duke of Anjou and Main, yet he is poor, 

And our Nobility will ſcorn the Match = 
Mar. Hear ye Captain ? are you not at leiſure ? 
Suf. It ſhall be ſo, diſdain they ne're ſo much : 

Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield. 

Madam, I have a ſecret to reveale. 


CS 


Mar. What though I be inthralPd, he ſeems a Kio, 
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And will not any way diſhonour me. 
Sf. Lady, vouchiafe to liſten what I ſay. 
Mar. Perhaps I ſhall be reſcu*d by the French, 
And then I need not crave his courteſie. 
Suf. Sweet Madam, give me hearing in a cauſe. 
Mar.. Tuſh, women have been captivate &'re now. 
Suf. Lady, wherefore talk you ſo ? 
Mar. Icry you mercy, tis but Qwid for Quo. 
Suf. Say, gentle Princeſs, would you not ſuppoſe 
Your Bondage happy to be made a Queen ? 
Mar. To bea Queen in Bondage, is more vile, 
Than is a Slave in baſe ſervility : 
For Princes ſhould be free. 
Sf. And ſo ſhall you, 
If happy England'sRoyal King be free. 
Mar. Why, what concern's his freedom unto me ? 
Saf. Vle undertake to make thee Hezry's Queen, 
To puta Golden Scepter in thy hand, 
And ſet a precious Crown upon thy head, 
If thou wilt condeſcend to my 
Mar. What ? 
Suf. His love. : 
Mar. Il am unworthy to be Henry's Wife. 
Suf. No, gentle Madam, I unworthy am 
To woo ſo fair a Dame to be his Wife, 
And have no Portion in the choice my ſelf. 
How ſay you, Madam, are you ſo content ? 
Mar. And if my Father pleaſe, I am content, 
| Suf. Then call our Captains and our Colours forth, 
And, Madam, at your Fathers Caſtle Walls, 
We'll crave a Parley to confer with him. 
Sound. Enter Reignier on the Walls, 
See Rejonier ſee, thy Daughter Priſoner. 
Keig. To whom ? 
Suf. To me. 6 
Keig. Suffolk, what remedy ? 
I am a Souldier and unapt to weep, 
Or to exclaim on Fortunes fickleneſs. 
Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough, my Lord, 
Conſent, and for thy Honour give conſent, 
Thy Daughterfhall be wedded to my King: 
Whom 1 with pain have wood and won thereto: 
And this her eaſie held Impriſonment 
Hatb gain'd thy-Daughter Princely liberty. 
| Reip, Speaks Suffolk, as he thinks ? 
Suf. Falr Margaret knows, 


? 


| That Sfolk doth not flatter, face, or fain. 


Rerg.: Upon thy-Princely Warrant, 1 deſcend, 
To-give thee anſwer of thy juſt demand. 
; Sf. And here I will expect thy coming. 


Trumpets ſound. Enter Reignier. 


Reig. Welcome, brave Earl, into our Territories, 
Command in.rjou what your Honour pleaſes. 

Suf; Thanks, Reignier, happy, for ſo ſweet a Child, 
Fit to be made Companion with a King : 
What anſwer makes your Grace unto my ſuit ? 

Reig. Since thou doſt daign to woo her little worth, 
To be the Princely Bride of ſuch a Lord : 
Upon condition I may quietly * 
Enjoy mine own, the Country Main and A4njou, 
Free from oppreſſion, or the ſtroke of War, 
My Daughter ſhall be Henry's, if he pleaſe. 

Suf. That is her Ranſom, I deliver her, 
And thoſe two Counties, I will undertake, 
Your Grace ſhall well and quietly enjoy. 

Reig. And 1 again in Henry's Royal name, 
As Deputy unto that gracious King, 
Give thec her hand for ſign of plighted Faith. 

Suf. Rergmer of France, | give thee Kingly thanks, 
Becauſe it is in Traffick of a King. 
And yet methinks [ could be well content 
To be mine own Attorney 1n this caſe. 


The firſt part of King Henry the Sixth. 


| Enter York, Warwick, Shepherd, Puzel. 


Ple over then to England with this News, 
And make this Marriage to be ſolemniz'd : 
So farewel Rezgnier, ſet this Diamond ſafe 
In Golden Palaces as it becomes. 

Reig. 1 do embrace thee, as I would embrace 
The Chriſtian Prince King Henry, were he here. 

Mar. Farewel my Lord, good wiſhes, praiſe,and prayer 
Shall Sffolk ever have of Margaret. is Ss 

Suf. Farewel, ſweet Madam : but hark you ? Meyers 
No Princely Commendations, to my King !? ; 

Mar. Such Commendations as becomes a Maid, 

A Virgin and his Servant, ſay to him. 

Suf. Words ſweetly plac'd, and modeſtly directed 
But, Madam, I muſt trouble you again, 3 
No loving Token to his Majeſty ? 

Mar, Yes, my good Lord, a pure unſpotted heart, 
Never yet taint with love, I ſend the King. 

Sf. And this withal. [Kiſſes hey 

Wark. That for thy ſelf, I will not ſo preſume, . 

To ſend ſuch peeviſh Tokens to a King. 

Suf. Oh wer't thou for my ſelf: but Sfolk ſtay, 

Thou mayeft not wander in that Labyrinth, 

There Minotaurs, and ugly Treaſons lurk. 

Solicite Henry with her wondrous praiſe, 

Bethink thee on her Virtues that ſurmonat, 

Made natural Graces that extinguiſh Art, 

Repeat their ſemblance often on the Seas, 

That when thou conſt to kneel at Herry's feet, 

Thou mayeſt bereave him of his wits with wonder, [[Exy, 


Yor. Bring forth that Sorcereſs condemn?d ta burn, 
Shep. Ah, Foan, this kills thy Fathers heart out-right, 
| Have I ſought every\Country far and near, 
And now it is my chance to find thee out, 
Muſt 1 behold thy timeleſs cruel death : 
Ah Joan, ſweet Daughter, Ile die with thee. 
Puz.. Decrepit Miſer, baſe ignoble Wretch, 
I am deſcended of a gentler blood. 
Thou art no Father, nor no Friend of mine. 

Shep. Out, out: My Lords, and pleaſe you, *tis not ſo, 

[ did beget her all the Pariſh knows : 
Her Mother liveth yer, can teſtific 
She was the firſt fruit of my :Batch'lor-ſhip. 

War. Graceleſs, wilt thou deny thy Parentage ? 

Yor. This argues what her kind of life hath been, 
Wicked and vile, and ſo her death concludes. 

Shep. Fie Joan, that thou wilt be ſo obſtacle : 
God knows thou art a Collop of my Fleſh, 
Aid for thy ſake have I ſhed many a tear : 
Deny.me not, I pray thee, gentle Joan, 

”:44., VEzANT avant z you have ſuborr?d this man 

- }: poſe to obſcure my Noble Birth. 

>- p, *Is true, I gave a Noble to the Prieſt, 
The mori. that I was wedded to her Mother. 
Kneel down and take my bleſſing, Good-my Girl. 
Wilt thou not ſtoop? Now curſed be the time 
Of thy Nativity - I would the Milk 
Thy Mother gave thee, when thou ſuck*dſt her breaſt, 
Had been a little Ratsbane for thy ſake : 
Or elſe, when thou didſt keep thy Lambs afield, 
| with ſome ravenous Wolf had eaten thee. 
Doſt thou deny thy Father, curſed Drab ? 
O burn her, burn her, hanging is too good. [CExtt. 

Yor, Take her away, for ſhe hath liv*d too long, 

To fillthe world with vicious qualities. 

Puz,, Firſt, let me tell you whom you have condemn'd, 
Not me, begotten of a Shepherd Swain, 
But iſſued from the Progeny of Kings. 
Virtuous and Holy, choſen from aboye, 
By inſpiration of Celeſtial Grace, 

To work exceeding Miracles on earth. 


| never had to do with wicked Spirits, Z | 
ut 
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Bc you That are polluted with your lults, 

c:aind with the guiltleſs blood of Innocents, 
Corrapt and tainted with a thouſand V ices: 
Becauſe you Want the grace that others have, 
You judge it ſtreight a thing impollble | | 
To compaſs Wonders, but by the belp of Devils. 
No, miſconceived Joan of Aire hath bien 

\ Virgin from her tender infancy, 

Chaite, and immaculate 4n very thought, 
Whoſe Maiden-blood thus rigoroully etfus'd, 
Will cry for vengeance 2t the Gates of Heaven. 

Yor, 1, I: away with her to execution. 

War. And heark ye, Sirs: te-aulc ſhe is a Maid, 
gpare. for no Faggots, tet there be 'enow : 
place Barrels of pitch upon the fatal Rake, 

That ſo her torture may be ſhortned. 

Puz, Will nothing turn your unrelenting hearts? 
Then Foan diſcover thine infirmity, 
| That warranteth by Law, to be thy priviledge. 
| an with Child, ye bloody Homicides : 

Murther not then the Fruit within my Womb, 
Although ye hale me to a violent death, 

Yo, Now Heaven forfend, the holy Maid with Child ? 

Jar. The greateſt Miracle that &re ye wrought : 
all your ſtrict preciſeneiscome to this? _ : 

Yor, She and the Dolphin have been juggling, 
[did imagine what would be her refuge. 

War. Well, go to, we will have no Baſtards live, 
Eſpecially ſince Charles muſt Father it. 

Puz, You are deceiv?d, my Child is none of his, 
It was Alanſon that enjoy*d my love, 

Yor, Alanſon, that notorious Matchevile ? 

Itdies, and if 1t had a thonſand lives. 

Puz. O give me leave, I have deluded you, 

'Twas neither Charles, nor yet the Duke Il nam%d, 
But Rezgnier King of Naples that prevaiPd. 

War. A married man / that's molt intolerable. 

Tor. Why here's a Girl : I think ſhe knows not well 
(There were ſo many) whom ſhe may accuſe. 

War: I's a ſign ſhe had been liberal and free. 

Tor, And yet foreſeceth ſhe is a Virgin pure. 
Strumpet, thy words condemn thy Brat, and thee. 
Uſe no intreaty, for it is in vain. 

Puz, T hen lead me hence: with whom] leave my curſe, 
May never glorious Sun reflex his Beams 
Upon the Country where you make abode : 

But darkneſs, and the gloomy ſhade of death 

Inviron you, till Miſchief and Deſpair 

Drive you to break your necks, or hang your ſclyes. [ Exit. 
Enter Cardinal, 

Tor, Break thou in pieces, and conſume to aſhes, 
You foul accurſed miniiter of Hell. 

Car, Lord Regent, I do greet your Excellence 
With Letters of Commiſſion from the King. 
for know, my Lords, the States of Chriſt:ndom, 
Moy'd with remorſe of theſe outrageous broyles, 
Have earneſtly implor*d a general Peace, 

Betwixt our Nation, andtty aſpiring French, 
And here at hand, the Dolphin and his Train 
Approacheth, to confer about ſome matters. 
, Tor. Is all our travel turnd to this Effet, 
After the ſlaughter of ſo many Peers, 
50 many Captains, Gentlemen, and Souldiers, 
That in this quarrel have been overthrown, 
And fold their Bodies for their Countries Benefit, 
Shall we at laſt conclude effeminate Peace ? 
Have we not loſt moſt part of all the Towns, 
By treaſon, falſhood, and by treachery, 
Our great Progenitors had conquered ? 
Oh Warwick, Warwick, | foreſee with grief 
The utter loſs of all the Realm of France. 

War, Be patient, Tork , if we conclude a Peace, 
[t ſhall be with ſuch ſtri& and ſevere Covenants, 
Y little ſhall the French-men gain thereby. 
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Enter Charles, Alanſon, Baſt ard, Relgnier. 


Char, Since, Lords of England,” it is thus agreed, 
That p-aceful Truce ſhall be proclaim'd in Fraxce, 
We come to be informed by your ſclves, 

What the Conditions of that League mult be, 

Yor, Speak, Wincheſter, for boyling choler chokes 
The hollow pallage of my poiſon*d voyce, 

By ſight of thoſe-our baletul Enemies. 

Win, Charles, and the relt, it is enacted thus : 
That in regard King Henry gives conſent, 

Of mcer compaſſion, and of leniry, 

To eaſe your Country of diſtreſsful War, 

And ſuſf-r you toibreath in fruitful peace, 

You ſhall become true Liegemen to his Crown. 

And Charles, upon condition-thou wilt ſwear 

To pay bim Tribute, and ſubmit thy ſelf, 

Thou ttalt be plac'd as Viceroy under him, 
And ſtill enjoy thy Regal Dignity. ? 
Alan, Mult he be then a ſhadow of himſelf? 
Ado: n his Temples with a Coronet, | 
And yet in Subltance and Authorivy, 

Retain but priviledge of a private mar ? 

This profer is abfurd, and reaſonlefs. 

Char. *Tis known already, that I am poſleſt 
With more than half the Galkan Territories, 


Shall I for lucre of the reſt un-vanquiſhr, 

Detract ſo much from that Prerogative, 

As to be calPd but Viceroy of the whole? 

No, Lord Ambaſladour, Ple rather keep 

I hat which I have, than coveting for more, 

Be caſt from poſlibility of all. bs 
Yor. Inſulting Charles, haſt thou by ſecret means 


And now the matter. grows to compremize, 


Either accept the Ticle thou ufurp'ſt, 
Of benefit proceeding from our King, 
And not of any challenge of Deſerr, 
r we will plague thee with inceſſant: Wars. 
Reig. My Lord, you do not well, in obſtinacy 
To cavil in the courle of this Contract : 
If once it be neglected, ten to one 
We ſhall not find the like opportunity. 
Alan. To fay the truth, it is your policy, 
To ſave your Subjects from fuch maſlacre 
And ruthleſs ſflaughters as are daily feens 
By our proceeding in Hoſtility. 
And thcrefore take this contratt of a Truce, 
Alrhough you brcak it, when your pleaſure ſerves. 
War. How fay*it thon Charles ? 
Shall our Condition ſtand ? 
Char, Ir ſhall: 
Onely reſerv?d, you claim no intereſt 
In any of cur Towns of Garriſon. 

Yor. Then ſwear Allegiance to his Majeſty, 
As thou art Knight, never to diſobey, « 
Nor be Rebellious to the Crown of England, 
Thou nor thy Nobles, to the Crown of Enclard. 
So, now diſmiſs your Army when you pleate: 
Hang up your Enfigns, let your Drums be till, . 
For here we entertain a ſolemn peace. - - - [ Exennt. 
Enter Suffolk in conference with the King, 

Gloceſter, and Exeter. 


King. Your wondrous rare deſcription (noble Earl) 
Of bcauteous Margaret hath aſtopiſhd me: 
Her Virtues graCd with external gifts, 
Do breed Loves ſettled Paſſions in my Heart, 
And like as rigour with tempeſtuous guſts 
Provokes the mightieſt Hulk againſt the tide, 


Ee op 


And therein reverenced for their lawful King, . 


Usgd interceſſion to obtain a League, atk 


Standſt thou aloof upon Compariſon. dy 
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The firſt Part of King Henry the Sixth. 


So am | driven by breath of her Renown, 
Either to ſufter Shipwrack, or arrive 
W here I may have truition of her Love. 
S:f. Tuſh, my good Lord, this ſuperficial tale 
Is bur a preface to her worthy praiſe : 
The chief PerfeCtions of that lovely Dame, 
(Had I ſufficient skill to utter them) 
Would make a Volume of inticing lines, 
Able to ray,{h any dull conceit. 
And whict..s more, ſhe is not ſo Divine, 
So full repleat with choyce of all delights, 
But with a humble lowlineſs of mind, 
She 1s content to be at your command : 
Command, I mean, of virtuous chaſte intents, 
To love, and honour Henry as her Lord. 
Kings. And otherwiſe, will Henry nere preſume ; 
| Therefore, my Lord Protector, give conſent, 
| That Margarct may be Eng-and's Royal Queen. 
| Glo. SoſhouidI give conſent to on ſin, 
| You know (my Lord) your Highneſsis betroth'd 
| | Unto another Ladyvt eſteem. 
How ſhall vie then diſpence with that contra@t, 
And not deface your honour with reproach ? 
Saf. As doth a Ruler with unlawful Oaths, 
- Or one that ata Triumph, having vow'd 
To try his ſtrength, forſaketh yet the Liſts 
'By reaſon of his Adverſaries odds. 
{A poor Earl's Daughter is unequal odds, 
And therefore may be broke without offence. 
Glo. Why, what(l pray) is Margaret more than that ? 
'Her Father is no better than an Earl, 
Although in glorious Titles he excel. : 
Suf. Yes, my good Lord, her Father is a King, 
[The King of Naples and Feruſalem, 
$/And of ſuch great Authority in Frarce, 
As his alliance will confirm our peace, 
And keep the French-men in Allegiance. 
; Glo. And ſothe Earl of Armmack, may do, 
Becauſe he is near Kinſman unto Charles. 
| Exet, Beſide, his wealth doth warrant liberal Dower, 
Where Reignier ſooner will receive than give. 
!' Saf. A Dower, my Lords? diſgrace not ſo your King, 
That he ſhould be ſo abject, baſe, ard poor, 
To choſe for wealth, and not for perfect Love. 
Henry is able to enrich his Queen, 
And not to ſeek a Queen to make him rich : 
So worthleſs Pezants bargain for their Wives, 
As Market-men for Oxen, Sheep, or Horſe. 
But Marriage is a matter of more worth, 
{ Than to be dealt in by Atturney-ſhip : 
Not whonr we will, but whom his Grace affeCts, 
| Muſt be companion of his Nuptial Bed. 


And therefore, Lords, ſince he atteCts her moſt, 

Moſt of all theſe Reaſons bindeth vs, 

In our Opinons ſhe ſhould be preferr?d, 

For what is Wedlock forced, but a Hell, 

An age of diſcord and continual ftrife ? 

Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliſs, 

And is a pattern ef Celeſtial peace. 

Whom ſhould we match with Zerry, being a King, 

But Margaret, that is Daughter to a King ? 

Her peerleſs Feature, joyned with her birth, 

Approves her fit for none, but for a King. 

Her valiant Courage, and undaunted Spirit, 

(More than in Women commonly is ſeen) 

Will anſwer our hope in iſſue of a King : 

For Henry, Son unto a Conquerour, 

Is likely to beget more Conquerors, 

If with a Lady of fo high reſolve, 

(As is fair Margaret) he be link*d in Love: 

Thew-yicld my "_-4 and here conclude with me, 

That Margaret ſhall be Queen, and none but ſhe. 
King. Whethercit be through force of your report, 

My Noble Lord of S»ffolk; Or for that 

My tender youth was never yet attaint 

With any Paſſion of inflaming Love, 

I cannot tell : but this I am aſfur'd, 

I feel ſuch ſharp diſſention in my Breaſt, 

Such fierce alarums both of hope and Fear, 

As I amſick with working of my thoughts. 

Take therefore ſhipping ; poſt, my Lord, to France, 

Agree to any Covenants, and procure 

That Lady Margaret do vouchiafe to come 

To croſs the Seas to England, and be Crown'd 

King Henry's faithful and anointed Queen. 

For your Expences and ſufficient Charge, 

Among the people gather up a tenth. 

Be gone, I ſay, for till youdo return, 

I relt perplexed with a thouſand Cares. 

Aud you \ good Uncle) baniſh all offence : 

It you docenfure me, by what you were, 

Not what you are, I know it will excuſe 

H his ſudden execution of my Will. 


nd ſo conduct me, where from company, 
may revolve and ruminate my grief. [Exit. 
Glo, 1, grief I fear me, both at firſt and laſt, 
[Exit Gloceſter 1 
Suf. Thus Sfolk hath prevaiPd, and thus he goes 
As did the youthful Pars once to Greece, 
With hope to find the like event in love, 
But proiper better than the Trojan did : 
Margaret ſhall now be Queen, and rule the King: 


But I will rule both her, the King, and Realm, [Exi. 
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The Second Part of 
KING HENRY YL 


With the Death of the 


Good Duke Humphrey. 
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Aus Primus. Scena Primas* . 
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Flouriſh of Trumpets : Then Hoboyes. 


Enter King, Duke Humprey, Salisbury, Warwick, and 
Beauford on the one ſide, 
The Queen, Suffolk, York, Somerſet, and Biicking- 
ham on the other, 


Suffolk, - AR 
S by your high Imperial Majeſty, 

| had in charge at my depart from France, 

As procurator to; your Excellence, 
Tomarry Princeſs Margaret for your Grace ; 
$0 in the famous ancient City, £ ours, 
lnpreſence of the Kings of France, and Sicil, 
The Dukes of Orleance, Calabar, Britaigne, Alanſon, 
Seven Earls, twelve Barons, and twenty reverend Biſhops, 
[ have perform?d my Task, and was eſpougd, 
And humbly now upon my bended knee, 
[In ſight of England, and her Lordly Peers, 
Deliver up my Title in the Queen 
Toyour moſt gracious hand, that are the Subſtancg 
Of that great Shadow I did repreſent : 
The happieſt gift that ever Marqueſs gave, 
The faireſt Queen that ever King receiv'd. 
King. Suffolk ariſe. Welcome, Queen Margaret, 
[ can expreſs no kinder ſign of Love | 
Than this kind Kiſs: O Lord, that lends me life, 
Lend me a heart repleat with thankfulneſs : 
For thou haſt given me in this beauteous Face 
A world of earthly Bleſſings to my Soul, 
If ſympathy of Love unite our thoughts. | 
Quee. Great King of England, and my gracious Lord, 
The mutual conference that my mind hath had, 
Byday, by night; waking, and in my dreams, 
In Courtly companys or at my Beads, 
With you mine Alder hefeſt Sovereign, 
Makes me the bolder to ſalute my King, 
With ruder terms, ſuch as my wit affords, 
And oyer-joy of heart doth miniſter, 0 
King. Her ſight did raviſh, but her grace 1n Speech, 
Her words yclad with Wiſdo m's Majeſty, 
Make me from wondring, fall to weeping Joys, 
Sch is the fulneſs of my hearts content. 
Lords, with one cheerful voyce, welcome my Love. 
All kneel, Long live Q. Margaret, England's happinels. 
Quee, We thank you all. [_Ftourſh. 
Sf. My Lord Protector, ſo it pleaſe your Grace, 
Here are the Articles of contraCted peace, 
Between our Soveraign, and the French King Charles, 
For eighteen Months concluded by conſent. 
Glo, Reads. Imprimis , It 5s agreed between the French 


| King, Charles,and William de la Pole, Marquef of Suffolk, 


Mr ” 


Ambaſſador for Henry King of England, That the ſaid Hen- 
ry ſhall eſpouſe the Lady Margaret, Daughter unto Reignier 
King of Naples, Sictlia, and Jernfalem, and Crown her Queen! 
of England, ere the thirtierh of May next enſuing , 

Item, That the Dutchy of Anjou z and the County of 
Main, ſhall be releaſed and delivered to the King her Father. | 

King. Uncle, how now ? | 

Glo. Pardon me, gracious Lord, 

Some ſudden qualm-hath ſtruck me to the heart, 
And dim'd mine Eyes, that I canread no further, 

King. Uncle of Wincheſter, I pray read on. 

Win, Item, Jt «# further agreed between them, That the. 
Dutcheſs of Anjou and Main, ſhall be releaſed and delivered over 
to the King her Father, and ſhe ſent over of the King of Eng-\ 
land*s own proper Coſt and Charge, without having any ' 

King. They pleale us well. Lord Marqueſs, kneel down, 
We here create thee the firſt Duke of S»ffotk., | 
And girt thee with the Sword. Couſin of York, 
We here diſcharge your Grace from being Regent 
P th? parts of France, till term of eighteen Months 
Be full expir?d. Thanks, Uncle Wincheſter, | 
Gloceſter, Tork,, Buckingham, and Somer ſer,, | 
Salwbury, and Warwick, | 
We thank you all for this great favour done, 
In Entertainment to my Princely Queen: 
Come, let us in, and with all ſpeed provide 
To {ce her Coronation be perforn'd. 

[Exeunt King, Queen, and Suffolk. 

Manent the reſt. 
Glo. Brave Peers of England, Pillars of the State, 
To you Duke Humphrey muſt unload his grief : 
Your grief, the common grief of all the Land. 
What ? did my Brother Henry ſpend his youth, 
His Valour, Coyn, and People in the Wars 2: 4 
Did he ſo often lodge in open Field, ' 
In Winters cold, and Summers parching heat, 4 
To conquer France, his true Inheritance ? | | 
And did my Brother Bedford toyl his wits, .! | 
To keep by policy what Herry got : | 
Have you your ſeives, Somerſet, Buckingharn, 
Brave York, Salisbury, and vitorious Warwick; 24 
Receiv?d deep ſcars in France and Normandy i: + | | 
Or hath mine Uncle Beauford, and my ſelf; - if 
With all the learned Council of the Realm, 
Studied ſo long, ſat inthe Councihouſe; ol 
Early and late, debating to and fro 
How Fraxce and French-men might be kept in awe, | 
And bath his Highneſs in his infancy, i Hl 
Crown'd in Paris in deſpight of foes, .I14] 
Nn And | 
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: And ſhall theſe Labours; 'and theſe Honours die ? 


Shall Henry's Conqueſt, Beafords vigilance, 
Your Deeds of War; and all our Counſel die ! 


1 O Peers of England, ſhameful is this League, 


Fatal this Marriage, cancelling your Fame, 
Blotting your names from Books of memory, 
Raſing the CharaCters of your Renown, 


| Defacing Monuments of Conquer'd France, 


Undoing all, as #f1 had never been. 
Car. Nephew, what means this paſſionate diſcourſe ? 
This peroration with ſuch circumſtance : 


| For France, tis ours; and we will keep it ſtill, 


' Glo, ], Vncle, we will keepit; if we can : 


| But now it is impoſlible we ſhould. 


Suffolk , the new made Duke that rules the roſt, 
Hath given the Dutchy of Anjou and Mazn, 
Unto the poor King Reignier, whoſe large ſtyle 
Agrees not with the leanneſs of his purle. 
Sal. Now by the death of him that did for all, 
Theſe Counties were the Keys of Normandy : 
But wherefore weeps Warwick,, my valiant Son ? 
War. For grief that they are paſt recovery. 
For were there hope to conquer them again, _ 
| My Sword ſhould ſhed hot Blood, mine Eyes no Tears. 
Anjoun and Main? My ſelf did win them both : 
Thoſe Provinces theſe Arms of mine did conquer, 
And are the Cities that are got with wounds 
Delivered up again with peaceful words ? 
Mort Dies. 
Yor. For S«ffolk's Duke, may he be ſuffocate, 
That dims the Honour of this Warlike Iſl: : 
France ſhould have torn and rent my very Heart; 
Before I would have yielded to this League. 
{ I never read but England's Kings have had | 
Large ſums of Gold, and Dowries with their Wives, 
Andour King Henry gives away his own, 
To match with her that brings no vantages. 
Hum, A proper jelt, and never heard before, 
That Sxffolk ſhould demand a whole Fifreenth, 
For Coſt and Charges in tranſporting her : | 
She ſhould have ſtaid in France, and ſtary'd in France 
Before 
Car. My Lord of Gloſter, now ye grow too hot, 
[t was the pleaſure of my Lord the King, 
Hum. My Lord of Wincheſter, I know your mind. 


[ 


#Tis not my Speeches that you do miſlike : 


But *tis my preſence that doth trouble ye, 

| Rancour will out, proud Preliate, in thy Face 
I ſee thy fury : If 1 longer ſtay, 

We ſhall begin our ancient bickerings : 
Lordings farewel, and ſay when I am gone, 


| I propheſicd, France will be loſt &re long. JExit Humph. 


Car. So, there goes our Protector in a rage - 
"Tis known to you he 1s mine Enemy : 


| Nay more, an Enemy unto you all, 


Andno great friend, I fear me, to the King ; 
Conſider Lords, he is the next of Blood, 

And Heir apparent to the Englzſh Crown : 

Had Henry got an Empire by his Marriage, 

And all the wealthy Kingdoms of the W<t, 
There's reaſon he ſhould be diſpleas'd ar it : 

Look to it, Lords, let not his {ſmoothing words 
Bewitch your Hearts, be wiſe and circumſpect, 
What though the common People favour him, 
Calling him Humphrey the good Duke of Gloiter, 
Clapping their hands, and crying with loud voice, 
Jeſu maintain your Royal Excellence, 

With God preſerve the good Duke Humphrey, 

I fear me, Lords, for all this flattering gloſs, 

He will be found a dangerous Protettor. 

Buck. Why ſhould he then protect our Soveraign ? 
He being of age to govern of himſelf. 

Coulin | 4 joyn you with me. 

And altogether with the Duke of S»folk,, 
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Well quickly hoylſe Duke Humphrey from his ſear. 
Car, This weighty bulinels will not brook delay 

Ple to the Duke of S»fclt preſently. [Exit Cardin 
Som, Couſin of Buckgncham, though Humphrey's prid = 

And greatneſs of hi3 place bez gricf to us, ” 

Yct let us all watch the i:avghty Cardinal, 


1 His Infolence is more i -5toicrable 


Than all the Princes in tt Land beſide ; 
It Gloſter be diſplac'd, 1e?!] be Protector, 
Buck, Or thou, cr [, Somer fir, will be ProteQtor 
Deſpight Duke {7umphrey, or the Cardinal, ] 
[Exit Buckingham and $9 
Sal. Pride went before, Ambition follows him, T_ 


| Waile theſe do labour for their own preferment, 


Behoves it us to labour for the Realm. 
| never ſaw but Humphrey Duke of Gloſter, 
Did bear him like a Noble Gentleman : 
Oft have I ſeen the havghty Cardinal, 
More like a Souldier than a Man o'th* Church, 
As ſtout and proud as he were Lord of all, 
3wear like a Ruſfan, and demean himſelf 
Unlike the Ruler of a Common -weal., 
Warwick my Son, the comfort of my age, 
Thy deeds, thy plainneſs, and thy Houſ keeping, 
Hath won the greateſt fayour ofthe Commons, 
Excepting none but Good Duke Humphrey. 
And Brother Tork, thy aCting in [reland, 
In bringing them to Civil Diſcipline : 
Thy late exploits done in the Heart of France 
When thou wert Regent for our Soveraign, 
Have made thee fear*d and honour'd of the People, 
Joyn we together for the publick good, 
In what we can, to bridle and ſuppreſs 
The pride of S»folk, and the Cardinal, 
With Somerſers and Buckinghams ambition, 
And as we may cheriſh Duke ##mprey*s deeds, 
While they do tend the profit of the Land. 
War. So God help Warwich, as he loves the Lan 
And common profit of his Country. | 
Yor. And ſo ſays York, | 
For he hath greatelt cauſe. 
Sal, Then let's make haſt away, 
And look unto the main ? 
War, Unto the main ? 
Oh Father, ain is loſt, .. 
That Aain, which by main force Warwick did win 
And would have kept, ſo long as breath did laſt : 
Main-chance Father you meant, but I meant Main, 
WhichT will win from France, or elſe be ſlain. 
[Exit Warwick and Salisbury. Aanet York, 
York. Anjou and Main are given to the French, 
Pars is loſt, the ſtate of Normandy 
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone : 
S»ffolk.concluded on the Articles, | 
ThePeers agreed, and Henry was well pleas'd, 
To change two Dukedoms for a Dukes fair Daughter. 
| cannot blame them all, what is to them ? 
"Ts thine they give away, and not their own. 
Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their pillage, 
And purchaſe Friends, and give to Curtezans, 
Still revelling like Lords till all be gone. 
While asthe (;lly owner of the Goods 
Weeps over them, and wrings his hapleſs hands 
And ſhakes his Head, and trembling itands aloof, 
While all is ſhar*d, and all is born away, 


Ready to Itarve, and dare not touch his own. 

So York,mult fit, and fret, and bite his Tongue, 

W hile his own Lands are bargain'd for, and fold : 
Methinks the Realms of England, France and Ireland, 
Bear that proportion to my Fleſh and Blood, 
As did the fatal brand Althea burnt, 

Unto the Princes Heart of Calidor : 

Arnjou and Main both given unto the French ? 

Cold news for me: For I had hope of France, 
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Even as | have of fertile Englanas foil. = 

A day will come, when York ſhall claim his own, 

And therefore I will take the Newy/!s parts, 

And make a ſhew of Love to proud Duke Humphrey, 

And when I ſpy advantage, claim the Crown, 

For that's the golden mark I ſeek to hit : 

Nor ſhall proud Lancaſter uſurp my Right, 

Nor hold the Scepter in his Childiſh Filt, 

Nor wear the Diadem upon his Head, 

Whoſe Church-like Humours fits not for a Crown. 

Then Tork, be ſtill a while, till time do ſerve : 

Watch thou, and wake when others be alleep, 

To pry into the ſecrets of che State, 

Till Henry ſurfeiting in joys of Love, 

With his new Bride, and Englands dear bought Queen, 

And Humphrey with the Peers be faln at Jarrs. 

Then will I raiſe aloft the Milk-white Roſe, 

With whoſe ſweet ſmell the Air ſhall be perfunr'd, 

| And inmy Standard bear the Arms of York, 

1To grapple with the houſe of Lancaſter, 

And force perforcePle make him yield the Crown, 

Whoſe Bookiſh Rule hath pulPd fair En2land down. 

[Exit York. 

Emer Duke Humphrey, and bis Wife Elianor. 


Elia. Why droops my Lord, like over-ripen'd Corn, 
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous Load ? 
Why doth the great Duke Humphrey knit his brows, 
As frowning at the favours of the World ? 
Why are thine Eycs fixt to the ſullen Earth, 
Gazing on that which ſeems to dim thy Sight ? 
What ſceſt thou there ? King Hemry*s Diadem, 
inchac'd with all the Honours of the World ? 
Iffo, gaze on, and grovel on thy Face, 
Until thy Head be circled with the ſame. 
| Put forth thy hand, reach at the Glorious Gold. 
What, is too ſhort ? Ple lengthen it with mine. 
And having both together heav*d it up, 
Well both together lift our Heads to Heaven, 
[And never more abaſe our Sight ſo low, 
As to vouchſafe one glance upon the ground. 
Hum, © Nell,ſweert Nell.,if thou doft love thy Lord, 
Baniſh the Canker of ambitious Thoughts : 
And may that thought, when I imagine ill 
Azainſt, my King and Nephew, virtuous Henry, 
Be my laſt breathing in this Mortal World. 
My troublous Dreams this Night doth make me ſad. 
| Eli, What dream?d my Lord, tell me,and Ple requite it 
With ſweet Rehearſal of my mornings Dream ? 
Hum Me thought this Staff, mine Office-badg in Court, 
Wasbroke in twain : by whom, I have forgor, 
But as I think, it was by th* Cardinal, 
Andon the pieces of the broken Wand 
Were plac'd the Heads of Edmond Duke of Somer ſet, 
And William de la Pole firſt Duke of Suffolk; 
This was the Dream, what it doth bode, God knows. 
Ek, Tut, this was nothing but an Argument, 
That he that breaks a Stick of Gloſter*s Grove, 
Shall loſe his Head for his Preſumption. 
But liſt to me, my Humphrey, my tweet Duke : 
Me thought I fate in Seat of Majeſty, 
Inthe Cathedral Church of Weſtminſter, 
1 And in that Chair where Kings and Queens were Crown'd, 
Where Henry and Margaret kneePd to me, 
And on my Head did ſet the Diadem. * * 
flam.. Nay, Elianor, then muſt I chide out-right : 
Preſumptuous Dame, ill-natur*d Eliancr, 
Art thou not ſecond Woman in the Realm ? 
And'the Proteftors Wife belov'd of him ? 
/thoi.not worldly Pleaſure at command, 
vethe reach or compaſs of thy Thought ? 
And wilt thou ſtill be hammering Treachery, 
To tumble down thy Husband, and thy ſelf, 
From top of. Honour, to Diſgraces Feet ? 


1 To call them both a pair of crafty Knaves. . 7 Taal 


1 And her attaintnre will be Humphreys fall : 


> 
Away trom me, and let me hear no more. 
Eli, What, what, my Lord, are you ſo Cholerick 
With El:anor, for telling but her Dream ? 
Next time, Ple keep my Dreams unto my ſelf, 
And not be check'd. 
Hum. Nay, be not angry, I am pleas'd again: 
Enter Meſſenger. | 
Mcfſ. My Lord ProteQtor, *tis his Highneſs pleaſure, 
You do prepare to ride vnto St. Albans, 
Whereas the King and Qneen do mean to Hawk. 
Hu.1 go: Come Nell, thou wilt ride with us ? [Ex.Hs. 
Elia, Yes, my good Lord, Pll follow preſently. 
Follow | muſt, I cannot go before, 
While Gloſter bears this baſe and humble Mind. 
Were l a Man, a Duke, and next of blood, 
[| would remove theſe tedious ſtumbling blocks, 
And ſinooth my way upon their Headleſs Necks. 
And being a Woman, I will not be lack 
To play my part in Fortunes Pageant. 
W here are you there ? Sir Fob; nay fear not Man, 
We arealone, here's none but thee and I. [| Enter Awume. 
Hume, Jeſus preferve your Royal Majeſty, 
Eli, What fſailt thou ? Majeſty : I am but Grace. 
Hume, But by the Grace of God, and Humes advice, | 
Your Graces Title ſhall be multiply*d. 
Eli, What ſay*ſt thou Man ? Haſt thou as yet conferr*d 
With Margery Jordan the cunning Witch, 
With Roger Bullingbrook the Conjurer, 
And will they undertake todo me good ? 
Hume. This they have promiſed to ſhew your Highneſs 
A Spirit raid from depth of under Ground, 
That ſhall make anſwer to ſuch Queſtions, 
As by your Grace ſhall be propounded him. 
El, It is enough, Ple think upon the Queſtions ; 
W hen from Saint Albans we do make retiirn ; 
\Wyell ſee thoſe things effected to the full. 
Here Hume, take this reward, make merry Man 
With thy Confederates in this weighty Cauſe. | 
[Exit Elfanor. | 
Hum. Hume muſt make merry with the Dutcheſs Gold : 
Marry and ſhall : but how now, Sir Fohn Hume? © 
Seal up your Lips, and give no words but Mum, 
The buſineſs asketh ſilent ſecrecy. 
Dame El;anor gives Gold, to bring the Witch : 
Gold cannot come amiſs, were ſhe a Devil. 
Yet have | Gold flies from another Coalt ; 
[ dare not ſay, from the Rich Cardinal, 
And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffolk, 
Yet I do find itſo : For to be plain, | 
They (knowing Dame Elzanors humour) | 
Have hired me to under-mine the Dutcheſs, 
And buz theſe Conjurations in her Brain. 
They ſay, a crafty Knave does need no Broker, | 
Yet am I Swfolk's, and the CardinaPs Broker, 
Hume, if you take not heed, you ſhall go near 


Well, ſo it ſtands : and thus 1 fear at laſt, 
Humes Knavery will be the Dutcheſs Wrack, 


Sort how it will, 1 ſhall have Gold for all. [Exir. 
Enter three or four Petitioners, the Armorers Man being © © 
one. if 


1 Pet, My "Maſters, let's ſtand cloſe, my Lord Pro-| 
teftor will come this way by and by, and then we may} 
deliver our Supplications in the Quill. _ 

2 Per. Marry the Lord proteft him, for he's a good | 
Man, Jeſu bleſs him. ; 


Entey Suffolk; and Queen, I! 


1 Pet. Here a comes methinks , and the Queen with 
him : Plebe the firſt ſure. | 
Nn 2 
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2, Per. Come back, fool, this is the Duke of Suffolk, and 
not my Lord Protector. | 

Suff. How now, fellow : would'ſt any thing with me * 

1. Per, ] pray, my Lord, pardon me, I took ye for my 
Lord Protector. 

. Tomy Lord ProteQtor ? are your Supplications 
to his Lordſhip? let me ſee them : what is thine ? 

1. Pet. Mine is, and't pleaſe your Grace, againſt Fob 
Goodman, my Lord Cardinals Man, for keeping my Houle, 
and Lands, and Wife and all from we. 

Suf. Thy Wife too ? that's ſome Wrong indeed. 
Whats yours ? what's here ? againſt the Duke of Suf- 
falk,, for encloſing the Commons of Aelford, How now, 
| Sir Knave.? 


whole Townſhip. | 
Pet. Againſt my Maſter, Thomas Horner, for ſaying, 
That the Duke of Tork was rightful Heir to the Crown. 
Queen. What ſay?ſt thou? Did the Duke of York lay, 
He was rightful Heir to the Crown ? 
Pet. That my Miſtreſs was ? No forſooth : my Miſter 
ſaid, that he was; and that the King was an Ulurper. 
Swff. Who 1s there ? 
Do Enter Servant, 
Take this fellow in, and ſend for his Maſter with a Pur- 
ſeyant preſently : well hear more of your matter before 
the King. [ Exit, 
Queen. And as for: you that love to be protected 
Under the wings of our Protectors Grace, 
Begin your Suits.anew, and ſue to him. 
= Tear the Spplication, 
Away, baſe Cullions : S»folk, let them go. 
All. Come, leUs begone. \ [Ext 
| QOueey. My Lond of S»ffolk,, ſay, is this the guile * 
Is this the Faſhion of the Court of England ? 
Is this the Government of Britains lle ? 
And this the Royalty of Alb:ons King ? 
What, ſhall King Henry be a Pupil till, 
Undex the ſurly Gloſters Governance ? 
| And I a Queen in Title and in Style, 
And muſt be made a Subject to. a Duke ? 
I tell thee, Pool, when in the City Tours 
'Thou rawſt a tilt in honour of my Love, 
| And ſtoPſt away the Ladies Hearts of Fraxce 
\I thought King #erry had reſembled thee, 
{In Courage, Courtſhip, and Proportion: 
\But all his mind is bent to holincls, 
'To number Ave.maries on his Bcads : 
[ His Champions are the Prophets and Apoſtles, 
' His Weapons, are Holy Saws of ſacred Writ, 
'His Study is his Tilt-yard, and his Loves 
Are brazen Images of Canonized S21nts. 
I would the College of the Cardinals 
Would-chuſe bim Pope, and carry him to Rome, 
' And ſet the Triple Crown upon his Head ; 
That were a State fit for his Holineſs. 
Suff. Madam, be patient : as | was cauſe 
Your Highneſs came-to England, fo will I 
In England work your Graces full content. 
© Cen. Beſide the haught Protector, have we Beauford, 
[The imperious Church-man $3 Somerſer, Brickengham, 
'And grumbling Terk: and not the leaſt of thele, 
Butcan do more in E-glarnd, than the King, 
| S»ff. And he of thele that can do molt of all, 
Cantiot do more in England, than the Nevils : 
| Salisbury and Warwick are no limple Peers. 
' Queen, Not all theſe Lords do vex me half ſo mach, 
;As that proud Dame, the Lord Protector*s Wife : 
She ſweeps it through the Court with troops of Ladies, 
{More like an Empreſs, than Duke Humphrey's Wife : 
Strangers in Courc do take her for the Queen : 
She bears a Dukes Revenues on her back, 
[And inher Heart fhe ſcorns our Poverty - 
Shall I not live to beaveng'd ou her ? 


2. Per, Alas, Sir, I am but a poor Petitioner of our | 


' Could I come near your Beauty with my Nails, 


Contemptuous baſe-born Callot as ſhe is, 

She vaunted *mongſt her Minions tother day, 

The very train of her worlt wearing Gown 

Was better worth than all my Fathers Lands, 

Till Syfolk, gave two-Dukedoms tor his Daughter. 
Sff. Madam, my ſelt have lind a buſh tor her, 

And plac'd a Quire of ſuch enticing Birds, 

That ſhe will light to liiten to the Lays, 

And never mouut to trouble you again. 

So let her reſt : and, Madam, liſt to me, 

For 1 am bold to counſel you in this ; 

Although we fancy not the Cardinal, 

Yet mult we joyn with him, and with the Lords, 

Til we have brought Duke Humpbrey in diſgrace. 

As for the Duke of York,, this late Complaint 

Will make bur little for his benefit : 

So one by one we'll weed them all at laſt, 

And you your ſelf ſhall ſteer the happyHelm. [Exi, 

Enter the King, Duke Humphrey, Cardinal, Buckin 

York, Salisbury, Warwick, and the Dutchep, oh 


King. For my part, Noble Lords, I car 
Or Somerſct, = ary als one to me. 2008" 
Yor. If York have il] demeaned himſelf in France, 
Then let him be deny?*d the Regent-ſhip. 
Som, If Somerſet b: unworthy of the place, 
Let York, be Regent, I will yield ro him. 
War. Whether your Grace be worthy, yea or no, 
Diſpute not that, York is the worthier. 
Card. Ambitious Warwick, let thy Betters ſpeak. 
War. The Cardinal's not my Better in the field. 
Buck. All in this preſence are thy Betters, Warwick, 
War. Warwick, may live to be the beſt of all. 
Salisb. Peace, Son, and ſhew ſome reaſon, Buckinghen, 
Why Somerſet ſhould be preferr*d in this? 
Qween, Becauſe the King forſooth will have it ſo. 
Hum, Madam, the King is old enough himſelf 
To give this Cenſure : Theſe are no Womans matters. 
Qxcen, If he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be ProteCtor of his Excellence ? 
Hum. Madam, I am Protector of the Realm, 
And art his pleaſure will reſign my Place. 
Sf. Relign it then, and leave thine inſolence. 
Since thou wer*t King, as who is King, but thou? 
The Common-wealth bath daily run to wrack, 
The Dolphin hath prevaiPd beyond the Seas, 
And all the Peers and Nobles of the Realm 
Have been as Bond-men to thy Soveraignty. 
Car. The Commons haſt thou rack*d, the Clergies Bags 
are lank and lean with thy Extortions. 
Som, Thy ſumptuous Buildings, and thy Wives Attire 
Have coſt a maſs of publick Treaſure. 
Buck, Thy Cruelty in execution 
Upon Offenders . hath excceded Law, 
And left thee to the mercy-of the Law. 
Queen, Thy fale of Offices and Towns in France, 
[f they were known, as the ſuſpett is great, 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy Head. 
WEE [Exit Humphrey 


Give me my Fan: what, Minion, can ye not ? 
She gives the" Dutcheſs a box onthe Ear. 


I cry you mercy, Madam : was it you ? 
Dutch. Was'tI ? yea, I it was, proud French-woman? 


| could fet my Ten Commandements in your Face. 
King. Sweet Aunt, be quiet, *twas againſt her Will. 
Dutch, Againſt her will, good King look to?r in/time, 

She®ll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a Baby : 

Though in this place moſt Maſter wears no Breeches, 

She ſhall not ſtrike Dame Ekanor unreveng?d. © 

[Exit Elianor. 


Buck, | 
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Ghe's tl 


theſe ? 


chelll gallop far 


Armorer. And] 


Buck. Lord Cardinal, 1 will follow El:anor, 
And liſten after Humphrey, how he proceeds : 
| ckled now, her Fume can nced no ſpurs, 
enough to her deſtruction. 


[Exit Buckinghen. 


Enter Humphrey. 


Hunph. Now, Lords, my Choler being over-blown, 
With walking once about the Quadrangle, 

| come totalk of Common-wealth Aﬀears. 

A;for your ſpightful falſe Objections, 

Prove them, and I lye open to the Law 1 

| Bur God in mercy ſo deal with my Soul, 

A; 1 in Duty lovemy King and Couutry. 

Byt to the matter that we have :n hand : 

Ifay, my Soveralgn, York 1s mecteſt man 

To be your Regent in the Realm of Frarce, 
Sf, Beforc we make Election, give me leave 
Toſhew ſome reaſon, of no little force, 

That Tork, is moſt unmeet of any Man. 

york. Ple tell thee, Syfolk, why I am namect. 
Firſt, for 1 cannot flatter thee in Pride : 

Next, if I be appointed for the Place, 

\{y Lord of Some ſee will keep me here, 

\ithout Diſcharge, Money, or Furaiture, 

Till France be won into the Dolphin's hands. 

Laſt time I danc*t attendance on his will, 

Till Paris was beſieg?d, famiſtyr, and loit.  _ 
Warw. That can I witneſs, anda fouter Fact 
Did never Traytor inthe Land commur. 

Sf. Peace, head-ſtrong Warwick, 

War. l mage of Pride, why fhould I hold my Peace ? 


Entir Armorer and his Man. 


Sf. Becauſe here is-a Man accus'd of Treaſon, 

Pray God the Duke of York excuſe himſelf. 

Tak; Doth any one accule York, for a Fraytor *? 

King. What meawlt thou, Swfolk ? tell me, what are 


Sof. Pleaſe it your Majeſty, this 1s the Man 

That doth accuſe his Maſter of High-Treafon : 

His words vere theſe + That R:chard, Duke of York, 
Was rightful Heir unto the Engliſh Crown, 

And that your Majeſty was an Uturper. 

King, Say man, were theſe thy words ? | 
Armo. And't ſhall pleaſe your Majeſty, 1 never ſaid 
nor thought any ſuch matter : God is my witneſs, I am 
falily accug&d by the Villain. 

Peter. By theſe ten bones, my Lords, he did fpcak 
them to me in the Garret one Night, as we were ſcow- 
mg my Lord of York's Armour. 

York, Baſe Dunghit Villain, and Mechanical, 

Ple have thy Head for this thy Traytors ſpeech : 

| do beſeech your Royal Majzity, 

Let him have all the rigour of the Law. 

Arm.Alas, my Lord, hang me if cyer I ſpake the words: 
My accuſer is my Prentice, and when 1 did corre&t him 
for his fault the other day, he did vow upon his Knees he 
e even with me: I have good witnels of this, 
therefore I beſcech your Majeſty, do not calt away ai 
honeſt Man for a Villains Accuſation. 

King, Uncle, what ſhall we fay to this in Law ? 

Humph, This doom, my Lord, if I may Judge : 

Let Somerſet be Regent o're the Frezch, 

Becauſe in York this breeds ſuſpition : 

and let theſe have a day appointed them 

Tr ſingle Combat, in convenient place, 

Tr he hath witngls of his Servants Malice : 

e Law, and this Duke Humphrey's doom. 

So, I humbly thank your Royal Majeſty. 

accept the Combat willing|y. 

Peter, Alas, my\Lord,I cannot fight ; for God's, ſake | 


| Have done, for more hardly can endure. 


pity my caſe : the ſpight of my Matter prevaileth againſt 
me. O Lord have mercy upon me, I ſhall never be able to 
1zht a blow: O Lord, my heart. 
Hunf. Sirrah, or you mult fight, or elſe be hang?d. 
King, Away with them to Priſon : and the day of 


Cambar, ſhall be the laſt of the next Month. Come $+ 
merſet, wC11 ſee thee ſent away. 
Flourijh. [Exeunt. 


Enter the Wurch, the two Prieſts, _ Bullingbrook. 


| Hume. Come, my Maſters, the Dutcheſs, I tell you, 
| expects performance of your promiles. 
| Bulling, Malter Hume, we are therefore provided : 
Will her Ladiſhip behold and hear our EForciſmes ? 

Hume, 1, whatelſe ? Fear you not her Courage. = 

Bull:ng, I have heard her reported to be a Woman. of 
an invincible ſpirit : but it ſhall be convenient , Maſter: 
Hume, that you be by her alofr, while we be buſie be- 
low : and ſo, 1 pray you, go in God's Name,and leave us. 

| ; [_ Ex, Hume. 

Mother Jordan , be you proſtrate, and grovel on the 
Earth ; Fohn Sout hwell, read you, and let us to our work. 


Enter Elianor aloft. 


Elan. Well ſaid, my Maſters, and welcome to all : To 
this geer, the ſooner the better. | . 
Bull. Patience, good Lady, WizarCcs know their times : 
Deep Night, dark Night, the ſilent of the Night, 
The time of Night when Zroy was ſet on Fire, | 
The times when Screech-owls cry, and Ban-dogs howl ; 
And Spirits walk, and Ghoſts break up their Graves; 
That time fits belt the work we have in hand. 
Madam; fit you, and fear not : whom werailſe, 
We will make faſt within a hallow'd Verge. 


Here do the Ceremonies belonging, ani make the C rcle, Bul- 
lingbrook, or Southwell reads, Conjuro te, &c. It: 
Thimnders and Lightens terribly : then the Spirit riſeth, 1 


Spirit, Adſum, 
Wwuch. Aſmath, by the Eternal God, 
Whoſe Name and Power thou trembleſt at, 
Anſwer that I ask : For till thou ſpeak, 
Thou ſhalt not paſs from hence. 
Spirit. Ask what thou wilt 5 that I had ſaid; and done. | 
Bulling, Firſt of the King : What ſhall of him be-; 
come f . 
Spirit, The Duke yet lives, that Henry ſhall depoſe : 
But him avit-live, and dye a violent Death. | 
Bull. What Fates await the Duke of Swjſo/k ? 
Spirit. By Water ſhall he dye, and take his end, # 
Bull, What ſhall befall the Duke of Somerſet ? 
Spirit, Let him ſhun Caſtles. 
Safer ſhall he be upon the: ſandy Plains, 
Than where Caſtles mounted ftand. 


, 


+ 


Bull, Deſcend to Darkneſs, and the burning Lake : 
Falſe Fiend avoid. 
Thunder and Lightning. [Exit Spirit, 
Enter the Duke of York, and the Duke of Buckingham, with 

their Guard, and break, in. 


\ 
York. Lay hands upon theſe Traytcrs, 2nd their traſh : 
Beldam, I think we watchyt you at an Inch. 
W hat, Madam,are you there? The King and Common-weal 
Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains; | 
My Lord Protector will, I doubt it not, | 
See you well guerdon'd for theſe good deterts. _ 
Etian. Not half ſo bad as thine to Erngland?s King, 
[njurious Duke, that threatn'ſt where”s no caule. 


L 


Buck, True, Madam, none at all: what call you this ? 
Na 3- | Away 
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Away with them, let them be clap'tup cloſe, | 
And kep't aſunder : you, Madam, ſhall with us, 

Stafford take her to thee. : 

Well ſee your trinkets here all forth-coming. | 
All away. ; [ Exit. 
York, Lord Buckingham, methinks you watcl't her 


A pretty Plot, well choſen to build upon. (ell 
Now, pray my Lord, ler's ſee the Devil's Writ. 
W hat have we here ? [ Reads. 


The Dukg yet lives, that Henry ſhall depoſe , 
But him out-livt, and dye a violent death, 
| Why this is juſt : io eAfacrde Romanos vincere poſſe, 
Well, to the relt : | 
Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Sfolk ? 
By Water ſhall he dye, and take his end. 
What ſhall betide the Duke of Somerſet ? 
Let him (hun Caſtles, | 
Safer ſhall he be upon the ſandie Plains, 
Than where Caitles mounted ſtand, 
Come, came, my Lords, 
Theſe Oracles are hardly attaind, 
And hardly underſtood. 
The King is now in progreſs towards Saint Aloans, 
With him, the Husband of this lovely Lady : 
Thither goes theſe News, 
| As faſt as Horſe can carry them : 
A ſorry breakfaſt for my Lord Protector. 
Buck. Your Grace ſhall give me leave, my Lord of Tork,, 
To be the Poſt, in hope of his reward. 

Y9tk. At your plcaſurc, my good Lord. 
Who's within there, hoe ? 

Enter a Serving-man, 

Invite my Lords of Salibury and Warwick, 
To ſup with me to morrow Night. Away. 
[Exeunt. 


Enter the King, Queen, Protettor, Cardinal, and 
Suffolk, with Faulkners bollowing. 


Queen, Believe me Lords, for flying at the Brook) 
I faw no b:tter ſport theſe ſeven years day ; 
Yet by your leave, the wind was very high, 
And ten to one, old Foar had not gone out. 

King. But what a point, my Lord, your Faulcon made, 
And what a pitch ſhe flew above the reſt : 
To ſee how God in all his Creatures works, 
Yea Man and Birds are fain of climbing high. 
Sxff. No marvel, and it like your Majeſty, 
My Lord Prote@tor's Hawks do towre ſo well; 
They know their Maſter loves to be aloft, 
And bears his thoughts above his Falcons pitch. 
Gloſt. My Lord, ?tis but a baſe ignoble mind, 
VFhat mounts no higher than a Bird can ſoar. 
Card. 1 thought as much, he would be above the 
Clouds. 
Gloſt. I, my Lord Cardinal, how think you by that ? 
Were it not good, your Grace could flie to Heaven ? 
King. The Treaſury of everlaſting Joy. 
Card, Thy Heaven is on Earth,thine Eyes and Thoughts 
Beat on a Crown, the Treaſure of thy Heart, 
Pernicious Protector, dangerous Peer, 
That ſmooth'lt it ſo with King and Commonyeal. 
"*Gloft. What, Cardinal ? 
[s your Prieſt-hood grown peremptory ? 
| Tantene animirCeleſtibus ire, Church-men fo hot ? 
Good Uncle, hide ſuch Malice : 
With ſuch Holineſs can you do it ? 
Suff. No malice, Sir, no more than well becomes 
So good a Quarrel, and ſo bad a Peer, 

Gloſt. As who, my Lord ? 

Siff. Why, as you, my Lord, . 
An't like your Lordly Lord Protectorſhip. 

Gloſt. Why S«ffolk,, England knows thine inſolence. 
| Queen. And thy Ambition, Gloer, 


tc th. Y & War 
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| When ſuch Strings jarr, what hope of Harmony ? 


King. I prethee peace, good Queen, | 
And whet not -on theſe too-too-furious Peers, 

For bicſled are the Peace-makers on Earth. 

Card. Let me be bleſſed for the Peace I make 
Againſt this proud ProteCtor with my Sword. 

Gloſt, Faith, Haly Uncle, would *rwere come tothat. 
Card. Marry, when thou dar'lt. 

Gloſt. Make upno fattious numbers for the matter, 
In thine own perſon anſwer thy abuſe. 

Card, I, where thou dar?ſt not peep : 

And if thou dar*ſt, this evening, 

On the Ealt fide of the Grove. 

King. How now, my Lords ? 

Card, Believe me, Couſin Gloſter, 

Had not your man put up the Fowl ſo ſuddenly, 

We had had more ſport. 

Come with thy two- hand Sword. 

Gloſt, True, Uncle, are ye advigd ? 

The Eaſt fide of the Grove : 

Cardinal, I am with you. 

King. Why how now, Uncle Gloſter ? 

Glojt. Talking of Hawking, nothing elſe, my Lord, 
Now by Gods Mother, Prielt, | 
Ple ſhave your Crown for this, | 
Or all my fence ſhall fail. 

Car. Meaice teipſum, ProteCtor ſee tot well, protet 
your ſelf. 

King. The Winds grow high, 

So do your Stomacks, Lords : 
How irkſome is this Muſick to my heart ? 


I pray, my Lords, let me compound this ſtrife. 


Enter one crying 4 Miracle. 


Gloſt, What means this noiſe ? 
Fellow, what Miracle do'ſt thou proclaim ? 
One. A Miracle,” a Miracle. | 
S»ffolk. Come to the King, and tell him, what Mirade. 
One, Forſooth, a blind man at St. Albers Shrine, 
Within this half hour hath receiv'd his ſight, 
A man that nere ſaw in his life before. 
King. Now God be prais'd, that to believing Souls 
Gives Light in Darkneſs, Comfort in Deſpair. 


Enter the Mayor of Saint Albans, and bis 
Brethren, bearing the Man between 
two in a Chaiy. 


Card. Here comes the Towns-men on proceſſion, 
To preſent your Highneſs with the man. 

King. Great is his comfort in this Earthly Vale, 
Although by his ſight his ſin be multiplied. : 

Gloſt. Stand by, my Maſters, bring him near the King, 
His Highneſs pleaſure isto talk with him. 

King. Good-fellow, tell us here the circumſtance, 
That we for thee may glorifie the Lord, 
What, haſt thou been long blind, and now reſtor*d ? 

S:mp. Born blind, and*t pleaſe yoor Grace, 

Wife. I indeed was he. | | 

Suff. What Woman is this ? 

Wife, His Wife, and*t pleaſe your Worſhip. 

Gloft. Hadſt thou- been his Mother, thou could'ſt have 
better told. _ 

King, Where wert thon born ? | 

Simp. At Barwick_ in the North, and't like your 
ns. 7 

King. Poor Soul, | 
God's goodneſs hath been great to thee : 
Let never Day nor Night unhallowed paſs, 
But ſtil] remember what the Lord hathdone. 

Queen. Tell me, Good-fellow, ſ 
Cam'ſt thou here by Chance, or of Deyotion, 


To this Holy Shrine ? : 
. | SM, 
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To call him ſo. 


venture ſo. 


Alban. 


Gown of ? 


many 


[tis impoſlible. 


+ I 


Gimp. God knows of pure Devotion, 
Being call'd a hundred times, and oftner, 
In my ſleep, by good Saint Alban : : 
Who ſaid ; S:9mor, come , come offer at my Shrine, 
And 1 will help thee. 

Wife. Moſt true, forſooth: 
And many a time and oft my ſelf have heard a Voice, 


Card. What, art thou lame ? 

S;mp. I, God Almighty help me. 

Suff. How camvit thou ſo ? 

Simp. A fall off a Tree. 

Wife. A Plum-tree, Maſter. 

Gloſt, How long haſt thou been blind ? 
Simp. O born ſo, Maſter. 

Gloſt, What, and would*ſt climb a Tree? 

Simp. But That inall my life, when I was a youth. 
Wife. Too true, and bought his climbing very dear. 
Gloſt. Maſs, thou lov?dſt Plums well, thar would'ſt 


Simp, Black, forſooth, Coal-black, as Jet. 

Kino, Why then, thou know'ſt what Colour Tet is of ? 
Wa And yet, I think, Jet he did never ſee. 

Gloſt .But Cloaks and Gowns, before this day, a 


Wife. Never before this day, in all his life, 
Gloft. Tell me, Sirrah, what's my uame ? 
Sinp, Alas Maſter, I know not. 
Gloft. What's his Name ? 

Simp. I know not. 

Gloſt, Nor his ? 

Simp, No indeed, Maſter. 

Gloſt, What*s thine own Name ? 
Simp. Sawrder Simpcox, andyf it pleaſe you, Maſter. 
Glo. Then Sander, fit there, 

The lying*ſt Knave in Chriſtendom, 

If thou hadſt been born blind, 

Thou mightſt as well have known all our Names, 

As thus to know the ſeveral Colours we do wear, - 

Sight may diſtinguiſh Colours : 

But ſuddenly to nominate them all, 


My Lords, Saint Alban here hath done a Miracle : 
And would ye not think it, Cunning to be great, 
That could reſtore this Cripple to his Legs again ? 
Simp, O Maſter, that you could ? 
Gloſt. My Maſters of Saint Albans, 
Have you not Beadles in your Town, 
And things calPd Whips ? 
Mopor. Yes, my Lords, if it pleaſe your Grace. 
Gloft, Then ſend for one preſently. 
Mayor. Sirrah, go fetch the Beadle hither ſtraight. 


Gloſt. Now fetch mea Stool hither by and by. 
Now Sirrah, if you mean to ſave your ſelf from Whip- 
ping, leap me over this Stool, and run away. 

Semp, Alas Maſter, I am not able to ſtand alone: 
You go about to torture me in vain. 


Enter a Beadle with Whips, 


_—_ 


Simp. Alas, good Maſter, my Wife deſired ſome Dam- 
ſons, and made me climb, with danger of my Life. 
Gloft. A ſubtil Knave, but yet it ſhall not ſerve: 
Letme ſee thine Eyes, wink now, now open them, 
la my opinion, yet thou ſeeſt not well. 
Simp. Yes, Maſter, clear as day, I thank God and Saint 


Gloſt, Say*ſt thou me ſo: what Colour is this Cloak of ? 
Simp. Red, Maſter, Red as Blood. 
Ghoſt. Why that's well faid : What Colour is my 


[ Ext. 


| Gloft. Well Sir, we muſt have you find your Legs. 
rrah Beadle, whip him till he leap over that ſame Stool. 


Bead. | will, my Lord, | 
Come on Sirrah, oft with your Doublet, quickly. 
. op Alas, Maſter, what ſhall I do? I am nor able to 
and. 
After the Beadle hath hit him once, he leaps over 
the Stool, and runs away: and they fullow, 
and cry, a Miracle. 
King. O God, ſeeſt thou this, and bearelſt ſo long ! 
Queen, It made me laugh, to ſee the Villain run. 
Gloft. Follow the Knave, and take this Drab away. 
Wife. Alas, Sir, we did it for pure need. 
Glo#t, Let him be whipt through every Market Town, 
Till theycome to Barwick, from whence they came. 
Exit. 
Card. Duke Humphrey has done a Miracle to a - 
S»ff. True,made the Lame to leap, and flie away. 
Glo?, But you have done more Miracles than 1 : 


King. What Tidings with our Couſin Buckingham? 
Buck. Such as my Heart doth tremble to-unfold : 

A fort of naughty perſons, lewdly bent, 

Under the Countenance and Confederacy 

Of Lady El;anor, the Proteftors Wife, 

The Ring-leader and Head of all this Rout, 

Have practig'd dangeroutly agalnft your State, 

Dealing with Witches and with Conjurers, 

Whom we have apprehended in the Fggt, 

Raiſing up wicked Spirits from under ground, 
Demanding of King Henry's Life and Death, 

And other of your Highneſs Privy Councel, 

As more at large your Grace ſhall underſtand. 

Card. And fo, my Lord Proteftor, by this means 
Your Lady is forth-coming, yet at London. 

This news I think hath turn'd your Weapon's edge; 
Tis like, my Lord, you will nor keep your hour. h 
Gloſt. Ambitious Church-man, leave to afflit my Heart :» 
Sorrow and grief have vanquiſht all my powers z 
And vanquiſhr as I am, I yieldto thee, 

Or to the meaneſt Groom, 


Heaping confuſion on their own Heads thereby. | 
Queen, Gloſter, ſee here the Taintture of thy Neſt, 
And look thy ſelf bz faultleſs, thou werr beſt. | 

Gloſt. Madam, for my ſelf, to Heaven 1 do appeal, 


| How | have loy'd my King, and Common-weal : 
And for my Wife, I know not how it ſtands, 


Seorry amlT to hear, what I have heard: 

Noble ſhe is; but if ſhe have forgot 

Honour and Virtue, and convers't with ſuch, 

As like z0Pitch, defile Nobility ; 

| baniſh her my Bed, and Company, 

And give her as a Prey to Law and Shame, 

That hath diſhonoured Gloſfters honeſt name. + 

King. Well, for this Night we will repoſe us here: 

To morrow toward Longer, back again, 

To look into this Bnſinefs thorowy, 

And call theſe foul Offendors ro their anfwers; 

And poiſe the Cauſe in Juſtice equal Scales, 

Whoſe Beam ſtands ſure, whoſe rightful ceuſe prevails. + 
[_Exenn. 


Enter York, Salisbury, and Warwick. 


| Our ſimple Supper ended, give me leave, 
In this cloſe Walk to ſatisfy my ſelf, 
| In craving your opinion of my Title, - 
W hich is infallible to Englan#s Crown. 
' Salisb. My Lord, Ilong to hear it thusat full. 


War. Sweet York, begin: and if thy claim be-good, 
The Nevils are thy Subjetts to command, | 


You made ina day, my Lord, whole Towns to flie. | 


Enter Buckingham. | 


King. O God, what miſchiefs work the wicked ones ? | 


York, Now, my good Lords of Salirbury 2nd Warwick, | 
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lork, Then tus: 
Edvard the third, my Lords, had ſeven Sons: 
Thz firſt Eward the Black-Prince, Prince of Wales ; 
Tar ſecond, Iiliizm of Hatfield; and the third, 
Lioudl Duke of Clarence: next to whom, 
Was Jo%a of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaſter ; 
The fiſth, was Edward Langley, Duke of Tork ; 
hz, tixch, Thomzs of Woodſtock, Duke of Gloſter, , 


William of Winaſw, was the ſeventh, and laſt, 
|Edrerd the Black-Prirce dyed before his Father, 


And left behind him Richzrd, his only Son, 


'Who after Edward the third's death, reign?d King, 


?Till Henry Bullingbroo,, Duke of Lancaſter, 

The eldeit Son and Heir of Job» of Gaunt, 

Crown'd by the name of Henry the fourth, 

Seiz'd on the Realm, depogd the rightful King, 

Sent his poor Queen to France, from whence ſhe came, 


And him to Pcmfrer,, where, as all you know, 
' Harmlcfs King Kichard was murthered traiterouſly. 


Warw. Father, the Duke hath told the truth ; 
'T hus £OT the Houle of Lancaſtcr the Crown, 
ork, Which now they hold by force, and not by right: 


The illve of the next Son ſhould have reign'd. 
Salis, But William of Hatfield dyed without an Heir. 
York. The third Son, Duke of Clarence, 
From whoſe Line I claim the Crown, 
Had iſſue Phil;p, a Daughter, 
Who married Edmond, Mortimer, Earl of AMarch . 
Edmond tad iſuc, Roger Earl of Afarch : 


; Koger had" Ylue, EMMond, Anne, and Elianor. 


Salts. Vhis £drind, in the reign of Bullingbrock,, 
' As I have read, laid claim unto the Crown, 
And, but for Oman Glendour, had been King 3 
Who kept. him in Captivity, till he dy%d, 
But, to che reit. 

York. His eldeſt Siſter, Anne, 
My Mother, being Heir unto the Crown, 
Married Richard Earl of Cambridsye, 
W ho was to Edmond Langley, 
the thirds fifth Son's Son 
By her 1 claim the Kingdom : 
Sne then was Helr to Koger, Earl of arch, 
Who was the Son of Edmond Mortimer, 


| Who married Ph:bp, ſole Daughter 


Unrs Lionel, Dake of Clarence, 
So, if the illue of the eldeſt Son 


{Succeed before the younger, 1 am King, 
H/arw. W hat plain proceeding is more plain than this ? | 


Henry doth claim the Crown from John of Gaunt 
The tourth Son, Tork claims it from the third : 
"Till LyoncPs iflue fail,, he ſhould not Reign. 


it fails not yer, but ilourilbeth- in thee, 


Aud in thy Sons, fair Slips of fuch a Stock, 
Then Father Sai5bury, kneel we together, 
And in this private Plot be we the firit, 
Thac ſhail jalute our Tightiul Soveraig! 

With honour of his Birwrright to the Crown. 


#4 Beth. Long live our Soveraign Richard, Encland?s King. 


wo 
York,. We. thank you, Lords - 
But ] am not your King, *ill I be Crown'd 


Ard that my Sword be itain'd 

' Witch heart-blood of the Houſe of Lancaſter : 
'And tha”s not ſuddenly to be perform'd, 

But with advice and fuent ſecrecy, 


Dz you, as I do, in thete dangerous days 


/Wink at the Duke of Sffulk's lnfolence, 

At Zeanford*s Pride, at Somerſcr's Ambition, 

'Ar Buckzngham, and all the Crew of them, 

?Till they have ſnar'd the Shepherd of the Flock, 
That virwous Prince, the good Duke Humfrey : 
* 1'is that They ſeek ;, and they, in ſeeking that, 
Shai| find their deaths, if York can propheſie. 


Szhſ. My Lord, break we oft ; we know your mind 


Cs, 
at full. 
Iarw, My heart aſſures me; that the Earl of ji uric) 


York, And New, this I do allure my i«1t, 
Richard ſhall live to make the Earl of WV armih 


The greateſt man in Exglara, but the King. Exc 


Sound Trumpets. Enter the King, and State, rich 
Guard, to bamiſh the Dutcheſs. 


King. Stand forth, Dame Elizmor Cobham, 
Gloſter's Wite : : 
In tight of God, ard us, your guilt is great, 
Receive the ſentence of the Law for fin, 
SuCii as by Gods Book are adjudgd to death, 
You tour from hence to Priſon, back again 
From thence, unto the place of Execution ; 
The Witch in Smithfield ſhall be burn'd to aſhes, 
And you three ſhall be ſtrangled on the Gallows. 
Yen Madam, for. you are more Nobly born, 
Deipoyled of your Honour in your life, 
Shall after three days open Penance done, 
Live in your Country here, in Baniſhment, 
With Sir John Stanly, in the Ifle of man. 


Death. 
Gloft. Eliaror, the Law thou ſecſt hath judged thee 
I cannot juſtice, whom the Law condemns. 
Mine eyes are full of Tears, my Heart of Grief. 
Ah Fwrfrey, this diſhonour in thine Age, 
Will bring thy Head with ſorrow to the Ground. 
I beſcech your -Majelty give me leave to go; 
Sorrow would ſolace, and mine Age would caſe, 
King. Stay Humfrey, Duke of Glfter, 
E're thou go : . give up thy Staff, 
Henry will to himſelf Protector be, | 
And God ſhall be my Hope, my Stay, my Guide, 
And Lanthorn to my Feer. 
And go in peace, Hunfrey, no leſs belov'd, 
Than when thou wer?t Protector to thy King. 
Queen, ] ice no reaſon, why. a King of years 
Should be to be protected like a Child : 
Gcd ard King Henry govern Erzlaxd*s Realm : 
Give up your Staff, Sir, a#1 the King his Realm, 
Gloſt. My Staff ? Here, Noble Henry, is my Staff: 
As willingly do I the fame rejign, 
As ere thy Father Henry made it mine ; 
And even as willingly at thy fect I leave it, 
As others would ambitioully receive ir. 
Farewel good King: when I am dead and gone, 
| May honourable Peace attend thy Throne . 
| [ Exit Gloſter. 
Queen. Why now is Henry King, and Maroaret Queen: 
And Humfrey, Duke of Gloſter, ſcarce himſelf, 
'That bears fo ſhrewd a maim; two Pulls at once; 
His Lady baniilt”#d, and a Limb lopt off, 
This Staff of Honour raught, there let it tand, 
Where beſt it fits to be, in Zerry's hand. 
Suff. Thus dropps this lofty Vine,and hangs his ſprays, 
Thus El:anor?s Pride dyes in her younger days. 
York. Lords, let- him go. Pleaſe it your Majeſty, 
This is the day appointed for the Combarte, 
| And ready are the Appellant and. Defendant, 
The Armourer and his Man, to enter the Liſts, 
So pleaſe your Highneſs to- behold the Fight, 
QUucen, 1, goad my Lord: for. purpoſely therefore 
' Left I the Court, to ſee this Quafrel try'd. 
King. A God's Name ſee the Lilts and all things fir, 
Here let them cnd it, and God defend the rigat- 
York. 1 never ſaw a fellow worſe beſtead, 
Or more afraid to fight, than is the Appellant, 


Shall one day make the Duke of 9% a King. 8 


Elizan, Welcome is Baniſhment, welcome were my | 


The Servant of this Armourer, my Lords, 
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Enter at one Door the Armorer and his Neighbours, drink; 
ing t0 him ſo much, that he is drunk , and he enters 
with a Drum before him, and his Staff with a Sand- 
bag faſtned t0 it : and at the other Door his Man, 
with a Drum and a Sand-bag, and Prentices drink: 
ing t0 him. 


1. Neighbour. Here, Neighbour Horner, I drink to 
you in 2 Cup of Sack; and fear not,Neighbour, you ſhall 
do well enough. : 
2. Neighbor, And here, Neighbour, here's a Cup of 
Charneco. 

3. Neighbour. And here's a Pot of good double-Beer, 
Neighbour : drink, and fear not your Man. 

p -—— Let it come yfaith, and Ple pledge you all, 
and 2 fg for Peter. 

1. Pren, Here Peter I drink to thee, and be not a- 

" 
- Pren, Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy Maſter ; 
Fight for the credit of the Prentices. 

Peter, 1 thank you all: drink, and pray for me, I pray 

for I think I have. taken my laſt Draught in this 

World. Here Robin, if I dye, 1 give thee my Apron; 
ol Wil, thou ſhalt have my Hammer : and here, Tom, 
taks all the Money that I have. O Lord bleſs me, 1 pray 
God, for I am never able to deal with my Maſter, he 
hath learnt ſo much to fence already. 

$alis, Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows. 
dirrah, what's thy Name ? 

Peter. Peter, forſooth. 

Salis, Peter ! what more ? 

Peter, Thump. 

Sali, Thump ? Then ſee thou thump thy Maſter well. 

Armrer. Maſters, I am come hither as it were: upon 
my Man's inſtigation, to prove him a Knave, and my ſelf 
an honeſt man : and touching the Duke of York, 1 will 
take my death, I never meant him any ill, nor the King 
nor the Queen, and therefore Perer ' have at thee” with a 
down right blow. _ ; 

Tork,.. Diſpatch, this Knaves tongue begins to double. 
Sound Trumpets, Alarum to the Combatants. 

They fizht, and Peter ſtrikes him down. 

Armorer. Hold Peter,hold,1I confeſs, I confeſs Treaſon. 

Tork, Take away his Weapon: Fellow, thank God, 
and the good Wine in thy Maſters way. Re 

Peter. O God, have I overcome mine Enemy in this 
preſence? O Petey thou haſt prevaiPd in right. 

King, Go, take hence that Traytor from our fight, | 
For by his death we do perceive his guilt. 
And God in Juſtice hath reveaPd to us 
The Truth and Innocence of this poor Fellow, 
Which he had thought to have murther*d wrongfully. 
Come Fellow, follow us for thy Reward. LExeurt, 


— 


' 
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Enter Duke Humfrey and his Men in Mourning Cloaks. 


Gloft. Thus ſometimes hath the brighteſt day a Cloud ; 

And after Summer, evermore ſucceeds 

Barren Winter, with his wrathful nipping Cold; 

So Cares and Joyes abound, as Seaſons flect, 

Sirs, what's a Clock ? 
Serv, Ten, my Lord, 
Gloſt. Ten is the hour that was appointed me, 

To watch the coming of my puniſt”d Dutcheſs : 

Unneath may ſhe endure the Flinty Streets, ' 

Totread them with her tender-feeling Feet. 

Sweet Nell, ill can. thy Noble mind a-brook 


The abject People gazing on thy Face, 
With envi 


envious Looks ſtill laughing at thy ſhame, 
That erſt did follow thy proud Chariot-Wheels, 
When thou didſt ride in Triumph through the ſtreets. 
But ſoft, I think ſhe comes, and Ile prepare 


Enter the Dutcheſs in a white Sheet, and a Taper bur 
ning in her hand, with the Sheriff and Officers. 


Serv, So pleaſe your Grace, we'll take her from the 
Sheriff, | 
Gloſter. No, ſtir not for your lives, let her paſs by. 
Elan. Come you, my Lord, to ſte my open ſhame ?: 
Now thou doit Penance too. Look how they gaze, + | 
See how the giddy multitude do point, . ' 
And nod their heads, and throw their Eyes on. thee, 
Ah Gloſter, hide thee from their hateful looks, © 
And in thy Cloſet pent up, rue my ſhame, 
And ban their Enemies, both mine and thine.. ES 
. Gloſt, Be patient, gentle Nell, forget this G rief - 
Elian. Ah Gloſter, teach me to forget-my ſelf : 
For whilſt I think I am thy marri ife, 
And thou a Prince, Protector of this Land : 
Methinks I ſhould riot thus be led along, 
Mail'd up in ſhame, with Papers on my Batk, 
And follow'd with a Rabble; that rejoice 
To ſee my Tears, Hd hear my deep-fet Groans; 
The ruthleſs Flint doth cut my tender Feet, 
And when I ſtart the envious People laugh, 
And bid me be adviſed, how 1 tread. 
Ah Humfrey, can I bear this ſhameful yoak ?-. 
Trowelt thou, that c're Ple look upon the World 
Or count them happy, that enjoyes the Sun ? 
No: Dark ſhallbemy Light, and Night. my Day, 
To think upon my Pomp, ſhall be my Hell. © 
Sometime Ple ſay I am Duke Humfrey's Wife, 
And he a Prince, and Ruler of the Land : 
Yet ſo he RuPd, and ſuch a Prince he was.” ©. ' 
As he ſtood by, whileſt 1 his forlorn 
Was made a Wonder, and a pointing Stock 
Toevery idle Raſcal Follower. ' © | 
But be thou mild, and bluſh not at my ſhame, 
Nor ſtir at nothing, till the Axe of Death 
Hang over thee, as ſure it ſhortly will. © © 
For Sfolk, he that can do all in 462 
With her;:that hateth thee, and hates ts all, 
And Tork,, and impions Beaxford, that falſe Prieſt; 
Have all lim*d Buſhes. to betray thy Wings, ©, 
And flie thou how thor canſt, they'll tangle thee, 
But fear thou not until thy Foot be ſmar'd, © 
Nor ever ſeek prevention of thy Foes. - + 
Gloſt. Ah, Nell, forbear : thou aimeſt all awry: 
| muſt offend, before I be -attainted : = 
And had I twenty times ſo F | 
And each of them had twenty times their power, 
All theſe could not procure me any ſcathe, 
Solong as I am loyal, true, and crimeleſs, |, 
Would*ſt have nie reſcue thee from this 
Why yet thy Scandal were'not wip*t away, - 
But I in danger for the breach'of Law. | 
Thy greateſt help is quiet, gentle Nell: 
[ pray thee ſort thy Heart to Patience, 
Theſe few dayes\wonder will + aa dedricg 


- Emer a Her SR. 
Majeſties Parliament 
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Her. I ſummon your Grace to his 
Holden at Bury, the firſt of this next Month, ©; 

Gloſt. And my conſent nere ask'd hereih before 7 3 
This is cloſe dealing. Well; I will be there, L 
My Nell, 1 take my leave; and Maſter Shettff;. 
Let not her Penance exeecd the Kings' Commiſſion. 


Sher. An@t pleaſe your Grace,here my C&mmiſſion ſtays; 
And Sir John Stanly is appointed now, . 
To take her with him to the Iſle of Man. 

Gloſt. Muſt you, Sir John, protect my Lady here ?. © 

Stanly. So am I given tn charge, may*t pleaſe your Grate 

Gloft. Entreat her not the worſe, in that I pray 


You uſe her well: the World may laugh again, 41 
And 1 may live to do you kindneſs, if you do it her. 


£ X 


Ya Tear-ſtain*d Eyes, to ſee her Miſeries. 
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| And ſo, Sir Fohbn, Farewel. 
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Elias. What, Zone my Lord, and bid me not farewel. 

Gloſt. Witneſs my Tears, 1 cannot Ray to ſpeak. 

| — | [Exit Gloſter. 

Elian. Art thou gone too ? all comfort go with thee, 

For none abides with me: my Joy is Death; 

| Death, at whoſe Name I oft have been afcar'd, 

Becauſe 1 wiſt'd this World's Eternity. 

| Stanly1'prethee go,-and take me hence, 

I care not whither,.for I beg no Favour ; 

Onely convey me. where thou art commanded. 

Stan, Why Madam, that is to the Iſle of man, 

There to be . ug?d according to your State. 

1 Eban. Fhat's bad enough, for I am but Reproach : 

| And ſhall I then be usd reproachfully |? 

' Star. Like to.a Dutcheſs, and Duke Humfrey's Lady, 

According to that State you ſhall be usd. 

| Elan. Sheriff farewel, and better, than I, fare, 
Although thon halt been Conduct of my ſhame. 

| She. It is my Office, and Madam pardon me. 

Ekian, 1, I, farewel, thy Office is diſcharg'd : 

Come Startly, ſhall we go ? 

| Stan, Madam, your Penance done, 

'| Throw off this Sheet, | 

\| And go we to attire you for our Journey. 

| Ekan. My ſhame will not be ſbifted with my Sheet : 

'| No, it will. hang upon my richeſt Robes, 

And ſbew it ſelf, attire me how I can. 

Go, lead the way, 1 long to ſee my Priſon. 
Entey King, Queen, Cardinal, Suffolk, York, Buck- 

ingham, Salisbury, «nd Warwick, to the Parlrament . 
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King. I muſe my Lord of Gloſter is not come : 
'|*Tis not his Wont to be the: hindmoſt man, 
What ere 'occahon., keeps him from us now. 

ween, Can you not ſee ?. or will ye not obſerve 
The ſtrangneſs, of, his alter*d'\Countenance ? 
With what 4 Majeſty be bears himſelf, ... 
How inſolent of Jate he is become, __-; +. +, » 
How proud, how peremprory, and-unlike himſelfe .. 
We know the time, fince he was mild-and- affable, - 
-| And if we did but glance a far-off Look, 
*} Immediatly he. was: upon his Knee, . 
:| That all the Court admir*d him for-ſubmiſſion. - 
| But meet him now,q and-be it in the Morn, - 
| When every one will give the time of day, 
| He knits his Brow, and ſhews an angry Eye, 
| And paſſeth by with ſtiff unbowed Knee, 
| Diſdaining duty that, to us-begloags». 1 , L.:;:.» 
| Small Cyrs are not regarged when they grin, . | 
But Gfeat men.txremble- when- the Lyon roars, 
And Humfrey is no little man in England. | 
Firſt note, thaz;he is near you in deſcent, 
And Thould you, fall, he. is the-next-will mount. 
Me ſeemeth then, it is no. Policy, /- - reg] 
Reſpecting what.a' Rancorous mind he bears, 
And his Advantage following your Deceaſe, 
That he ſhould come about your Royal Perſon, 
Or be admitted to your. Highneſs: Councel. 
By Flattery hath he won the Commons Hearts : . 
And when he pleaſe to.make Commotion, ... 
"Tis: to be fear'd they all will follow him... :.: 
Now ?tis the Spring, and Weeds are ſhallow Rooted, 
Suffer them now, and they?ll o're-grow the Garden, 
And choak the Herbs for want of Husbandry, | 
'The-Reverent«care I bear unto my Lord, 
Made me collect theſe Dangers in the Duke. 
;If it be fond, call it a Womans Fear : 
' Which Fear, if better Reaſons can ſupplant, 
'T will ſubſcribe, and ſay I wrong'd the Duke. 
iMy Lord of S«ffolk,, Buckingham, and Tork, 
'Reprove my Allegation, if you can, 
Or elſe conclude my words effeCtual. 
Suff. Well heth your Highneſs ſeen into this Duke : | 
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And had 1 firſt been put to ſpeak my mind, 
I think 1 ſhould have told your Graces Tale, 
| The Dutcheſs, by his Subornation, 
Upon my Life began her Deviliſh PraCtices; 
Or if he were not privie to thoſe Faults, 
Yet by reputing of his high Deſcent, 
A3 next the King, he was ſucceſlive Heir, 
And ſuch high Vaunts of his Nobility, 
Did inſtigate the Bedlam brain-ſick Dutcheſs, 
By wicked means to frame our Soveraign's Fall, 
Smooth runs the Water where the Brook is deep, 
And in his ſimple ſhew he harbours Treaſon, 
The Fox barks not, when he would ſteal the Lamb, 
No, no, my Soveraign, Gloſter is a Man 
Unſounded yet, and full of deep Deceit, 
_. Card. Did he not, contrary to form of Lay, 
Deviſe ſtrange Dcaths, for ſmall Offences done ? 
York, And did he not, in his ProteCtorſhip, 
Levy great ſumms of Money through the Realm, 
For Souldiers pay in Frarce, and never ſent it ? 
By means whereof the Towns each day revolted. 
Buck,, Tut, theſe are petty faults to faults unknown, 
Which time will bring to light in ſmooth Duke Hurghre, 
King. My Lords at once: the care you have of yg, 
To mow down Thorns that would annoy our F 
Is worthy praiſe : but ſhall I ſpeak my conſcience, 
Our Kinſwan Gloſter is as innocent, 
From meaning Treaſon to our Royal Perſon, 
As is the ſucking Lamb, or harmleſs Dove : 
The Duke is Virtuous, Mild, and too well given: 
To dream on evil, or to work my downfal. 
Q«. Ah! what's more dangerous,than this fond affiance? 
Seems he a Dove ? his Feathers are but borrow, 
For. he is diſpoſed as the hateful Raven. 
[is he a Lamb? his Skin was ſurely lent him, 
For hes enclin'd as is the Ravenous Wolves. 
Who cannot ſteal a Shape that means Deceit ? 
Take heed, my Lord, the welfare of us all, 
Hangs on the cutting ſhort that Fraudful man. 
Emer Somerſet. 

Soni, All Health unto my Gracious Soveraign. - - 
Kino, Welcome Lord Somerſer :; What news from 
France ? 
Som, That all our intereſt in thoſe Territories, 
Is utterly bereft you : all is loſt. © þ 
L King. Cold News, Lord Somerſet ; but Gods will be 
one. | 
York, Cold News for me : for I had hope of France, 
As firmly. as I hope for Fertile England. 
Thus are my Bloſſoms blaſted in'the Bud, 
And Caterpillars eat my Leaves away. 


" | But I will remedy this gearc ere long, 


Or ſell my Title for a glorious Grave. 

1 Exter Gloceſter. 
Gloft. All happineſs unto my Lord the King : 
Pardon, my Liege, that I have ſtay*d {6 long. 
Suff. Nay, Gloſter, know. that thou art come too ſoon, 
Unleſs thou wer*t more Loyal than thou art : ma 
| do arreſt thee of High Treaſon here. - 
Gloſt.. Well Suffolk, yet thon ſhalt not ſee me 
Nor change my Countenance for this Arreſt - 
A heart unſpotred is not eaſily daunted. 
The pureſt Spring is not ſo free from mud, 
As I am clear from Treaſon to my Sovyeraign, 
Who can accuſe me ? wherein am I guilty ? 
York._.* Tis thought, my Lord, 
That you took Bribes of France, 
And being Protector ſtay*d the Souldiers pay, 
By means whereof his Highneſs hath loſt Frarce. 
Gloſt, Is it but thought ſo ? 
What are they that think it ? 
I never rob*d the Souldiers of their pay, 
Nor never had one penny Bribe from France. 


bluſh, 


So help me God, as I have watcht the Night, 
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Night by Night, in ſtudying good for England. 
That Doit that ere I wrelted from the King, 
Or any Groat I hoarded to my ule, 
Be brought againſt me at my Iryal day. 
No: Many a Pound of mine own Proper ſtore, 
Becauſe | would not tax the needy Commons, 
gave 1 disburſed to the Garriſons, 
And never askd for reſtitution. 
Card, It ſerves you well, my Lord, to ſay ſo much. 
Gloſt. 1 ſay no more than truth, ſo help me God. 
Tork, In your Protectorſhip, you did deviſe 
ctrange Tortures for Oftenders, never heard of, 
That England was defam*d by Tyranny. 
Gl, Why tis well known, that whilesI was Protettor, 
pitie was all the fault that was in me : 
For | ſhould melt at an Offendor's tears, 
And lowly words were Ranſom for their fault : 
Unle it were a bloody Murtherer,. 
Or foul felonious Thief, that fleed poor paſſengers, 
[ never gave them condign puniſhment. 
Murther indeed, that bloody fin, I tortur'd 
Above the Felon, or what T reſpaſs elſe. 
Sf. My Lord, theſe faults are eaſie, quickly anſwer'd : 
But mightier Crimes are lay*d unto your charge, 
| Whereof you cannot eaſily purge your ſelf. 
- [1doarreſt you in his Highneis Name, 
And here commit you to my Lord Cardinal 
To keep, until your further time of Tryal. 
King. My Lord of Gloceſter, *tis my ſpecial hope, 
That you will clear your ſelf from all ſuſpence, 
My Conſcience tells me you are innocent. 
Glf. Ah gracious Lord, theſe days are dangerous : 
Virtue is choak't with foul Ambition, 
And Charity chagd hence by Rancour*s hand ; 
Foul Subornation is predominant, . 
And Equitie exiPd your Highneſs Land. 
| know, their Complot is to have my Life : 
And if my death might make this Iſland happy, 
And prove the period of their Tyranny, _ 
L yould expend it with all willingneſs. 
But mine is made the Prologue to their Play : 
For thouſands more, that yet ſuſpect no peril, 
Will not conclude their plorted Tragedy. 
Beaxford's red ſparkling Eyes blab his heart's malice, 
And Sufols cloudy Brow his ſtormy hate ; 
Sharp Buckingham unburthens with his tongue 
The envious Load that lyes upon his heart : 
And dogged York, that reaches at the Moon, 
Whoſe over-weening Arm I have pluckt back, 
By falſe accuſe doth level at my Life. 
And you, my Soveraign Lady, with thereſt, 
Cauſeleſs have lay?d diſgraces on my head, 
And with your beſt endeavour have ſtirr*d up 
My liefeſt Liege to be mine Enemy : 
[, all of yon have lay?d your heads together, 
My ſelf had notice of your Conventicles, 
And all to make away my guiltleſs life. 
[ſhall not want falſe Witneſs, to condemn me, 
Nor ſtore of Treaſons, to augment my guilt : 
Theancient Proverb will be well effected, 
AStaff isquickly found to beat a Dog. 
Card, My Liege, his railing is intolerable. 
[f thoſe that care to keep your Royal Perſon 
From Treaſon's ſecret Knife, and Traytor's Rage, 
Bethus upbraided, chid, and rated at, 
And the Offender granted ſcope of ſpeech, 
"Twill make them cool in zeal untoyour Grace. 
ff. Hath he not twit our Soveraign Lady here 
With ignominious words, though Clarkly coucht ? 
As if ſhe had ſuborned ſome to ſwear 
Falſe allegations, to o'rethrow his ſtate. 
Queen. Bur 1 can can give the loſer leave to chide. 
Gloſt, Far truer ſpoke than meant : I loſe indeed, 
pelhrew the winners, for they play*d me falſe, 


_—— C—_— my 


And well ſuch Loſers may have leave to ſpeak. 
Buck.. He'll wreſt the ſenſe, and hold us here all day. 

Lord Cardinal, he is your Priſoner. 

Card. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him ſure. 

Gloſt. Ah, thus King Henry throws away his Crutch, 

Before his Legs be firm to bear his Body, 

Thus is the Skepherd beaten from thy fide, 

And Wolves are gnarling, who ſhall gnaw thee firſt, 

Ah that my fear were falſe, ah that it were 

For good King Henry, thy decay I fear. [Exit Gloceſter. 
King, My Lords, what to your Wiſdomes ſeemeth beſt 

Do, or undo, as if our ſelf were here. n 

Queen. What will your Highneſs leave the Parlia- 

| ment * 

King, 1 Margaret : my Heart is drownd with Grief, 

W hoſe Floud begins to flow within my Eyes; 

My Body round engirt with Miſery : 

For what's more miſerable than Diſcontent ? 

Ah Uncle #7umphrey, in thy ſad Face I ſee 


1 The Map of Honour, Truth, and Loyalty : 
1] And yet good Humphrey, is the hour to come, 


That ere I prov'd thee falſe, or fear'd thy Faith. 

W hat lowring Star now envyes thy eſtate ? 

That theſe great Lords, and Afargaret our Queen, 

Do ſeek ſubverſion of thy harmleſs Life. 

Thou never didſt them wrong, nor no man wrong : 

And as the Butcher takes away the Calf, 

And binds the Wretch, and beats it when it ſtrayes, 

Bearing it” to the bloody Slaughter-houſe z 

Even ſo remorſleſs have they born him hence : 

And-as the Dame runs lowing up and down, 

| Looking the way her harmeleſs young one went, 

And can do nought but wail her Darlings loſs ; 

Even ſo my ſelf bewails good Gloſter*s caſe, 

| With fad unhelpful Tears and with dimn'd Eyes; 

Look after him, and cannot do him good: 

{So mighty are his vowed Enemies. 

His Fortunes 1 will weep, and*twixt each groan, 

Say, whoſe a Traitor ? Gloſter he is none. 

Queen, Free Lords : 

Cold Snow melts with the Sun's hot Beams : 

Henry, my Lord, is cold in great Afﬀairs, 

| Too full of fooliſh pity : and Glofter*s ſhew 

Beguiles him, as the mournful Crocodile 

With ſorrow ſnares relenting Paſſengers ; 

Or as the Snake, roPd in a flowring Bank, 

Wirth ſhining checker'd Slough doth ſting a Child, 

Thar for the beauty thinks it excellent. | 

Believe me Lords, were none more wiſe than I, 

And yet herein I judge my own Wit good, 

This Gloſter ſhould be quickly rid the World, 

To rid us from the fear we have of him. 

Card. That he ſhould dy, is worthy policy, 

But yet we want a Coleur for his death : 

Tis meet he be condemn?d by courſe of Law. 

S»ff. But in my mind, that were no policie : 

The King will labour ſtill to: fave his Life, 

The Commons haply riſe to ſave his Life ; 

And yet we have bur trivial Argument, 

More than miſtruſt, that ſhews him worthy death. 
Tork. So that by this, you would not have him dye, 
Sf. Ah Tork, no man alive, ſo fain as I. 

York. ?Tis York that hath more reaſon for his death. 
But my Lord Cgrdinal, and you my Lord of Suffolk, 
Say as you think, ard ſpeak it from your Souls - 
Wert not all one, an empty Eagle were ſet 
To guard the Chick from a hungry Kite, 

As place Duke Humphrey for the Kings ProteCtor ? 


[Exit 


Sff. Madam, ?tis true, and wer*t not madneſs then, 
To make the Fox Surveyor of the Fold ? 
Who being accugd a crafry Murtherer, 
His Guilt ſhould be but idly poſted over, 
| Becauſe his purpoſe is not executed. 


No 


_— 


ct _—_ 
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Queer. So the poor Chicken ſhould be ſure of death. | 


_ — 
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Quten. Thrice noble Suffolk, ?tis reſolutely ſpoke. 
Suff. Not reſolute, except ſo much were done, 
For things are often ſpoke, and ſeldom meant; 

But that my Heart accordeth with my Tongue, 

Seeing the deed is meritorious, 

And to preſerve my Soveraign from his Foe, 

Say but the word, and 1 will be his Prieſt, 

Card. But I would have him dead, my Lord of Swffolk, 
E*re you can take due Orders for a Prieſt : 

Say you conſent, and cenſure well the deed, 

And Il: provide his Executioner, 

I tender 1o the ſafety of my Liege. , 

Suff. Here is my hand, the deed is worthy doing. 
Queen. And ſo ſay I. 

York, And I : and now wetkree have ſpoke it, 
[tskils not greatly who impugnes our doum. 

Enter a Poſt. : 

- Poſt. Great Lords, from Ireland am I come amaln, 
To fignifie, that Rebels there are up, 

And put the Engliſhmen unto the Sword ; : 

Send Succours (Lords) and ſtop the Rage betime, 
Before the Wound do grow incurable ; 

For being green, there is great hope of help. 

Card. A Breach that craves a quick expedient ſtop. 
What Counſel give you in this weighty Cauſe ? 

York, That Somerſet be ſent a Regent thither : 

'Tis meet the lucky Ruler be imploy*d, 

Witneſs the Fortune he hath had in France. 

Som, If York,, with all his far-fet Policy, 

Had been the Regent there, inſtead of me, 

He never would have ſtay*d in France ſo long. 

York, No, not to loſe it all, as thou haſt done. 


[I rather would have loſt my Life betimes, 


Than bring a burthen of Diſhonour home, 

By ſtaying there ſo long, *rill all were loſt. 

Shew me one Skar charaCter*d on thy Skin. 

Men's Fleſh preſerv*d ſo whole, do ſeldom win. ; 
Queen. Way then, this ſpark will prove a raging Fire, 
If Wind and Fuel be brought, to feed it with : 

No more, good Yorks ſweet Somerſet be till. 

Thy Fortune, York, - hadſt thou been Regent there, 


| Might haply have prov'd far worſe than his. 


York, What, worſe than naught ? nay, then a ſhame 
take all. 
Somer. And in the number, thee, that wiſheſt ſharre. 
Card. My Lord of York, try what your Fortune 1s, 
TH uncivil Kerns of Ireland are in Arms, 
And temper Clay with Blood of Engl:ſh-mer. 
To Irelazd will you lead a Band of men, 
Collected choicely, from each Country ſome, 
And try your hap againſt the [riſh-men ? 
York, I will, my Lord, ſo pleaſe his Majeſty. 
Suff. Why, our Authority is his Conſent, 
| And what we do Eſtabliſh he Confirms ; 
Then, Noble York, take thou this task jp hand. 
York. I am content : Provide meSouldiers, Lords. 
Whiles I take Order for mine ownAfﬀairs. 
Suff. A charge, Lord York, that 1 will ſee perfornvd. 
But now return we to the falſe Duke Humphrey. 
Card, No inore of him: for I willdeal with him, 
That henceforth he ſhall trouble us no more : 
And ſo break off,, the day is almoſt ſpent, 
Lord S»ffolk., you and I muſt talk of that event. 
York, My Lord of S»ffo{k,, within fourteen days. 
At Briſtow 1 expect my Souldiers, 


For there Vle ſhip them all for Ireland. © + Mao 

Suff. Ple ſee it truly done, my Lord of York, T[x,,,.. 
Ana Yor! | 

York. Now York, or never, ſteel thy fearful ny rk, 

And change miſ-doubt to Reſolution wm 

Be that thou hop?lt to be, or what thou art 

R@ſign to death, it is not worth th? enjoying : 

Let pale-fac*d Fear keep with the mean-burn man 

And find no harbour in a Royal Heart. ; 

Faſter thanSpring-time ſhowers,comes thought on thoy bt 

And not a thought, but thinks on Dignity. 4 

My Brain, more buſie than the labouring Spider, 

Weaves tedious Snares to trap mine Enemies. 

Well Nobles, well : ?tis politickly done, 

To tend me packing with an Hoſt of Men : 

I fear me, you but warm the ſtarved Snake, 

Who cheriſh'd in your Breaſts, will ſting your Hearts 

"Twas Men I lack*d, and you will givethem me; * 

| take it kindly : yet be well aſſur*d, | 

You put ſharp Weapons in a Mad-man's hands. 

W hileſt I in /reland nouriſh a mighty Band, 

[ will ſtir up in England ſome black Storm, 

Shak blow ten thouſand Souls to Heaven or Hell: 

And this fell Tempeſt ſhall not ceaſe to rage, 

Until the Golden Circuit on my Head 

Like to the glorious Sun's tranſparent Beams, 

Do calm the Fury of this mad-bred Flaw. 

And for a Miniſter of my intent, 

| [ have ſedue@d a head-ſtrong Kentzsþh-man, 

John Cade of Aſhford 

To make Commotion, as full well he can, 

Under the Title of John Mortimer, 

In /relard havel ſen this ſtubborn Cade 

Oppoſe himſelf againit a Troop of Kerns, 

Ard fought ſo long, till that his Thighs with Darts 

Were almoſt like a ſharp-quiPd Porpentine ; 

And in the end being reicued, I have ſeen 

Him caper upright, like a wild Moriſco, 

Shaking the bloody Darts, as he his Bells, 

Full often, like a ſhag-hair*d crafty Kern, 

Hath he converſed with the Enemy, 

And undiſcover*d come to me again, 

And give me notice of their Villanics. 

This Devil here ſhall be my ſubſtitute, 

For that Fohn Mortimer, which is now dead, 

In Face, in Gate, in Speech he doth reſemble. 

By this, I ſhall perceive the Commons mind, 

How they affect the Houſe and Claim of York, 

Say he be taken, rack*d and tortured ; 

[ know, no pain they can inflict upon him, 

Will make him ſay, I moy*d him to thoſe Arms. 

Say that he thrive, as *tis great like he will, 

Why then from Jreland comel with my ſtrength, 

And reap the Harveſt which that Raſcal ſow?d, 

For /{«mphrey being dead, as he ſhall be, 

And Henry pur a-part - the next for me. 


[Extt. 


Enter 1:0 7 three running over the Stage, from the Murther 0f 
Drke Humphrey, 


1, Run to my Lord of Suffolk; let him know 
We have diſpatch'd the Duke, as he commanded. 
2, Oh, that it were to do; what have we done ? 
Did'[t ever hear a Man ſo pcnitent? [ Enter Suffolk, 
1, Here comes my Lord, 
Sf. Now, Sirs, have you diſpatcht this thing ? 
1. I, my gcod Lord, hCsdead. 
Sf. Why that's well ſaid. Go, get you to my Houſe 
I will reward ycu for this venturons deed : 
The King and all the Peers are here at hand. 
Have you laid fair the Bed ? and are all things wel), 
According as I gave directions ? 
1.*Tis, my gocd Lord. 


Ex iu, 
l Enter 


—_ — 


| Swfj. Away, be gone. 


———— 
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"Enter the Kinz, the Queen, Cardinal, Suffolk, 
Somerſet wiuh Arrendants, 
Kino, Go call ouc Uncle to our preſence ſtraight : 
we intend to try his Grace to day, 
if he be guilty, 25 ?ris publiſhed. | 
Soff. Ile call him preſently, my Noble Lord. [Exit 
Kino. Lords take your places; and I pray you all 
proceed no ſtraiter ?gainſt our Uncle G! ſer, : 
Than from true evidence of good eſteem, 
He be approv'd in prattice culpable. 
veen, God forbid any malice ſhould preyail, 
That faultleſs may condemn a Noble man : 
Pray God he may acquit him of ſuſpicion. 
King, 1 thank thee Nell, thele words content me 
_ Enter Suffolk. 
How now ? why look*ſt thou pale ? why trembleſt thou ? 
Where is our Uncle ? what's the matter, Sffo/k,? 
Suff. Dead in his bed, my Lord, Gloſter is dead. 
ween. Marry God fortend, 
Card. Gods ſecret Judgment : I did dream to night, 
The Duke was dumb, and could not ſpeake a word. 
King SToons, 
Queen, How fares my Lord ? Help Lords, the King is 
dead. 
Som. Rear up his Body, wring him by the Noſe. 


Sf. He doth revive again, Madam be patient. 
King. Oh Heavenly God ! 
Gen. How fares my gracious Lord ? 


King. W hat, doth my Lord of Sfolk comfort me ? 
Came he right now to ſing a Raven's Note, 

Whoſe diſmal tune bereft my Vital powers : 

And thinks he, that the chirping of a Wren, 

By crying Comfort from a hollow Breaſt, 

Can chaſe away the firſt conceived ſound ? 

Hide not thy poyſon with ſuch ſagred words, 

Lay not tny Hands on me : forbear I ſay, 

Their touch ziTrights me as a Serpent's ſting. 
Thou baleiul Mzſlenger, out of my Sight : 

Upon thy E-:-balls murderous Tyranny 

Sits in grim Majcſty, to fright the World. 

Look not upon me, for thine Eyes are wounding 3 
Yet do not go away ; come Balilisk, 

Ard kill the innocert  Gazer with thy ſight: 

For in the ſhade of death, I ſhall find joy ; 

In life, but double death, now Gloſter?s dead. 

Queen, Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolk thus ? 
Although the Duke was Enemy. to him, | 
Yet he moſt Chriſtian-like laments his dcath ; 

And for my ſelt, Foe as he was to me, 

Might liquid Tears, or heart-offtending Groans, 

Or blood-conſuming Sighs recal his lite ; 

| would be blind with wecping, ſick with Groans 
Look pale as Prim-roſe, with blood-drinking Sighs, 
And all to have the Noble Duke alive. 


What know I how the world'may deem of me ? 

For it is known we were but hollow Friends: 

It way be judg*d I made the Duke away, 

So ſhall my name with Slander*s tongue be wounded, 


{And Princes Courts be filPd with reproach : 


This get I by his death: Aye me unhapppy, 
To be a Queen, and Crowd with infamy. 
King. Ah woe is me for Gloſter wretched man. 
Qucen, Be woe for me, more wretched than he 1s. 
What, Do'ſt thou turn away and hide thy face ? 
| am no loathſome Leper, look on me. 
What ? art thou like the Adder waxen deaf? 
Be poyſonous too, and kill thy forlorn Queen. 
Is all thy comfort ſhurt in Gloſter”s Tombe ? 
Why then Dame Eljanor was ne're thy joy. 
Ereft his Statue, and worſhip it, 


And make my image but an Ale-houſe ſign. 


ro 
8 


ween, Run, go, help,help : Oh Henry ope thine Eyes. 


Su#. Comfort my Soveraign,, gracious Henry comfort. 


MCA, 
— 


Was | for this nigh wrackt upon the Sea, 

And twice by aukward wind from England"s bank 
Drove back again unto my Native Clime. 

What boaded this ? but well fore-warning winJ 

Dig ſcem to ſay, ſeek not a Scorpion's Neſt, 

Nor ſet no footing on this unkind ſhoar, 

What did I then ? but curſt the gentle guſts, 

And he that loos?d them from their Brazen Caves, 
And bid them blow towards England's bleſſed ſhoar, 
Or turn our Stern upon a dreadful Rock : 

Yet <Aolus would not be a Murtherer, 

But left thar hateful Office unto thee. 

The pretty vaulting Sea refus'd to drown me, 
Knowing that thou would'ſthave me drown'd on ſhoar 
With tears as falt as fea, through thy unkindnefs. 
The ſplitting Rocks cowr'd in the ſinking ſands, 
And would not daſh me with their ragged ſides, 
Becauſe thy flinty heart more hard thaa they, 

Vight in thy Palace periſh Ekanor : 

As far as I could ken thy Chalky Cliffs, 


orm 

And whea the dusky sky began to rob 

My earneſt-gaping-ſight of the Land's view, 

| took a coſtly Jewel from my neck, 

A Heart ic was bound in with Diamonds, 

And threw it towards thy Land : the Seareceiy'd it, 
And fo I wiſt'd thy body might my Heart : 

And even with this I loſt fair England's view, 

And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart, 

And calPd them blind and dosky Spectacles, 

For loſing ken of Albion's wiſhed Coaſt. 

How often haye I tempted Suffolk*s tongue 

(The agent of thy foul inconſtancy) 

To ſit and watch me, as Aſcanins did, 

When he to madding Dido wonld unfold 

His Father's Acts, commenc'd in burning Troy, 

Am l not witchrt like her ? or thou not falſe like him ? 
Aye me, I can no more: Dye Elzanor , 

For Henry weeps, that thou doſt live ſo long, 


Noiſe within, Entr Warwick, and many Commons. 


Warw. It is reported, mighty Soveraign, * 
That good Duke Aumphrey Traiterouſly is murthered 
By Suffolk, and the Cardinal Beauford*s means : . 
The Commons like an angry hive of Bees 
That want their Leader, ſcatter up and down, 
And care not who they ſting in his revenge. 
My felf have calord their ſpleenful mutiny, 
Untill they hear the order of his dcath. 


Bat how he dyed, God knows, not #enry : 
Enter his Chamber, view his breathleſs 
And comment then upon his ſudden death. 

Warw. That ſhall, I do, my Liege: Stay Salizbury 
With the rude —_— Na I return. 

King. O thou that judgelt all things,ſtay my thoughts: 
My thoughts, that labour to perſuace my foul, 
Some violent hands were laid on Humphrey's life: 
if my ſuſpect be falſe, forgive me God, 

For judgment only doth belong to thee : 
Fain would I goe to chafe his paly lips: ' 
With twenty thouſand kiſles, and to drain 
Upon his face an Ocean of ſalt Tears, 
To tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk, 
| And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling : 
But all in vain are theſe mean Obſequies. 

Bed put forth. 
And to ſurvey his dead ia earthly Inge 2 
What were it but to make my ſorrow greater ? 


King. That is to ſee how deep my grave is made, 


For with his ſoul fled ail my wordly ſolace 5 
oO9 


When from thy ſhoar, the Tempeſt beat us back, 
[| ſtood upon the Hatches in the 


| 


King.” That he js dead, good Warwick, *tis too true, 
| 


Warw. Come hither gracious Soveraign, view this body. 


For| 


— 


__ — 
” 
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For jecing him, 1 ſez my Life is Death. 
War. As ſurely as my Soul intends to live 
Wirth that dread King that took our ſtate upon him, 
To tree us from hts Fathers wrathful curſe, 
I do b<lieve that violent Hands were laid 
Upon tie life of tis thrice-famed Dnke, 
Snff. A dreadiul Oath, ſworn with a folemn Tongue : 
Whar 1altance gives Lord IWarwick for his Vow ? 
War. Sce how thz Blocd 1s fſcttlcd in his Face. 
Ofr have 1 ſeen a timely-parted Gholt, 
Ot aſhy ſemblance, meager, pale, and bloodleſs, 
Being all deſcended to the leabouring Heart, 
'Who in the Conflict that it holds with death, 
Attratts the ſame for aidanre *gainit the Enemy, 
Which with the Hzart there cools, and nere returneth 
To bluſh and heantity the Cheek again. 
But ſee, his Face is black, and full of Blood: 
His Eye-bails furthcr our, than when he lived, 
Staring fr!] galtly, like a ſtrangled Man : 
lis Hair up. rear'd, his Noltrils fretcht with ſtrugling : 
His Hands abroad diſplay*d, as one that graſpt 
And tug2'd for Lite, and was by [trength ſubdued. 
Look on the Sheets, his Hair (you ſce) 15 ſticking, 
His well-proportion'd Bcard, made ruftand rugg'd, 
Like to the Summer's Corn by Tempelt lodged : 
it cannot be but he was murdered here, * 
The leaſt of ail theſe ſigns were probable. 
Suff. Why Warwick, who ſhould do the Duke to death ? 
| My iclf ad Beayford had him in proteCtion, 
And we, 1 bope, Sir, are no Murthcrers. 
War. But both of you have vow*d Doke Humphrey's death. 
And you (forſootin) had the gocd Duke to keep : 
Tis like you wonld not feaſt him like a Friend, 
Andtis vell ſeen, he found an Enemy. 
Queen, Then you belike ſuſpect theſe Noble-men, 
As guilty of Duke Humphrey's timeleſs death. 
War. Who finds the Heiter dead, and bleeding freſh, 
__ ſees falt-by, a Butcher with an Ax, 
\ Bur will ſuſpect, ?cwas he that made the ſNlaughter 7 
W ho finds the Partridge in the Puttocks Nelt, 
But may imagine, how the Bird was dead, 
Although the Kite ſoar with unbloodied Beak ? 
Even ſo ſ{ſ{pitious is this Tragedy. 
;Q1.: Are you the Butcher, Suffolk? where's your Knite ? 
Is B:aufird ternyd a Kite? where are his Tallons ? 
Suff. 1 wear no Knife, to ſlaughter ſleeping men, 
But heres a ?vengful Sword, rultcd with eaſe, 
That ſhall be ſcoured in his rancorous Heart, 
' That ſlanders me with Murther*s Crimſon Badge. 
Say, if thou dar#ſt, proud Lord of Warwicksre, 
That 1 am faulty in Duke Humphrey's death. 
'Wzr. What dares not Warwick, if falſe Sik dare him? 
' 2meer, He dare not calm his contumelious Spirit, 
Nor ceaſe to be an arrogant Controller, 
Tha Suffolk dare him twenty thouſand times. 
, Wear, Madam be ſtill: with reverence may I fay, 
For -cyery. word. you {peak in his behalf, 
Is launder to your Royal Dignity. 
$f. Blunt-witted Lord, 1gnoble in demeanor, 
If ever Lady wrong'd her Lord ſo much, 
Thy Mother took into her blameful Bed, 
Some ſtern untutor®d Churl ; and Noble Stock 
| Was graft with Crab-tree ſlip, whoſe Fruit thou art, 
, And never of the New!s Noble Race. 
War. But that the guilt of Murther bucklers thee, 
And I ſhould rob the Deaths-man of his Fee, 
| Quitting thee thereby of ten thouſand ſhames, 
And that my Soveraigns preſence makes me mild, 
i wonld, falie murd*rous Coward, on thy Knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy paſled ſpeech, 
\nd fay, it was thy Mother that thou meant?ſt. 
| Fhat thou thy ſelf waſt bora in Baſtardy , 
And after all this tearful Homage done, 
ke ive thee thy hire, and fend thy Soul to Hell, 


— 
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Pernicions Blood-ſucker of ſleeping Men. 
$://. Thou ſhalt be waking, while I ſhed thy Blocg, 


[f from this preſence thou dar'lt go with me. 

War. Away even now, or 1 will drag thee hence, 
Unworthy though thou art, Vle cope with thee, 
And do ſome ſervice to Duke Humphrey's Gholt. [Excunt, 


Thrice is-he arnd, that hath his Quarrel juſt; 

And he bur naked, though lockt up in Steel, 

W hoſe Conſcience with injuſtice 1s corrupted. 
A neiſe within, 

Oneen, What noiſe is this ? 


Enter Suffolk and Warwick, with their weapcns drany, 


Kino, Why how now Lords ? 
Your wrathful Weapons drawn, 
Kere in our preſence ? Dare you be ſo bold ? 
Why, what tumultuous clamor have we here ? 

Sj. The trayVrous Warwick with the Men of Bury, 
Set all upun me, mighty Soveralgn. 

Enter Salisbury, 

Salts. Sirs, ſtand apart, the King ſhall know your ming. 
Dread Lord, the Commons fer. d ycu word by me, 
Unleſs Lord S»ffolk ſtraight be done to death, 

Or banithed-fair Englaxas Territories, 

They will by violence tear him from your Palace, 
And torture him with grievous lingring death. 
They ſay, by him the good Duke Zumphrey dy'd: 
They ſay, in him they tear your Highneſs death; 
And mcre inſtinct of Love and Loyalty, 

Free from a {tubborn oppolite intent, 

As being thought to contradict your liking, 
Makes them thus forward in his Baniſhmenr. 
They ſay, in care of your moſt Royal Perſon, 
Thar if your Highneſs ſhould intend to ſleep, 
And charge that no Man ſhould diſturb your reſt, 
| In pain of your dillike, or pain of death; 

Yet notwithſtanding ſuch a ſtrange Edit, 
Where there is a Serpent ſeen with forked Tongue, 
That flyly glided towards your Majeſty, 

[t were but neceſlary you were wak't: 

Leſt being ſuffer*d in that harmleſs ſlumber, 

The mortal Worm might make the lleep Eternal, 
Ard therefore do they cry, though you forbid, 
That they will guard you whe're you will, or no, 
From ſuch fell Serpents as falſe Suffelkis 

With whoſe invenomed and fatal ſting, 

Your loving Uncle, twenty times his worth, 
They ſay is [hamefully bcrett of life. 

Commons within, An Anſwer frem the King, my Lord 
of Salisbury. | 

Sff. ?Tis like the Commons, rude urpoliſht hinds, 
Could ſend ſuch Meſlage to their Soveraign : 

But you, my Lord, were glad to be employ'd, 
To ſhew how queint an Orator you are. 

But all the honour Sal;:bypy hath won, 

[s, that he was the Lord Embaſlador 

Sent from a fort of Tinkers to the King. 

Within, An Anſwer from the King, or we will all 
break in. 

King. Go Salibary, and tell them 2ll trom me, 

| thank them for their tender loving care ; 

And had I not been cited ſo by them, 

Yet did I purpoſe as they do intrear : 

For ſure my thoughts do hourly propheſie 
Miſchance unto my State by S»ffolk*s means. 

Aad therefore by his Majelty I ſwear, 


Kino, What ſtronger Breaſt-plate than a Heart untainted? 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
| 


W hoſe far-unworthy Deputy I am, 

He ſhall not breed infection in this Air, 

But three days longer, onthe pain of death. 

Queen, Oh Henry, let me plead for gentle S»ffotk. 
Kino. Ungentle Queen, to call him gentle Sf/okk. 


No more, [ ſay : if thou do'lt plead for him, 
Thou' 
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Thou wilt but add increaſe unto my Wrath. 
Had 1 but ſaid, I would have kept my word ; 
But when I ſwear It is irrevocable : 
if after three days ſpace thou here beſt found, 
On any ground that I am Ruler of, 
The World ſhall not be Ranſome tor thy Life, 
Come Warwick, come good Warwick, , go with me, 
[ have great matters to 1mparrt to thee, : [ Exit, 
Queen. Miſchance and Sorroiv 20 along with you, 
Hearts Diſcontent, and ſower All:iction, 
Be Play-fellows to keep you company : 
There's two of you, the Devil made a third, 
And three-fold Vengeance tend upon your ſteps, 
Suff. Ceaſe, gentle Queen, thele Execratious, 
And let thy S»folk take his heavy l:ave. 
Queen, Fie Coward woman, end fott-hearted wretch, 
Haſt thou not Spirit to Curſe thine Enemy ? 
Suff. A Plague upon them: wheretore ſhould 1 Curſe 
them ? 
Would Curſes kill, as doth the Mandrakes groan, 
| would invent as bitter ſearching terms, 
Ascurſt, as harſh, and horrible to hear, 
Deliver'd ſtrongly through my fixed Teeth, 
With full as many fignes of deadly tate, 
As lean-fac?d Envy 1n her loathſome Cave. 
My Tongue ſhould ſtumble in mine earneſt words, 
Mine Eyes ſhould sparkle like the beaten Flint, 
Mine Hair be fixt an end, as one diſtract : 
[, every Joynt ſhould ſeem to Curſe and Ban, 
And even now my burthen*d heart would break, 
Should I not Curſe them. Poiſon be their Drink, 
Gall, worſe than Gall, the daintieſt that they taite; 
Their ſweeteſt ſhade, a Grove of Cypreſs Trees : 
Their chiefeſt Proſpect, murd”ring Baſilisks : 
Their ſofteſt Touch, as ſmart as Lizards ſtings: 
Their Muſick, frightful as the Serpents his, 
And boading Screech-Owls, make the Conſort full. 
All the foul Terrors in dark-ſcated Hell | 
Queen, Enough ſweet Sffolk,, thou tormentſt thy ſelf, 
And theſe dread Curſes like the Sun *gainſt Glaſs, 
Or like an overcharg*d Gun, recoll, 
Ard turns the force of them upon thy ſelf. 
£:. You bade me ban, and will you bid me leave ? 
Now by the ground that I am baniſl'd from, 
Well could 1 Curſe away a Winters Night, 
Though itanding naked on a Mountain top, 
Where biting Cold would never let Grals grow, 
And think it but a minute ſpent in ſport, 
Oucen, Oh, let me intreat thee ceaſe,give methy hand, 
That I may dew it with my mournful Tears ; 
Nor let the Rain of Heaven wet this pace, 
To waſh away my woful Monuments. 
Oh, could this kiſs be printed in thy Hand, 
That thou might?ſt think upon theſe by the Seal, 
Through whom a thouſand ſighs are breath'd for thee, 
So get thee gone, that 1 may know my grict, 
Tis but furmiz?d whiPſt thou art ſtanding by, 
Asone that Surfeits, thinking on a want : 
| will repeal thee, or be well aſlur*d, 
Adventure to be baniſhed my ſelf: 
And baniſhed I am, if but from thee. 
Go, ſpeak not to me ; even now be gone, 
Oh go not yet. Even thus, two Friends Condemn'd 
Embrace, and kiſs, and take ten thouſand leaves, 
Loather a hundred times to part than dye ; 
Yet now farewel, and farewel Life with thee. 
Suff. Thus is poor S»ffolk ten times baniſhed, 
Once by the King, and three times thrice by thee. 
Tis not the Land l care for, wer*t thou hence, 
A Wilderneſs is populous enough, 
S0 Suffolk, had thy heavenly Company, 
For where thou art, there is the World it ſelf, 
ith every ſeveral Pleaſure in the World : 
And where thou art not, Deſolation. 


— 
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| can no more: Live thou to joy thy Life ; 
My telt no Joy ia ought, but that thou liy ſt. 
Enicr Vaux. 
Oneer, Whither goes YVaux ſo faſt ? what N 
prithee ? , Ws I 
Faux, Tolignitie unto his Majeſty, 
That Cardinal bSearford is at the point of death : 
For ſuddenly a grievous licknels rook him, 
That makes him gaſp, and ſtare, and catch the «> 
Blaipneming God, aiid Curling Men on Earth, 
S2metimes he talks, as if Duke Aunplireys Ghyt 
Were by his fide : ſometimes he calls the Kung, 
And whiſpers to his Pillow, as to him, 
The ſecrets of his over-charged Soul, 
AndlI am ſent totell kis Majetty, 
That even now he cries aloud for him. | 
Qeen, Go tell this heavy V-age to the King.” [ Exit 
Ay me! What is this World ? Wit news are theſe ? 
But whereforegrieve | at an hours poor loſs, 
Omirtting Sxfolk's Exile, my SouPs Treaſur. ? 
Why only Sufolz, moura 1 not tor thee ? 
And with the Southern ciov4s, contend in tears > 
[heirs for the Earths increate ; mine for my Sorrows. 
Now get thee heiice, the King thou knowl is coming, 
It thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 
Sf. If 1 depart from tice, I cannot live, 
And ia thy fight to dye, what were it elſe, 
But like a pleaſant flumber in thy lap? 
Here couldI breathe my ſoul into the Air, 
As mild and gentle, as the Cradle-babe, 
Dying with Mother's Dug between its lips. 
\\ here from-thy ſight, I ſhould be raging mad : 
And cry out for thee ro cloſe up mine Eyes : 
To have thee with thy Lips to {top my Mouth : 
So ſhould*ſt either turn my flying Soul, 
Or I ſhould breathe ir ſo into thy Body, 
And then it lives in ſweet Elyſum, 
To dye by thee, were bur to dye in jeſt, 
From thee to dye, were torture more than death : 
Oh lcrt me ſtay, befal what may befal. | 
Owen. Away : though parting bea fretful Corrofive 
[rt is applycd toa deathful wound. ; 
To France ({weet Suffolk : Let me hear from thee : 
For whereſoever thou art in this V Vorld*s Globe, 
Ple have an 1ris that ſhall hind thee out. 
Sff. I go. 
Cucen. Ard take my heart with thee. 
Suff. A Jewel lockd into the wofuPſt Cask, 
That ever did contain athing of worth, 
Even as a ſplitted Bark, fo ſunder we ; 
This way fallI to death. 
Queen. This way for me. 


- 


FExeunt. 


Enter the Kino, Salisbury, ard V Varwick, to the Cardinal 
in Bed. 


King. How fares my Lord ? Speak Beanford to thy 
Soveraign. 
Car.lf thou beeſt Death.1le give thee Englands Treafure, 
Enough to purchaſe ſuch another Iſland, 
So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain. 
King. Ah, whata ſign It is of Evil Lifey 
V Vhere Deatlys approach is ſeen ſo terrible. 
War. Beauford, itis thy Soveraign ſpeaks to thee. 
Beau, Bring me unto my Tryal when you will. 
Dy*d he not in his Bed ? Where ſhould he dye ? 
Canl make Men live where they will no ? 
Oh torture me no more, I will confeſs. 
Alive again ? Then ſhew me where he ts: 
"le give a thouſand pound to look upon him, 
He hath no Eyes, the Duſt hath blinded them : 
Combe down his hair 3 look, look, it ſtands upright, 
Like Lime-twigs ſet to catch my winged Soul : 
Give me ſome drink, and bid the Apothecary 
Oo 2 


Bring 
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Bring the ſtrong poyſon that | bought of him. 
King. O thou eternal Mover ot the Heavens, 
Look with a gentle Eye upon this Wretch, 

Oh beat away the buſie medling Fiend, 

Thar lays ſtrong Siege unto this Wretch*s Soul, 
And from his Boſom purge this black deſpair. — _ 
War. See how the pangs of death do make him grin. 
Sal. Diſturb him nor, let him paſs peaceably. 
King. Peace to his Soul, if Gods good pleaiure be. 
Lord Cardnal, if thou think*ſt on Heavensblils, 
Hold up thy Hand, make ſignal of thy hope. _ 

He dies, and makes no Sign : Oh God forgive him. 

| War. Sobada Death argues a nior;ſtrous Lafe. 
King. Forbear to judge, for we are lingers all. 
Cloſe up his Eyes, and draw the Curtain cloſe, 
Andlet us all to Meditation. 


[ Exeurt. 


Alarum, F T4 at Sea, Ordnance goes off. 


Enter Lieutenant, Suffolk, and others. 


Lieu. The gaudy blabbing and remorſeful day, 
Is crept into the boſom of the Sea : 
And now loud howling Wolves arouſe the Jades 
Thar drag the Tragick melancholy right : 
W ho with their drowſie, ſlow, and flagging wings 
Clcap dead mens Graves; and from their milty Jaws, 
Breath foul contagious darkneſs in the Air : 
Therefore bring forth Souldicrs of our prize, 
For whiPſt our Pianace Anchors in the Downs, 
Here ſhall they make their Ranſom on the Sand, 
Or with their Blood ſtain this diſcoloured ſhore. 
Maſter, this Priſoner freely give I thee. 
{ And thou that art his Mate, make Boot of this : 
The other Walter Whitmore 1s thy ſhare. 
1. Gent, What is my Ranſom, Maſter, let me know, 
Ma. A thouſand Crowns, or clſc lay down your Head. 
Mate. And ſo much ſhall you give, or oft goes yours, 
Lieu, What think you much to pay 20co Crowns, 
And bear the name and port of Gentlemen ? 
Cut both the Villains Throats, for dye you ſhall : 
The lives of thoſe which we have loſt in fight, | 
Be counter-pois'd with ſuch a petty Sum. 
1, Gent, Ple give it, Sir, and therefore ſpare my life. 
2. Gent, And ſo will I, and write home for it ſtraight. 
Whitm. I loſt mine Eye in laying tae prize aboard, 
And therefore to revenge it, ſhalt thou die, 
And ſo ſhould theſe, it I might have my Wall. 
| Lieu, Benot ſo raſh, take Ranſom, let him live, 
Suff. Look on my George, I am a Gentleman, 
| Rate me at what thou wilt, thou ſhalt be paid. 
| Whi,/And foam 1: my name is Walter Whitmore, 
| How now ? why ſtarPſt thou ? what doth death affright ? 
Suff. Thy name aftrights me, in whoſe ſound is Death : 
A Cunning-man did calculate my Birth, 
And told me, that by Water I ſhould die : 
Yet let not this make thee be Bloody-minded, 
Thy name is Gzalr:er, being rightly ſounded. 
Whit, Gualtier or Walter, which it is 1 care not, 
Never yct did baſe diſhonour blur our name, 
But with our Sword we wip'd away the blot. 
Thereſore, when Merchant-like I ſel] revenge, 
Broke be my Sword, my Arms torn and dcfac*d, 
And I proclaim'd a Coward through the World. 
Suff. Stay Whitmore, for thy Priſoner is a Prince, 
The Duke of Sufolk,, William de la Pole, 
Whit, The Duke of Sffolk,, muffi.d up in Rags? 
S$«ff. 1, but theſe rags are no part of the Duke. 
Lieu. But Fove was never {lain as thou ſhalt be, 
Obſcure and lowſie Swain, King Henry's Blood. 
S«ff. The Honourable Blood of Lancaſter 
Muſt not be ſhed by ſuch a jaded Groom : 
Haſt thou not kiſt thy Hand, and held my Stirrop ? 
Bare-headed plodded by my Foot-cloth Mule, 
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And thought thee happy when I ſhook my t-cad. 

How often haſt thou waited at my Cup, 

Fed from my Trencher, kneePd Cown at the Board 

W hen I have fealtcd with Qucen PMArgarer ? | 

Remember it, and let it make thee Crejt-faln 

|, and allay this thy abortive Price : ; 

How in our voiding Lobby haſt thou Rcod 

And duly waited for my coming forth ? * 

This Hand of thine bath writ in thy bchalf 

And therefore ſhall it charm thy riotous Tongue. 
I hit. Speak Captain, ſhall 1 ſtab the forlorn Swair 
Lieu, Firit let my words ſtab him, as he hath me = 
Sj. Baſe Slave, thy words are blunt, and fo art tho 
Licu, Convey him hence, and cn our Long-boars de 

I 


Strike off his Head. Suff . T hou dar'lt | 
Liew, Pcole, Sir Peale? Lord? A 
I kennel, puddle, fink, whoſe filth and dirt 
Troubles the Silver Spring, where En-lard drinks 
Now will I dam up chis thy yawning Mouth ; 
For ſwallowing up the Trca{ure of the Realm. 
Thy Lips that kilt the Qucen, ſhall ſweep the Ground : 
And thou that {nnld*ſt-at good Humphrey's Death 
Againſt the ſenſeleſs Winds ſhalt grin in vain, * 
Who in contempt ſhall hiſs at thee again. ; 
And wedded be thou to the Hags of Hell, 
For daring toaftye a mighty Lord 
Unto the Daughter of a worthleſs King, 
Having neither Subject, Wealth, nor Diadem: 
By deviliſh policy art thou grown great, 
Aud like ambitious Sy{{a over-gor?d, 
With gobbets of thy Mother-bleeding Heart. 
By thee Aron and Main were ſold to France, 
The falſe revolting Normans through thee 
Diſdain to call us Lord, and Picardze ; 
Hath flain their Governors, ſurpriz'd our Forts 
And fent the ragged Souldiers wounded home : F 
The Princely Warwick, and the Nevils all, 
W hoſe dreadful Swords were never drawn in vain 
As hating thee, and riling up in Arms. : 
And now the Houſe of Tork thruſt from the Crown 
By ſhameful murther of a guiltleſs King, ; 
Ard lofty proud incroact.ing tyranny, 
Burns with revenging Fire, whoſe kopeful colours 
Advance our halt-tac'd Sun, ſtriving to ſhine : 
Under the which is writ, Invitis nub;bus, 
The Commons here in Kent are upin Arms 
Ard to conclude, Reproxch and Beggery, F 
is crept into the Palace of our King, 
And all by thee - away, convey him hence. 
Syff. O that | were a God, to ſhoot forth Thunder 
Upon theſe paltry, ſervile, abject drudges : 
Small things make baſe Men proud. This Villain here 
Being Captain of a Pinnace, threatens more : 
Than Bargwllus the ſtrong Illyrian Pirate, 
Drones ſuck not Eaples blood, but rob Bee-hives. 
[rt is Impoſlible that I ſhould die 
By ſuch a lowly Vaſlal as thy ſelf. 
Thy words move Rage, and not Remorſe in me : 
[ go of Meſſage from the Queen to France : 
| charge thee watt me ſafely croſs the Channel. 
Lieu, Water : W. Come Sxffolk,, I mult waft thee to 
thy death. 
Suff. Gelidins timor occupat artus, it is thee I fear. 
Wal T houſhalt have caute to fear before l l:ave thee. 
Whar, are ye daunt<d now? will you ſtoop ? 
1. Gent. My gracious Lord intreat him; ſpeak him fair. 
Suff. Suffolks Imperial Tongue is ſtern and rough: 
U,d ro command, uncaughtto plead for favour. 
Far be 1t, we ſhould honour ſuch as theſe 
With humble ſuit: no, rather let my Head 
Stoop to the Block, than theſe Knees Bow to any, 
Save to the God of Heaven, and to my King : 
And ſooner dance upon a bloody p2le, ; 
Than ſtand uncover'd to the Vulgar Groom, 


True 
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True Nobility is exempt from tear : 
More can [ bear , than you dare execute. 
\ Liex, Hale him away, and let him talk no more : 
Come Souldiers, ſhew what Cruelty ye can. 
Suff. That this my Death may never be forgot. 
Great Men oft dye by vile Bezon:ans, 
Poman Sworder, and Banaerro Slave 
Murderd ſweet Tully. Brutus Baſtard hand 
cralyd Tulius Ceſar. Savage lflanders 
Pompeythe Great; and Suffolk, dies by Pyrats. 
[Exit Walter wit2 Suffolk, 
Lieu. And as for theſe whoſe ranſome we have ſer, 
[t isour pleaſure one of them depart : 
Therefore come you with us, and let him go. 
[Exit Lrientenant ard the reſt, 
Manet the firſt Gent. Emer Walter with the Body, 
al. There let his Head, and livcleſs Body lie. 
Until the Queen his Miſtreſs bury it. Exit Walter. 
1 Gent, O barbarous and bloody. ſpectacle ! 
dis Body will I bear unto the King : 
[f ke revenge it not, yet will his Friends, 
So will the Queen, that living held him dear. [ Exit. 


Enter Bevis, and John Holland. 


Bevis, Come and yet thee a Sword, though made of a 
Lath, they have been up thele two Gays. 


Hill. They have the more need to ſleep now then. 
P-vrs, | tell thee, Fack, Cade the Clothier means to 
rf the Common-wealth, and turn it, and ſet a new 

Nap upon If. | 

H:!l, So he had need, ?tis thred-bare. Well, I fay, 
it was-it never a merry World in Enslard, ſince Gentle- 
f1en came up. 

Bevis. O miſerable Age : Vertue is not regarded in 
Handy-crafts men. 

Holl, The Nobility think ſcorn to go in Leather Aprons. 

Bevis. Nay more, the Kings Councel are no good 
Workmen. 

Holl. True : and yet it is ſaid, Labour in thy Vocati- 
ol : which is as much as to ſay, let the Magiſtrates be la- 
bouring men, and therefore ſhould we be Magiſtrates. 

Bevis, Thou haſt hit it : for there?s no better ſign of 
2 brave Mind, than a hard Hand. 

Holl, 1 ſee them, I fee them - There's BeſPs Son, the 
Tanner of Wingham. | 

Bevis. He ſhall have the Skins of our Encmies, to 
make Dogs Leather of. 

Holl, And Dick the Butcher. 

Bevis, Then is Sin ſtruck down like an Ox, ard Jpi- 
quities Throat cut like a Calf. 

Holl, And Smith the Weaver. 

Bevis. Argo, their thred of Life is ſpun. 

Holl. Come, come, lets fall in with them. 


Drum, Kntey Cade, Dick Butcher, Smith the Weaver, and 
a Sawyer, with infinite numbers, 


Cade, We Fobn Cade,ſo term'd of our ſuppoſed Father. 
But. Or rather of ſtealing a Cade of Herrings. 

Cade. For our Enemies ſhall fall before us, inſpired 
with the Spirit of putting down Kings and Princes. Com: | 
mand Silence, 

But, Silence. 

Cade. My Father was a Mortimer. 

But. He was an honeſt Man, and a good Bricklayer. 
Cade, My Mother a Plantagener. 

"But; Iknew her well, ſhe was a Midwife, 

Cade, My Wife deſcended of the Lactes. 

But, She was indeed a Pedlers Davghter, and fold ma- 
ny Laces. 

Weaver, Bnt now of late, not able to travel with her 
furr*d Pack ; ſhe waſhes Bucks here at home. 


Cade, Therefore am I of an Honourable houſe. 


Bue. 1 by my Faith the Field is Honourable, an.l there 
was he born, uncer a Hedg : for his Fa.tcr had never a 
Honſe but a Cage. 

Cage. Valiant I am, 

Weaver. A muſt needs, for Beggery is valiant. 

Caae. I am able to endure mucy. 

But, No queſtion of that : fer 1 have feen him whipr 
three Market days together. 

Caae. | fear neither Sword nor Fire. 

IVeac, He need not fear the Sword, for his Coat is of 
proof. 

But. But methinks he ſhould ſtand in fear of Fire, b<- 
ing burnt Pth the hand for ſtealing of Sheep. 

Cade. Be brave then, for your Captain 1s brave, and 
vows Reformation. There ſhail be in Enz2land ſeven 


half pznny Loaves ſold for a penny : the three hoop'd pot | 


ſhall have ten hoops, and will make it Felony *to drink 
{mall Beer. All the Realm ſhall be in Common, and in 
Cheap-lide ſhall my Palfrey go to Grals : and when 1 am 
King, as King I will be. 

All. Gcd fave your Majcſty. 


Caae. | thank you good People. There ſhall be no] 
Money, all ſhall cat and drink upon n y Score, ard 1 will 
apparel them all in one Livery, that they may agree like | 


Brothers, and worſhip me their Lord. 

But. The firſt thing we do, lets kill all the Lawyers. 

Caae. Nay, that | mean to do. is not this a lamen- 
table thing, that the Skin of an innocent Lamb ſhould 
be mace Parchment; that Parchment being ſcribled o're, 
ſhould undo a Man. Sofne fay the Bee ſtings, , but I ſay, 
"tts Bees wax ; for I did but Seal once to a thing,and I was 
never my own man ſince. How now ? Who's there ? 

Enter a Clerk, 

Weav. The Clerk of Chattam; he can Write and Read, 
and caſt Accomprt. 

Cade. O monſtrous ! 

Weav. We took him ſetting Boys Copies. 

Cage. Here's a Villain. ; 

Weav. Has a Book in his Pocket with red Letters in't. 

Caae. Nay then he is a Conjurer. 

Bt. Nay, he can make Obligations, and write- Court- 
hand. 

Cade. 1am ſorry for't : The Man is a proper Man of 
mine Honour : unleſs 1 find him Guilty, he ſball not die. 
Coine hither, Sifrah, I muſt examine thee : What is thy 
Name ? 

Clerk, Emannel. 

But. They uſe to write it on 
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£9 hard with you. 
Cade, Let me alone: Do'ſt thou uſe to write thy Name? 
Or haſt thon a mark to thy ſelf, like an honeſt plain 
dealing man ? 
Clerk, Sir, I thank God, 
that I can write my Name. 
All. He hath confeſt, away with him : he is a Villain 
and a Traytor. 
Cade. Away with himy I ſay : Hang him with his Pen 
and Ink-horn avout his Neck. 


1 have been ſo well brought up, 


[ Exit one with the Clerk. 


Enter Michael. 


Ach, Where is our General? | 

Cage. Rere 1 am, thou particular Fellow. _ 

Mb. Fly fly.fly, Sir Hnmphrey Stafford and his Brother 
are hard by, with rhe Kings Forces. 


Cade. Stand Villain, ſtand or Ple fell thee down: he | 


ſhall be encountred witha Man as good as himſelf. He 


is but a Knight, is a ? 

Mach, No. : 

Cade. Tocqual him I will make my ſelf a Knight pre- 
ſently ; Riſe up, Sir John Mortimer. Now have at. him. 


the top of Letters : 'Tmill | 


Enter 


Oo 3 


— 


| 
| 
| 


A. 


—— 


Enter Sir Humphrey Stafford and his Brother, with Drum 
and Souldiers, . 


Staf. Rebellous Hinds, the filth and ſcum of Ker, 
Mark'd for the Gallows; lay your Weapons down, 
Home to your Cottages : forſake this Groom. 

The King is merciful if you revolt. 

Bro. But angry, wrathful, and inclin'd to Blood, 
If you go forward ; therefore yield or die. 

Cade. As for theſe Silken-coated Slaves I paſs not, 
It is toyou good People, that I ſpeak, ; 
Over whom (in time to come) I hope to reign : 
ForI am rightful Heir unto the Crown. 

Staf. Villain, thy Father was a Plaiſterer, 

And thou thy ſelf a Shearmar, art thou not ? 

Cade, And Adam was a Gardiner. 

Bro. And what of that ? : 

Cade. Marry, this Edmond Mortimer Earl of March, 
married the Duke of Clarences Daughter, did he not ? 

Stafford. I Sir. : 

Cade. By her he had two Children at one birth, 

Bro, That's falſe. : 

Cade, 1, there's the Queſtion; but I ſay, *tis true : 
Theelder of them being put-to Nurſe, 

Was by a Beggar-woman itoln away, 

And ignorant of his Birth and Parentage, 
Became a Bricklayer, when he came to age. 

His Son amI, deny it if yov can. : 

But. Nay, *tis too true, therefore he ſhall be King. 

Weav. Sir, he made a Chimny in my Fathers Houſe, 
and the Bricks are alive at this day to teſt ify it: therefore 
deny it not. 

Sraf. And will you credit this baſe Drudges words, that 


| ſpeaks he knows not what ? 


All. 1 marry will we, therefore get you gone. _ 
Bro. Fack Cade, the D. of York, hath taught you this. | 
Cade. He lies, for I invented it my ſelf. Go too, SIr- 
rah, tell the King from me : That for his Fathers ſake Hen- 
=—_ Fifth, (in whoſe time Boys went to Span-counter 
or French Crowns) I am content he ſhall Reign, but Ple 
be ProteCtor over him. 

But. And further more we'll have the Lord Says Head, 
for ſelling the Dukedom of Main. 

Cade, And good reaſon: for thereby is En2/and maim'd, 
and fain to go with a Staff, but that my puiſſance holds 
it up; Fellow-Kings, I tell you , that Lord Say nath 
gelded the Commonwealth, and made it an Eunuch : and 
more than that, he can ſpeak French, and therefore heas 
a Traitor. 

Staff. O groſs and miſerable ignorance. 

Cade. Nay, anſwer if you can: the Frenchmen are 
our Enemies: go toothen: I” ask but this, Can he that 
ſpeaks with the Tongue of an Enemy, be a good Counccllor, 
OTNno : 

All. No, no, and therefore we'll have his Head. 

Bro, Well, ſeeing gentle words will not prevail, 
Aſſayl them with the Army of the King. 

Staf. Herauld away, and throughout every Town, 
Proclaim them Traitors that are up with Caae, 

That thoſe which flye before the Battel ends, 

May even intheir Wives and Childrens ſight, 

Be hang'd up for Example at their Doors: 

And you that be the Kings Friends follow me. CExit. 

Cade. And you that love the Commons follow me : 
Now ſhew your ſelves Men, ?tis for Liberty. 

We'll not leave one Lord, one Gentleman : 
Spare none, but ſuchas go in clouted Shoons 
For they arethrifty honeſt Men, and ſuch 


| As would (but that they dare not) take our perts. 


But. They are all in order, and march towards us. 
Cade, But then are we in order, when we arc moſt out 
of order. Come march forward. 
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Enter Cade and the reſt. 


Cade, Where's Dick, the Butcher of Aſhford ? 
Bur, Here Sir. 


a Licenſe to kill for a hundred lacking one. 
But, ] deſire no more. 


This Monument ot rhe Victory will I bear, and 
dies ſhall be drag*d at my Horſes heels, till I do 


fore us. 


the Goals, and let ovt the Pritoners. 


And makes it fearful and degenerate, 

Think therefore on revenge, and ceaſe to weep, 
But who cari ceaſe to weep, and look on this, 
Here may his Head lye throbbing on my Breſt : 
But where's the Body that I ſhould imbrace ? 


Supplication ? 

King. Ple ſend ſome Holy Biſhop to intreat : 
For Gcd forbid, ſo many 1limple Souls 
S1ovld periſh by the Sword. And 1 my ſelf, 
Rather than bloody, War ſhall cut them ſhort, 
Will parly with Jack Care their General, 
But ſtay, Ple read it over once again. 


RuPd like a wandring Planet over me, 
And could it not iniorce them to relent, 
That were unworthy to behold the ſame f 


Say. I, but I hope your Highneſs ſhall have his. 
King. How row Madam ? | 
Still lamenting and mourning for Solis death? 
I fear me (Love) if that 1 had been dead, \ 
Thou would'ſt not half have mourn'd ſo'much: for 


Enter a Meſjeneer. 


King, FEow now? What news ? Why com'ſt 
ſuch haſt ? 


Fack Cade proclaims him{cif Lord /fortimer, 
Deſcended troin the Duke of Clarences Houſe, 
And talls your Grace Uſurper op-nly, 

And vows to Crown himſelt in Weſt mmſier, 

His Army isa ragged multitude | 

Ot Hinds and Peatants, rude and mercileſs : 
Sir HTumporey Stafford, and his Brothers ccath, 
Hath given them heart and courage to proceed: 
All Scholars, Lawyers, Courtiers, Gentlemen, 


Buck, My gracious Lord, reurg to Killingworth, 
Until a power be rais'd to put them down. 


Theie Kentiþh Rebels ſhould be ſoon appcas'd. 
King. Lord Say, the Traitors hate tl.ce, 
Theretore away with us to K:ll:gworth. 


| Alarum ro the firht, wherein. voth the Staffords are ſlain 


Cade, They feii before thee like Sheep and Oren, an 
thou behaved'lt thy ſelf, 2s if thou haaſt been in thine 
own Slaughter-houſe : "Therefore thus I will reward 
the Lent ſhall be as long again as it is, and thou ſhalt haye 


Cade. And to ſpeak truth, thou deſerv*ſt no leſs. 


London, where we will have the Mayor*s Sword born be. 
Bur, If we mean to thrive, and do good, break open 


Cade, Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come lets march 
towards London, [Exceun, 


Enter the Kirg with a Supplication, and the Queen with Syf. 
folks Head, the Dike of Buckingham, end the Lord Say. 


Ouecen. Oft have I heard that Grief ſoſtens the Mind, 


Buck, What anſwer makes your Grace to the Rebels 


Queen, An barbarous Villains: Hath this lovely Face, 


King. Lord Say, Jechk,Cae hath ſworn to have thy Head. 


©:. No, my Love, I ſhou!d not mourn, but {ye for thee. 


Nef. The Rebels are in Scuthwark: Flie my Lord: 


They call falſe Caterpillars, and intend their death. 
King. O graceleſs Men : they know not what they do. 


Queen, Ah! were the Duke of Syolk now alive, 


Say. So might your Graces perſen be in Canger : 
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The fight of me 1s odious in their Eyes: 
And therefore in this City will I ſtay, 
And live alone as ſecret as I may. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


* Meſ. Fack Cage hath gotten London-bridge, 
The Citizens fly him and forſake their Houſes : 
The Raſcal People thirſting after prey 
Joyn with the Traitor, and they joyntly ſwear 
To ſpoyle the City and your Royal Courr. 
Buck. Then linger not, my Lord, away, take Hcrie. 
King. Come, Margaret, God our hope will ſuccour us. 
Queen. My hope is gone, now Suffolk, 1s deceas'd. 
King. Farewel, my Lord, trult not to Kert!ſh Rebels. 
Buck, Truſt no body for fear you be betray?d. 
Say. The truſt I have is in mine innocence, 
And therefore am I bold and reſolute. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Lord Scales pm the Tower walking. Then enter two 


or three Citizens below. 


Scales, How now ? Is Fack Cade llain ? 

1, Cit. No my Lord, nor like to be lain - 

For they have won the Bridge, 

Killing afl- thoſe that withſtand them : 

The L. Mayor craves aid of your Honour from the Tower 
Todefend the City from the Rebels. 

Scales, Such aid as 1 can ſpare you ſhall command, 

[But] am troubled here with them my ſelf. 

The Rebels have ailay*d to win the Tower. 

But get you into S-ichfield, and gather Head, 

And thither will I ſend you Matthew Goff. ' 

Fight for your King, your Countrey, and your Lives, 
And ſo farewel, for 1 muſt hence again. LExeunt, 


Enter Jack Cade ard the reſt, and ſtrikes his Staff on 
: London Stone, 


Cade, Now is Mortimer Lord of this City, 

And here ſitting upIn London-ſtone ; 

| charge and command, that of the Cities coſt 

The piſſing Conduit run nothing but Claret Wine ,-* 
year of our Reign. vs | 

And now henccforward it ſhall be Treaſon for any, 

That calls me other than Lord Mortimer. 

Enter a Souldier runmng. 

Soul. Fack Cade, Jack Cade. : 

Cade. Knock him down there. [They kill him. 

But, If this fellow be wiſe, he*ll never call ye Fack Cade 

more, I think he hath a very fair warning. } 

Dick. My Lord, there's an Army gathered together 4n 

Smithfield, 

Cade. Come, then let*s go fight with them : 

But firſt, go and ſet London-bridge on Fire, 

Andif you can, bura down the Tower too, 

Come, let's away. 


7 


CExeunt omnes. 


Alerwns, Matthew Goff is ſlain, and all the reſt, 
Then enter Jack Cade, with bis Company. 


Cade. So Sirs: now go ſome and pull down the Savoy : 
Others to the Inns of Court, down with them all. 

But, 1 have a Suit unto your Lordſhip. 
Cade. Be it a Lordſhip, thou ſhalt have it for that word. 
But. Onely that the Laws of England may come out of 
your Mouth. 

- Jobn, Maſs, *twill be ſore Law then, for he was thruſt 
in the Mouth with a Spear, and *tis not whole yet. 
Smith, Nay John, it will be ſtinking Law, for his 
breath ſtinks with toſted Cheeſe. 

Cade. I have thought upon it, it ſhall be ſo. Away, 
burn all the Records of the Realm, my Mouth ſhall be the 


7oh. Then we are like to have biting Statutes, 
Unleſs his Teeth be pulPd our. 
Cade. And hence-forward all things ſhall be in Com- 
mon. 
Erter a Meſſenger, 
A7eſ. My Lord, a prize, a prize, here? the Lord Say, 
which ſold the Towns in France, He that made us pay 
one and twenty fifceens and on? Shilling to the pound, 
the laſt Subſidie. 


Enter George with the Lord Say. 


Cade. Well, he ſhall be beheaded for it ten times. 
Ah thou Say, thou Surge, nay thou Buckram Lord, now 
art thou within point-blanck of our Juriſdition Regal. 
W hat canſt thou anſwer to my Majeſty for giving up of 
Normandy unto Monſieur Baſimecs, the Dolphin of 
France ? Be it known unto thee by theſe preſents, even 
the preſence of Lord Mortimer, that I am the Beſom 
that muſt ſweep the Court clean of ſuch filth as thou 
art: Thou haſt molt traiterouſly corrupted the youth of 
the Realm in erecting a Grammar, School : and where 
as before, our Fore-fathers had no other Books but the 
Score and the Tally, thou haſt caufed Printing to beugd, 
and contrary to the King, his Crown, and Dignity, thou 
halt built a Paper-Mill. It will be proved to thy Face, 
that thou haſt Men about thee, that uſually talk of a 
Noun and a Verb, and ſuch abominable words, as no 
Chriſtian ear can endure to hear. Thou haſt appointed 
Juſtices of Peace, to call poor Men before them, about 
matters they were not able to anſwer. Moreover thou 
haſt put them in Priſon, and becauſe they could not read, 
thou haſt hang'd them, when (indted) only for that cauſe 
they have been moſt worthy to live. Thou do'ſt ride on 
a foot-cloth, do'ſt thou not ? | 
Say. What of that ? 

Cage, Marry, thou ought ſt not to let thy Horſe wear a 
Cloak, when honeſter Men than thou go in their Hoſe and 
Doublets. | 
Dick, And work in their ſhirt too, as my ſelf for ex- [ 
ample, that am a Butcher. 

Say. You Men of Kent, 

Dick, What ſay you of Kent? 

Say. Nothing but this: *Tis bona terra, mala gens. 

Cade. Away with him, away with him, he ſpaks Latin. 
Say. Kear me but ſpeak, and bear me where you will : 
Kent in the Commentaries Ceſar writ, 

Is term?d the civiPſt place of all this Iſle : 

Sweet is the Country, becauſe full of Riches, 

The People Liberal, Valiant, Aftive, Wealthy, 

Which makes me hope thou art not void of pity. 

I ſold nor Main, I loſt not Normandy. 

Yet to recover them would loſe my life : | 
Juſtice with favour have I always done, 

Prayers and Tears have moy*d me, Gifts could never g; 
When have I ought exacted at your Hands ? | 
Kent to maintain, the King, the Realm and you, | 
Large gifts have 1 beſtow'd on learn*d Clearks, | 
Becauſe my Book preferr*d me to the King. 
And ſeeing Ignorance is the curſe of God, 

Knowledge the Wing wherewith we flye to Heaven, 
Unleſs you be poſleſt with deviliſh Spirits, 

Yecannot but forbear to murther me : 

This Tongue hath parlied unto Forraign Kings 

For your behoof. 

Cade, Tur, when ſtruck*ſt thou one blow in the Field ? 
Say. Great Men have reaching hands : oft have I ſtruck 
Thoſe that I never ſaw, and ſtruck them dead. 

Goo. O monſtrous Coward! What, to come behind 
Folks : 

Say. Theſe Cheeks are pale with watching for your good. 
Cade, Give him a box o'thear, and that will make *tm 
red again. 


Parliament of England. 


Say. Long ſitting to determine poor Mens Cauſes 
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; Hath made me tuil of Sickneſs and Diteaſes. 

Cade. Ye ſhall have a hempen Caudle then , and the 
help of a Hatch=r. 

Dic. Why do'it thou quiver, man ? 

Say. The Pallie, and not Fear provokes me. 

Cage, Nay, he nodds at us, as who ſhould fay; Ple be 
even with you. Ple ſee if his Head will ſtand ſteadier on a 
Pole, cr no : Take him away, and behead him. 

Say. Tell me: wherein have l oftended moſt ? 

Have affected Wealth or Honour ? Speak. 

Are my Cheſts filPd up with extorted Gold ? 

Is my Apparel Samptuous to behold ? 

Whom have I injur*d, that ye ſeek my Death ? 
Theſe hands are free from guiltleſs blood-ſhedding. 
This Breaſt from harbouring foul deceitful thoughts. 
O let me live. 

Cade, 1 feel remorſe in my ſelf with his words : but 
Ple bridle it : hefhall dye, and be it but for pleading fo 
well for his Life. Away with him, he ha's a Familiar 
{ under his Tongue, he [pzaks not a Gods Name. Go, tak: 

him away I ſay, and ſtrike off his Head preſent!;, ard 
then break into his Son in Laws Houſe, Sir Ja,-s Crorcr, 
and ſtrike off his Head, and bring them both upon two 
Poles hither, 

All. Ir ſhall be done. 

Say. Ah Country-men z if when you make your Prayrs. 
God ſhould be ſo obdurate as your ſelves : 

How would it fare with your departed Souls ? 

|\And therefore yet relent, and ſave my Life. 

| Cade, Away with him, and do asi command ye : thc 
proudeſt Peer of the Realm fhall not wear a Head on 
his Shoulders, unleſs he pay me tribute : there ſhall not 
a Maid be married, but ſhe ſhall pay me her Maiden- 
head ©re they have it: Men ſhall hold of me in Capire. 
And we Charge and Command, that their Wives be as 
free as Heart-can wiſh, or Tongue can tell. 

Dick, My Lord, 
When ſhall we go to Cheapſide, and take up» Commodities 
\u pan our Bills ? 
| Cade, Marry preſently. 

All. O brave. 

Enter one with the Heads. 

Cade, But is not this brave - 
Let them kiſs one another : For they loy'd well 
W hen they were alive. Now part them again, 
Leſt they conſult about the giving up 
'Of ſome more Towns in France. Souldiers, 
Defer the ſpoil of the City until Night ; 
For with theſe borne before us, inſtead of Maces, 
We will ride through the Streets, atevery Corner 
Have them kiſs. Away. | 


[ Exit, 


Alarum, and Retreat. Enter again Cade,and all his Rabblemet. 


Cade. Up F:g-ſtreet, down Saint Magnes Corner, Kii; 
'and knock down, throw them into Thames. 

| Sound a Parley. 

'What noiſe is this I hear ? 

/Dare any be ſo bold to ſound Retreat or Parley, 

[When 1 command them kill ? 


Enter Buckingham, and old Clifford, 


} 
# Buck. I here they be that dare and will difurb thee : 
Know, Cage, we come Ambaſſadors from the King 
Unto the Commons, whom thou haſt miſled, 
And here pronounce free Pardon to them all, 
That will forjake thee, and go home in peace. 

Cl:f. What ſay ye, Covutrymen, will ye reſent 
And yicld to Mercy, whii!lt *tis offercd you, 
Or let a Rabhle lead you to your Deaths, 
Who loves the King, and will imbrace his Pardon, 
Fiing up his Cap, and ſay, God ſave his Majeſty ;, 


| - . Es a... 
Hezrythe Fifth, that made all Fravce to quake, 


| Shake he his Weapon at us, and pals DY. | 
ll. God ſavethe King, Cod jave the King. 


Cade. What Buckingham and Chord, are ye ſo braye ; 
And you baſe Pezants, do ye telicve him, will you negg, 
be hang*d with your Pardons about your Necks? gh 
my Sword therefore broke through Lonarn Eates, that 
you ſhould- leave me at the White-hart in Scurkwarh, | 
thought ye would never have givcn out theie Arms tjj 
you had recovered your ancient Freeacm: but you are 
ail Recreants and Daſtards, and delight to live jy llavery 
to the Nobility. Let them break your backs with byr. 
thens, take your Houſes over your Heacs, raviſh your 
Wives and Daughters before your Faces. For me, ] will 
make ſhift tor one, and ſo Gods Curie light upon you all. 

All. We'll follow Caae. 

We'il follow Cade. 

Clif. Is Cage the Son of Herry the Fifth, 
That thus you do exclaim you'll go with him. 
\Vill he Conduct you through the heart of Frarce, 

\nd make the meancſt of you Earls and Dukes ? 
Alzs, hc hath no home,” no place to fly to: 
Ner krcows lie how to live, but by the Spoy]. 
U.:lefs by robbing of your Friends, and us. 
Wert not a ſhame, that v:hiPſt you live art jar, 
The ſearfol Frecb, whom you Jate vanquiſhed } 
Should make 2 flart o're Scas, and vanguiſh you ? 
Methinks aircady in this civil broy], 
i ſee them Lording it in Ladon Nireets, 
Crying YVilliago unto all they meer. 3 
3ette: tcn thouſand baſe-born Cades miſcarry, 
T'13n vou ſhould ſtoop unto a French-mns Mercy. 
Tc France, to France, and get what you have loſt , 
Spare England, for it is your Native Ccalt : * 
Henry hath Mony, you are ſtrong and manly : 
God on our ſide, doubt not of Victory. 

All. A Clifford, a Clifford, 

We'll follow the King.and Clfford. 

Cade. Was ever Feather ſo lightly blown to and fro, 
as this multitude ? The name of Henry the Fifth, hales them 
to an hundred miſchiefs, and makes them leave me. de- 
jolate. I ſee them lay their Heads together to. ſurprize 
me. My Sword make way for me, for here is no ſtaying: 
in deſpignt of the Devils and Hcl], have throvgh the very 
midſt of you, aid Heavens and honour be witneſs, -;that 
no want of Reſolution in me, but 'only my Foliomers 
baſe and ignominious Treaſons make me betake me to my 
Heels. ' [Exu, 

Buck, W hat, is he fled ? Go ſome and follow bin. 
And he that brings his Head unto the King, 
Shall have a thouſand Crowns for his reward. 

[Exennt ſome of them. 
Follow me Souldiers, we?ll deviſe a mean, 
To reconcile you all unto the King. 


( 
{ 
[LE xevmt, on:nes. | 


| 


Sumd Trumpets, Enter King, Queen, and Somerſet a1 the 


\ a © 
1 arras, 


King. Was ever King that joy*d an Earthly 'I arone, 
Audcould command no more Content thanl ? 
No ſooner was I crept out of my Cracile, 
But I was made a King ag nine menths old : 


| 
' 

| 

| 

| 

Was never ſubject long to be a King, | 
As I dolong and wiſh ro be a Subjcct. | 
Enter Buckingham cd Clifford, | 

Buck, Health and glad tydings to your Majeſty. | 
King. Why Buckinobam,ls the Iraytor Cade ſcrpriz*d ?| 


Who nateth him, and honours not his Father, 


| 


Or is he butretir'd to make him ſtrong. 


Enter Multitudes with Halters about their Necks. 


Clif. He is fled my Lord, and all his powers do _ 
An 
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And humbly thus with halters on their necks, 
Expe:t your Hizhneſs doom of Life or Dcath. 


[To entertain my Vows Ot I hanks and Pt atie. 

| cquldiers,tÞ15 day have you redeenvd your lives, 
And ſhew'd how well you love your Prince and Country : 
Continue ſtill in this. ſo good a mind. 
And Henry though he be unfortunate, 

| Aſſure your ſelves will never be unkind : 

| And o with thanks and pardon to you all, 
| do diſmiſs you to your leveral Cour tries. 
All, God jave the King, God ſave tne King. 


Enter a Mecſenger, 


Meſ. pizaſe it your Grace to be advertiſed, 
The Duke of York, is newly come from Irelard, 
And with a puillanc and mighty Power 
Of Gallow-glaſſes and ſtout Kerres, 
1s marching bitherward in proud array 
And ill proclaimeth as he comes along, 
is Armies are only to remove from thee = 
The Duke of Somerſer,, whom he rtermes a Traitor. 
King. Thus ſtands my State, *rwixt Cade and York 
=_ a Ship, that having ſcap'd a Tempeſt, 
(s fraightway calm'd and boarded with a Pyrate. 
But now is Cade driven back, his men diſpers'd, 
And now is Turk. in Arms to ſecond him. 
| pray thee Buckingham go and meet him, 
And ask him what's the Reaſon of theſe Arms: 
Tell him, I'le ſend Duke Edmund to the Tower, 
And Somerſer,, we will commit thee thither, 
Untill his Army be diſmilt from him. 
Somer. My Lord, Ry 
'Fle yield my felf to priſon willingly, 
Or unto Death, to do my Country good. 
King. In any caſe, be not too rough in termes, 
For he is fierce and cannot brook hard Language. 
Buck, 1 will, my Lord, and doubt not ſo to deal, 
As all things ſhall redound unto your good. 
Kinr. Come Wife, ler's in, and learn to govern betrer, 
For yet may England curſe my wretched reign. [Exeunt, 


Enter Jack Cade. 


Cade. Fie on Ambition : fie on my ſclfe, that hane a 
Sword, and yer am ready to famiſh Th-ſe hve dayes have 
| hid me in theſe Woods, and durſt nat peep out, for all 
the Country is laid for me: But now am I hungry, that 
if I might have a leaſe of my life tor a thouſand years, | 
could [tay no longer. Wherefore on a Brick wall have 
| climb?d into this Garden, to ſee if I can eat 'Grals, or 
pick a Sallet another while, which 1s not amiſs to cool 
2 mans ſtomack this hot weather : and | think this word 
Sallct, was born to do me good ; for many a time but for 
a Saller, my Brain-pan had been cleft with a brown Bill; 
and many a time when [ have been dry, and bravely mar- 
ching, it hath ſerv'd me in ſtead of a quart pot to drink 


in: and now the word Salt, muſt ſerve me to feed on. 


Enter Iden, 


Iden. Lord, who would live tnrmoyled in the Court, 
And may enjoy ſuch quiet walks as theſe , 
This ſmall inheritance my Father left me, 
Contenteih me, and worth a Monarchy. 
| ſeek not to wax great by others warning, 
Or gather wealth I care not with what envy : 
Suſficeth, that I have maintains my State, 
And ſends the Poor well pleaſed from my Gate. _ 
Cade, Here's the Lord of the Soil come to ſeize me 
for a ſtray, for entring his Fee-ſimple without leave. Ah 


of the King, by carrying my hez% to him, 
chee cat Iron like an Ofiriare , 
Kins, Then Heaven et oP? thy everlaiting g2tes, like a great pin, Ore thou 214 I part, 


[ KNOW thee not, why then [1:0:1d I Ltray thee? 
[y't not enough to break into my Garde: 
And like a T1nief, to come to rob my Grounds: 
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lac, Why rude Companion, v.l:2tfo&re thon boy 
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Clunbing my Walls in ſpight of nic the OwnT 
But thou wilt brave me with theſe ſawcie t:rmes ? 
Cade, Brave thee ? I, by the beſt blocd that ever was | 
broach'd, and beard thee two. Look on m: wi [ have 
eat no meat thele tive dayes, yet come th0"! 23d th; five 
men, and if 1 Go not Icave you all as dead ©: 2 Coor nail 
[ wn Gcd | may never eat prais more. ; 
ea, Nay, it thall ne're be ſai ile En: 
T hat Al. xande ren = Sk A K wa 74h _ 
7 
J ook odds to combate a poor familh?d man. 
Oppole thy itedfaſt gazing eyes to mine, 
>e% 11 thou canlt our-tace me with thy looks : 
>ct Limb to Limb, and thou art far the lejler : 
1 hy band is bur a finger to my fiſt, 
Ihy Leg a ſtick compared with this Truncheon, 
wy Foot ſhall fight with all the Itrength thou haſt, 
nd if m;te Arm be heaved in the Air, 
Thy Grave is digg'd already in the Earth : 
As for words, whoſe greatneſs anſwers words, 
LEt tnts my Sword report what ſpeech forbears. 

Cade. By my valour: the molt compleat Champion 
that ever | heard. Steel, if thou turn thine edge, or cut 
not out the burly bond Clown in chines of Bf, ere 
;hou lleep in thy Sheath, 1 beſeech Jove on my knees 
thou may*it be turned to Hobrails, 


Here they F wht, 


OI am ſlain, Famine and no other hath ſlain me, let ten 
thouſand Devils come againſt me, and give me bur . the 
ten meals I have lolt, and Pde d<fye them all. Wither 
Garden, and be henceforth a burying place to all that do 
dwell in this houſe, becauſe the unconquered ſoul of 
Caae is fled, 
1den.lyt Cage thatl have ſlain,that monſtruous Traitor ? 
Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed. 
And harg thee o're my Tomb when I am Dead. 
Ne're ſhall this Blood be wiped from thy Point, 
But thou ſhalt wear it aga Heralds Coat, 
To emblaze the Honour thy Maſter gor, 
Cage, 14:n farewell, and bz proud of thy vitory : Tell 
Kerr from me, the hach loſt her belt man, ard cxhort all 
che \\ c11d to be Cowards: for I that never feared any 
am vancuſhed by Famine, not by Valour. [ Dies. 
14. How much thou wrong*ſt me, Heaven be my Judge 
Die damned Wretch, the curſe of her tliat bare thee ; 
And as | thruſt thy Body in with my Sword, 
So wiih 1, I mighc thruſt thy Soul to Hcll. 
{Jence will 1 drag thee headlong by the heels 
Unto a Dunghill, which ſhall be thy Grave, 
And there cut of thy moſt ungracious Head, 
Which 1 will bear in Triumph to the King, 
Leaving thy Trunk for Crows to feed upon. 


[ Exit, 


Enter York , and his Army of Iriſh, with 
Drum and Colours. 


York, From Treland thus comes York to claim his Right, 
And plnck the Crown from feeble Henry's head. 
Ring Bells aloud, burn Bonhires clear and brighr, 
To entertain great Englands lawfull King. 

Ah Santta Zajeſtas : who would not buy thee dear? 
[.et them obey that knows not how to Rule. 
This hand was made to handle nought but Gold, 

[| cannot give due aCtion to my words, 

Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it. 

A Scepter ſhall it have, have I a Soul, _ 

On which Ple toſs the Floure-de-Luce of France, 


Villain, thou wilt betray me, and get a 1000 Crowns 


Enter 
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Enter Buckingham. 


Whom have we here ? Buckingham to diſturb me ? 
The King hath ſent him ſure : Imnſtdiſlemble. 

Buck, York, if thou meaneſt well, I greet the well. 

York,. Humfrey of Buckingham, 1 accept thy grectiBg. 
Art thou a Meſſenger, or come of plcaſure ? 

Buck. A Meſſenger from Henyy, our dread Liege, 
To know the reaſon of theſe Aries in peace. 

Or why, thou being a Subject, as I am, 

Againſt thy Oath, and true Allegiance ſworn, 
Should raiſe ſo great a Power without his leave ? 
Or dare to bring thy Force ſo near the Court ? 

Yor. Scarce can I ſpeak my Choler is ſo great. 
Oh, I could hew up Rocks, and fight with Flint, 
| am ſo angry at theſe abject terms. 

And now like 4jax Telamonius, 

On Sheep or Oxen could I ſpend my fury. 

[ am far better born than is the King : 

More like a King, more Kingly in my Thoughts. 
But I muſt make fair Weather yet a while, 

| Till Henry be more weak, and I more ſtrong. 

O Buckingham, I prithee pardon me, 

That I have given no anſwer all this while ; 

My mind was troubled with deep Melanchelly. 
The cauſe why I have brought this Army hither, 
Is to remove proud Somerſcr from the King, 
Seditious to his Grace, and to the State. 

' Buck. That is too much preſumption on thy part, 
But if thy Ares be to no other cnd, 

The King hath yielded unto thy demand : 
The Duke of Somerſet is in the Tower. 

York,. Upon thine Honour is he Priſoner ? 

Buc. Upon mine Honour he 1s Priſoner. 

York,, Then Buckingham, 1 do Ciſmiſs my Powers, 
Souldiers, I thank you all : diſperſe your ſelves : 
Meet me to morrow in S. Georges field, 

You ſhall have pay, and every thing you wiſh. 
And let my Soveraign, vertuous Henry , 
Command my eldeſt, nay all my Sons, 

As pledges of my Fealty and Love, 

Ple ſend them all as willing as 1 live: 

Lands, Goods, Horſe, Armour, any thing I have 
Is his to uſe, ſo Somer/er may dye. 

Buck... York, I commend this kind ſubmiſſion, 
We twain will go into his Highneſs Tent. 


Enter King and Atterdaiits, 


King. Buckingham, doth York intend no harm to us, 
That thus he marcheth with thee Arm in Arm ? 
York., In all ſubmiſſion and humility, 
York doth preſent himſelf unto your Highneſs. 
King. Then what intend theſe Forces thou dolt bring ? 
York. To have the Traitor Someyſer from hence, 
And fight againſt that monſtrous Rebel Cade, 
Whom ſince I heard to be diſcomlited. 


Entcr Iden with Cades Head. 


1den. 1f one ſo rude, and of fo mean condition 
May paSs into the preſence of a King: | 
Lo, I preſent your Grace a Traitors Head, 
The head of Cade, whom I in Combat flew. 
King. The head of Cade ? great God! how juſt art thou ? 
O let me view his Viſage being dead, 
That living wrought me ſuch exceeding trouble. 
Tell me my Friend, art thou the man that ſl:w him ? 
Iden. 1 was, ant like your Majeſty. 
King. How art thou calld ? And what is thy degree ! 
Iden. Alexander Iden, that's niy name, 
A poor Eſquire of Kezr, that love the King. 
Buck,. So pleaſe you my Lord, *rwere not amiſs 
He were created Knight for his good ſervice, 
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We' give thee. for reward a thouſand Merks, 
And will, that' thou henceforth atterd on ug, 

Iden. May 1d: live to merit ſuch a Bounty, 
And never live but true unto his Liege. 


King, Id:n, kneel down, riſe up 4 Knight; 


Enter Queen and Somerſet. 


King. See Buckingham, Somerſet comes wi ) 

Go bid her hide = quickly rv the Duke. Queen, 
Queen, For thouſand Torkg he ſhall not hide hi H 
Burt boldly ſtand and front him to his Face. Src 

York., How now ? Is Somerſet at liberty ? 

Then York unlooſe thy long impriſoned thoughts 

Ahd let thy Toung be equal with thy Heart, ' 

3hall I endure the i:ght of Somerſet ? ; 

Falſe King, why hatit thou broken faith with me 

Knowing how hardly I can brook abuſe ? 

King did I call tnee ? no, thou art no King : 

Net fit to Govern, and rule nwltitudes, 

W hich dur not, no nor canſt not rule a Traitor 

That Head of thine doth nor become 2 Crown : 

Thy hand is made to graſp a Palmers Staff, 

And not to grace an awtul Princely Scepter. 

That Gold mult ronnd engirt the Brows of mine 

Whoſe ſmile and frown, like Achilles Spear : 

is able with the change, to kill and cure. 

Here is a Hand to hold a Scepter up, 

And with the ſame to act controliing Laws : 

Give place: by Heaven thou ſhalt Rule no more 

Yre him, whom Heaven created for thy Ruler. 

Som. O {Monſtrous Traitor ! I arreſt thee York 
Of! Capital Treaſoa ?gainſt the King and Croyn : 
_ y ag ol ny kneel for Grace. 

ok, Would*lt have me kneel ? Firſt | 

It they can brook ; I bow a knee to —_ A —_ 

Sirrah, cal; 1n my Sons to be my Bail : 

! know cre they will let me go to Ward, 

They'll pawn their Swords for my enfranchiſement 

| Queen, Call hither Chford, bid him come amain, 

To tay, if that the Baſtard Boys of York. : 

»hail bz the Surety for their Traitor Father. 

York. O bloud bcſpotted Neapolitan, 

Our-cait of Naples, England?s bloody SCOurge : 

The Sons of York, thy Betters in their Birth, 

Shall be their Fathers Bail, and bane to thoſe 

That ior my Surety will refuſe the Boys, 

Enter Edward and Richard. 

Sce where they come, le warrant they'll make it good. 
PETR; "94 Enter Clifford. 

ucen. And here comes Cl:;hord to deny their Bail. 

Cliff. Health and all happineſs to the wy the Ki 

York, I thank thee Clifford. Say, what news with thee 
Nay, do not fright me with an angry look : | 
We are thy Soveraign, Clyford, kneel again ; 

For thy miſtaking ſo, We pardon thee. 

Cliff. This is my King, York, I- do not miſtake 
But thou miſtak*'ſt me much to think I do ; 
To Bedlam with him, is the man grown mad ? 

King. I Clifford, a Bedlam and ambitious humour 
Makes him oppoſe himſclf agaizit his King. 

Cliff. He isa Traitor, let liim to the Tower 
And crop away that factious Pate of his. 

Queen, He is arreſted, but will rot obey : 

His Son ( he fayes ) ſhall give their words for him. 
York,. Will you not, Sons : "IT 
Ear, I, Noble Father, if our words will ſerve. 
Rich. And if words will not, then our Weapons ſhall 
Chff. Why, what a brood of Traitors have we here? 
York. Look in a Glaſs, and call thy In-age fo. 

[ am the King, and thou a falſe-heart Traitor: 

Call hither to the Stake my two brave Bears, 

T hat with the very ſhaking of their Chains, 

T hey may aſtoniſh theſe fell-lurking Curs: 

Bid Salisbury and Warwick, come to me. 


Enter 
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Enter the Earls of Warwick and Salisbury. 


Clif. Are theſe tity Bears s Well bait thy Bears to death, 
| 4nd manacle the B:arard in their Chains, 

| 1f thou dar?ſt bring them to the baiting place. 

| Rich. Oft havel ſeen a hot ofre-weening Cur 

Run back afd bite, becauſe he was with-held, 

Who beirg ſuffer'd with the, Bears fell pay, 

Eath clapt, bis, tail berwixt his 1:gs and cry*d, 

And ſach 2 pigce of ſervice will you do, 

| if you ſuppoit your ſclves to match Lord Warwick, 

Clif, Hence hcap of Wrath, foul indigeſted Lump, 


| A; crooked in thy Manners, as thy Shape. 


York, Nay, we ſhall heat you thoroughly anon. 

Clif. Take heed left by your heat you burn your ſelves, 
King, : W hy. Warwick hath thy Knee forgot to bow ? 
Old Sali:bury, ſhame to thy ſilver Hair, 

Thou mad mrfleader of thy Brain-fick Son, 

What wilt thau on thy Death-bed play the Ruffian ? 

and ſeek for Sorrow with thy Spectacles ? 

Oh where is Faith ? Oh where 1s Loyalty ? 

[fit be baniſh'd from the Froſty head, 

Where ſtall ir find a harbour in the Earth ? 


1 Wilt thou ga Gig a Grave to find out War, 


| And ſhame thine Honourable Age with Blood ? 
Why art thou old, and wantlt experience ? 


| Or wherefore do?ſt abuſe it, 1f thou haſt it ? 


For ſhame in Qurty bend thy Knee to me 

That bows untp the Grave with Milky Age. 

$al. My Lard, I have conſidered with my ſelf 
The Title of this moſt renowned Duke, 

Andin my Conſcience, do repute his Grace, 

The Rightful Fir to Englands Royal Seat. 

Kin, Haſt thou not ſworn Allegiance unto me ? 
_ Sal, | have. 


— 
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And it.thou doſt not hide thee from the Bcar, 
Now when theangry Trumpet ſounds Alarum, 
And dead Mens cries do fill the empty Air, 
Cl;7ord, 1 ſay, come forth and fight with me, 
Proud Northern Lord, Cl/ford of Cumberland, 
W-2rw:c 1s hoarſe with calling thee to Arms. 
Enter York. 
War. How now my Noble Lord ? What all a-foot? 
Tork, The deadly handed Chford ſlew my Steed : 


But watch to match-I have encountred him, 
Ard made a prey for Carrion, Kytes and Crows, 
Even of the bonny Beaſt he loy'd fo well. 


| Erter Clifford. | 
Ir. Of one or both of us the time is come. 
[o;k. Hold Warwick: ſeekthee out ſome other Chaſe, 


For | my ſelf muft hunt this Deer to death. 


W:r. Then nobly York, ?tis for a Crown thou ;fight'lt : 


AsSlinrend, Clifford, to thrive today, 
[t gricvcs my Soul to leave thee unaſſail'd. 


ric: CExit, War, 
Cl;f. Whar ſeeſt thou in me, York ? | 


Why doſt thou pauſe ? 


York, With thy brave bearing ſhouldI be in love, 


But that thou arr ſo faſt mine Enemy. 


Clf. Nor ſhould thy Proweſs want praiſe and eſteem. 


But that *cis ſhewn ignobly, and in Treaſon. 


York, So letit help me againſt thy Sword, 


As1 in Jultice, and true Rightexpreſs ir. 


Cl:f. My Soul and Body on the Action both. 

Tork, A dreadful day, addreſs thee inſtantly, 

Clif. La fin Corronne les oevres. [_Dzes. 
York, Thus War hath given thee Peace , for thou art 


{till, Peace with his Soul, Heaven if it be thy will. 


Enter young Clifford. 
Clif. Shame and Confuſion all is on the rout, 


Fear frames diſorder, and diſorder wounds 
Where it ſhould guard. © War thou Son of Hell, 


Kin.Canſt thou diſpenſe with Heaven for ſuch an Oath? | Whom angry Heavens do make their Miniſter, 


Sal. It 1s a great {into ſwear unto a fin : 

But greater fin to keep a ſinful Oath : 

Who can bz bound by any ſolemn Vow 

To do a murd”rous deed, to Rob a man, 

To force a ſpotleſs Virgins Chaſtity, 

Toreave the Orphan of his Patrimony, 

To wring the Widow from her cultonvd right, 

And have no other reaſon for his wrong, 

But that he was bound by a ſolemn Oatl: ? 

04, A ſubtle Traytor needs no Sophitlter. 

King. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm himſelf. 

York, Call Buckinoham, and all the Friends thou haſt, 

[ amreſolv*d for Death and Dignity. 

Old Clif The firſt I warrant thee,if Dreams prove true. 

War. You were beſt to go to Bed, and dream again, 

To keep thee from the Tempeſt of the Field. 

014 Cliff. 1 am reſoly*d to bear a greater ſtorm, 

Than any thou canſt Conjure up to day : 

And that Ple write upon thy Burgoner, 

Might I but know thee by thy Houſes Badge. 

War. Now by my Fathers Badg, old Nevils Creſt, 

The rampant Bear chain'd to the ragged Staff, 

This day Ple wear aloft my Burgoner, 

As on a Mountain top, the Cedar ſhews, 

Thar keeps his Leaves in ſpight of any ſtorm, 

Even ſo affright thee with the view thereof. 

Old Clif. And from thy Burgonet, Vle rend thy Bear, 

And tread it under foot withall contempt, 

Deſpight the. Bearard, that proteQts the Bear. ___ 

To, Clif. And fo to Arms victorious noble Father, 

To quell the Rebels, and their Complices. 

Rich, Fie, Charity for ſhame, ſpeak not in ſpight, 

For you ſhall ſup with Jeſu Chriſt to night. 

To, Clif. Foul Stigmatick,that*s more than thou canſt tell. 

Rich, If not in Heaven,yowl ſurely ſup in Hell, [Exeurr. 
Enter Warwick. 

War, Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwick calls: 


a 


The Caſtle in St: Albans, Somerſet 


Throw inthe frozen boſoms of our Part, 
Hot Coals of Vengeance. Let no Souldiers flye, 
He that 1s truly dedicate to War 
Hath no Self-love - nor he that loves himſclf, 
Hath not cſlentially, but by circumſtance 
The name of Valour. 
And the premiſed Flames of the laſt day, 
Knit Earth and Heaven together. 
Now let the general Trumpet blow his blaſt, 
Particularities, and petty ſounds 
To ceaſe. Wag thou ordained (O dear Father 
Toloſethy Youth in Peace, and to atchieve 
| TheSilver Livery of adviſed Age, 
And in thy Reverence, and thy Chair-days, thus 
To die in Ruffian Batrel ? Even at this light, 
My heart is turn'd to ſtone : and while*tis nune, 
[t ſhall be ſtony. York, not our old men ſpares: 
No more will their Babes, Tears Virginal, 
Shall be to me, even as the Dew to Fire, 
And Beauty, that the Tyrant oft reclaims, 
Shall ro my flaming Wrath, be Oyland Flax: 
Henceforth, I will not have to do with pity, 
Meet I an Infant of the Houſe of York, 
[nto as many gobbirs will I cut it, 
As wild Mdza, young Abſirtis did. 
In cruelty, will I feek out my Fame. 
Come thou new ruin of old Clifords houſe : 
As did eAneas 01d Anchiſes bear, 

1.So bear I thee upon. my manly ſhoulders : 
' | Burthen, eAncas barea living load; 
Nothing ſo heavy as theſe woes of mine. 


O let the vile World end, 


Enter Richard , and Somerſet to fight. 


Rich. So lie thou there : 
For underneath an Ale-houſe paltry ſigne, 


Hath 
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Hath made the Wizard famous in his Death : | 


Sword, hold thy temper ; Heart, be wrathful ſtill; 
Prieſts pray for Enemies, but Princes kill. 


F ight, Excurſions, 


Enter King, Queen, and others, 


Qs. Amay my Lord, you are ſlow, for ſhame away. 

. King. Can we out-run the Heavens ? Good Margaret 

ay. 
Qs. What axe you made of ? Yow'l not fight nor fiye : 
Now is it Manhood, Wiſdom, and Defence, 
To give the Enemy way, and to ſecure us 
But what we can, which can no more but flye. 

[C Alarum afar off. 

If yov be tane, we then ſhould ſee the bottom 
Of all our Fortunes : but if we haply ſcape, 
(As well we may, if not through your neglect) 
We ſhall to London get, where you are lov'd, 
And where this breach now in our Fortunes made 
May readily be ſtopt. 


Enter Clifford. 


| would ſpeak Blaſphemy ere bid you flye : 
But flye you muſt : Uncureable diſcomhre 
Reigns in the hearts of all our preſent parts. 
Away for your relief, and we will live 

To ſee their Day, and then our Fortune give. 


Away my Lord, away. [Excunt. 


| Alarum. Retreat. Enter York, Richard, Warwick, ard 


Souldiers, with Drum and Colours, 


York, Of Salisbury, who can report of him, 


Thar Winter Lyon, who in Rage forgets 


— 


Aged Contuſions, and all bruſh off time : 
And like a Gallant in the brow of Youth, 
Repairs him with occaſion. T his happy day 
Is not it ſelf, nor have we won one Foot, 
If Salssbury be loſt. 

Rich, My Noble Father : 
Three times to day 1 hope him to his Horſe, 
Three times beſtryYd him : Thrice 1 led him off, 
Perſwaded him from any further A - 
But ſtill where danger was, ſill there I met him, 
And like rich Hangings in an homely Houſe, 
So was his V Vill in his Old feeble Body. 
But Noble as he is, look where he comes. 


Enter Salisbury. 


Sal. Now, by my Sword, well haſt thou fought today: 
By th* Maſs ſo did we all. I thank you Richard, 
God knows how long itis I have to live : 
And it hath pleagd him that three times to day 
You have detended me from Eminent Death. 
V Vell Lords, we have not got that which we have, 


"Tis not enough our Foes are this time fled, 
Clif. But that my Hearts on future miſchicf ſet, 


Being oppoſites of ſuch repairing Nature. 
York, | know our ſafety is to follow them, 
For (asI hear) the King is fled to London, 
To call a preſent Court of Parliament. 
Let us purſue him ere the V Vrits go forth. 
What ſays Lord Warwick, ſhall we after them ? 
War. After them ! nay, before them, ifwe c# : 
Nowby my hand (Lords) *twas a glorious day. 
Saint Albans battel won by famous York, 
Shall we be eterniz'd in all Ape to cofhe. 
Sound Drum and Trumpets, and to London all, 


And more ſuch days as theſe to us befall, [Excnu. 


—  — — 
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The third Part of 
KING HENR Y-+ VI, - 


With the Death of the 


DUKF of YORK 


Atﬀus Primas. 


Scena Prima. 


Alarum. Enter Plantagenet, Edward, Nortolk, M 
tague, Warwick, and Souldiers, ® 


Warwick. 
Wonder how the King eſcap*d our Hands ? 
Pl. While we purſu'd the Horſemen of the North, 
He flily ſtole away, and left his Men : 
Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whoſe Warlike Ears could never brook retreat, 
Chear'd up the drooping Army, and himſelt, 
Lord Ch:ffordand Lord Stafford all a-brealt 
Charg'd our main Battels Front: and breaking in, 
Were by the Swords of Common Souldiers jlain. 
Edvw. Lord Staffords Father, Duke of Buck;zngham, 
Is efther flain or wounded dangerous. 
| cleft his Beaveg with a down-right blow : 
That this istrue (Father) behold his Blood. 


Whom I encountred as the Battels joyn'd. 

Rich, Speak thou for me, and teli them what I did. 
Plan. Richard hath beſt deſery'd of all my Sons : 
But is your Grace dead, my Lord of Somer ſee ? 

Nor. Such hope have all the Line of John of Gaunt. 
Kich, Thus do 1 hope to ſhake King Henry's Head. 
War. And ſo do l, victorious Prince of Tork. 
BeforeI ſce thee ſeated in the T hrone, 

Which now the Houſe of Lancaſter uſurps, 

I vow by Heaven, theſe Eyes ſhall never cloſe. 

This is the Palace of the fcariul King, 

And this the Regal Seat : polleſs it York, 

For this is thine, and not King Henry's Heirs. 

Plan, Aſfiſt me then, ſweet Warwick, and I will, 
For hither we have broken in by force. 

Norf. We'll all aſliſt you : he that flies ſhall dye. 


hs 


oun- 


Mount. And Brother,heres the Earl of }/il:ſhires Blood, 


—. 


V:r. Neither the King, nor he that loves hiim beſt, 
The proude!t he that holds up Lancaſter, 
Dares itir a Wing, if Warwick ſhake his Bells. 
Ple plant Planeagener, root him up who dares : 
Reſolve thee Kichard, claim the Engliſh Crown. 


Enter King Henry, Clifford, Northumberland, Weſtmer- 
land, Exeter, and the reſt. 


Hen, My Lords, look where the ſturdy Rebel ſits, 
Even in the Chair of State : belike he means, 
Back*d by the Power of Warwick, that falſe Peer, 
To aſpire unto the Crown, andReign as King, 
Earl of Northumberland, he ſlew thy Father, 
And thine, Lord Cl:ford,and you have both vow?d revenge 
On him, his Sons, his Favourites, and his Friends. 
North, If 1 be not, Heavens be reveng'd on me. 
Clifford. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn in 
Stecl. 
Weſt. What, ſhall we ſuffer this ? Let's pluck him down, 


My Heart for anger burns, I cannot brook ir. 


Henry. Be patient, gentle Earl of Weſtmerland. 
Clifford. Patience is for Poltroons, and ſuch is he : 
He durſt not fit there had your Father liv'd. 
My Gracious Lord, here in the Parliament 
Let us allayl the Family of York, 
North, Well haſt thou ſpoken, Couſin be it ſo. 
Henry. Ah, know you not the City favours them, 
'And they have Troops of Souldters at their beck ? 
Weſtm. But when the Duke 1s ſlain, they*ll quickly flye. 
Henry. Far be the thought of this from Henry's Heart. 
To make a Shambles of the Parliament Houſe. 
Coulin of Exeter, Frowns, Words, and Threats, 
Shall be the War that Ferry means to uſe : 
Thou Fattious Duke of York, deſcend my Throne, 


Plant. Thanks gentle Norfolk,, ſtay by me. my Lords, 
And Souldicrs ſtay and lodge by me this Night. 


War, And when the King comes, oftcr him no violence, 


[They coup. | | am thy Soveraign, 


Y-1k, Tam thine. 


And kneel for Grace and Mercy at my Feet, 


Unleſs he ſeek to thruſt you out perforce. 
Plant. The Queen this day here holds her Parliament, 
But little thinks wedhall be of her Counſel, 
By Words or Blows here let us win cur right. 
Rich, Arni'd as we are, let's ſtay within this Houle. 
War, The bloody Parliament ſhall this be called, 
Unleſs Flantazenct, Duke of Tork, be King, 
And baſhful Henry depos'd, whole Cowardize 
Hath made us by- words to our Enemics. 
Plant. Then leave me not, my Lords be reſolute, 
| mean to take pollzſlion of my Right. 


| 


Ex:t. For ſhame come down, he made thee Duke of 
York. 
York, It was my Inheritance, as the Earldom was. 
Ex«t. Thy Father was a Traytor to the Crown. 
Warw, Excter thou art a I raytor to the Crown, 
In following this uſurping Hexry. 
Cliff, Whom ſhould he follow, but his natural King ? 
War. Trae,Clfford, and that's Richard Duke of York, 
Henry. And ſhall 1 ſtand, and thou {it in my Throne ? 
Yo%, It mult and ſhall be fo, content thy ſelf, 
War. Be Dake of Lancaſter, let him be King. 
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And that the Lord of Weſtmerland ſhall maintain. 


That ve are thoſe which chas'd you from the Field, 
And ſlew your Fathers, and with Colours ſpread 


| Thy Kinſmen, and thy Friends, Ple have: more lives 
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Wejtm. He is both King and Duke of Larcafter, 


— 


War. And Warwick ſhall diſprove it. You forget, 


March'd through the City to the Palace Gates. 
North, Yes, Warwick, | remember it to my grief. 
Any his Soul, thou and,*hy Houſe ſhall rue it. 
reſt. Plantaganet, of thee and theſe thy Sons, 


Than drops of blood were in my Fathers Veins. 

Clff. Urge it no more, lealt that inſtead of words 

I ſend thee, Warwick, ſuch a Meſlenger, 

As ſhall revenge his death, before] ſtir. 

War. Poor Clifford, haw I ſcorn his worthleſs 'T hreats. 
Plant, Will you, weſhew our Title to the Crown * 

If not, our Swords ſhall plead it in the Field. 

Hen. What Title haſt thou, Traitor, to the Crown ? 
My Father was, as thou art, Duke of York, 

Thy Grandfather Roger Mortimer, Earl of March. 

[ am the Son of Henry the Fifth, 

V Vho made the Dolphin and the French to ſtoop, 

And ſeiz'd upon their Towns and Provinces. 


War. Talk not of France, {ith thou haſt loſt it all. 
Henry. The Lord Protettor loſt it, and not 1 ; 
V Vhen 1 was Crown'd I was but nine months old. 
Rich. You are old enough now; 
And yet methinks you loſe : 
Father, tear the Crown from the Uſurpers Head. 
Edw. Sweet Father do ſo, ſet it on your Head. 
| Aunt. Good Brother, 
As thou lov?lt and honorelt Arms, 
Let's fight it out, and not ſtand cavelling thus. 
Rich, Sourd Drums and Trumpets, and the King wall 
flye. 
Plant, Sons, peace. 
Hen. Peace thou, and give King Henry leave to ſpeak. 
War. Plantagenet ſhall ſpeak firſt : Hear him Lords, 
And be you ſilent and attentive too, 
For he that interrupts him, ſhall not live. 
Hen. Think?ſt thou that I will leave my Kingly Throne, 
'V Vherein my Grandfire and my Father fat ? 
No : firſt ſhall V Var unpeople this my Realm; 
I, and their Colours often born in France, 
' And now in England, to our hearts great ſorrow, 
Shall be my V Vinding-ſheet, why faint you Lords ? 
My Titles good, and better far than his. 
ar. But prove it, Hy, and thou ſhalt be King, 
Hen. Hen y the Fourth by Conquelt got the Crown, 
Plant, *T was by Rebellion againſt his King. 
Hen, 1 know not what to ſay, my Title's weak : 
Tell me, may not a King adopt an Heir ? 
Plant, V V hat ihen ? 
Hen. If he may, then am I lawful King : 
For Richard, in the view of many Lords, 
Reſign*d the Crown to Herry the Fourth, 
V V hoſe Heir my Father was, and I am his, 
Plant. He roſe againſt him, being his Soveraign, 
And made him to reſign his Crown perforce. 
War. Suppoſe, my Lords, he did it unconitrain'd, 
Think you *rwere prejudicial to his Crown ? 
Exet. No: for he could not fo reſign his Crown, 
But that the next Heir ſhould ſuccced and reign. 
Hen, Arc thou againſt us, Duke of Exeter ? 
Exet. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 
Flant, V Vhy whiſper you, my Lords, and anſwer not ? 
Exer, My Conſcience tells me; he is lawful King. 
Hen, Al} will revolt from me, and turn to him. 
North, Plantagenet, for all the claim thou layſt, 
Think not, that Herry ſhall be deposg'd. | 
War. Depos'd he ſhall be in deſpight of all, 
Northumb, Thou art deceiy'd : 
*Tis not thy Southern power 
Of Eſſex, Norfolk,, Suffolk,, nor of Kent, 


Wiich makes thee thus preſumptuous ard proud, 
Can ſet the Duke vp in deipight of me. 
Clif. King Henry, bz thy Title right or Wreng, 
Lord C/ifora vows to fight in thy defence: 
May that ground gape, aud ſwallow me alive ; 
Where I ſhall kneel to him that frew my Father, 
Hen, Oh Clford, how thy words revive my Heart, 
Plant, Henry of Lancaſter, reſign thy Crown : 
What muiter you, or what conſpire you, Lords ? 
War. Do right unto this Princely Duke of York, 
Or I will fill the Houſe with armed men, 
And o're the Chair of State where now he ſits, 
Write up his Title with uſurping Blood, 
He ſtamps with his foot, and the Souldiey; 
ſhe themſelves. 
Hecn, My Lord of Warwick, hear me but one word: 
Let me for this time reign as King. : 
Plant, Confirm the Crown to me, and to mine Heirs 
And thou ſhalt Reign in quiet while thou liv?{t. 
Hen. 1 am content : Richard Plantagener 
Enjoy the Kingdom after my deceaſe. 
Cliff. What wrong is this unto the Prince, your Son ? 
War. What good is this to England, and himſelf ? 
Weſt. Baſe, fearful, and deſpairing Henry. 
C!;f/, How haſt thou injur*d both thy ſelt and us? 
Weſt. I cannot ſtay to hear theſe Articles. 
Northurcb, Norl. 
Cliff. Come Couſin, let us tell the Queen theſe News, 
Weſ?t. Farewel faint-hearted and degenerate King, 
[n whoſe cold blocd no ſpark of honour bides. 
North, Be thou a prey unto the Houſe oi T.rk, 
And die in Bands, for this unmanly deed. 
Cliff. In dreadful War, may*ſt thou be overcome, 
Or live in peace abandon'd and deſpis'd. 
War. Turn this way, #cry, and regard them not. 
Exeter. They ſeek revenge, and therefore will not yield, 
Hen, Ah Exeter. 
War. Why ſhould you ſigh, my Lord ? 
Hen. Not for my ſelf, Lord Warwick, but my Soh, 
Whom I unnaturally ſhall diſinherit, 
But be it as it may : I here entayl . 
The Crown to thee, and to thine Heirs for eyer, 
Conditionally, that here you take an Oath, - 
To ceafe this. Civil-war : and whiPt I live, 
To honour me 3s thy King and Soyeraign : 
Neither by Treaſon nor Hoſtility, 
To ſeck to put me down, and Reign thy ſelf. 
Plant, This Oath 1 willingly take, and will perform, 
We:r. Long live King Henry : Plant agenet embrace him. 
Hen, And long live thou, and theſe thy forward Sons. 
Plant, Now York and Lancaſter are reconcil'd. 
Exet, Accutſt be he that ſecks to make them foes. 
Sonet, Here they come down. 
Plant. Farewel, my gracious Lord, Ile to my Caſtk. 
War. And Ple keep London with my Souldiers. 
Norf. And I to Norfolk, with my followers. 
Mount. And 1 unto the Sea from whence I came. 
Hen. AndI with grief and ſorrow to the Court. 
Enter the Queen, 
Exet. Here comes the Qucen, 
V Vhoſe looks bewray, her anger 
Ple ſteal away. 
Henry. Exeter, fo will I. 
Qucen, Nay, go not from me, I will follow thee. 
Hen. Be patient, gentle Queen, and I will ſtay. 
Queen, V Vho can be patient in ſuch extreams ? 
A wretched Man, would I had dy'd a Maid, 
And never ſeen thee, neyer born thee Son, 
Seeing thou haſt prov*d ſo unnatural a Father. 
Hath he deſerv?d to loſe his Birth-right thus ? 
Hadlſt thou but lov®d him half ſo much as I, 
Or felt that pain which I did for him once, 
Or nouriſht him, as I did with my blood ; 


| 


Thou would'ſt have left- thy deareſt Heart-blood -_ 
wo 
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Rather than made that javage Duke thine Heir, 
Anddiſ-inherited thine only Son. 

Prin. Father, you cannot dil-inherit me : 
If you be Kang, why ſhould not I ſucceed ? 

Hen, Pardon me, Azrgaret, pardon me, ſweet $5n, 
The Earl of Warwick and the Duke enturc'd me. 

Oucen, Enforc*d thee ? art thou King, and wilt be ford? 
[ ſhame to hear thee ſpcak : ah timorous Wreich, 
Thou haſt undone thy ſelf, thy Son, and me, 
And given unto the Houſe of York. ſuch head, 
As thou ſhalt Reign but by their ſuffterance. 
To entail him and his Heirs unto the Crown, 
What is it, but to make thy Sepulchre, 
And creep into it far before thy tine ? 
Warwick 1s Chancellor, and the Lo1d of Calice, 
Stern Falconbr:dge commarnids the Narrow Seas, 
The Duke is made Protettor of the Realm, 
And yet ſhalt thou be ſafe ? ſuch ſafety finds 
The trembling Lamb, invironed with Wolves. 
Had I been there, which am a filly Woman, 
The Souldicrs ſhould have toſs*d me on their Pikes, 
Before I would have granted to that Att. 
But thou preferr?lt thy lite before thine honour, 
And ſecing thou do':t, .I here divorce my ſelf, 
Both from thy Table, Henry, and thy Bed, 
Until that Act of Parliament be repealed, 
Whereby my Son is diſ-inherired. 
The Northern Lords, that have forſworn thy Colours, 
Will folaw mine, if once they ſee them ſpread : 
And ſpread they ſhall be, to thy foul diſgrace, 
And utter ruine of the Houſe of T ork. 
Thys do I leave thee : Come Son, let's away, 
Our Army is ready, come, well after them. 
Henry. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me ſpeak. 
Queen. Thou haſt ſpoke too much already : get thce 
90ne. 
” Hen. Gentle Son Edward, thou wilt ſtay with me ? 
Owen, 1, to be murther'd by his Enemies. 
: Prin, When | return with victory from the Field, 
IPle ee your Grace: till then Ple follow her. 
Owen. Come, Son, away, we may not linger thus. 
Hen, Poor Queen, | 
How love to me, and to her Son, 
Hath made her break out into terms of Rage. 
Reveng*d- may ſhe be on that hateful Duke, 
Whole haughty Spirit, winged with delire, 
Will coſt my Crown, and like an empty Eagle, 
Tyre on the Fleſh of me, and of my Son. 
The loſs of thoſe three Lords torments my Heart : 
Ple write unto them, and entreat them fair 
Come, Coulin, you ſhall be the Mellenger. | 
Exet. And 1 hope ſhall reconcile them all. [Exit, 


Enter Richard, Edward, and Mountague. 


Rich, Brother, though | be youngeſt, give me leave. 
Edw, No, I can berrer play the Orator. 
Moun, But 1 have reaſons ſtrong and forcible. 


Enter the Duke of York. 


Yor. Why, how now Sons and Brothers, at a ſtrife ? 
What is your Quarrel ? how began ir frit ? 

Edw, No Quarrel, but a ſlight Contzntion. 

Yor, About what ? 

Rich. About that which concerns your Grace and us, 
The Crown of England, Father, which is yours. 

Yor. Mine, Boy ? not until King Herry be dead. 
Rich, Your Right depends not on his life, or Death. 
Edw, Now you are Heir, thcrefore enjoy it now : 

By giving the Houſe of Lancaſter leave to breathe, 

It will out-run you, Father, in the end. 

Yor. I took an Oath, that he ſhould quietly Reign. 
Edw, But for a Kingdom any Oath may be broken: 


— 


Andt 


| would break a thouſand Oaths to Reign one year. 
 Rithard, No: God forbid, your Grace ſhould be for- 
[WOTn. 
Yor. I ſhall be, if I claimby open War. | 
_ Richard, le prove the contrary, if you'll hear me 
[peak. 
Yor. Thon canſt not, Son, cis impoſlible. 
Rich. An Oath is of no moment, being not took , 
Betore a true and lawful Magiftrate, 
| hat hath authority over him that ſwears. 
Henry had none, but did uſurp the place. 
Then ſecing *twas he that made you todepoſe, 
Your Oath, my Lord, is vain and frivolous, 
Therefore to Arms: and, Father, do but think, 
How ſweet a thing it is to wear a Crown, 
Within whoſe Circuit is Elyſum, 
And all that Poets feign of Bliſs and Joy. 
Why do we linger thus ? I cannot reſt, 
Until the White Roſe that I wear, be dy*d 
Even in the luke-warm blood of Henry's Heart. 
Yor. Richard, enough : 1 will be King, or die. 
Brother, thou ſhalt to London preſently, | 
And whzt on Warwick to this Enterprize. 
Thou, Richard, ſhalt be Duke of Norfolk, 
And tel] him privily of our intent. 
You, Edward, ſhall unto my Lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kentiſh-men will willingly riſe. 
[ntheml truſt ; for they are Souldiers, 
Witty, courteous, liberal, full of Spirit. 
While you are thus employ?d, what reſteth more, 
But that I ſeek occaſion how to riſe ? 
And yct the King not privy to my drift, 
Nor any of the Houſe of Lancaſter. 


Enter Gabriel. 
But ſtay, what News? why convſt thou in ſuch poſt ? 


zntend here to beſiege you in your Caſtle. 

She is hard by, with twenty thouſand Men : | : 
And therefore fortifie your hold, my Lord. 
Yor. I, with my Sword. 

W hat? thinklt thou, that we fear them ? 


My Brother Montague ſhall poſt to London. 

Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and thereſt, 

Whom we have left ProteCtors of the King, 

Wirth powerful Policy ſtrengthen themſelves, 

And trult not ſimple Henry, nor his Oaths. 
Atom. Brother, I go:: Ple win them, fear it not. 

leave. ; 
Exit Mountague. 


Enter Mortimer, and his Brother. 


Yor. Sir John, and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine Uncles, 
You are come to Sandal in a happy hour. 
The Army of the Queen means to beliege us. 
John. She ſhall nor need, we?ll meet her in the Field. 
Yor, What, with five thouſand Men ? 
Rich. 1, with five hundred, Father, for a need. 
A Woman's General: what ſhould we fear ? | 
[.4 march afar 
Eadw, I hear their Drums : 7d 
Let's ſet our Men in order, 
And iſflue forth, and bid them Battel ſtreight. 
Yor. Five Men to twenty though the odds be great, 
[ doubt not, Uncle, of our Victory. 
Many a Battel have I won in France, 
When as the Enemy hath been ten to one : 
Why ſhould 1 not now have the like ſucceſs ? 


Alarum, 


Ente? 


Gabricl. The Queen, | 
With all the Northern Earls and Lords, I 


Eaward and Richard, you ſhall ſtay with me, " 


#| 


Exit, « 
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Enter Rutland and his Tutor. 


'- Rat. Ah, whither ſhall I flye, to ſcape their hands ? 
Ah, Tutor, look where bloody Clifford comes. 
| Enter Clifford. ; 
Clif. Chaplain, away, thy Prieſthood ſaves thy lite, 
As for the Brat of this accurſed Duke, 
W hoſe Father ſlew my Father, he ſhall die. 
Tutor. And I, my Lord, will bear him company. 
Clif. Souldiers, away with him. : 
Tutor, Ah Clifford, murther not this innocent Child, 
| Leſt thou be hated both of God and Man. [Ext 
Clif. How now ? is he dead already ? 
Or is it fear that makes him cloſe his Eyes ? 
Ile open them. 
Rut. So looks the pent-up Lyon o're the wretch, 
That trembles under his devouring Paws : 
And ſo he walks, inſulting o're his Prey, 
And ſo he comes to rend his Limbs aſunder. 
Ah, gentle Chfford, kill me with thy Sword, 
And not with ſuch a cruel threatning look. 
Sweet Clifford, hear me ſpeak, before l die : 
1 am too mean a ſubject for thy wrath, 
Be thou reveng?d on Men, and let me live. 
Clef. In vain thou ſpeak*ſt, poor Boy * 
[My Fathers blood hath ſtop't the paſlage 
; Where thy words ſhould enter. 
| Ag. Then let my Fathers blood open it again, 
Heisa Man, and, Chfford, cope with him. : 
' Clif. HadIthy Brethren here, their lives and thine 
:Were not revenge.ſufficient for me : 
No, if I digg*d up thy Fore-fathers Graves, 
{'And hung their rotten Coffins up in Chains, 
It could not flake mine ire, nor eaſe my heart. 
[The ſight of any of the Houſe of York, ® 
$ as a fury to torment my Soul : 
d till I root out their accurſed Line, 
nd l:ave not one alive, I live in Hell. 
herefore 
 R«t, Ohlet me pray, before I take my death : 
To thee, I pray, ſweet Clford, pity me. 
Clif. Such pity as my Rapier*s point affords. 
 Rut. I never did thee harm : why wilt thou ſlay me? 
Clif. Thy Father hagh. 
| Rut, But *twas e*rel was born. 
\Thou haſt one Son, for his fake pity me, 
Leaſt in revenge thereof, ſith God is jult, 
He be as miſcrably ſlain as I. 
Ab, let me live in Priſon all my days, 
And when I give occaſion of offence, 
[Then let me die, for now thou haſt no cauſe. 
' Chf. No cavfe ? thy Father ſlew my Father : there- 
fore die. 
'. Rut, Dit faciant laudis ſumma ſi iſta tus, 
! Clif. Plartagenet, I come, Plantagener. 
And this thy Sons blood cleaving to my Blade, 
Shall ruſt upon my Weapon, till thy blood 
CongeaPd with this, do make me wipe off both, 


CExit, 


| Alarum. Enter Richard Duke of York. 
| Yor, The Army of the Queen hath got the Field : 


i Uncles both are ſlain in reſcuing me, 


And all my followers to the eager Foe 

Turn back, and flye, like Ships before the wind, 

Or Lambs purſu*d by hunger-ſtarved Wolves. 

My Sons, God knows what hath bechanced them : 

But this I know, they have demean*d themſelves 

Like Men born to Renown, by Life or Death. 

Three times did Richard make a Lane to me, 

And thrice cry*d, Courage, Father, fight it out : 
nd full as oft came Edward to my lide, | 

With Purple Faulchion, painted to the Hilt 


| ed 


——_— 


I 7 


In blood of thoſe that had encountred him : 
And when the hardieſt Warriers did retire, 
Richard cryd, Charge, and give no foot of ground, 
And cry*d, a Crown, or elſe a glorious Tomb, 
A Scepter or an Earthly Sepulcher. 
With this we charg*d again : but out alas, 
We bodg'd again : as | have ſeen a Swan 
With bootleſs labour ſwim againſt the Tide, 
And ſpend her ſtrength with overmatching Waves, 
[4 ſhort Alarum within, 
Ah hark, the fatal followers do purſue, 
And 1 am faint, and cannot flye their fury. 
And were I ſtrong, I would not ſhun their fury. 
The Sands are numbred, that make up my Life, | 
Here muſt I ſtay, and here my Life mult end. | 


Entey the Queen, Clifford, Northumberland, the young 


Prince and Souldzers, 


Come bloody Clifford, rough Northumberland, 
I dare you queachleſs fury to more rage : 
Il am your But, and I abide your ſhot. 
North, Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagener. 
Clif. I, to ſuch mercy, as his ruthleſs Arm 
With down-right payment, ſhew*d unto my Father. 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his Carre, 
And made an Evening at the Noon-tide Prick, 
Yer. My Aſhes, asthe Phoenix, may bring forth 
A Bird, that will revenge upon you all : | 
And in that hope, | throw mine Eyes to Heaven, 
Scorning what ere you can inflict me with. 
Why come you not ? what ? multitudes, and fear ? 
Clif. So Cowards fight, when they can flye no further, 
So Doves do peck the Falcons piercing Talons, 
| So deſperate Thieves, all hopeleſs of their lives, 
Breath out invectives ?gainſt the Officers. | 
Yor. Oh Ci:fford, but bethink thee once again, 
And in thy thought o're-run my former-time : 
And if thou canſt, for bluſhing, view this Face, | 
And bite thy Tongue, that ſlanders him with Cowardfre, 
Whoſe frown hath made thee faint and flye ere this. '-/ 


But buckler with thee blows twice two for one. 

Queen, Hold, valiant Clifford, for a thouſand cauſes 
I would prolong a while the Traytors Life : 
Wrath makes him deaf; ſpeak thou, Northumberland, 

North. Hold Clifford, do not honour him ſo much, 
To prick thy Finger, though to wound his Heart. 
W hat valour were it, when a Curr doth grin, 
For one to thruſt his Hand between his Teeth, 
When he might ſpurn him with his foot away ? 
It is Wars prize to take all yantages, 
And ten to one, is no impeach of Valour. 
Clif, 1, I, ſo ſtrivesthe Woodcock with the Gynn. 
North. Sodoth the Cony ſtruggle in the Net. 
Yor. So triumph Thieves, upon their conquer*d Booty, 
So true Men yield, with Robbers ſo o're-matcht. 
North. What would your Grace have done unto him now?, 
Queen, Brave Warriors, Clifford and Northumberland, | 
Come make him ſtand upon this Mole-hill here, . | 
T hat caught at Mountains with out-ſtretched Aarms, | 
Yet parted but the ſhadow with his hand. 
What, was it you that would be Enyland's King ? 
Wast you that revelÞd in our Parliament, 
And made a Preachmeat of your high Deſcent ? 
Where are your meſs of Sons to back you now ? 
The wanton Edward, and the luſty George ? 
And wheres that valiant Crook-back Prodigy, 
Dicky, your Boy, that with his grumbling yoyce 
Was wont to cheer his Dad in Mutinies ? 
Or with the reſt, where is your Darling Rutland ? 
Look York, I ſtain'd this Napkin with the blood 
Thar valiant Clifford, with his Rapiers point, 
Made iſſue from the boſom of the Boy, 
And if thine Eyes can water for his Death, 
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I give] 
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Clif. I will not bandy with thee word for word, * | 
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| give thee This to ary thy Cheeks withal. 

Alas poor Tork,, but that I hate thee deadly, 

[ ſhould lament thy miſerable tate. 

[ prithee grieve, to make me merry; York, 

What hath thy fiery Hart foparcht thine entrails, 

That not a Tear can fall to Rutland's Death, 

Why art thou patient, Man ? thou ſhould'ſt be mad : 

And 1, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus, 

Stamp, rave» and fret, that I may ſing and dance. 

Thou would'ſt be fee'd, I ſee, to make me ſport : 

Tork, cannot ſpeak, unleſs he wear a Crown. 

ACrown for Tork; and, Lords, bow low to him : 

Hold you his Hands, whilſt I do ſet it on. 

I marry, Sir, now looks he like a King: 

[. this is he that took King Henry's Chair, 

And this is he was his adopted Heir. 

But how isit,, that great Plantagenet 

kCrown*d ſo ſoon, and broke your ſolemn Oath ? 

As [bethink me, you ſhouldnot be King, 

Till our King Henry had ſhook hands with Death. 

And will you pale your head in Hemry's Glory, 

And rob his Temples of the Diadem, 

Now in this Life againſt the holy Oath ? 

Oh tis a fault too too unpardonable, 

Of with the Crown, and with the Crown, his Head, 

And whil'ſt we breath take time to do him dead. 

Clif. That is my Office, for my Fathers ſake. 
wen, Nay ſtay, lets here the Orizons he makes. 

York. She-Wolf of France, 

But worſe than Wolves of France, 


How ill- befeeming is tt in thy Sex, 

Totriumph like an Amazonian Trull, 

Upon their Woes, whom Fortune Captivates ? 

But that thy Face is Vizard-like, unchanging, 

Made impudent with uſe of evil deeds, 

1Iwould aſſay, proud Queen, to make thee bluſh. 

To tell thee whence thou canſt,, of whom deriy'd, 
Were ſhame enough to ſhame thee 

Wer't thou not ſhameleſs, 

Thy Father bears the type of King of Naples, 

Of both the S:cils, and Fernſalem, 

Yet not ſu wealthy as an Engl;ſh Yeoman. 

Hath that poor Monarch taught thee to inſult ? 

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud Queen, 
Unleſs the Adage mult be verify'd, 

That Beggars mounted, run their Horſe to death. 
Tis Beauty that doth'oft make Women proud, 

But God he knows, thy ſhare thereof is\{mall. 

Tis Vertye that doth make them moſt admir*d, 

The contrary doth make thee wondred art. 

Tis Government that makes them ſeem Divine, 
The want thereof makes thee abominable. 

Thou art as oppolite to every good, 

As the Antipoges are unto us, 

Or as the South to the Septertrion, 

Oh Tigres Heart, wrapt in a Womans Hide, ; 
How could'ſt thou drain the Life-blood of the Child, 
Tobid the. Father wipe his Eyes withal, 

And yet be ſeen to bear a Womans Face ? 

Women are ſoft, mild, pitiful, and flexible z 

Thou ſtern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remoricleſs, 
Bidſt thou me rage ? why now thou haſt thy wiſh. | 
Would'ſt have me weep ? why now thou haſt thy will. 
| For raging Wind blows up inceſſant ſhowr's, 

And when the rage allays, the Rain begins. 

Theſe Tears are my ſweet Rutland's Obſcquies, 

And every drop cries vengeance to his death. 


Thar hardly can I check mine Eyes from Tears. 
York, That Face of his, 

The hungry Cannibals would not have toucht, 
Would not have ſtain'd the Roſes jult with blood : 


Whoſe Tongue more poyſon's than the Adders Tooth; 


'Gainſt thee, fell Cl:ford, and thee, falſe French-woman. 
Northumb. Beſhrew me, but his Paſſions move me ſo, 


Bur you are more inhumane, more inexorable, 
Oh ten times more than Tigers of Hyrcama, 

S:e, ruthleſs Queen, a hapleſs Fathers Tears : 
This Cloth thou dip*dſt in blood of my ſweet Boy, 
And I with tears do waſh the blood away.” 

Keep thou the Napkin, and go boaſt of this; 

And it thou telPſt the heavy ſtory right, 

Upon my Soul, the hearers will ſhed "Tears': 

Yea, even my Foes will ſhed faſt-falling Tears, 
And ſay, alas, it was a piteous deed. 

There take the Crown, and with the Crown, my Curſe: 
And in thy need, ſuch comfort cone to-thee, 

As now I reapat thy too cruel hand. 


My Soul to Heaven, my Blood upon your Heads. © 
North. Had he been ſlaughter-mar to all my Kin, - © < 

I ſhould not for my life but weep with him, ts 

To ſee how inly ſorrow gripes his Soul. © + * 
Queen. What, weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberland? 

Think but upon the wrong he did us all, __ * ». 

And that will quickly dry thy melting Tears. V4 

x Cliford. Here's for my Oath, here's for my F 

eath. 


# #£ x7 
0 # *® 
_ - : 
: 

pn 
. : [ 


Yor. Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God. | - -©/ | 
My Soul flies through theſe wounds, to ſeek out thee. ''* 
Queen. Off with his Head, and ſet it on York Gates, | | 
So York may over-look the Town of York. [E-xeunt. 


A March, Enter Edward, Richatd, and their power, , 


Ev. 1 wonder how our Princely Father ſcap't : 
Or whether he be ſcap'd away, or no : "EY 
From Clifford's and from Northumberland's purſuit * © !; 
Had he been ra'ne, we would have heard the news : ©” ©! 
Had he been ſlain, we ſhould have heard the news: © 
Or had he ſcap't, methinks we ſhould have heard 


Queen, And heres to right our gentle-hearted King £ [ 


Hard-hearted Clford, take me from the World, = | 


| 


: 


' 
? 


The happy tydings of his 


Rich, Icannot joy untill be refoly'd 
W here our right valiant Father is become. 
[ ſaw him in the Battel range about, £ W305 
And watcht him how he ſingled Clifford forth, O71) 
Me thought he bore him in the thickeſt troop, | 
As doth a Lyon in a Heard of Neat, 
Or as a Bear encompaſs'd round with $ 
Who having pincht a few, and made them cry, LY 
The reſt ſtand all aloof, and bark at him. 71 
So far*d our Father with his Enemies, | 
So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father : 
Methinks *tis prize enough to be his Son. 
See how the Morning opes her Golden Gates, 
And takes her farewel of the glorious Sun. 
How well reſembles it the prime of Youth, 
Trimm'd like a Yonker, prancing to his Love ? 
Ea. Dazle mine Eyes, or do I ſee three Sans? - 
Rich. Three glorious Suns, each one a perfect Sun, 
Not ſeparated with the racking Clouds, | 
But ſever'd in a pale clear-ſhining Skie, 
See, ſee they joyn, embrace, and ſeem to kiſs, 
As if they vow'd ſome League inviolable. 
Now are they but one Lamp, one Light, one Sun ; 


Ew. Tis wondrous ſtrange, 

The like yet never heard of. 

[ think it cites us (Brother) to the Field, | 
That we, the Sons of brave Plantagener, "ed 
Each one already blzzing by our meeds, wh 
Shovld notwithithſtanding joyn our Lights together, -- 
And over-fhine the Earth, as this the World. 4 
W hat ere it bodes, hence-forward will I bear ' | 
Upon my Target three fair ſhining Suns. 7 
Rich, Nay, bear three Daughters : "1 
By your leave, I ſpeak it, 


In this, the Heaven figures ſome event. B2..16 


pt v7 | = 
How fares my Brother ? why is he ſo fad ? £ 1 
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© Enter one blowing. 
But what art thou, whoſe heavy Looks foretel 


Some dreadful Story hanging on thy Tongue ? 


Meſſ. Ah, one that was a woful looker on, 


When as the Nable;Duke. of Tork was {lain, 
Your Princely.Father, and my loving Lord. 


Eqdw. Oh ſpeak no-more, for I have heard too much. 
Rich. Say how he dy'*d, for 1 will hear it all. 

Meſſ. Envixoned he was with many Foes, 

And ſtoodagainit them, as the hope of Troy 

Again the Greeks, that would have entred 17oy. 

But Hercules himſelf mult yield to odds ; 

And many ſtroaks, though with a little Axe, 

Hewes down as 21 the hardeſt-timber?d Oak. 

By many hands your Father was ſubduw'd, 


But:ooly ſhughter'd by the ireful Arm 


Of unrelenting Clyford, and the Queen : ; 
Who Crown'd the gracious Duke in high deſpight, 
glwd in his fage : and when with griet he wept, 


The ruthleſs Queen gave him, to dry his Cheek, 


A APR» ſteep'd in the harmleſs blocd 
Of ſweet pouy "; wlnd, by rough Clifford Rain ; 
And afper -many Kcortis, many foul taunts,. 
They took his Head, and on the Gates of Ywk, 

et the ſarge,.. and there it doth remain, 


The faddeſt ſpectacle that ere 1 view'd. 
| Edw, Sweet Duke of 7 ork. our prop to lean upon, 


Now thou art gone, we have no Staff, no Stay. 
Oh Clifford, boyſt*rous Clijſwrd, thou hait ſlam 
The flower of repes for is Chevalry, 


His Dukedom, apd kis Chair, with me is left, 

Rich. Nay, if thou be that Princely Eagles Bird, 
Shew thy deſceng, by;gazing *gainlt the Sun : 
For Chair and.[Dyukedom, T hrone and Kingdom ſay, 
Either that isthine, or elſe thou wert not his. 


their Army. 


abroad. - | 

Rich. Great Lord of Warwick, if we ſhould recount 
Our baleful news, andat cach words deliverance 
Stab Poinards in our Fleſh, till all were tald, 


| The words would:add more anguiſh than the wounds. 


O, valiant Lord, the Duke of York is lain, 


Whigh held thee:dearly as kis Souls Redemntion, 

Is by the ſtegp.Logd Cord done to Death. 

War. Ten. days2g9 ldrown'd thoſe news in tears, 
And now to add mpre meaſure to your woes, 

[ come totell you things {jth then befaln. 


After the bloody Fray at Wakefield fought, 


| 
1] Edw. O, Warwick, Warwick, that, Plantagenet, 
| 
| 


_ 


Where your brave Father breath'd his lateſt Gaſp, 


— 


March. Enter Warwick, AMargreſs Mountacute, and 


War. How now, fair Lords? what fare? what news 


Tidings as ſwiftly, as the Poſt could run, 
Were brought me of your Toſs, and his depart. 
[ then in London, Keeper of the King, 
Muſter*d my Souldiers, gathered Flocks of Friends, 
Marchid toward St. Atbzns, to mtercept the Queen, 
Bearing the King in my behalf along : 

For by my Scouts, 1 was advertiſed 

| That ſhe was coming with a full intent 

To daſh our late Decree in Parliament, | 
Touching King Henry's Oath, and your Succeſſion : | 
Short Tale to make, we at St. Albans met, | 
Our Battels joyn'd and both ſides fiercely fought : 

But whether *cwas thecoldneſs of the King, 

Who look?®d full gently on his War. like Queen, 

That robb'd my Souldiers of their heated Spleen. 

Or whether *twas report of her Succeſs, 

Or more than common fear of Clfords Rigonr, 

W ho thunders to his Captives, Blood and Death, 

| cannot judge : but toconclude with truth, 

| Their Weapons like to Lightning, came and went : 
Our Souldiers like the Night-Owls lazy flight, 

Or like a lazy Threſher with a Flayle, 

Fell gently down, as if they ſtruck their Friends. 

| cheer*d them up with Juſtice of our Cauſe. 

With promiſe of high Pay, and great Reward ; 

Bur all in vain, they had no heart to fight, 

And we (in them) no hope to win the Day, 

So that we fled : the King untothe Queen, 

Lord George, your Brother Norfolk, and my felf, 

In haſte, poſt-haſte, are come to joyn with you: 

For in the Marches here we heard you were, 

Making another Head, to fight again. 

Ed Where is. theDuke of Norfolk,, gentle Warwick? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England ? 

War. Some fix miles off the Duke is with the Soullicthp 
And for your Brother he was lately ſent 1 
From your kind Aunt, Dutcheſs of Burgundy, 
Withaid of Souldiers to this needful War. 

Rich. *T'was odds belike, when yaliant Warwick fled; 
Ott haveI heard his praiſes in purſuit, 

But ne're till now, his ſcandal of Retire. 

War. Nor now my ſcandal, Richard, doſt thou hear; 
For thou ſhalt know this ſtrong right hand of mine, 
Can pluck the Diadem from faint Hermry's Head, 

And wring the awful Scepter from his Fiſt, 
Were he as famous, and as bold in War, 
As he is fanrd for Mildneſs, Peace, and Prayer, 

Rich. 1 know it well, Lord Warwick, blame ane not, 
"Tis love I bearthy Glories makes me ſpeak. 

But in this troublous time, whats to be done ? 
Shall we go throw away our Coats of Steel, 

And wrap onr Bodies in black mourning Gowns, 
Numb”ring our Ave-Maries with our Beads! 

Or ſhall weon the Helmets of our Foes, 

Tell our Devotion with revengeful Arms ? 

If for thelaſt, ſayI, andto it Lords. 

War. Why therefore YVarwickcame to ſeek you out, 

And therefore comes my Brother Mountagae : 
Attend me Lords, the proud inſulting Queen, 
With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland, 
And of their Feather many moe proud Birds, 
Have wrought the caſie-melting King, like Wax, 
He ſwore conſent to your Succeſlion, 

His Oath enrolled in the Parliament, 

And now to London all the Crew are gone, 

To fruſtrate both his Oath, and what beſide 

May make againſt the Houſe of Lancaſter. 

Their power (I think) is thirty thouſand ſtrong : 
Now, if the help of Norfolk, and my ſelf, 

With all the Friends that thou brave Earl of March, 
Amongſt the loving Weleh-men canſt procure, 
Will but amount to five and twenty thouſand, 
Why Ya, to London will we march, 

And once again belſtride our foaming Steeds, 
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And once again cry, Charge upon our Foes, 
But never Once again turn back and flye. 

Rich, 1, now methinks I hear great Warwick ſpeak ; 
Nere may he live tO tee a Sun-ſhine day, 
That cries Retire, if Warwick bid him tay. 

Rich. Lord Warwick, on thy Shouldicr will Flean, 
And when thou faiVit (as God forbid the hour ) 
Muſt Edward fall, with peril Heaven forfend, 

ar. No longer Earl of March, but Duke of York : 
The next Degree, is Englands Royal Throne : 
ror King of England ſhalt thou be proclaim'd 
[In every Burrough as we paſsalong, 
And he that throws not up his Cap for joy, 
chall for the fault make forfeit of his Head. 
King Edward, valiant Richard Mount ague : 
Stay we no longer, dreaming of Renown, 
But ſound the Trumpets, and about our Tak. 

Rich, Then Clifford, were thy Heart as hard as Stee], 
As thou haſt ſhewn-it Flinty by thy Deeds, 
|cometo pierce it, or to give thee mine. 

Edwv. Then ſtrike up Drums, God and St. George for ys. 
Emer a Meſſenger, 

War. How now ? what news ? 

46 The Duke of Norfolk ſends you word by me, 
The Queen is coming with a puiſlanc, Hoſte, 
And craves your company, for ſpeedy Counſcl. 


War. Why then it forts, brave Warriors lets away. 
[ Extunt omits. 


Enter the King, the Queen, Clifard, Northumberland, 


s. Welcome;my Lord to this brave Town of Terk, ' | 
Yonder's the Head of that Arch-encmy, | 
[That ſought to be encawpalt with your Crown. 
Doth not the Object:cheer your Heart, my Lord ? 

K. 1, as the Rocks cheer them that fear their Wrack, 
Toſee this ſight it irks my very Soul : 
With-hold Revenge (dear God) cis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly have | intring*d my V ow. 

Clif. My gracious Liege, this too much Lenity 
And harmful pity muſt be laid aſide : 
To whom do Lyons calt their gentle looks ? 
Not to the Beaſt that would uſurp their Den. 
| Whoſe Hand is that the Forreſt Bear doth lick ? 
1 Not his that ſpoyls her young before her Face. 
| Who ſcapes the lurking Serpents mortal ſting 7 
Not he that ſets his foot upon her back. 
The ſmalleſt Worm will turn, being croden on, 
And Doves will peck in ſafeguard af their Brood. 
Ambicious York did level at thy Crown, 
Thouſmiling, while he knit his angry Brows. , 
He but a Duke, would have his Son a King, 
And raiſe his iſſue like a loving Sire, 
Thou being a King, blelt with a goodly Son, 
Didſt yield conſent to disigherit him: 
Which argued thee a moſt unloving Father. 
Unreaſonable Creatures feed their Young, 
And though mans Face be fearful rotheir Eyes, 
Yet in protection of their tender ones ; 
Who hath not ſeen them even with thoſe wings, 
Which ſom:timzs they have usd with fearful flight, 
Make War with him that climb'c unto their Nelt. 
Offering their own lives in their Youngs Defence * 
For ſhame, my Liege, make them your Prelident ; 
Were it not pity that this goodly Boy 
Should loſe his Birth-right by his Fathers Fault, 
And long hereafter ſay unto his Child, 
V Vhat my great Grandfather, and my Grandlire got, 
My careleſs Father fondly gave away. 
Ah, what a ſhame were this? look on the Boy, 
And let his Manly face, which promiſeth 
Succeſsful Fortune ſteal thy melting Heart, _ 
I'o hold thine own, and leave thing own with ham, 


and young Pringe, weth Drum and Trumpets, | 


K:ng. Full well hath Ci:ford plaid the Or ator, 
Inferring Arguments of mighty Force: _ © 
But, Clifford, tell me, didlt thou never hear, 
That things ill got, had eyer bad SucceGs. 
And happy always was it for that Son, 
V Vhole Father for his hoording went to, Hell ; 
Ple leave my Son my vertuoys deeds behind; 
And would my Father had left me no more : 
For all the relt is held at ſucha Rate, 
As brings a thouſand fold more care to keep, 
Than in poſſeſſion any jot of pleaſure. -. 
Alt Couſun York, would thy belt Friends did kpow, 
How it doth grieve me that that thy Head. is here. 
2. My Lord,cheer up yout Spirits, our 
And this ſoft Courage makes your Followers 
You promis'd Knighthood to our forward Son, 
Lnſheath your Sward, and dub him preſently. 
Edward, kneel down. Wer nc 
King. Edward Plant agenet, ariſe a Knight, 
And learn this Leſſon, draw-thy Sword, ia ri 
Pan, My gracious Father, b on Koi 
Ple draw it as apparent to. the Crown, © 
And in that Quarrel ule it to the death. 
Clf. Why that is ſpoken like a toward Prince. 
Emer a. Meſſenger, 
Mſſ.. Royal Commanders, be in readineſs, 
For with a Band of thirty thouſand men, __ 
Comes Warwick backjng of th: Duke of York, 
And in the Towns as they do march along, 
Proclaims.him King, and many flye to him, 
.craign your Battel, they are at hand. 
..4,;, I would your Evgyaels would depart the Field, 
The, Queen hath uccels when you are abſent. 
Qu. I, good my Lord, and leave usto our Fortune. 
King, Why that's my Egrrune too, therefore Ple ſtay. 
North. Be it with reſolution then to fight. | 
Prin. My Royal Father, cheer theſe Noble Lords, 


1 And hearten thoſe that fight in yout defence : 


Unſh:ath your Sword, good Father : cry St. George, 


March, Enter Edward, Warwigk, Richard, 
Norfolk, Mountague, «nd Sowldbers. 


Eq, Now perjar*d Henry, wilt thou kneel for Grackt 
And ſet thy Diadem upon my Head ? ag 
Or bide the Mortal fortune of the Field. 

Qu Go ratethy Minions, proud inſulting Boy, 
Becomes 1t thee to be thus bold in terms, 

Before thy Soveraign, and thy lawful King ?. 
Ed. 1am his King, and he ſhould bow his knee ; 
| was adopted Heir by his Conſent. 
Since when, his Oath is broke: for asI hear, 
You that are King, though he do wear the Crown, 
Have caus'd him by new At of Parliament, 
To blot out me, and put his own Son 1n, 
Clif. And reaſon too: 
W ho ſhould ſucceed the Father, but the Son ? 

Rich, Are youthere. Butcher ? O, [ cannot ſpeak. 

Clif. I, Crook-back, here I ſtand to anſwer thee, 
Or any he, the proudelſt of thy ſort. 

Rich, * Twas you that kilPd young Rutland,was it not ? 

Clif. I, and old York,, and yet not ſatisfied. 

Rich. For God's ſake, Lords, give ſignal to the Fight. 

War. What fay*lt thou, Herry, 

Wilt thou yield the Crown ? 


| When you and I met at St.:4lbans laſt, - 
Your Legs did better ſervice than your hands. 


Clif. You ſaid ſo much before, and yet you fled. 
Ner. No, nor your Manhood that durit make” you ſta 


Rich. Northumberland, 1 hold thee revereatly, 
Break oft the Parley, for ſcarce 1 can refrain 


lth. 


Foegare jigh,] 
fains ; -#: 


F4 


bt, 
y leave, _ 


Carne 


Q.Why how now, long-tongwdWarwick, dare you ſpeak 


War. Then *twas my turn to flye, and now ris thine. 


War. *Twas not your vyalour, Cliford,drove me thence. | 
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The execution of my big-ſwoln Heart 

Upon that Clifford, that cruel Child-killer. 
Clif. I flew thy Father, calPlit thou hima Child ? 
Rich. 1, like a Daſtard, and a treacherous Coward, 


;As thou didſt kill our tender Brother Rutland, 


But ere Sun ſet, Ile make thee curſe the deed. 


me ſpeak. 
Queen. Defie them then, or elſe hold cloſe thy Lips. 
K1ng. 1 prithee give no limits tomy Tongue, 

I am a King, and priviledg'd to ſpeak. 


"Rich, Then Execution erunſheath thy Sword - 
By him that made us all, I am reſoly*d, 

'That Clifford*s Manhood lies upon his Tongue. 

| Ed. Say, Henry, ſhall I have my right, or no: 
{A thouſand Men-have broke their Falts to day, 


T7 


: That ne're ſhall dine, unleſs thou yield the Crown. 


War. If thou deny, their Blood vpon thy Hcad, 


| For York, in juſtice puts his Armour on. 


Pr. Ed. If that be right, which Warwick ſays 1s right, 


| There is no. wrong, but every thing is right. 
| Wir, Whoever got thee, there thy Mother ſtands, 
For well I wot, thou haſt thy Mothers Tongue. 


| Leen. But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 
But like a foul miſhapen Stigmatick, 
Mark*d by the Deſtinies to be avoided, 
As venom Toads, or Lizards dreadful ſtings. 
Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with Engliſh gilt, 

Whoſe Father bcars the Title of a King, 
(As if a Channel ſhould be calPd the Sea) 
Shamiſt thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught, 
To let thy Tongue detett thy baſe-born hearrt. 

' Ed. A wiſpof Straw were worth a thouſand Crowns, 
To make this ſhameleſs Callet know her ſelf. 
Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 
Although thy Husband may be Menelans, 
And ne*re was Azamemner*s Brother wrongd 
By that falſe Woman, as this King by thee. 
' His Father revell'd in the Hcart of France, 
' And tam'd the King, and made the Dolphin ſtoop : 
And had he matcl'd according to his State, 
| He might have kept that glory to this day. 
But when he took a Bzggar to his Bed, 
And grac'd thy poor Sire with his Bridal day, 
Even then that Sun-ſhine brew?d a ſhowr for him, 


| That waſht his Fathers Fortuncs forth of Fraxce, 


And heap'd Sedition on his Crown at home : 
For what hath broach'd this tuimulr bur thy pride ? 
Hadſt thou been meek, our Title |till had llepr, 
And we in pity of the Gentle King, 
Had ſlipt our Claim until another Age. 
Ca, .But when we law our Sunſhine made thy Spring, 


And that thy Summer bred us noencreaſe, 


Weſer the Ax to thy uſurping Root : 
And though the edge hath ſomething hit our ſelves, 
Yet know thou, fince we have begun to ſtrike, 
Weltnever leave, till we have hewn thee down, 
Or bath'd thee growing with our heated bloods, 
Ed. And in this reſolution I defie thee, 
Not willing any longer Conference, 
Since thou deni'dſt the gentle King ro ſpcak. 
Sound Trumpets, let our bloody Colours wave, 
And either Vidtory, or clſe a Grave. 
'- Queen. Stay, Edward. 
Ed. No, wrangling Woman, we'll no longer ſtay. 


| Theſe words will coſt ten thouſand lives this day. 


[ Exeunt omnes. 


Alarum, Excurſions, Enter Warwick. 


War. Fore-ſpent with toyl, as Runners with a Race, 
Llay medown a little while to breath : 


King. Have you done with words (my Lords) and hear 


| Clif. My Liege, the wound. that bred this meeting here, 
| Cannot be cur®d by words, therefore be ſtill. 


Ee 


For ſtrokes received, and many blows repaid, 
Have robb?d my ſtrong knit Sinews of their ſtrength, 
And ſpight of ſpight, necds mult I relt a while. 

Enter Edward running, 

E4. Smile, gentle Heaven, or ſtrike, ungentle death, 
For this world frowns, and Edward's Sun is clouded, 

IWar.How now, my Lord, what hap ? what hope of good? 

Enter Clarence. 

Cla, Our hap is loſs, our hope but fad depair, 
Our ranks are broke, and ruine follows us. 
What Counſel give you ? whether ſhall we flye ? 

Ed. Bootleſs is flight, they follow us with Wings, 
And weak we arc, and cannot ſhun purſuit; 

Enter Richard. 

Rich. Ah Warwick, why haſt thou withdrawn thy ſelf? 
Thy Brothers blood the thirſty Earth hath drunk, 
Broach'd with the ſteely point of Clifford"s Launce ; 

And in the very pangs of death he cry*d, 

Like toa diſmal Clangor heard from far, 
Warw:ck, revenge; Brother, revenge my death. 
So underneath the belly of their Steeds, 

That itain'd their Fetlocks in his ſmoaking blood, 
The Noble Gentleman gave up the Ghoſt. 

War. Then let the Earth be drunken with our blood; 
Ple kill my Horſe becauſe I will not fiye : 

Why ſtand we like ſoft-hearted Women here, 
Wailing our loſſes, whiles the Foe doth rage, 
And look upon, as if the Tragedy 

Were plaid in jelt by counterfeiting Actors, 
Here on my Knee, I vow to God above, 

Ple never pawſe again, never ſtand ſtill, 

Till either death hath clos'd theſe Eyes of mine, 
Or Fortune given me meaſure of revenge. 

Ed. O Warwick, I do bend my Knee with thine, 

And in this Vow do Chain my Soul te thine. 

Ande're my Knee riſe from the Earths cold Face, 

I throw my Hands, mine Eyes, my Heart to thee, 

| Thou ſetter up, and plucker down of Kings, 

Beſeeching thee, (if with thy Wil it ſtands) 

That to my Foes this body muſt be prey, 

Yet that thy Brazen Gates of Heaven may ope, 

And give ſweet paſlage to my ſinful Soul. 

Now Lords, take leave until we meet again, 

Where ere it be, in Heaven, or in the Earth. 

Kich, Brother, 

Give me thy Hand, and gentle Warwick, 

Let me embrace thee in my weary arms: 

[ that did never weep, now melt with woe, 

Thar Winter ſhould cur off our Spring-time ſo. 
War. Away, away : 

Once more, ſweet Lords, farewel. 

Ca, Yet let us altogether to our Troops : 
And givethem leave to flye that will not ſtay : 
And call them Pillars that will ſtand to us : 
Andif we thrive, promiſe them ſuch rewards 
As Victors wear at the Olympian Games. 

This may plant Courage in their quailing breaſts, 
For yet is hope of Life and Victory : 
Fore-llow no longer, make we hence amain. 


— 


[Excun, 


Excurſions. Enter Richard and Clifford. 


Rich, Now Clifford, TI have ſingled thee alone, 
Suppoſe this arm is tor the Duke of York, 

And this for R«(l:nd, both bound to revenge, 
Wert thou environ'd with a Brazen Wall. 


Clif. Now, Richard, 1 am with thee here alone, 
This is the Hand that ſtabb*d thy Father York, 

And this the Hand that ſlew thy Brother Rutland, 
And here's the Heart, that triumphs in their death, 


And cheers theſe Hands that ſlew thy Sire and Brother, 
To execute the like upon thy ſelf, 

And ſo have at thee. 

They fight, Warwick comes, Clifford fies. 


Rich | 
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Rich. Nay Warwick, ſingle out ſome qther Chace, 
For 1 my ſelf will hunt this Wolf to Death; [ Excunt, 


Alarum. Enter King Henry alone, 


Hen, This Battel fares like to the mornings War, 
When dying Clouds contend with growing Light, 
What time the Shepherd blowing of his Nails, 
Can neither call it perfect Day, nor Night. 

Now ſaays it this way, like a mighty Sea, 
For'd by the Tide to combat with the Wind : 
Now fways it that way, like the ſelf-fame Sea, 
rorcd to retire by fury of the Wind. ; 
cometime, the Flood prevails; and then the Wind: 
Now, one the better, then another belt ; 

Boch tugging to be Victors, brealt to brealt : 

Yet neither Conquerour, nor conquered, 

Sois the equal poize of this fell War. 

Here on this Mole-hil will I fit me down, 

To whom God will, there be the Victory : 

For Margaret my Queen, and Clifford too 
Yavechid me from the Battel ; ſwearing both, 
They proſper belt of all when 1 am thence. 

Would 1 were dead, if Gods good will were fo : 
For what is in this World, but grief and woe ? 
Oh God | methinks it were a happy Lite, 

To be no better than a homely Swain, 

Toſit upon a Hill, as 1 do now, ; 
Tocarve our Dials queintly, point by point, 
Thereby to ſee the Minutes how chey run :; 

How many makes the Hour full compleat, 

How many Hours bring about the Day, 

How many days will finith opthe year, 

How taany years a Mortal Man may live. _ 
When this is known, then to divide the Times: 
So many hours muſt | tend my Flock ; 


——— 


t5o many hours mult | take my reſt, 


o many hours muſt I contemplate : 

So many hours mult | ſport my ſelf; 

So many days my Ewes have been with young : 

So mady days ere the poor Fools will Kan: 

Somany years &re | ſhalt ſheer the Fleece : 

So Minutes, Hours, Days, Months, and Years, 

Paſt over tothe end they were Created, 

Would bring white Hairs nntoa quiet Grave. 
Ah! what a Life were this ? How ſweet , how lovely : 
Gives not the Haw-thorn bufh a ſweeter ſhade 

To Shepherds, looking on their filly Sheep, 

Than doth a rich embroider'd Canopy 

To Kings, that fear their Subjects treachery ? 

Oh yes, it dothy 2 thoufand fold it doth. 

nd to donclude, the Shepherds homely Curds, 


His cold thin drink out of his Leather Bottle, 

His wonted ſleep, under a freſh Trees ſhade, 

All which ſecure, and ſweetly he enjoys, 

Is far beyond a Princes Delicates : 

His Viands fparkling in a Golden Cup, 

His body couched in a curious Bed, : ; 
When Care, Miſtruſt, and Treaſons waits on him. 


Alarum: Enter a Son that had kill'd his Fathey at one door, 
anda F ether that had kilPd bis Son at another door. 


Son. Ill blows the wind that profits no body, 
This Man whom hand to hand | fI:win fight, 
May be poſleſſed with ſome ſtore of Crowns, 
And Ithat(haply) take them from him now, 
May yet. Gere Night) yield both my Life and them 
To ſome Man elſe, as this dead Man doth me. 
Who's this 7 Oh God! it is my Fathers Face, 
Whom in this Conflict, I (unawares) have kilPd : 
Oh heavy times! begetting ſuch events. 
From London, by the King was | preit forth, 


by Father being the Earl of Warwick's Man 


d._ 


| Came on the part of ork; preſt by his Maſter : 
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And I, who at his hands receiv*d my life, 

Have by my hands of life bereaved him. 

Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did : 

And pardon, Father, for | knew not thee. 

My Tears ſhall wipe away theſe bloody marks : 

And no more words, till they have flow*d their filL 
King. O pitcous ſpeCtacle! O bloody Times ! 
Whiles Lyons War, and Battel for their Dens, 

Poor harmeleſs Lambs abide their Enmity. 
Weep, wretched Man, Ple aid thee Tear for Tear, 
And let our Hearts and Eyes, like Civil War, | 
Be bluid with Tears,ard break o're-charg'd with Grief. 


Emer Father, bearing of has Son, 


Fa. Thou that ſo ſtoutly haſt reſiſted me, 

Give me thy Gold, if thou haſt any Gold : 

For | have bought it with an hundred blows. 

But let me ſee : isthis our Foe-man's Face ? 

Ah, no, no, no, it is my enly Son. 

Ah Boy, ifany Life be left in thee, 

Throw up thine Eye ; ſee, ſee, what ſhowers ariſe, 
Blown with the windy Tempeſt of my Heart. 

Upon thy wounds, that kills mine Eye, and Heart. 
O pity God, this miſerable Age! 

What ſtrazagems? how fell ? how butcherly ? 
Erroneous, Mutinous, and unnatural, 

This deadly quarrel daily doth beget ? 

O Boy! thy Father gave thee Life roo ſoon, 

And hath bereft thee of thy Life too late. | 

Ki, Woe above woe : =_ more than common grief ; 

O that my Death would ſtay theſe rueful dteds - 
O pity, pity, gentle Heaven, pity. | | 
The Red Roſe and the White are on his Face, ; 
The fatal Colours of oar ſtriving Houſes. | 
The one 15 purple Blood right well reſembles, | 
The other his pale Cheeks (methinks) preſenteth; 
Wither one Roſe, andlet the other flouriſh - FRY 
If you contend, a thouſand Lives muſt wither. = 
Son. How will my Mother, for a Fathers Death, : 
Take on with me, and ne're be ſatisfied ? 

Fa. How will my Wife, for ſlaughter of my Son, 
Shed Seas of Tears, and nee be ſatisfi'd 2 
King. How will the Country, for the waful chances, © / 
Mis-think the King, and not be ſatisfied ? Z 
Son, Wasever Son ſo rew'd a Fathers Death ? 

Fath, Was ever Father ſo bemoan'd his Son ? 

Hen, Was ever King ſogriev*d for Subjects woe ? 
Much is your Sorrow; mine, ten times fo much, 

Son. Vle bear thee hence, where I may weep my fill. 
Fath. Theſe Arms of mine ſhall be thy winding-ſheet, 
My heart (ſweet Boy) ſhall be thy Sepulcher, 
For from 'my Heart thine [mage nere ſhall go. 
My fighing Breaſt ſhall be thy Funeral Bell ; 
And ſo obſequious will thy Father be, 

Mar, for the loſs of thee, having no more, 
As Priam was for all his valiant Sons, 

Ple bear thee hence, and let them fight that will, 


> va 


For 1 haye murthered where I ſhould not kill. [ Exit. 
Hen, Sad-hearted men, much overgone with Care z 
Here ſitsa King, more woful than you are. 
Alarums, Excurſions. Enter the Oueen, the Prince , and 
Exeter. 


Prin. Fly Father, flye : for all your Friends are fled. 
And Warwick rages like a chafed Bull - 
Away, for Death doth hold us in purſuit. ; 
2», Mount you my Lord, towards Barwick, poſt amain * 
Eqdward and Richard like a brace of Grey-hounds, 
Having, the fear ful flying Hare in ſight, 
With fiery Eyes, ſparkling for very wrath, 


And bloody Steel graſpt in their ireful hands, 
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Are at our backs, 2nd therefore hence amain. 

Exet. Away : tor vengeance corfies along with them. 
Nay, ſtay not to expoſtulate, make ſpeed, 

Or elſe come after; le away before. 

Hen. Nay, take me with thee, good ſweet Exeter : 

Not thart I fear to ſtay, but love to go 

Whither the Queen intends. Forward, away. [Exeurt. 
| g 
 Aloxd Alernm. Enter Cliitord wounded. 


Clif. Here burns my Candle out , I, here 1c dies, 
VVhich whiles it laſted, gave King Henry light. 
O Lancaſter / | fear thy overthrow, 
More than my Bodies parting with my Soul : 
My Love and Fear glew%d many Fri-nds to thee, 
And now I fall. Thy tough Commixtures m:It, 
Impairing Henry, ſtrengthning mis-proud Tok; 
And whither fly the Gnats, but to the Sun ? 
And who ſhines now, but Henry's Enemies ? 
O Phebas! hadſt thou never gave conſent, 
That Phaeron ſhould check thy fiery Steeds, 
Thy burning Carr never had fcorch'd the Earth. 
And Henry, hadſt thou ſway*d as Kings ſhould do, 
Or as thy Father, and his Father did, 
Giving no ground unto the Houſe of York, 
They never then had ſprung like Summer Flyes : 

I, and ten thouſand 4n this luckleſs Realm, 
Had lefr no mourning, Widows for our death, 
And thou this day, hadlt kept thy Chair in peace. 
For what doth cheriſh Weeds, but gentle Air ? 
And what makes Robbers bold, but too nuch lenity ? 
Bootleſs are Plaints, and Cureleſs are my Wounds ? 
No way to flye,-nor ſtrength to hold our flight : 
The Foe is mercileſs, and will not pity : 
{For at their hands I have deſery?d no pity. 
The Air hath got into my deadly Wounds, 
And mnch effufe of blood doth make me faint : 
1Come Tork,, and Richard, Warwick, and the reſt, 
{ ſtabb?d your Fathers boſoms : Split my Breaſt. 


and Sculdiers, Mountague, and Clarence. 
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And whereſoere he is, hes ſurely dead. [ Cliffard groan. 
' Rich, Whoſe Soul is that, which takes her heavy lcave ? 
A deadly groan, like Life and Deaths departing. 
See who It 1s. --- | 
- Ed. And now the Battel's endcd,: 
If Friend or Foe, let him be gently uſed. 
+. ich. Revoke that doom of Mercy, for *tis Cl:ford, 
Who not contented that he lopp'd the Branch 
In hewing R«tland, when his leaves pur forth, 
But ſet his murtt”ring” Knife unto the Root, 
From. whence that. tender ſpray did ſweetly ſpring, 
| 1 mean our Princely Father, Duke of Tork. 
War. From off the Gates of York ferch down the head, 
\ | Your Fathers'Head; which Ciford placed there : 
: nſtead whereof, let his ſupply the room, 
Meaſure for meaſure mult be anſwered, 
£4. Bring forth that fatal Screech-owl to our houſe, 
Thar nothing ſung byt Death to us and ours : 
Now death ſhall ſtop his diſmal threatning ſound, 
And his ill-boading Tongue, no more ſhall ſpeak. 
War. 1 think his underſtanding is berett : 


of 


_ | For though they cannot greatly ſting to hurt, 


| Alarum and Retreat, Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, 


Speak®Elifford, doſt thou know who ſpeaks to thee ? 
Dark cloudy Death o”re-ſhades his beams of Life, 
' And he nor ſees, nor hears us, what we ſay. 
Rich, O would he did, and ſo (perhaps) he doth 
Tis but his policy to counterfeit, y 
Becauſe he would avoid ſuch bitter taunts 
W hich in the time of death he gave our Father, 
Cla. If ſo thou think®ſt, 
- Vex him with eager words. 
Rich. Clifford, ask Mercy, and obtain no Grace. 
Ea. Clifford, repent in bootleſs penitence. . 
War. Clifford, deviſe excuſes for thy faults. 
Clz While we deviſe fel] Tortures for thy faults. 
Rich. 1 hou did'It love York, and I amSon to York, 
Ed. Thou pitied'ſt Rutland, 1 will pity thee. 
Clz, Where's Captain Margaret, to fence you now } 
War. They mock thee, Clifford, 
Swear, as thou walt wont. 
Rich. W hat, not an Oath ? Nay,the World goes hard, 
When Clifford cannot ſpare his Friends an Oath : 
[ know by that he*s dead, and by my Soul, 
[f this right hand would buy but two hours life, 
Thar I (in all deſpight) might rail at him, 
This hand ſhould chop it off: and with the iſſuing blood 
Stifle the Villain, whoſe unſtanched thirſt 
York,, and young Ratland, could not-fatisfie. 
War. I, but he's dead, Off with the Traytors head 
And rear 1t in the place your Father's ſtands, ; 
And now to London with triumphant march, 
There to be Crowned Enpland*s Royal King : 
From whence ſhall Warwick cut the Sea to France, 
And ask the Lady Bona for thy Queen : 
So ſhalt thou finew both theſe Lands together, 
And having France thy Friend, thou ſhalt not dread 
The ſcatter'd Foe, that hopes to riſe again : 


Yet look to have them buz to offend thine Ears. 
Firſt will I ſee the Coronation, 
And then to Britany Þle croſs the Sea, 
To effect this Marriage, fo it pleaſe my Lord. 
Edw, Even as thou wilt, ſweet Warwick, let it be: 
For on thy Shoulder do I build my Seat ; 
And never willI undertake the thing 
W herein thy Counſel and conſent is wanting : 
Richard, I will create thee Duke of Glocefter, 
And George of Clarence ;, Warwick as our Self 
Shall do, and undo, as himſelf pleaſeth beſt. | 
Rich, Let me be Duke of Clarence, George of Gloſter, 
For Gloſter's Dukedom is too ominous. 641 
War. Tut, that*s a fooliſh obſervation : 
Richard, be Duke of Gloſter : Now to London, | 
To ſee theſe honours in polleſſion. [Extunt, 
Erter Sinklo., and Humphrey, wb Croſs-bows in their 
hands. | 


S:n,Under this thick grown brake we?llſbrowd ourſelves: 
For through this Laund anon the Deer will come, - 
And in this Covert will we make our Stand, 

Culling the principal ofall the Deer. 
Hum, Ple ſtay above the Hill, ſo both may ſhoot... 
Sink. That cannot be, the noiſe of thy Croſs-bow 
Will ſcare the Herd, and ſo my ſhoot is loſt : 
Here ſtand we both, and aim we atthe beſt : - .. 
And for the time ſhall not ſeem tedious, 
Ple tell thee what befell me on a day, 
In this ſelf-place, where now we mean to ſtand. 
S:7k, Here comes a man, let?s ſtay till he be paſt. 


Enter the King with a Prayer-book, 


Hen. From Scotland am1 ſtoln even of pure love, 
To greet mine own Land with my wiſhful ſight : 
| No Harry, Harry, *tis no Land of thine, 
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Thy place 1 fild, thy Scepter wrung from thee : 

Thy Balm waſht off wherewith thou walt anointed: 

Nobending Knee will call thee Ceſar now, 

No humble Sutors preſs to ſpeak for right: 

No, not 2 m3n comes for redreſs to thee : 

cor how can I help them, and not my ſelf ? 

Sink, 1, heres a Deer, whoſe Skins a Keepers Fee : 

This is the quondam King 3 let's ſeize upon him. 

Hen, Let me embrace the ſower Adverſaries, 

ror Wiſe men ſay it 1s the wiſeſt courſe. 

Hun, Why linger we ? let us lay hands upon him. 

Sink, Forbeara while, well hear a little more. 

Hen, My Queen and Son are gone to France for aid : 

And (as I hear) the great Commanding Warwick, 

5thither gone, tocrave the French King's Siſter. 

To Wife for Edward. If this news be true, 

Poor Queen, and Son, your labour 1s but loſt : 

For Warwick, is a ſubtle Orator : 

And Lewis, a Prince ſoon won with moving words : 

By this account then Afargarer may win him, 

For ſhe's a Woman to be piticd much: 

Her ſighs will make a batUry in his Breaſt, 

der Tears will pierce into a Marble Heart : 

The Tyger will be mild, whiles ſhe doth mourn ; 

And Nero will be tainted wich remorſe, 

To hear and ſee her plaints, her Briniſh Tears, 

|, but ſhe's come to bg, Warwick to give : 

She on his left ſide, craving aid for Henry ? 

He on his right, asking a Wife for Edward. 

She wee ps, and ſays her Henry is depog'd : 

He ſmiles and ſays, his Edward is inſtalPd ; 

That (he poor wretch for grief can ſpeak no more : 

Whiles Warwick, tells his Title, ſmooths the wrong; 

inferreth Argumen.s of mighty ſtrength, 

And in concluſion wins the King from her, 

With promiſe of his Silter, and what elſe, 

Toſtrengthen and ſupport King Eawaras place. 

0 Margaret, thus twill be, and thou (poor foul) 

Art then forſaken, as thou wentſt forlorn. 

Hum, Say, what art thou talk*ſt of Kings and Queens ? 

King. More than 1 ſeem, and leſs than I was born to : 

Aman at leaſt, for leſs I ſhould not be : 

And Men may talk of Kings, and why not 1 ? 

Hum, F, but thou talk*itas if thou werrt a King: 

King, Why ſo 1 am (in mind) and that's enough. 

Hwn., But if thou be a King, where is thy Crown ? 

Kinz. My Crown is in my Heart, and not my Head : 

Not deck*d with Diamonds, and 24:4 Stones: 

Not to be ſeen : My Crown is call'd Conrerr, 

A Crown it is that ſeldom Kings enjoy. 

| Hwm: Well, if you be a King Crown'd with Content, 

Your Crown Content, and you, muſt be contented 

To goalong with us. For (as we think) 

Youare the King, King Edward hath depog'd : 

And we his Subjects, ſworn in all Allegiance, 

Will appreh@nd you as his Enemy. 

King. But did you never ſwear, and break an Oath. 

| Hum, No, never ſuch an Oath, nor will not now. 
K. Where did you dwell, when I was King of England ? 

Hum. Here in this Country, where we now remain. 

King. 1 was anointed King at nine Monrhs old, 

My Father, and my Grandfather were Kings : 

And you were Sworn true Subjects unto me : 

And tell me then, have you not broke your Oaths ? 

S:, No, for we were Subjects,but while you were a King. 

King. Why ? aml dead ? dol not breathe a Man ? 

Ah ſimple Men, you know not what you ſwear : 

Look, as 1 blow this Feather from my Face, 

And as the Air blows it to me again, | 

Obeying with my Wind when 1 do blow, 

And yielding to another when it blows. 

Commanded always by the greater guſt : 

Such is the lightneſs of you common Men, 

But'db not break your Oath, for of thar lin, 
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My wild intreaty ſhall not make you guilty: 

Go where you will, the King ſhall be commanded, 

And be you Kings, command, and Fle obey. 
Sink, We are true Subjects to the King, 

King Edward, | | 
King. So would you be again to Henry, 

It he were ſcated a, King Edward is. 
Sink, We charge you in Gods name and the Kings, 

To go with us unto the Officers. v 
King. In Gods name lead, your Kings name be obey?d;: 

And what God will, that let your King perform, 

And what he will, 1 humbly yield unto. [LExeunt, 


Enter King Edward, Gloſter, Clarence, Lady Gray. 


Kins. Brother of Gloſter, at St. Albans Field 
This Ladies Husbarid, Sir Richard Grey, wasſlain, 
His Land then ſeiz'd on by the Conqueror, 

Her ſuit is now, to rcpoſleſs thoſe ands, 

V Vhich we in Juſtice cannot well deny, 

Becauſe in quarrel of the Houſe of York, | 

The worthy Gentleman did loſe his Life. "I 2D 
Rich. Your Highneſs ſhall do well to grant her Suit : 

[t were diſhonour to deny it her. 

K1nz, It were noleſs, but yet Ple make a pawſe. 

Rich, Yea, isit fo: 

[ ſee the Lady hath a thing togrant, 

Betore the King will grant her humble Suit. : 
Cla. He knows the Game, how true he keeps the wind ? 
Rich, Silence. 

King. VVidow, we will conſider of your ſuft, 

And come ſome other time to know our mind. 

Wid. Right gracious Lord, I cannot brook delay, 

May it pleaſe your Highneſs to reſolve me now, 

And what your pleaſure is, ſhall ſatisfie me. 

Rich, I Widow: then Ple warrant you all your Lands; 
Ard if what pleaſes him, ſhall pleaſe you : 

Fight cloſer, or good faith you*ll catch a blow, 

Cla. 1 fear her not, unleſs ſhe chance to fall. 

Rich. God forbid, for hell take vantages. 

King. How many Children haſt thou, Widow ? tell me. 

Cla. Ithink he means to beg a Child of her. 

Rich, Nay then whip me : hell rather give her two. 

lid. Three, my moſt gracious Lord. 

Rich. You ſhall have four, if yowll be rul%d by him. _ 

K:ng. *Twere pity they ſhould loſe their Fathers Lands, 

W:4. Be pitiful, dread Lord, and grant it then. 

King. Lords, give us leave, Ple try this Widows wit. 

Rich, 1, good leave have you, for you will have leave, 
Till Youth take leave, and leave you tothe Crutch. _ 

Kirg. Now tell me, Madam, do you love your Children. 

Wid. 1, WA as dearly as | love my ſelf. | 

King, And would younot do much to do them good. 

W:4d. To do them good, I would ſaſtain ſome harm. 

King. Then get your Husbands Lands, todo them good. 

}W/:d. Therefore I came unto your Majelſty., 

King. Vle tell you how theſe Lands are to be got. 

}/:d. So ſhall you bind me to your Highneſs Service. . 

King. What Service wilt thou do me, if ] give them? 

1/id. W hat you command, that reſts in me to do. 

King, But you will take exceptions-toamy Boon. 

VYid. No, gracious Lord, except I cannotdo it. 

King. 1, but thou can'ſt do what 1 mean to ask. 

W:d. V Vhy then 1 will do what your Grace commands. 

Rich.He plies her hard,and muchRain wears the Marble: 

Clar. As red as fire ? nay, then her V Vax will melt, 

W:4. V Vhy ſtops my Lord ? ſhall Inot hear my Task ? 

King. An eaſie Task, ?tis but to lovea King. _ | 

W:d. That's ſoon perform*d, becauſe 1 ama Subject. "3 

King. V hy then, thy Husbands Lands I freely give thee; 

W:d. I take my leave with many thouſand thanks. | | 

Rich, The Match is made, ſhe ſeals it with a Curtſie. | 

Kins. But ſtay thee, *tis the' fruitsof love I mean. +} 

Wid. The fruitsof Love, I mean, my loving Liege, | 
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King. 1, but fear me$n another ſence. 

W hat Love, thinkſt thou, I ſue ſo much to get ? 

Wid.My Love till Death,my humble Thanks,my Prayers, 

That Love which Vertue begs, and Vertue grants. 

King, No, by mytroth, I did not,mean ſuch Love. 
W:id. Why then you mean not as I thought you did. 
King. But now you partly may perceive my mind, 
Wid. My mind will never grant what I percetve 

Your Highneſs at, if I aim aright. _ 

' King. To tell thee plain, 1 aimto lie with thee. 
Wid. To tell you plain, I had rather lye in Priſon. 
King. Why then thou ſhalt not have thy Husbands 

Lands. 

Wid. Why then mine Honeſty ſhall be my Dower, 

For by that loſs I will not purchaſe them. 6 
King. T herein thou _ thy Children mightily. 
Wid. Herein your Highneſs wrongs both themand me : 

But Mighty Lord, this merry inclination 

Accords not with the ſadneſs of my Suit: , 

Pleaſe you diſmiſs me, either with I, or No. 
King. I, if thou wilt fay I to my requelt : | 

'No, if thou do'ſt ſay No to my demand, _ A 

Wid:iTheryNoz. oy Laottt. my Suit at an end. 

- . Rab, The Widow likes him not, ſhe knits her Brows. 
Clar.. He is the blunteſt Wooer in Chriſtendom: 

K ings Her looks do argue her repleat with Modeſty, 

Her words do ſhew her wit incomparable, 

All her perfeCtions challenge Soveraignty, 

One way or other, ſhe is for a King, 

And ſhe ſhall be my Love, or elſe my Queen. 

Say, that King Edward take thee for his Queen ? 

id. ?Tis better ſaid than done, my gracious Lord : 

1 am aSubjedt fit to jeſt withal, 

But far unbt to be a Soveralgn. 

King. Sweet Widow, by my State I ſwear to thee, 
I ſpeak no more than what my Soul intends, 
And that is, to enjoy-thee for my Love. 
Wid. And that is more than will yield unto: 
I know, I am too mean to be your Queen, 
And yet too good to be your Concubine. 
Kino. Youcavil, Widow, I did mean my Queen. 
Wid. Twill grieve your Grace, my Sons fhall call you 
Father. 
King. Nomore, than when my Daughters 

Call thee Mother. ; 

Thou art a Widow, and thou haſt ſome Children, 

And by Gods Mother, I being but a Batchelor, 

Have other ſome. Why, ?tis a happy thing, 

To be the Father unto many Sons : 

Anſwer no more, for thou ſhalt be my Queen, | 
Rich. The Ghoſtly Father now hath done his Shrift. 
Cla. When he was made a Shriver, it wa$Tor aſhift. 
Kino. Brothers, you muſe what Chat we two have had. 
Rich, The Widow likes it not, for ſhe looks ſad. 

King. Yowld think it ſtrange, if I ſhould marry her. 
Cla. To whom, my Lord ? 

King. Why Clarence, to my ſelf. 

Rick That would be ten days wonder at the leaſt, 
Cla. That's a day longer than a Wonder laſts. 

Rich. By ſo much is the wonder in extreams. 

King. Well, jeſt on Brothers, I can tell you both, 

Her ſuit is granted for her Husbands Lands. 


Enter a Noble man. 


Nob. My gracious Lord, Heyry your Foe is taken, 
And brought your Priſoner to your Palace Gate. 
... King, See that he be convey*d unto the Tower : 
And go we, Brothers, to the Man that took him, 
veſtion of his apprehenſion. 
ow, go you along : Lords uſe her honourably. 


[ Exennt, 
Manet Richard. 


To 
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Rich, 1, Edward will uſe Women honourably. 
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- Would he were waſted, Martow, Bones andn. = 
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| Well. ſay there is no Kingdom then tor Richard : 


That from his Loyns no hopeful Branch may ſpring, 
To croſs me from the Golden time I look for 

And yet, berween my Souls defire, and me, 

The luſtful Edwvard*s Title buried, 

Is Clarence, Henry, ard Son young, Edward 
And all the unlook?d-for Iſſue of their Bodies. 
Totake their Rooms, ere I can place my ſelf: 

A cold premeditation for my purpoſe. 

Why then 1 do but dream on Soveraignty, 

Like one that ſtands upon a Promontory, 

And ſpies a far-oft ſhore, where he would tread, 
Wiſhing his Foot were equal with his Eye, 

And chides the Sea, that ſunders him from thence, 
Saying he'll lade it dry to have his way: 

Sodo | wiſh the Crown, being ſo far off, 

And fol chide the means that keeps from it, 

And ſo (I ſay) Ple cut the Cauſes off, 

Flattering me with impoſſibiliries : 

My Eyes too quick, my Heart o're-weens too much, 
Unleſs my Hand and Strength could equal them. 


V V hat other pleaſure can the V Vorld afford ? 
['le make my Heaven in a Ladies Lap, 

And deck my Body in gay Ornaments, 

And ?witch ſweet Ladies with my words and looks. 
Oh milerable thought ! and more unlikely, 

Than to accompliſh twenty Golden Crowns. 

V Vhy, Love forſwore me in my Mothers V Vomb-: 
And for I ſhould not deal in her ſoft Laws, 

| She did corrupt frail Nature with ſome Bribe, 
Toſhrink mine Arm like a wither?d ſhrub, 

To make an erivious mountain on my back, 

V Vhere ſits Deformity to mock my Body ; 

To ſhape my Legs of an unequal ſize, 

To diſproportion me in every part : 

Like to a Chaos, br unlick'd Bear-whelp, 

That carries no impreſſion like the Damm. 

And aml then a Man to beloy*d ? 

Oh monſtrous fault, to harbour ſuch a thought. 
Then ſince this Earth affords no Joy to me, 

But to command, to check, to o're-bear ſuch 

As are of better Perſon than my ſelf - 

le make my Heaven, to dream upon the Crown, 
And whiles I live, Yaccountthis V Vorld but Hell, 
Untill this mis-ſhap*d Trunk that bears this Head, 
Be round impaled with a glorious Crown. 

"And yet I know not how to get the Crown, « 

For many Lives ſtand between me and home: 

And I, like one loſt in a thorny V Vood | 

That rents the Thorns, and is rent with the Thorns, 
Seeking a way, and ſtraying from the way, 

Not knowing how to find the open air, 

But toyling deſperately to find it out, | 
Torment my ſelf rocatch the Engliſh Crown : 

And from that torment I will free my ſelf, 

Or hew my way out with a Bloody Axe. 

V Vhy I can ſmile, and murther whiles I ſmile, 

And cry, Content, to that which grieves my Heart, 
And wet my Cheeks with artificial Tears, 

And frame my Face to all occaſions. 

Ple drown more Sailors than the Mermaid ſhall, 
Ple ſlay more gazers than the Baſilisk, 

Ple play. the Orator as well as Neſtor, 

Deceive more flyly than UVlyſſes could, 

And like a Sinon, take another Troy, 

[ can add Colours to the Camelion, 

Change ſhapes with Proteus for advantages, 
And ſet the murtherons Marchewil to School. 
Can I do this, and cannot get a Crown ? 

Tut, were it farther off, le pluck it down. 
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Floariſh., Enter Lewis the King, his Siſter Bona , his Ad- 
miral, calPd Bourbon, Prince Edward , Queen Marga- 
ret, and the Earl of Oxford. Lewis ſits, and rifeth up 


again, 


[emis. Fair Queen of England, worthy Margaret, 
cit down with us: it ill befits thy State, 
And Birth, that thou ſhouldſt ſtand, while Lewzs doth fit. 
Mar. No, mighty King of France : now Afargaret 
Muſt ſtrike her Sail, and learn a while to ſerve, 
Where Kings command. I was (I muſt conteſs) 
Great Albion's Queen, in Golden days : 
But now miſchance hath trod my. Title down, 
And with diſhonour laid me on the Ground, 
Where I muſt take like ſeat unto my Fortune, 
And to.my humble ſeat conform my ſelf, 
Lewis, Why ſay, fair Queen, whence ſprings this 
[ deep deſpair ? 
Mar. From ſuch a cauſe, as fills mine Eyes with Tears, 
And ſtops my Tongue, while Heart is drown'd in Cares. 
Lewis, What ere it be, be thou ſtill like thy ſelf, 
And fit thee by our fide. [Seats her by him, 
Yield not thy Neck to Fortunes yoak, 
But Iet thy dauartleſs mind (till ride in triumph 
Overall miſchance. 
Beplain, Queen Margaret, and tell thy grief, 
It ſhall be eagd, if France can yield relief. 
Mar. Thoſe gracious words 
Revive my drooping thoughts, 
And give my tongue-ty*d ſorrows leave to ſpeak. 
Now therefore be it known to Noble Lewss, 
That Henry, ſole poſleſlor of my Love, 
Is, of a King, become a baniſt®d Man, 
And forC'd to live in Scotland a Forlorn ; 
While proud ambitious Edward, Duke of York, 
Uſurps the Regal Title, and the Seat 
Of Eglands true anointed lawful King, 
This is the cauſe that I, poor Aargarer, 
With this my Son Prince Edward, Henry's Heir, 
Am come to crave thy juſt and lawful aid : 
And if thou fail us, all our hope is done. 
Scotland hath Will to help, but cannot help : 
Our People, and our Peers, are both mis-led, 
Our Treaſure ſeiz?d, our Souldiers put to fligh 
And (as thou ſeeſt ) our ſelves in heavy plight. 
Lew. Renowned Queen, 
With patience calm the Storm, 
While we bethink a means to break it off. 
Mar. The more we ſtay, the ſtronger grows our Foe. 
Lew, The more 1 ſtay, the more Ple ſuccour thee. 
Mar. O, but impatience waiteth on true ſorrow. 
And ſee where comes the breeder of my ſorrow, 
Enter Warwick. 
Lenis. What's he approacheth boldly to our prefence ? 
Mar. Our Earl of Warwick, Edwards greateſt Friend. 
Lewis. Welcome brave Warwick,, what brings thee to 
France ? Ry 
[ He deſcends, She ariſcth, 
Mar. 1, now begins a ſecond Storm toriſe, 
For this is he that moves both Wind and Tyde. 
War. From worthy Edward, King of Alb:on, 
My Lord and Soveraign, and thy vowed Friend, 
l come (in Kindneſs, and unfeigned Love) 
Firſt, to do greetings to thy Royal Perſon, 
And then to crave a League of Amity : 
And laſtly, to confirm that Amity 
With Nuptial Knot, if thou vouchſafe to grant 
That vertuovs Lady Bona, thy fair Siſter, 
To Erylands King in lawful Marriage. ! 
Marg. If that go forward, Henry's hope is done. 
War. And gracious Madam, [Speaking to Bona. 
[0X Kings behalf, 


The third part of King Hen ry the Sixth. 


| Springs not from Edwards well-meant honeſt Love, 


| When Nature brought him tothe door of Death; 
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I am commanded, with your leave and favour, | 

Humbly to kiſs your Hand, and with my Tongue 

To tell the paſſion of my Soveraigns Heart ; 

Where Fame, Jate entring at his heedful Ears, A 

Hath plac'd thy Beauties Image, and thy Vertye; **. © 
Mar. King Lewis, and Lady Bona, hear me ſpeak, 

Before you anſwer Warwick, His demand 


Bur from Deceit, bred by Neceſſity : | 
For how can Iyrants ſafely govern home, 

Unleſs abroad they purchaſe great allyance ? 

To prove him Tyrant, this reaſon may ſuffice, 

That Henry liveth 1till : but were he dead, 

Yet here Prince Edward ſtands, King Henries Son. 

Look thercfore Lenzs, that by this League and Marriage 
Thou draw not on thy Danger, and Diſ-honour : 
For though Uſurpers ſway the Rule a while, 

Yet Heavens are juſt, and Time ſuppreſſeth Wrongs. 
War. Injurious Margarer. | 
Eqdw. And why not, Queen ? 

War. Becauſe thy Father Herry did uſurp, "_—_—_ 
And thou no more art Prince, than ſhe is Queen:, 6:2 
Oxf. Then Warwick diſanuls great John bf Gaunt, © 
Which did ſubdue the greateſt part of Spain; 

And after Fohnof Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 

Whoſe Wiſdom was a Mirror to the wileſt ; : 
And after that wiſe Prince, Henry the Fifth, 

Who by his Proweſs conquered all France : 

From theſe our Henry lineally deſcends. | 
War. Oxford, how haps it in this ſmooth Diſcourſe, 
You told not, how Henry the Sixth hath loſt 

All that, which Zerry the Fifth had gotten ; _ 
Methinks theſe Peers of France ſhould ſmile at that; 
But for the reſt : you tell a Pedigree 

Of threeſcore and two years, a ſilly time | 
To = ven”, cnn or a nay = worth. 

Oxf. Why Warwick, canſt thou ſpeak againſt my Liege 
Whom thou obey@ſt thirty and 6 tam iy 
And not bewray thy Treaſon with a bluſh ? 

War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right, 

Now buckler falſehood with a Pedigree ? | 
For ſhame leave Henry, and call Edward King, 

Oxf. Call him my King, by whoſe injurious doom 
My elder Brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere 
Was done to death ? and more than ſo, my Father, 
Even in the down-fall of his mellow'd years, | 


No Warwick, no : while Life upholds this Arm, 
This Arm upholds the Houſe of Lancaſter. 
War. And-I the HouK of Tork. 
Lew. Queen Margaret) Prince Edward, and Oxford 
Vouchſafe at our requeſt, to ſtand aſide, 
While I uſe farther Conference with Warwick, | 
They ſtand aloof. 4: 
Mar. Heavens grant, that Warwicks words bewitch 
him not. 
Lew, Now Warwick,, tell me even upon thy Conſcience, 
[s Edward your true King ? for I were loath 
To link with him, that were not lawful choſen. 
Way. Thereon I pawn niy Credit, and mine Honour, 
Lew. But is he gracious in the Peoples Eyes ? al | 
War. The more, that Henry was unfortunate. 
Lew. Then further : all dilembling ſet aſide, 
| Tell me for truth, the meaſure of his love 
Unto our Siſter Bona, 
War. Such it ſeems, | 
As may beſcem a Monarch like himſelf, 
My elf have often heard him fay, ſwear, { 
That this his Love was an external Plant, 
Whereof the Root was fix'd in Vertues | —— 
The Leaves and Fruit maintain'd with Beauties Sun, 
Exempt from Envy, but not from diſdain, 
Unleſs the Lady Bona quit. his pain. 
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Lew. Now Siſter, let us hear youx firm reſolve. 
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Bona, Your grant, or your deny, ſhall be mine, 
et I confeſs, that often &re this day, [Speaks ro War. 


AVhen I have heard your Kings deſert recounted, 
ine Ear hath tempted judgment to deſire. 


37 Tev, Then Warwick, this : 


Our Siſter ſhall be Edwards. 

| And now forthwith ſhall Articles be drawn : 

Touching the Joynture that your King muſt make, 

Which with her Dowry ſhall be counterpoys'd : 

Draw near, Queen Margaret, and bea witneſs, 

That Bona ſhall be Wife to the Engtiſh King. _ 
Prin. Ediv. To Edward, but not to the Engl: King. 
Marg. Deceitful Warwick,, it was thy device, 

By this alliance to make void my Suit, _ 

Before thy coming, Lewis was Henries Friend. 

Lew, And ſtill is Friend to him, and Aargaret, 

But if your Title to the Crown be weak, 

As may appear by Edwards good ſucceſs : 

Then tis but reaſon, that | be releagd 

From giving aid, which late I promiſed. 

Yet ſhall you have all kindneſs at my hand, 

That your Eſt requires, and minecan yield, » 
War, Henry flow lives in Scotland, at his eaſe; 

Where having nothing, nothing can he loſe. 

And as for you your ſelf (our quondam Queen) 

'1 You have a Father able to maintain you, 

And better *twere, you tronbled him, than France. 
Mar. Peace impudent and ſharneleſs Warwick, peace, 

Proud ſetter up, and puller down of Kings, 

I will not hence; till with my Talk and Tears 

(Both full of Trath) I make King Lewis behold 

Thy fly conveyance, and thy Lords falſe love. 

[ Poſt blowing a horn within, 

For both of you are Birds of ſelf-fame Feather. 

Lew. Warwick, this is ſome Poſt to us, or thee. 


: Enter a Poſt. 
Poft. My Lord Ambaſſador, 
Theſe Letters are for you. [Speaks to Warwick. 
Sent from your Brother Marqueſs Hountague, 
Theſe from our King, unto your Majeſty, [To Lewis. 
And Madam, theſe for you, [To Margaret. 


From whom, I know not. 
They all yead their Letters, 
Oxf. 1 like it well, that our fair Queen and Miſtreſs, 
Siniles at her news, while Warwick, frowns at his. 
Prin. Edw. Nay mark how Lewis ſtamps as he were 
{| netled. I hop?, alÞs for the beſt. 
| Lew. Warwick, what arc thy News ? 
\ 1 And yours, fair Queen ? 
Mar. Mine ſuch, as fills my heart with unhop?d jovs. 
War. Mine full of ſorrow, and hearts diſcontent. 
| Lew. What? has your Kitg Marricd the Lady Gray ? 
' And now to footh your Forgery, and his, 
'Sends me a Paper to perſwade me Patience ? 
In th? Alliance that he ſeeks with France, 
Dare he preſume to ſcorn us in this manner ? 
ar. 1 told your Majelty as much before : 
This proveth Edwards Love, and Warwicks Honeſty. 
War. King LZewzs, I here proteſt in ſight of Heaven, 
And by the hope Thave of Heavenly bliſs, 
ThatlI am clear from this miſdeed of Edwards; 
No more my King, for he diſhonours me, 
But moſt himſelf, if he covld ſe'his ſhame. 
Did I forget, that by the houſe 'of Tork. 
My Father came untiqely to his Death ? 
Did 1 let paſs th? abuſe done to my Niece ? 
Did 1 impale him with the Regal Crown ? 
Did I put Heyy from his Native Right ? 
And am | guerdon'd at the laſt, with Shame ? 
Shame on himſelf, for my Defert is Honour, 
And to repair my Honour loftfor him, 
There renounce him, -and Tettitn to Henry, 


- 
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[ will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona, 
And replant Henry in his former ſtate. 
Mar. Warwick , 
Theſe words have turn'd my Hate to Love, 
And I forgive, and quite forget old faults, 
And joy that thou beconvIt King Henries Friend. 

Wer. Somuch his Friend, I, his unfeigned F riend, 
Thar if King Lewis vouchſafe to furniſh us 
With ſome few Bands of choſen Souldiers, 

Ple undertake to Land them on our Coaſt, 

And force the [Tyrant from his Seat by War. 

'Tis not his new-made Bride ſhall ſuccour him, 

And as for Clarence, as my Letters tell me, 

He's very likely now to fall from him, 

For matching more for wanton Luſt, than Honour, 
Or than for ſtrength and ſafety of our Country, | 

Bona, Dear Brother, how ſhall Bona be reveng'd, 

But by thy help tothis diſtreſſed Queen ? | 
Mar. Renowned Prince, how ſhall r H ; 
Unleſs thou reſcue him from foul deſpair ? 7 8 
Bona. My quarrel, and this Engliſh Queens are one. 
War. And mine, fair Lady Bona, joyns with yours 

Lew. And mine, with hers, and thine, and Aergert, 
Therefore at laſt, I firmly am reſoly*d 
You ſhall have aid. | 

Mar. Let me give humble thanks for all, at once; | 

Lew. Then Englands Meſſenger, return in Poſt, | 
And tell falſe Edward, thy ſuppoſed King, | 
That Lew:s of France, is ſending over Maskers 
To revel it with him, and his new Bride. 

Thou ſeelt what”s paſt, go fear thy King withall. 

Bona, Tell him, in hopes he'll prove a Widower ſhortly 
| wear the Willow Garland for his ſake. 

Mar. Tell him, my mourning weeds are laid aſide, 
And I am ready to put Armor on, 

War, Tell him from me, that he hath done mewr 
And therefore Ple un-Crown him, er*t be long. 
There's thy reward, be gone, [Exit Po 

Lew. But Warwick,, 
Thou and Oxford, with five thouſand men | 
Shall croſs the Seas, and bid falſe Edward Battel : 
And as occaſion ſerves, this Noble Queen | 
And Prince, ſhall follow with a freſh ſupply, | 
Yet e're thou go, but anſwer me one doubt : 
W hat Pledge have we of thy firm Loyalty ? 

War. This ſhall aſſure my conſtant Loyalty, 

T hat it our Queen, and this young Prince agree, 
Ple joyn my eldeſt Daughter, and my Joy, 
To him forthwith, in holy Wedlock bands. 

Mar. Yes, I agree, and thank you for your Motion. 

Son Edward, ſhe is Fair and Vertuous, 
Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick, 
And with thy Hand, thy Faith irrevocable, 

That only Warwicks Daughter ſhall be thine. 

Prin, Ed. Yes, 1 accept her, for ſhe well deſerves it, 
And here to pledg my Vow, I give my hand. 

[He gives bis hand to Warwick. 

Lew, Why ſtay we now ? theſe Souldiers ſhall be levied, 
And thou Lord Bourbon, our High Admiral 
Shalt waft them over with our Royal Flcet. 
| long till Edward fall by Wars miſchance, 

For mocking Marriage with a Dame of Fraxce. 
LExeunt, Manct Warwick. 

War. I came from.Edward as Ambaſſador, 

But I return his ſworn and mortal Foe : 

Matters of Marriage was the charge he gave me, 
But dreadful War ſhal! anſwer his demand. 

Had he noneelſe to meke a ſtale but me 2? 
Then none but I, ſhall tura j4is Jeſt to Sorrow, 

| was the Chief that rais*d him-to the Crown, 
And Ple be chief to bring him down again ; 

Not thatI pity Ferries miſery, 


L 


My Noble Queen, let former gradges pals, But ſeek Revenge on Edwards mockery. [Ext 
And henceforthl am thy true Servitour : 
Enter - 
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Enter Richard, Clarence, Somerſet, and Mountague. 


Rich, Now tell me Brother Clarence, what think you 
Of this new Marriage with the Lady Gray ? 
gath not our Brother made a worthy choice ? 

Clar. Alas, you know, tis far from hence to France, 
How could he ſtay till Warwick made return ? | 

Som.My Lords, forbear this talk : here comes the King. 


Flouriſh. Enter King Edward , Lady Gray , Pembrook, 
Stafford, Haſtings * four ffand on one fide, and four 01 
the other. 


Rich. And his well-choſen Bride. 

\ Clar. I mind to tell him plainly what I think. 
Kine, Now Brother of Clarence, 

How like you our Choice, 

That you ſtand penſive, as half malecontent ? 
Clar. As well as Lewis of France, 

Or the Earl of Warwick , 

Which are ſo weak of Courage, and in Judgment, 

That they*l take no offence at our abuſe. 

King. Suppoſe they take offence without a caule : 
They are but Lewis and Warwick, 1 am Edward, 

Your King and Warwicks, and muſt have my will. 

Rich. And ſhall have your will, becauſe our King ? 
Yet haſty Marriage ſeldom proveth well. 

King. Yes,Brother Richard, are you offended too ? 

Rich, NotI : no: 

God forbid, that I ſhould wiſh them ſever'd, 

Whom God hath joyn'd together. 

[, and *twere pity, to ſunder them, 

That yoak ſo well together. ws 

King. Setting your ſcorns, and your miſlike aſide, 
Tellme ſome Reaſon, why the Lady Gray 

Should not become my Wife, and Englands Queen ? 

And you too, Somerſet and Mount ague, 

Speak freely what you think. 

Clar. Then this is my opinion : 

That King Lewss becomes your Enemy, 

For mocking him about the Marriage / 

Ofthe Lady Bona. 

Rich. And Warwick, doing what you gave in charge, 
ls now diſhonoured by this new Marriage. 

King, Whar, if both Lewis and W arwick be appeas'd, 
By ſuch invention as I can deviſe ? : 
Mount . Yet to have joyn'd with France, in ſuch alliance, 
Would more have ſtrengtPned this our Common-wealth, 
'Gainſt forreign ſtorms, than any home-bred Marriage. 

Haſt. Why; knows not Aonntague, that of it {It , 
England is fafe! if true within it ſelf ? : 

Moun, Yes,but the ſafer, when ?ris back*d with France, 
+ Haft. ?Tis better uſing France, than truſting France, 
Let us be back*d with God, and with the Seas, 

Which he hath givn for fence impregnable, 

And'with their helps only defend our ſelves : 

[n them, and in our ſelyes, our ſafety lies. 

Cla, For this one ſpeech, Lord Haſtings well deſerves 
To have the Heir of the Lord Hungerford. 

King. 1, what of that ? it was my will, and grant, 
And for this once, my Will ſhall ſtand for Law. 

Rich. And yet methinks, your Grace hath not done wel 
Togive the Heir and Daughter of Lord Scales 

Unto the Brother of your loving Bride - 

She better would have fitted me or Clarence : 

But in your Bride you bury Brotherhood. 
Cla, Or elſe you would not have beſtow'd the Heir 
Of the Lord Boxvill on your new Wives Son, 

And leave your Brothers to go ſpeed elſewhere. 

Kine. Alas » poor Clarence: is it for a Wife 

That thou art malecontent ? 1 will provide thee. 

Cla. In chuſing for your ſelf, 

You ſhew*d your judgment : 


W hich being ſhallow, you ſhall give me leave 
To play the Brother in mine own behalf ; 
And to that end, I ſhortly mind to leave you. 

King. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be King ; 
And not be ty'd unto his Brothers will. 

Lady Gray. My Lords, before it pleag'd his Majeſty 
To raiſe my Stateto Title of a Queen, 

Do me bur right, and you muſt all confeſs, 

That 1 was not ignoble of Deſcent, 

And meaner than my ſelf have had like fortune. 
Burt as this Title honours me and mine, 

So your dillikes, to whom I would be pleaſing, 
Doth cloud my Joys with danger, and with ſorrow. 

King. My Love, forbear to fawn upon their frowns : 

What danger, or what ſorrow can befall thee, 

So long as Eaward is thy conſtant Friend, 

And their true Soveraign, whom they muſt obey ? 
Nay, whom they ſhall obey, and love thee too, 
Unleſs they ſeek for hatred at my hands : 
Whichif they do, yet will I keep thee ſafe, 

And they ſhall feel the Vengeance of wrath. 
Rich, I hear, yet ſay not much, bgt think the more. 
Exter a Poſt. 

King. Now Meſlenger, what Letters, or what News 
from France ? 

Poft, My Soveraign Liege, no Letters, and few words 
But fuch as I (without your ſpecial pardon) 

Dare not relate. 
K:ns. Gotoo, we pardon thee : 
Theretore, in brief, tell their words, 
As near, as thou canſt gueſs them, 
What anſwer makes King Lewss unto our Letters ? 

Poſt. At my depart, theſe were his very words: 

Go tell falſe Edward, the ſuppoſed King, 
That Lewss of France is ſending over Maskers, 
To revel it with him, and his new Bride. 

King. Is Lewis ſo brave ? belike he thinks me Henry. 

But whar ſaid Lady Bona to my Marriage ? 

Poſt. Theſe were her words,utter'd with mild diſdain : | 
Tell him, in hope he'll prove a Widower ſhortly, 

P lewear the Willow Garland for his ſake. 

Kirg. 1 blame not her, ſhe could faylittle leſs : 
She had the wrong. But what ſaid Henries Queen ? 
For fo I heard, that ſhe was there in place. 

Poſt. Tell him (quoth ſhe) 

My mourning Weeds are done, 
And Iam ready to put Armor on. 

King. Belike ſhe means to play the Amazon, 

But what ſaid Warwick to theſe injuries ? | 

Poſt. He, more,incensd againſt your Majeſty 
Than all the reſt, diſcharg'd me with theſe words : 

Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore Ple ungrown him er't be long. 

Kin.Ha ? durſt the Traitor breathe out ſo proud words? 
Well, I will arm me, being thus fore-warn'd : | 
They ſhall have Wars, and pay for their preſumption. 

But fay, is Warwick Friends with Margaret ? 
Poſt. I, gracious Soveraign, 
They are ſo link*d in Friendſhip, 
That young Prince Edward Marries Warwicks Daughter. 

Cla. Belike, theelder ; E 

Clarence will have the younger. 
Now Brother King farewel, and ſit youfaſt, 
For wil hence to Warwicks other Daughter, 
That though want a Kingdom, yet in Marriage 
| may not prove inferior to your ſelf. 
You that love me, ,and Warwick, follow me. 
CExit Clarence, «nd Somerſet follows, 


Rich, Not I : 
My thoughts aim at a further matter - 
| ſtay not for the love of Edward, but the Crown. 
King, Clarence and Somerſet both gone to Warwick? 
YetI am arar'd againſt the wayſt can happen : 
And haſte is needful in this deſp*rate cafe. 


Qq2 Pembrook | 
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Pembrookand Stafford, you in our behalf W hile he himſelf keeps in the cold Field ? EY 
levy Men, and make prepare for War ; 2.Wa.Tis the more honour, becauſe the: more dangerons 
hey are already, or quickly will be landed : - 3. Watch, I, but give me worſhip and quietneſs, | 
y ſelf ih Perſon will {treight follow you. [ like it better than a dangerous Honour, |, | 
[Exit Pembrook and Stafford. | If Warwick knew in what eſtate he ſtands, 
ut rel go, Haſtings and Mount ague Tis to be doubted he would -waken him. 
[Reſolve my doubt , you *twain of all the reſt 1. at. Unleſs our Halberds did ſhut up his paſſage, 
re near to Warwick, by blood and by allyance : 2, Wat. 1: wherefore elſe guard we this Royal Tent, 
Tell me, if you love Warwick , more than me ; But to defend his Perſon from Nig ht-foes ? ( 
f it be ſo, then both depart to him: | 
I rather wiſh you Foes, than hollow Friends. Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerſet, andFrench | 
But if you mind to hold your true obedience, Souldsers, ſilent all, | 
'Give meaſſurance with ſome Friendly Vow, _ 
| That I may never haue you in ſuſpect. War. This is his Tent, and ſee where ſtands his Guarg: ; 
' Mount, So God help Monntage, as he proves true. Courage my Maſters: Honour now or never : OY | 
' Hoaſt. And Haſtings, as he favours Edwards Cauſe. But follow me, and Edward ſhall be ours. | | 
' King. Now, Brother Richard, will you ſtand by us ? 1 Wat. Who goes there ? | 
Rich, 1, in deſpight of all that ſhall withſtand you. 2 Watch, Stay or thou'dyeſt. | 
; King. Why 1o: then aml ſure of Vittory, Warwick and the reſt cry all, Warwick, Warwick, and | 
Now therefore letus hence, and loſe no hour, ſer upon the Guard, who fly, crying, Arms, Arms, Wax. | 
Till we meet Warw:ck, with his forreign Power. wick and the reſt following them, | 
| - v [ Exeunt. | 
b- The Drum playing, and Trumpet ſounding. 
| Enter Warwick, and Oxford in England, with French | Enter Warwick, Somerſct, and the reſt, bringing the Kin 
il Souldzers. out #m a Gonn, ſuting in a Chair ; Richard and Haſtings 
fly over the Stage. 
Wer. Truſt me, my Lord, all hitherto goes well, 
The common people by numbers ſwarm to us. Som, What are they that fly there ? 
ii * Enter Clarence and Somerſet. War. Richard and Haſtings, let them go, here is the | 
{But ſee where Sozcr ſet and Clarence comes, Duke. | | 
Speak ſuddenly, my Lords, are weall Friends ? King Edw, The Duke ? | | 
Clar. Fear not that, my Lord. Why Warwick, when we parted, 
War. Then gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwick, | Thou calPdſt me King. 
| And welcome Somerſet : I hold it Cowardize, War. I, but the caſe is alter®d. 
 Torelt miſtruſtful, where a Noble Heart W hen you diſgracd me in my Emballade, | | 
Hath pawn'd an open Hand, in ſign of Love : Then I degraded you from being King, | 
Elſe might I think, that Clzrence, Edwards Brother, And come now to create you Duke of York, 
Were but a fained Friend to our proceedings: Alas how ſhould you govern any Kingdom, 
But welcome ſweet Clarence,my Davghter ſhall be thine. That know not how to uſe Embaſladors, 
And now, what reits ? but in Nights Coverture, Nor how to be contented with one Wife, 
Thy Brother being careleſly encamp'd, Nor how to uſe your Brothers brotherly, 
His Souldiers lurking in the Town about, Nor how to ſtudy for the Peoples welfare, 
And but attended by a ſimple Guard, Nor how toſhrowd your ſelf from Enemies ? 
We may ſurprize and take him at our pleaſure, King Edw. Yea, Brother of Clarence, | 
Our Scouts have found the adventure very eafie : Art thou here too ? 
That as Ulyſſes, and ſtout Diomede Nay then I ſee, that Edward needs muſt down. 
With flzight end manhood ſtole to Theſers Tents, Yet Warwick ,, in deſpight of all miſchance, 
And brought from thence the Thraciar: fatal Stceds; Of thee thy ſelf, and all thy Complices, 
So we, well covered with the Nights black Mantle, Edward will always bear himſelf as King s | 
At unawares way beat down Edwards Guard, Though Fortunes malice overthrow my State, 
And ſeize himſelf : I ſay not, laughter him, My mind exceeds the compaſs of her Wheel. 
For | intend but only to ſurprize him. War. Then for his mind, be Edward Englands King, 
 Youthat will follow me tothis attenſpr, T akes off his Crown. 
Applaud the Name of Henry, with your Leader. But Herry now ſhall wear the Engliſh Crown, 
[They all cry Henry. | And be true King indeed : thou but a ſhadow. 
Why then, lets on our way in ſilent ſort, . My Lord of Somerſet, at my requeſt, 
[For Warwick and his Friends, God and Saint George. Sce that forthwith Duke Edward be convey*d 
| [Exennt. | Unto my Brother Arch-Biſhop of Tork.: NS 
When I have fought with Pembrock,, and his Fellows, 
Enter the Watchmen to guard the Kings Tent, Ple follow you, and tell wnat anſwer 
þ Lewes and the Lady Bona ſend to him. 
; 1. Watch, Come on my Maſters, each man take his ſtand, | Now for a while farewel good Duke of York, 
'The King by this, is ſet him down to fleep. They lead him out forcibly. 
2. Watch, What, will he not to Bed ? K. Ed. W hat Fates impoſe,that men mult needs abide ; 
BM, Watch. Why, no : for he hath made a ſolemn Vow, | It boots not toreſiſt both Wind and Tide, . [Exemn. 
Never to lie and take his natural Reſt, Oxf. What now remains, my Lords, for us to do, 
Till Warwick, or himſelf, be quite ſuppreſt. But march to London with our Souldiers ? 
2. Watch, To morrow then belike ſhall be the day, War. 1, that*s the firſt thing that we have todo, 
If Warwick be fo near as men report. To free King Herry from impriſonment, 
»...1 3. Watch. But fay, I pray, what Nobleman is that, And ſee him ſeated in the Regal Throne. [Exit. 
© [That _ =_ King vin open in his Tent? ; 
i. Wzr.*Tis the Lord Haſtings,the Kings chiefeſt Friend. Enter Rivers, and the Lad e 
3. Watch, O,is it ſo ? but ily an the King, : aha 
That his chicf followers lodg in Towns about him, Riv. Madam, what makes you in this ſudden change ? 
| ES conn Mt ES Gray = 
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Gray. Why Brother Rivers, are you yet to learn, 
What late misfortune is befaln King Edward ? 
Riv. What ? loſs of ſome pitchr batrel 
Againſt Warwick ? 
Gra, No, but the loſs of his own Royal perſon. 
R;v. Then is my Soveraign lain ? 
Gray. 1, almoſt flain, for he is taken Priſoner, 
Either betray'd by falſhood of his Guard, 
Or by his Foe ſurpriz?d at unawares: 
And as I further have to underſtand, 
Is new committed to the Biſhop of York, 
Fell arwicks Brother, and by that our Foe. 
Rv. Theſe News I muſt confeſs are full of grief, 
\ Yet gracious Madam, bear it as you may, 
Warwick, may loſe, that now hath won the day. 
Gray. Till then, fair hope mult hinder lives decay. 
And I the rather wain me from deſpair 
For love of Edwards Off-ſpring in my womb : 
This is that makes me bridle my paſſion, 
And bear with mildneſs my misfortune croſs: 
[,1, for thisI draw in many a tear, 
And ftop the riſing of blood-ſucking ſighs, 
Leſt with my ſighs or tears, I blaſt or drown 
Kind Edward's Fruit, true heir to th* Engliſh Crown. 
Rv, But Madam, 
Where is Warwick then become ? 
Gray. lam inform'd that he comes towards London, 
To ſet the Crown once more on wr 6s head : 
Gueſs thou the reſt, King Edward's Friends muſt down. 
But to prevent the Tyrants violence, ; 
(For truſt not him that hath once broken faith) 
Ple hence forthwith unto the Sanctuary, 
To fave (at leaſt) the heir of Edward's right : 
There ſhall I reſt ſecure from force and fraud : 
Come therefore let us flye, 
If Warwick.take us, we are ſure to dye. LExeunt. 
Enter Richard, Lord Haſtings, and Sir William 
Stanley. 


Rich. Now my Lord Haſtings, and Sir Will. Stanley 
Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither, 

[nto this chiefeſt Thicket of the Park. 

Thus ſtands the caſe : you know your King, my Brother, 
; Priſoner to the Biſhop here, at whoſe hands 

He hath good uſage, and great liberty, 

And often but attended with weak guard 

Comes hunting this way to diſport himſelf, 

| have advertis'd him by ſecret means, 

That if about this hour he make this way, 

Under the colour of his uſual game, 

He ſhall here find his Friends with Horſe and Men, 
Taſet him free from his Captivity. 


Enter King Edward, and a Huntſman with him, 


Hunt. This way, my Lord, 

For this way lies the Game. 

King Edw. Nay this way, man, 

See where the Huntſmen ſtand. 

Now Brother of Gloſter, Lord Haſtings and the reſt, 
Stand you thus cloſe to ſteal the Biſhops Deer ? 

Rich, Brother the time and caſe requireth haſt, 
Your Horſe ſtands ready at the Park-corner. 

King Edw, But whither ſhall we then ? 

Haſt, To Lyn, my Lord, 

And ſhip from thence to Flaxders. 

Rich, V Vell gueſt believe me, for that was my meaning. 
= Eaw. Stanley, 1 will requite thy forwardneſs. 
Rich, But wherefore ſtay we ? ?tis no time to talk, 
King Edw. Huntſman, what ſay'ſt thou ? 

VVilt thou go along ? 

Hunt, Better do ſo, than tarry and be hang?d. 

Rich, Come then away, let's ha no more ado. v 


2.3.5 ws 


| That no difſention hinder Government - 


King Eaw, Biſhop farewel, 
Shield thee from Warwicks frown, 


And pray that 1 may repoflefs the Crown. [ Exennt; 


Enter King Henry the Sixth, Clarence, V Varwick, $04 
merict, yong Henry, Oxford, Mountague and Liemtenant.. 
King Hen. M. Lieutenant, now that 
Have thaken Edward from the Regal 6 — 
And turn'd my captive ſtate to liberty, 
My tear to hope, my ſorrows unto joys, 
At our enlargement what are thy due Fees ? | 
Lien, Subjects may challenge nothing of their Sov”raigns 
But, if an humble prayer may prevail, ? 
| then crave pardon of your Majeſty. 
K:ng. For what, Lieutenant? For wdlufing me ? 1 
Nay, be thou ſure, Ple well requite thy kindneſs : 
ror that ic made my impriſonment, a pleaſure ; 
[, ſuch a pleaſure, as incagd Birds 
Conceive z when after many moody thoughts, , 
At laſt, by Notes of Houſhold harmony, 
They quite forget their loſs of liberty. 
But Warwrck, after God, thou ſettſt me free, 
And chiefly therefore, 1 thank God, and thee. 
He was the Author, thou the Inſtrument. 
Th:refore that 1 may conquer Fortunes ſpight, 
By living low, where Fortuue cannot hurt me, 
And thatthe people of this bleſſed Land 
May not be puniſh'd with my thwarting ſtars, . 
Warwick, although my head ſtill wear the Crown, 
[ here reſign my Goverament to thee, 


For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 
War. Your Grace hath itill been fam'd for 
And now may ſeem as wife as vertuous, 

By {pying and avoiding Fortunes malice, 

For few men rightly temper with the Stars : 
Yetin this one thing let me blame your Grace, 
For chuſing me, when Clarence is in place. 

Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the ſway, 
To whom the Heavens in thy Nativity, | | 
Adjudg'd an Olive Branch, and Lawrel Crown, # 
As likely to be bleſt in Peace and War : 1 
And therefore l yield thee my free conſent. 3 
War. And I chooſe Clarence only for ProteQor.  - _. - q 
King. Warwick, and Clarence, give me both your hands. 
Now joyn your hands, and with your hands your hearts, 


make you both Protectors of this Land, 

While 1 my ſelf will lead a private Life, | 

And in devotion ſpend my latter days, 

To ſins rebuke, and my Creators praiſe. . . 

War. What anſwers Clarence to his Soveraigns Will ? | 

Clar. That he conſents, if Warwick yield conſent, 

For on thy fortune I repoſe my felt. | 31 
War. Why then, though loth, yet muſt I be content : 

We'll yoak together, lik a double ſhadow T 

To Henry's Body, and ſupply his place 3. 

[| mean, in bearing weight of Governmnt, 

While he enjoys the honour, and his eaſe, @, | 

And Clarence now, now then it is more than needf 

Forthwith that Edward be pronounc'd a_Traytor, 

And all his Lands and Goods confiſcated. 

Clar. Whatelſe? and that Succeſlion be determined;. 

War. I, therein Clarence ſhall not want his 7 

King. But with the firſt, of all our chief affai 

Let me intreat, (for I command no more) 

That Afargaret your Queen, and my Son Edward, 

Be ſent for, to return from France with ſpeed : 

For till I T them —_ doubtful fear, 

My joy of liberty is.half eclipgd. Y 

Crar. It ſhall be done, .my'Soveraign, . with.all {j 

King. My Lord of Somerſet, what youth-is that, 

Of whom you. ſeem to have ſo tender care? . +  - /; 
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+ Somer. My Liege, it is young Henry, 


1 of Richmond;. | 
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| The third part of King Henry the S:xth. 


| Burt let us hence, my Soveraign, to provide 
A Salve for any Sore, that may betide. 


King. Come hither, Englanas Hope : 
Lays his Hand on his Head. 


if ſecret Powers ſuggeſt but truth 

To my divining Thoughts, 

This pretty Lad will prove our Countries bliſs. 
His looks are full of peaceful Majeſty, 

| His Head by Nature fran'd to wear a Crown, 
His hand to weild a Scepter, and himſelf 
Likely in time to bleſs a Regal Throne: 

Make much of him, my Lords; for this is he 
Muſt help you more, than you are hurt by me. 


Enter a Poſt. 
War. What news, my Friend ? 
Poſt. That Edward is eſcaped from your Brother, 


And fled (as he hears ſince) to Zurgur 


dy. 
War. Unſavory news : but how made he eſcape ? 
Po#.. He was convey*d by Richard, Duke of Gloſter, 


| And the Lord Haſtings, who attended him 
'[Inſecret ambuſh, on the Foreſt ſide, 

| And from the Biſhops Huntſmen reſcu'd him : 
'| For Hunting was his daily Exerciſe. 


War. My Brother was too careleſs of his charge. 


[ Exeunt. | 


Manet Somerſet, Richmond, and Oxford. 
Som. My Lord, I like not of this flight of Edwaras : 
For doubtleſs Burgundy will yield him help, 


_ [And we ſhall have more Wars before*t be long. 


. 


Did glad my Heart, with hope © 


As Henries late preſaging Prophecy 

art, with f this young Richmond ; 
Sodoth my Heart, miſ-give me, in theſe Conflicts ' 
What may befall him, to his harm and ours. 
Therefor® Lord Oxford to prevent the worſt, 
Forthwith we?ll ſend him hence to Britany, 


{| Till ſtorms be paſt of Civil Enmity. 


Oxf. I : for if Edward re-poſleſs the Crown, 


"Tis like that Richmond with the reſt ſhall down. 


Som, Is ſhall be ſo : he ſhall to Britany, 
[Exeynt. 
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Come therefore, let's about it ſpeedily. 
| | 


Enter Edward, Richard, Haſtings, and Souldiers. 
Ed. Now Brother Kichard, Lord Haſtings, and the reſt, 


1 Yet thus far Fortune maketh us amends, 


Andſays, that once more 1 ſhall enterchange 
My wained State, for Henry's Regal Crown. 
Well have we paſs*d, and now repaſs'd the Seas, 
And brought deſired help from Burgundy. 

What then remains, we being thus arriv'd 


|From Ravenſpurgh Haven, betorethe Gates of York, 
4 But that we enter, as into our Dukedom ? 


' Rich. The Gates made falt ? 


{Brother, 1 like not this. 


For many men that ſtumble at the Threſhold, 
Are well fore-told, that danger lurks within. 
Ed. Tuſh man,aboadments muſt not now affright us : 


[By fair or foul means we muſt enterin, 
For hither will our Friends repair to us. 


Haſt. My Liege, le kaock once more to ſummon them. 


Enter on the Walls, the Mayor of York, and his Brethren, 


Mayor. My Lords, 

We were fore-warned of your coming, 

And ſhut the Gates, for ſafety of our ſelves ; 

For now we owe Allegiance unto Henry, 

Edw. But, Maſter Mayor, if Henry be your King, 
Yet Edward, at the leaſt, is Duke of Tork. 

Mayor. True, my good Lord, | know you for no leſs. 
Ed. Why, and I challenge nothing but my Dukedom, 
As being well content with that alone. 

Rich. But when the Fox has once got in his Noſe, 

© 11 ſoon find means to make the Body follow. 


IH Heſft . Why,Maſter Mayor,why ſtand you in a doubt ? 


—— 


| Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand, 
| The bruit thereof will bring you many Friends. 


Open the Gates, a are _ — _—_ 
Mayor, 1, ſay you ſo ? the Gates ſhall then be 
> Dads He deſcends, "Penec. 
Rich. A wiſe ſtout Captain, and ſoon perſwaded. 
Haſt. The good old man would fain that all were well 
So *twere not long of him - but being entred, 
[ doubt not I, but we ſhall ſoon perſwade 
Both him, and all his Brothers, unto Reaſon. 


Entcr the Mayor, and two Aldermen. 


Ew, So, Maſter Mayor : theſe Gates muſt not be ſhut, 
But in the Night, or in the time of War. 


1 akes bis Keys, 
For Edward will defend the Town, and thee, 
And all thoſe Friends, that deign to follow me. 


March. Enter Mountgomery, with Drum and Soulgiers. 


Rich, Brother, this is Sir Fohn Mountgomery, 
Our truſty Friend, unleſs I be deceiy?d. 
Edw, Welcome Sir Fohn : but why come you in Arms? 
Mount. To help King Edward in histime of ſtorm, 
As every Loyal Subject ought to do. 
Edw. T hanks, good Mountgomery : 
But we now forget the Title to the Crown, 
And only claim our Dukedome, 
Till God pleaſe to ſend the reſt. 
Mount. Then fare you well, for I will hence again, 
I came to ſerve a King, and not a Duke: 
Drummer ſtrike up, and let us March away. 
The Drum begins to March, 
Edw. Nay ſtay, Sir John, a while, and well debate 
By what ſafe means the Crown may be recover'd. 
Mount. What talk you of debating ? in few words 
[f you?l not here proclaim your ſelf our King, ; 
Ple leave you to your-Fortune, and be gone, 
To keep them back, that come to ſuccour you, 
Why ſhall we fight, if you pretend no Title ? 
Rich. Why Brother, wherefore ſtand you on nice points? 
Eaw, When wegrow ſtronger, 
Then we'll make our Claim : 
Till then, *tis Wiſdome to conceal our meaning, 
Haſt. Away with ſcrupulous Wit, now Arms muſt rule, 
Rich. And fearleſs minds climb ſooneſt untoCrowns. 


Eaw, Then be it as you will : for *tis my right, 
And Henry but uſurps the Diadem. 

Mount. I, now my Soveraign ſpeaketh like himſelf, 
And = willI be Edwards Champion. 

Haſt. Sound Trumpet, Edward ſhall be here proc ain: 
Come, Fellow Souldier, make thou Protlamation ; 

Flouriſh. ". Sound, 

Soul, Edward the Fourth, by the Grace of God, King of 
England and France, and Lord of Ireland, &c. 

Mot. And whoſee*re gain-ſays King Edwards right 
By this I challenge himto ſingle Fight. ; 

T brows down his Gauntlet, 

All, Long live Edward the Fourth: 

Ed. Thanks brave Mountgomery, 
And thanks unto you all : 
If Fortune ſerve me, Ple requite this Kindneſs. 
Now for this Night, let's harbour here at Terk: 
And when the Morning Sun ſhall raiſe his Carr 
Above the Border of this Horizon, 
We'll forward towards Warwick, and his Mates : 
For wellI wot, that Henry is no Souldier, ; 
Ah froward Clarence, how evil it beſeems thee, 
To flatter Henry, and forſake thy Brother ? 
Yet as we may, we'll meet both thee and Warwick, 
Come on brave Souldiers : doubt not of the Day, 
And that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. [Exewnt. 


W hat, fear not man, bur yield meup the Keys, 5 
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Enter the King, Warwick , Mountague, Clarence, Ox- 
ford, and Somerliet.. 
War. What Counſel, Lords ? Edward from Bel. 14, 
With haſty Germanes, and blunt Hollanders, 
gath pad in ſafety through the narrow Seas, 
And with his Troops doth march amain to London, 
And many giddy people flock to him. 
" Kino, Let's levy Men, and beat him back again. 
Clar. A little Fire is quickly trodden our, 
Which being ſuffer?d, Rivers cannot quench. 
War. In Warwickſhire | have true-hearted Friends, 
Not mutinous in Peace, yet bold in War, 
Thoſe will I muſter up : and thou Son Clarence 
Shalt ſtir up in Swuffo/k, Norfolk, and in Kent, 
The Knights and Gentlemen, to come with thee. 
Thou Brother Momntague, and Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Leiceſter-ſhire ſhalt find 
Men well inclin*d to hear what thou commandſt. 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well beloy'd, 
[In Oxfordſhire ſhalt muſter up thy Friends. 
My Soveraign, with the loving Citizens, 
Like to his liland, girt with the Ocean; 
Or modeſt Dian, circled with her Nymphs, 
Shall reſt in London, till we come to him : 
Fair Lords take leave, and ſtand not to reply. 
Farewel my Sov eraign. 
King, Farewel my He&#or, and my Troys true hope. 
{ Clar, Inſign of truth, 1 Kiſs your Highnels hand. 
King. Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunarte. 
Mount. Comfort, my Lord, and ſpl take my leave. 
Oxf. And thus I ſeal my Truth, and bid adieu. 
King, Sweet Oxford, and my loving Mou ague, 
And all at once, once more a happy farewel. 
War, Fare well, ſweet Lords, let's meet at Coventry. 
[ Exeunt. 


— 


King, Here at the Palace willl reſt a while. 
Couſinof Exeter, what thinks your Lordſhip ? 
Methinks, the Power that Eaward hath in Field, 


Should not be able to encounter mine. 
Exer. The doubt is, that he will ſeduce the reſt, 
King, That's not my fear, my meed hath got me fame : 
[ have not ſtopt mine Ears to their demands, 
Nor poſted of their Suits with ſlow delays, 
'My pity hath been Balm to heal their wounds, 
My mildneſs hath allay*d their ſwelling gricts, - 
My mercy dry*d their water-flowing I cars. 
[ have not been deſirous of their Wealth, 
Nor much oppreſt them with great ſubſidies, 
Nor forward of Revenge, though they much err?d. 
Then why ſhould they love Edward more than me ? 
No, Exeter, theſe Graccs challenge Grace : 
And when the Lion fawnsupon the Lamb, 
The Lamb will never ceaſe to follow him. 
Shout within. A Lancaſter, A Lancaſter. 
Ex. Heark, heark, my Lord, what Shouts are theſe ? 


Enter Edward and his Souldiers, 


Edw, Seize on the ſhame-fac'd Henry,bear him hence, 
Andonce again proclaim us King of England. 

You are the Fount, that make ſinall Brooks to flow, 

Now ſtops thy Spring, my Sea ſhall ſuck them dry, 

And ſwell ſo much the higher, by their ebb. 

Hence with him tothe Tower, let him not ſpeak. 

[Exit with King Henry. 
And Lords, towards Coventry bend we our Courlc, . 
Where peremptory Warwick now remains : 

The Sun ſhines hot, and if we uſe —_ 

Cold biting Winter marrs our hop'd for Hay. 

Rich. Away betimes before his Forces joyn, 

And take the great-grown Traytor unawares : 


Brave Warriors, march a main towards Coventry. 
| [Exenn t. 


+6. 2. att. _ 


The King was lily finger*d from the Deck : 


Take the time, kneel down, kneel down: 


and others upon the Walls. 


How far hence is thy Lord, mine honeſt fellow ? 
Mefſ. 1. By this as Dww1ſmore, marching hitherward. 
War. How far oft i; our Brother Mount ague ? 
W here is the Poſt that came from Mountag ue ? 
Ac. 2. By this at Daiztry, with a puiſlant Troop. 
Enter Somervile. 
War. Say Somervile, what ſays my loving Son ? 
And by thy gueſs, how nigh is Clarence now ? 
Somerv. At Southam | did leave him with his Forces, 
And doexpect him hzre ſome two hours hence. 
War. T hen Clarence is at hand, 1 hear his Drum. 
Somer, It is rot his, my Lord, here Sontham lies : 
The Drum your Honour hears, marcheth from Warwick. 
War. \Who ſhould that be? Belike unlook®d for Friends, 
Somer. I ity are at hand, and you ſhall quickly know. 


Marci), Fleu:ſh, Enter Edward, Richard, and Soulders. 


Ew. Go, Trumpzt, to the Walls, ſound a Parle. 
Rich, Sec tow the fuarly Warwick mans the Wall. 
War. Ol unbid ſpight, is fportful Edward come ? 
Where fIfpt our Scovts, or how are they ſeduc'd, 

Thar we coutd hear no news of his repair. 

Eaw. Now Warwick, wilc thou ope the City Gates, 
Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy Knee, 

Call Edward King, and at his hands beg Mercy, 

And he fhall pardon thee theſe Outrages ? : 
War. Nay rather, wilt thou draw thy Forces hence, 
Confeſs who ſet thee up, and pluck*d thee down, 

Call Warwick Patron, and be Penitent, 

And thou ſhalt {till remzin the Duke of York. 

Rich. 1 thought at leaſt he would have ſaid theKing, 
Or did he make the Jcſt againſt his will ? 

War. Is not a Dukedom, Sir, a goodly gift ? * 
Rich, 1, by my Faith, for a poor Earlto gi ve 
Ple do thee ſervice for (o good a gift. 


75 
Enter Warwick, the Mayor of Coventry , two Meſſengers, 


IWar. Where 1s thz Poft that came from valiant Oxford ?] 


| 


” © 


War.” T wasI that gave the Kingdom to thy Brother. 
Eqdw, Why then ?tis mine, iff but by Warw:cKs gift. 
War. Thou art no Alas for fo great a weight : 

And Weakling Warwicktakes his gift again, | 
And Henry 1s my King, Warwick, his Subjcet. 

Eqdw. But Warwicks King is Edwards Priſoner : 

And gallant Warwick, do but anſwer this, 

W hat 1s the Body, when the Head is off ? 

Rich. Alas, that Warwick had no more fore-caſt, 

But whiles he thought to ſteal the ſingle Ten, 

You left poor Henry at the Biſhops Palace, 
Andien to one you?ll meet him in the Tower. 
Edw. *Tiseven fo, yet you are Warwick ſtill. 
Rich, Come Warwick , 


Nay when: ſtrike now, or elſe the Iron cools. 
War. I had rather chopthis hand off at a blow, 
And with the other, fling it at thy Face, 

Than bear fo low a fail, totrike to thee. 

Edw,. Sail how thou canſt, 

Have Wind and Tide thy Friend, 

This hand, faſt wound about thy Coal-black hair, 
Shall, whiles thy Head is warm, and new cut off, 
Write in the duſt this Sentence with thy blood, 
Wind-changing Warwick now can change no more. 


War, Oh chearfyl Colours, ſee where Oxford comes. 

Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaſter. 

Rich, The Gates are open, let us enter too. 

Edw, So other Foes may ſet upon our backs. ; 
Stan 
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The third Part of King Henry the Sixth. 


Stand we in good array : for they no doubt. 

Will iſſue out again, and bid us battel ; 

If not, the City being but of ſmall defence, 

We'll quickly rouze the Traytors in the ſame. 
War. Oh welcome Oxford, for we want thy help. 


Enter Mountague, w.th Drum and Colours. 


Mount. Mountagut, Mountague, for Lancaiter. 

Rich. Thou and thy Brother both ſhall buy this Treaſon 
Even with the deareſt blood your Bodies bear. 

Edw. The harder match*d, the greater Victory, 

My mind preſageth happy gain, and Conquelr. 


Enter Somerſet, with Drum and Colours. 


Som. Somerſet, Somerſet, for Lancaſter. 

Rich, Twoof thy name, both Dukes of Somerſet, 
Have ſold their Lives unto the Houſe of Tork,, 
And thou ſhalt be the third, if this Sword hold. 


Enter Clarence, with Drum and Colours. 


War. And loe, where George of Clarence ſweeps along, 
Of force enough to bid his Brother Battel : 
With whom, an upright zcal to right prevails 
More than the nature of a Brothers love. 
Come Clarence, come : thou wilt, if Warwick, call. 
Clar. Father of Warwick,, know you what this means ? 
Look here, I throw my Infamy at thee : 
I will not ruinate my Fathers Houſe, 
Who gave his blood to lime the ſtones together, 
And ſet up Lancaſter. Why, troweſt thou, Warwick, 
That Clarence is fo harſh, ſo blunt, unnatural, 
To bend the fatal inſtruments of War 
Apainlt his Brother, and his lawful King, 
Perhaps thou wilt object my holy Oath: 
To keep that Oath, were more impiety, 
Than Fepthah, when he ſacrific'd his Daughter. 
I am ſo forry for my Treſpaſs made, 
That to deſerve well at my Brothers hands, 
I here proclaiin my ſelf thy mortal foe : 
With reſolution, whereſoe*re 1 meet thee, 
(As I will meet thee, if thou ſtir abroad) 
To plague thee for thy foul millzading me. 
And ſo, proud-hearted Warwick , I dehie thee, 
'And to my Brother turn my bluthing Cheeks. 
'Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends: 


{ And Richard, do. not frown upon my faults, 


For I will henceforth be no more unconſtant. 
| E4q. Now welcome more, and ten times more belov?d 
Than if thou never hadlt deſerv?d our hate. 
Rich, Welcome good Clarence, this is Brother-like. 
War. Oh paſſing Traytor, perjur*d and unjuſt, 
Edw, What Warwick , 
Wilt thou leave the Town, and fight ? 
'Or ſhall we beat the Stones about thine Ears ? 
War. Alas, I am not coop'd here for defence : 
I will away towards Barret preſently, 
And bid thee Battel, Edward, it thou dar?ſt. 
; Eqw. Yes Warwick, Edward dares, and leads the way : 
Lords to the Field : Saint George, and Vittory. [Exenrt. 
| March. Warwick and bis company follows, 


. Alarum , and Excurſions, Enter Edward bringing forth 
Warwick wounded, 


Ew. So, lie thou there : die thou, and die our fear, 


For Warwick was a Bug that fear?d us all. 


Now Mountage ſit faſt, 1 ſeek for thee, 

That Warwick*s Bones may keep thine company. 
War. Ah, who is nigh ? come to me, friend, or foe, 
And tell me who is Victor, York, or Warwick ? 

Why ask I that ? my mangled body ſhews, 


| 
' 


| 


_ [ln every County as we go along, 


NN — 
My blood, my want of ſtrength, my ſick heart ſheys, 
That I muſt yield my body to the Earth, 
And by my fall, the conqueſt to my foe. 
Thus yields the Cedar to the Axes edge,  . 
W hoſe Arms gave ſhelter to the Princely Eagle, 
Under whoſe ſhade the ramping Lion ſlept, 
W hoſe top-branch over-peer'd Foves ſpreading Tree, 
And kept low Shrubs frou Winters pow*rful wing, 
Thefe Eyes, that now are dimn*d with Deaths black Veyl 
Have been as piercing as the Mid-day Sun, 
To ſearch the ſecret Treaſons of the world : 
The wrinckles in my Brows, now h1Fd with blood, 
Were likPned oft to Kingly Sepulchres : 
For who liv'd King, but I could dig his Grave ? 
And whodurlſt ſmile, when Warw:ck bent his Broy ? 
Loe, now my Glory ſinear'd in duſt and blood, 
My Parks, my Walks, my Mannors thatI had, 
Even now forſake me; and of all my Lands, 
[s nothing left me, but my bodies length. 
W hy, what is Pomp, Rule, Reign, but Earth and Dyſt ? 
And live we how we can, yet die we mult, 


Enter Oxford and Somerſet. 


Som, Ah Warwick, Warwick , wert thou as we are, 
We might recover all our loſs again : 
The Queen from France hath brought a puiſſant power 
Even now we heard the news : ah, couldſt thou flye, 
War. Why then 1 would not flye. Ah Adountague, 
[f thou be there ſweet Brother, take my Hand, 
And with thy Lips keep in my Soul a while. 
Thou lov?lt me not - for, Brother, if thou didft, 
Thy tears would waſh this cold congealed blood, 
That glews my Lips, and will not let me ſpeak. 
Come quickly Montague, or I am dead. 
Som, Ah Warwick,, Mountague hath breath*d his laſt, 
And to the laſt gaſp, cry*d out for Warwick: 
And faid, commend me to my valiant Brother. 
And more he would have ſaid, and more he ſpoke, 
Which ſounded like a Cannon in a Vault, 
That mought not be diſtinguiſh'd : but at laſt, 
I well might hear delivered with a groan, 
O farewel Warwick, 
War. Sweet reſt his Soul : 
Flye Lords, and fave your ſelves, 
For Warwick bids you all farewel, to meet in Heaven, 
Oxf. Away, away, to meet the Queens great power. + 
Here they bear away his Body. [Exent, 


Flouriſh, Enter King Edward in triumph , with Richatd, 
Clarence, and the reſt. 


King. Thus far our Fortune keeps an upward courſe, 
And we are grac'd with wreaths of Vittory : 
But in the midſt of this bright-ſhining Day, 


That will encounter with our glorious Sun, 
E're he attain his eaſeful Weſtern Bed : 
I mean, my Lords, thoſe powers that the Queen 
Hath raisd in Gala, have arrived our Coaſt, 
And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 
Clar, A little gale will ſoon diſperſe that Cloud, 
And blow it to the Source from whence it came, 
Thy very Beams will dry thoſe Vapours up, 
For every Cloud engenders not a Storm. 
Rich, The Queen is valued thirty thouſand ſtrong, 
And Somerſet, with Oxford, fled to her : 
If ſhe hath time to breathe, be well aſſur*d 
Her faction will be full as ſtrong as ours. 

King. We are advertis'd by our _,, friends 
That they do hold their courſe toward Temksbury. 


CExit.||We having now the beſt at Barner Field, 
| Will thither ſtraight, for willingneſs rids way, 


And as we march, our ſtrength will be augmentdl : 


| ſpyea black ſuſpicious threatning Cloud, | 
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| The third part of King Henry the Sixth. 


ctrike up the Drum, Cry Courage, and away, [Exeun, 


h. Enter the Queen, young Edward, Somerſet, Ox- 
_— ford, and Souldiers, * : 


4, Great Lords, wiſe men ne're ſit and wail their loſs, 
But chearly ſeek how to redreſs their harms. 

What though the Malt be now blown oyer-board, 

The Cable broke, the holding-Anchor loſt, 

And half our Sailors ſwallow*d in the flogd ? 

Yet lives our Pilot ſtill. I”rt meet, that he 

Should leave the Helm, and like a fearful Lad, 

With tearful Eyes add Water to the Sea, 

And give more ſtrength to that which hath too much, 
Whiles in his moan, the Ship ſplits on the Rock, 
Which induſtry and courage might have ſav'd ? 

Ah what a ſhame, ah what a fault were this. 

Say, Warwick,was our Anchor : what of that ? 

And Mountague our top-Maſt : what of him ? 

Our ſlaughter*d friends, the tackles : what of theſe ? 
Why is not Oxford here another Anchor ? 

And Sorherſer, another goodly Malt ? 

The friends of France our Shrowds 2nd Tacklings ? 
And though unskilful, why not Ned and I, 

For once allow?d the $kilful Pilots Charge ? . 
We willnot from the Helm to fit and weep, 

But kcep our Courſe (though the rough Wind ſay no) 
FromShelyes and Rocks, that threaten us with Wrack, 
As good to chide the Waves, as ſpeak them fair, 

And what is Edward, but a ruthleſs Sea ? 

What Clarence, but aquick-ſand of Deceit ? 

And Richard, but a raged fatal Rock ? 

All theſe, the Enemies to our poor Bark. 

Say you can ſwim, alas, tis but a while: 

Tread,on the Sand, why there you quickly fink, 
Beſtride the Rock, the Tyde will waſh you off, 

Orelſe you famiſh, that's a three-fold Death. 

This ſpeak I (Lords) to let you underſtand, 

In caſe ſome one of you would flye from us, 

That there's no hop*d-for Mercy with the Brothers, 
More than with ruthleſs V Vaves, with Sands and Rocks, 
VVhy courage then, what cannot be avoided, 

'Twee childiſh weakneſs to lament, or fear. _ 
Prin, Methinks a V Voman of this. valiant Spurit, 
Should, if a Coward heard her ſpeak theſe words; 
infuſe his Breaſt with magnanimity, 

And make him,- naked, foyl a Man at Arms. 

| ſpeak not this, as doubting any here : 

for did 1 but ſuſpect a teartul Man, | 

He ſhould have leave to go away betimes, 

Leſt in our need he might infect another, 

And make him of like ſpirir to himſelt. 

If any ſuch be here, as God forbid, 

Let him Cepart before we need his help. 

Oxf. VVomen and Children of ſo high a Courage, 
And V Varriors faint, why 'twere perpetual ſhame, 
Oh brave young Prince : thy famons Grandfather 
Doth live again in thee; long may?lt thou live, 

To bear his Image, and renew his Glories. 

| Som, And he that will not fight for ſuch a hope, 

Go home to Bed, and like the Owl by day 

lf he ariſe, be mock*d and wondred at. 
0s, Thanks gentle Somerſet, ſweet Oxford thanks. 
Prin, And take his thanks, that yet hath nothing elſe. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. Prepare you Lords, for Edward is at hand, 
Ready to fight : therefore be reſolute. 
Oxf. I thoughtno leſs} it is his Policy, 
To haſt thus aſt, to find us unprovided. 
Som. But he's deceiv*d, we are in readineſs. 
Queen, This chears my Heart, to ſee your forwardnels. 


Therefore no more but this: Hezry your Soyeraign 


LAM 


# 


March. Enter Edward, Richard, Clarence, and | 
Souldzers, 


Ed. Brave followers, yonder ſtands the thorny VVood 
V Vhich by Heavens aſliſtance, and your ſtrength, 

Muſt by the Roots be hewn up yer ere Night. | 
[ need not add more fuel to your fire, 

For welll wot, ye blaze, to burn them out 

Give lignal to the fight, and to it, Lords. 

Qs. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what ſhould I ſay, 
My tears gain-ſay : for every word l ſpeak, | 
Ye ſee I drink the water of my Eye. 


ls Priſoner to the Foe, his State uſurp'd, . 
His Realm a Slaughter-houſe, his Subjects ſlain, 
His Statutes cancelPd, and his Treaſure ſpent : 
And yonder is the V Volf, that makes this ſpoyl. 
You fight in Juſtice: Then in Gods Name, Lords, 
Be valiant, and give ſignal to the fight.' | 
rum, Retreat, Excurſwns, 


[Exext. | 
Enter Edward, Richard, Queen, Clarence, Oxford, 
et. $ 


Somer 


Eqdw. Now here's a period of tumultuous Broyls. 

Away with Oxford to Hames Caſtle ſtraight ; 

For Somerſet, off with his guilty Head. 

Go bear them hence, I will not hear them . 

Oxf. For my part, Ple not trouble thee with words, 

Som, Nor I, but ſtoop with patience to my fortune. 
CExenm. | 

Queen. So part we fadly iq this troublous world, 

To meet with Joy in ſweet Jeruſalem. 

Eaw. Is Proclamation made, That who finds Edward 

Shall have a high reward, and he his Life ? | 

Rich, It is, and loe where youthful Edward comes. 


Enter the Prince, 
Edw. Bring forth the Gallant, let us hear him ſpeak. 
What? can ſo young a Thorn begin to prick ? "4 


Edward, what ſatisfaction canſt thou make, 
.For bearing Arms, for ſtirring up my ſubjects, 
And all the trouble thou haſt turn'd me to ? 
Prin. Speak like a Subject, proud ambitious York, 
Suppoſe that I am now my Fathers Mouth, 

Reſign thy Chair, and wherel ſtand kneel thou, 

WhiPſt I propoſe the ſelf-ſame words to thee, 

Which CTraytor) thou wouldſt have me anſwer to. 
Queen, Ah, that thy Father had been foreſoly'd. 
Rich, T hat you might ſtill have worn the Petticoat, 

And nee have ſtoln the Breech from Lancaſter. 

Prin, Let «/op Fable in a Winters Night, 
His Curriſh Riddles ſorts not with this place. 
Rich, By Heaven, Brat, Ple plague ye for that word, 
Queen. |, thou walt born to be a plague to Men. - 
Rich, For Gods ſake, take away this Captive Scold, 7 
Prin. Nay, take away this ſcolding Crook-back, ras! 
ther. : | 
Edw. Peace wilful Boy, or I will charm your Tongue, | 
Clar. Untutor'd Lad, thou art too walaguge | 
Prin, | know my duty, you are al undutitul ; 

Laſcivious Edward, and thou perjur®d George, 

And thou miſ-ſhapen Dick, I tell ye all, 

[ am your better, Traytors as ye are. _ | 

And thou uſurp'ſt my Fathers right and mine. 
Edw. Take that, the likeneſs of this Rayler here. 
F$.x# | [Stebs bim. 
Rich, SprawPlt thou ? take that, ts end thy agony. + 
[Rich. Stabs bim 
Clar. And there's for twitting me = perjary: 


oc une dow 


| Oxf. Here pitch our Battel, hence we will not budge. 


5s he. Ta 


. Stabs bim 
Queen. Oh, kill me too. | ] 
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The third Part of King Henry the Sixth. 


Rich, Marry, and ſhall. 
Edw. Hold, Richard, hold, for we have done too much. 


Rich. Why ſhould ſhe live, to fill the world with words ? 
Edw, What ? doth ſhe ſwoon ? uſe means for her re- 


covery. 


Rich. Clarence excuſe me to the King my Brother : 


Ple hence to London on a ſerious matter, 
Erreye come there, be ſure to hear ſome news. 


Clar. What? what ? 
Rich. Tower, the Tower. 


They that ſtabb'd Ceſar, ſhed no blood at all : 
Did not offend, nor were not worthy Blame, 


1 If this foul deed were by, to equal it. 


He was a Man ; this (in reſpect) a Child, 

And Men nere ſpend their fury on a Child. 

What's worſe than Murther, that I may name it ? 

No, no, my Heart will burſt, and if I ſpeak, 

And1I will ſpeak, that ſo my Heart may burſt. 

Butchers and Villains, bloody Cannibals, 

How ſweet a Plant have you untimely cropt : 

You have no Children (Butchers) if you had, 

The thought of them would have ſtirr*d up remorſe 

But if you ever chance to have a Child, 

Look in-his youth to have him ſo cut off. 

As deathſmen you have rid this ſweet young Prince. 
King. Away with her, go bear her hence perforce. 


ween, Nay, never bear me hence, diſpatch me here : 


Here ſheath thy Sword, Ple pardon thee my death: 

What ? wilt thou not ? then Clarence do it tho. 
Clar. By Heaven, I will not do thee ſo much eaſe. 
Queen. Good Clarence do, ſweet Clarence do thou it. 


Clar. Did'ſt thou not hear me ſwear I would not do it ? 


Queen. I but thou uſeſt to forſwear thy ſelf. 


 *Twas fin before, but now ?tis Charity, | 
What wilt thou not ? where is that devils Butcher R:chard, 


Hard-favour'd Richard ? Richard, where art thou ? 
Thou art not here: Murther is thy Almsdeed, 
Petitioner for Blood thou ne*re pulPt back. 
-Edw. Away I ſay, I charge ye bear her hence. 
Qween, So come to you and yours, as to this Prince. 


LExit Queen, 


Edw. Where's Richard gone. 

Cla. To London all in poſt, and as I gueſs, 
To make a bloody Supper in the Tower ? 

Eaw. Hes ſudden it a thing comes in his head, 
Now march we hence, diſcharge the common ſort 
With pay and thanks, and let's away to London, 
And ſee our gentle Queen how well ſhe fares, 
By this (I hope) ſhe hath a Son for me. 


Enter Henry the Sixth, and Richard, with the Lieutenant 


on the Walls. 


Rich. Good day, my Lord, what at your Book ſo 


hard ? 
Hen. 1 my good Lord : my Lord, I ſhould ſay rather, 

Tis fin to flatter, Good was little better : 

Good Gloſter, and Good Devil, were alike, 

And both propoſterous : therefore, not Good Lord. 
Rich, Sirrah, leave us to our ſelves, we muſt confer. 
Hen. So flies the wreakleſs ſhepherd from the Wolf, 


So firſt the harmleſs Sheep doth yield his Fleece, 
And next his Throat unto the Butchers Knife. 


What Scene of Death hath Roſſius to aft ? 
Rich. Suſpition always haunts the guilty mind, 
The Thief doth fear each buſh an Officer. 


. Hen, The Bird that hath been limed ina buſh; 


With trembling Wings miſdoubteth every buſh ; 


 AndI the helpleſs Male to one ſweet Bird, 


Have now the fatal ObjeCt in my Eye, 


Where my poor young was lim'd, was cavght and killd. 


Rich, Why what a peeviſh Fool was that of Creer, 
- 


I. 


[Offers to kill her. | That taught his Son the Office of a Fowl, 


[Exit, 
Queen. Oh Ned, ſweet Ned, ſpeak to thy Mother, Boy. 
Can'ſt thou not ſpeak ? O Traytors, Murderers ! 


[ Exit, 


mm... © ” 


And yet for all his Wings, the Fool was drown, 

Hen, 1, D«dalus, my poor Boy, 1carns, 

Thy Father, nos, that deny*d our courſe, 

The Sun that ſear*d the wings of my ſweet Boy, 

Thy Brother Edward, and thy ſelf, the Sea 

W hoſe envious Gulf did ſwallow up his life : 

Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with wo 

My breſt can better brook thy Daggers point, 

Than can my Ears that Tragick Hiltory. 

But wherefore doſt thou come ? Ist for my Life ? 
Rich. Think®ſt thou I am an Executioner ? 
Hen, A Perſecutor I am ſure thou art, 

[f murthering Innocents be Executing, 

Why then thou art an Executioner ? 

Rich, Thy Son I kilPd for his preſumption; 
Hen, Hadſt thou been KilPd when firſt thou didft pre 

Thou had'ſt not liv*d to kill a Son of mine: (ſure, 

And thus I propheſie that many a thouſand, 

W hich now miſtruſt no parcel of my fear, 

And many an Old-mans ſigh, and many a Widows, 

And many an Orphans Water-ſtanding-eye, 

Men for their Sons, Wives for their Husbands fate, 

And Orphans, for their Parents timeleſs death, | 

Shall rue the hour that ever thou walſt born. 

The Owl ſhrick*d atthy birth, an evil ſign, 

The Night-Crow cry*d, aboding luckleſs time, 

Dogs howPd, and hideous tempeſt ſhook down Trees: 

The Raven rook*d her on the Chimnies top, 

And chattring Pies in diſmal Diſcords ſung : 

Thy Mother felt more than a Mothers pain, 

And yet brought forth leſs than a Mothers hope, 

To wit, an indigeſted deform'd lump, 

Not like the fruit of ſuch a goodly Tre. 

Teeth had'ſt thou in thy head, when thou was*t born. 

To ſignifie, thou canviſt to bite the world : | 

And if the reſt be true which 1 haye heard, 

Thou camyſt 
Rich, Ple hear no more : 


Die Prophet in thy ſpeech, ['Stabs bin, 
For this (among?'lt the reſt) was I ordain'd. 

Hen. 1, and for much more ſlaughter after this, 
O God forgive my ſins, and pardon thee. [Di 


Rich, What ? will the aſpiring blood of Lancaſter 
Sink in the ground ? I thought it would have mounted. 
Sce how my Sword weeps for the poor Kings death. 
O may ſuch purple tears be alway ſhed 
From thoſe that wiſh the downfal of our Houſe. 

If any ſpark of life be yet remaining: 

Down, down to Hell, and ſay I ſent thee thither. 
[Stabs him agen. 

| that havye neither pity, love, nor fear. 

[ndeed ris true that Henry told me of : 

For I have often heard my Mother ſay, 

I came into the world with my Legs forward. 

Had1 not reaſon (think ye) to make haſt, 

And ſeek their Ruine, that uſurp'd our Right ? 

The Midwife wonder*d, and the Women cryd, 

O Jeſus bleſs us, he is born with Teeth, 

And ſo 1 was, which plainly fignihed, 

That I ſhould ſnarle, and bite, and play the Dog: 

Then ſince the Heavens have ſhap*d my body ſo, 

Let Hell make crook*d my Mind to anſwer it. 

I haveno Brother, I amlikeno Brother : 

And this word [Love] which Gray-beards call Divine, 

Be reſident in Men like one another, 

And not in me: I am my ſelf alone. 

Clayence beware, thou keep*lt me from the light, 

But I will ſort a pitchy day for thee : 

For I will buz abroad ſuch Prophecies, 

That Edward ſhall be fearful of his life, 

And then to purge his fear, PÞle be thy death. 

King Henry, and the Prince his Son are gone, 

Clarence thy turn is next, and then the reſt. 
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— The third Part of King Henry the Sixth. Fog] * 


Counting my ſelf but bad, till I be beſt. Rich, Ple blaſt his harveſt, if your Head were laid, 
| Ple throw thy body in another room, For I yet am not look®d on in the world. 
And triumph Henry in thy "day of Doom. Exit. | This Shoulder was ordain'd ſo thick, to heave, 


And heave it ſhall ſome weight, or-break my back, 
Enter King, Queen, Clarence, Richard, Haſtings, Nurſe, | Work thou the way, and that ſhall execute. 

and Antendans. King. Clarence and Gloſter, love my. lovely Queen, 
And kiſs your Princely Nephew, Brothers both. 
| Xing. Once mare we fit in Emg/and*s Royal Throne, Clar. Theduty that | owe your Majeſty, 


Re-purchas'd with the blood of Enemies : [ Seal upon the lips of this ſweet Babe. 
What,valiant Foe-men, like to Autumns Corn, K1n7, Thanks, Nable Clarence, worthy Brother, thanks. 
Have we mow?d down in tops of all their pride ? &;. And thatl lovethe Tree from whence thou ſprang'ſt 
Three Dukes of Somerſer, threefold Renown, Witneſs the loving kiſs I give the Fruit : 
For hardy and undoubted Champions : To fay the truth, ſo Judas kilt his Maſter, | . 
Two Clifford's, as the Father and the Son, And cried, all hail, when as he meant all harm. 6-4 
And two Northumberlang*s: two braver Men, King. Now am I ſeated as my Soul delights, ; 
Ne're ſpurr'd their Courſers at the Trumpers ſound, Having my Countries peace, and Brothers lqyes. t 
With them,*the two brave Bears, Warwick and Mountaoue, | Clar. What will your Grace have done with Margarer :| © 
That in their Chains fetter'd the Kingly Lion, © | Reynard her Father, to the King of France © 5 
And made the Forreſt tremble when they roar?d. Hath pawn'd the Sicrls and Feraſalem, 1 
Thus have we ſwept Suſpition from our Seat, And hither have they ſent it for her Ranſom. | 
And made our footſtool of Security, King. Away with her, and waft her hence to France ; i 
{Come hither Beſs, and let me kiſs my Boy : And now what reſts, but that we ſpend the time 
Young Ned, for thee, thine Uncles, and my ſelf, With Stately Triumphs, mirthful Comick ſhews, Be 
Have in our Armors watch'd the Winter night, Such as betits the pleaſure of the Court. | 
Went all afoot in Summers ſcalding heat, Sound Drums and Trumpets, farewel ſower annoy, 
That thou might'{t repoſleſs the Crown in peace, For here I hope begins our laſting joy. [Exeunroemnes.' 
And of our Labours thou ſhalt reap the gain. | 
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With the Landing of the 1 
EARL of RICHMOND,|} 
And the Battel at b 


BOSWORTH FIELD. 


Attus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Richard Dake of Gloſter, ſolus. 


Ow is the Winter of our Diſcontent, 
—{ —Made-glorious Sammer by this Son of York : 


In the deep boſom, of the Ocean buried. 
Now are our brows bound with Victorious Wreaths, 
Our bruiſed arms twng up for Monutnents ; 

'Qzir ſtern Alarums chang'd to merry Meetings ; 

| Our dr#dful Marches to delightful Meaſures, 
Grim-viſag?d War, hath {mooth*d his wrinkled Front: 


| Ard now, in ſtead of mounting Barbed Steeds, 


To fi ight the Souls of fearful Adverfaries, 

He capers,nimbly in a Ladies Chamber, 

To the lafcivious pleaſing of a Lute. 

{ But 1; that am not ſhap'd for ſportive tricks, 

Nor made to court an amorous Looking-glals : 

I, that am rudely itampr, and want Love's Majcſty, 
To ſtrut before a wanton ambling Nymph : 


TI, that am curtail'd of this fair Proportion, 


| Cheated of Feature by dillembling Nature, 
| Deform'd, unfiniſtd, ſent before my time 
Into this breathing World, ſcarce half made up, 


g And that ſo lamely and unfaſhionable, 


' That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them : 
Why I (in this weak piping time of Peace) 
Have no delight to paſs away the time, 
Unleſs to ſee my Shadow in the Sun, 

And deſcant on mine own Deformity. 

And therefore, ſince I cannot prove a Lover, 
To engertain odd fair well-ſpoken days, 


[ am dertermin prove a Villain, 


And all the Clouds that lowr*d upon our Hoolſe 


And hate the 1dle pleaſures of theſe days. 
Plots havel laid, InduCtions dangerous, 

By drunken Prophecies, Eibels, and Dreams, 
To ſet my Brother Clarence and the King 

In deadly hate, the one againſt the other : 

And if King Edward be as true and juſt, 

As I am Subtle, Falſe, and Treacherous, 

This day ſhould Clarence cloſely be mew*d up ; 
About a Prophecy, which ſays that G ' 

Of Edwards Heirs the murtherer ſhall be. 

Dive thoughts down to my Soul, here Clarence comes. 


Enter Clarence, aud Brakenbury, guarded. 


Brother, gocd day : What means this armed Guard 
That waits vpon your Grace ? 
Cla, His Majeſty tendring my perſons ſafety, 
Hath appointed this Condudct to convey me to th? Tower. 
Rich. Upon what cauſe ? 
Cla. Becauſe my name is George. 
Rich, Alack, my Lord, that Fault is none of yours: 
He ſhould for that commit your Grandfathers. 
O belike, his Majeſty hath ſome intent, 
That you ſhould be new Chriſtned in the Tower. 
But what's the matter, Clarence, may 1 know ? 
Cla. Yea Richard, when | know : but I proteſt * 
As yet Ido not: But as I can learn, 
He hearkens after Prophecies, and Dreams, 
And from the Croſs-row plucks the letter G : 
And fays, a Wizard told him, that by C, 
His iſſue diF inherited ſhould be. 
And for my name of George begins with G, 


| It follows in his thought that I am he. Theſe 
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The Life and Death if Richard the Third. 


Theſe (as I learn) and ſuch royes as theſe, 
Have mov*d his Highneſs to commut me now. 
Rich. Why this it is, when Men are ruPd by Women. 
Tis not the King that ſends you to the Tower, 
My Lady Gray his Wife, Clarence, tis ſhe, 
That tempts him to this harſh Extremity. 
Was it not ſhe, and that good Man of Worſhip, 
Anthony Woodvil her Brother there, 
That made him ſend Lord Haſtings to the Tower ? 
From whence this preſent day he 1s delivered. 
A Weare not ſafe, Clarence, we are not ſafe. 
Cla. By Heaven, I think there is no man ſecure 
But the Queens Kindred, and night-walking Heralds, 
That trudge betwixt the King, and Miſtreſs Shore. 
Heard you "not what an humble Soppliant 
Lord Haſtings was for his delivery t 
Rich. Humbly complaining to her Deity 
[Got my Lord Chamberlain his liberty. 
Ple tell you what, I think it is our way, 
If we will keep in fayour with the King, 
Tobe her Men,' and wear her Livery : 
The jealous o*re-worn Widow, and her ſelf, 
Since that our Brother dub*d them Gentlewomen, 
Are mighty Goſlips in our Monarchy. . « 
Bra. Ibeſeech your Graces both to pardon me, 
His Majeſty bath ſtraightly given in charge, 
That no Man ſhall have private Conference 
(Ofwhat degree ſoever) with your Brother. 
Rich, Even ſo, and pleaſe your worſhip, Brakenbury, 
You may partake of any thing we ſay : 
We ſpeak no Treaſon, man; we ſay the King 
Is Wiſe and Vertuous, and his Noble Queen 
Well trook in years, fair, and not jealous. 
| We ſay, that Shores Wife hath a pretty Foot, 
Acherry Lip, a bonny Eye, a paſling pleaſing Tongue : 
And that the Queen's Kindred are made Gentle-folks. 
How ſay you, Sir ? can you deny all this ? 
| Bra, With this (my Lord) my ſelf have nought to do. 
{ Rich. Naught to dowith Miſtreſs Shore ? 
| tell thee, Fellow, he that doth naught with ber 
(Excepting one) were belt to do it ſecretly alone. 
Bra. What one, my Lord ? | X 
Rich, Her Husband, Knave, would'ſt thou betray me ! 
, Bra, I do beleech your Grace 
To pardon me, and withal forbear 
Your Conference with the noble Duke. 
Cla, We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will obey, 
Rich, We are the Queen*s Abjects, and mult obey. 
Brother farewel, 1 willunto the King, 
And whatſoe*re you will employ me in, 
Were it to call King Edwards Widow, Siſter, 
[ will perform it to infranchiſe you. 
Mean time, this deep diſgrace of Brotherhood 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 
Cla, 1 know it pleaſeth neither of us well. 
Rich. Well, your impriſonment ſhall not be long, 
| wif deliver you, or elſe lye for you : 
Mean time have patience. 
Cla, I muſt perforce : farewel. [Exit Cla. 
Rich. Go tread the path that thou ſhalt ne re return ; 
Simple plain Clarence, I do love thee ſo, 
That I will ſhortly ſend thy Soul to Heaven, 
If Heaven will take the Preſent at our hands; 
But who comes here ? the new delivered Haſtings ? 


Enter Lord Haſtings. 
Haſt. Good time of day unto my gracious Lord. 
Rich. As much unto my good Lord Chamberlain : 
Wellare you welcome to this open Air, 
How hath your Lordſhip brook*d Impriſonment ? 

Haſt. With patience (noble Lord) as Priſoners mult : 

But 1 ſhall live (my Lord) to give them thanks 
That were the cauſe of my Impriſonment. 


{ Poor key-cold Figure of a holy King, 


Rich. No doubt, no doubt, and ſo ſhall Clarence too, 


For they that were your Enemies are his, 
And have prevaiPd as much on him, as you. 

Haſ?. More pity, that the Eagles ſhould be mew'd, 
Whiles Kites and Buzzards play at liberty. 

Rich, \W hat news abroad « 

Haſt. Nonews ſo bad abroad a8 this at home : 
The King is ſickly, weak, and melancholy, 
And his Phyſi:ians fear him mightily. 

Rich. Now by Saint Fob», that news is bad indeed, 
© he hath kept an evil Dicr long, 
And over-much conſumed his Royal Perſon ; 
' Fis very grievous to be thought upon. 
Where is he, in his Bed ? 

Haſt. He is. 

Rich. Go you before, and I will follow you. 


[Ex:t Haſtings. 
He cannot live I hope, and muſt not dye, 
"Till George be pack*d with polt-horſe up to Heaven. 
[le into urge his hatred more to Clarence, 
V Vhich lizs well ſteePd with weighty arguments, 
And it 1 fail not in my deep intent, 
Clarence hath not another day to live : 
Which done, God take King Edward to his Mercy, 
And leave the World for me to buſtle in. 
Forthen, Ple marry Warwick”s youngeſt Daughter, 
What though | killd her Husband, and her Father, 
The readielt way to make the Wench amends, 
Is to become her Husband and her Father : 
Thewhich will 1, notall fo much for Love, 
As for another ſecret cloſe intent, 
By marrying her, which I muſt reach unto. 
But yet I run before my Horſe to Market : 
Clarence ſtill breathes, Edward ſtill lives and rajgns, 
W hen they aregone, then muſt I count my gains. [[Exe, 
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Scena Secunaa. 


Enter the Coarſe of Henry the Sixth, wirh Halberds to guard 
it, Lady Anne being the Mourner. 


Anne, Set down, ſet down your honourable load, 
If Honour may be ſhrowded in a Herſe, 
W hiPſt 1 a-while obſequiouſly lament 
TWuntimely fall of Vertuous Lancaſter, ? | 


Pale aſhes of the Houſe of Lancaſter ; 

Thou bloodleſs Remnant of that Royal Blood, 
Be it lawful that | invocate thy Gho 

To hear the Lamentations of poor A 

VVife to thy Edward, to thy htred Son, 
Stab'd by the ſelfſame hand that made theſe woun 
Loe, in theſe V Vindows that let forth thy Life, 
[ pour the helpleſs Balm of my poor Eyes. 

O curſed be the hand that made theſe holes : 
Curſed the Heart, that had the heart to doit : 
Curſed the Blood, thar ler this blood from hence, 
Moredireful hap betide that hated wretch 

That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 
Thanl can wiſhto V Volyes, to Spiders, Toads, 
Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives. 

[fever he have Child, abortiyebe it, 

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 

V V hoſe ugly and unnatural Aſpect 

May fright the hopeful Mother art the view, 

And that be Heir to his unhappineſs. 

[fever he have V Vife, let her be made 

More miſerable by the death of him, 

Than I am made by my young Lord, and thee, 
Come now towards Cherr/ey with your holy Load, 
Taken from Pax to be interred there. 

And (till as you are weary of this weight, 


& 


ISI- © L 


þ.49 
- 


Reſt'you, whiles I lament King Henry's Coarſe, 
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To ſtop devoted charitable deeds ? 


1'le make a Coarie of him that diſobeys. 


Stand thou when | command : 

Advance thy Halbert higher than my Breaſt, 

Or by St. Paul, Ile ſtrike thee to my Foot, 

And ſpurn upon thee, Begegar, for thy boldneſs. 


Fu 


The Life and Death of Richard the Third, 


ey 


Enter Richard Duke of Gloſter. 


Rich. Stay you that bear the Coarſe, and ſet it down. 
Arne, What black Magician conjures up this Fiend, 


Rich, Villains, ſet down the Coarſe ; or by St. Pal, 


Gen: My Lord, ſtand back, artl Iet the Coffin paſs. 
Rich. Unmanner'd Dog, + 


That never dream?lſt on ought but Butcheries : 
Did"lt thou not kill this King ? 


Anne. W hat do you tremble ? are you all afraid ? 
Alas, I blame you not, for you are Mortal, 

And Mortal Eyes cannot endure the Devil. 

Avant thou dreadful Miniſter of Hell; 

Thou had'ſt but power over his Mortal Body, 

His Soul-thou carſt not have ; therefore be gone. 
Rich, Sweet Saint, for Charity, be not ſo curſt, 
Anne. Foul Devil, 

For Gods ſake hence, and trouble us not, 

For thou hait made the Mappy Earth thy Hell : 

FilPd it with curſing cries, and deep exclaims:: 

If thon delight to view thy hainous deeds, 

Behold this pattern of thy Butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen, ſee, fee dead Herry's wounds 
Open their congeaPd mouths, and bleed a-freſh, 
Bluſh, bluſh, thou lump of foul Deformity : 

For *tis thy preſence that exhales this Blood 

From cold and empty Veins, where no blood dwells, 
Thy deeds inhumane and unnatural 


| 


Provoke this Deluge moſt unnatural. 
0 God! which this Blood mad'it, revenge his Death : 
O Earrch ! which this Blood drink'ſt, revenge his Death. 
Either Heav*n with Lightning ſtrike the Murttrer dead, 
Or Earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick; 
As thou dolt ſwaltow up this good Kings Blood, 
W hich this Hell-govern'd arm hath butchered. 
Rich. Lady, you know no Rules of Charity, 
W hich renders good tor bad, Bieilings for Curſes. 
Anre. Villain, thou know?ſt nor iaw of God nor Man, 
No Beaſt ſq fierce, but knows ſome touch of pity. 
Rich. But I know none, and therefore am no Beat, 
Anne. O wenderful, when Devils tell the truth ! 
Rich, More wonderful, when Angels are ſoangry : 
Vouchſafe (divine perfetion of a Woman) 
Of theſe ſuppoſcd Crimes, to give me leave, 
By circumſtance, but to acquit my ſelf. 
Arnne. Vouchſafe (diftas*d infection of a Man) 
Of theſe known evils, but to give me leave 
By circgnſtance, to curſe thy curſed Self. 
Rich,*Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have 
Some patient leiſure to excuſe my ſelf. 
Anne, Toulcr than heart can think thee, 
Thou cawlt make no excuſe currant, 
But to hang thy ſelf. 
Rich.. By ſuch deſpair, I ſhonld accuſe my ſelf. 
Anne, And by deſpairing ſhalt thou ſtand excuſed, 


| For doing worthy Vengeance on thy ſelf, 
' That did*lt unworthy tlaughter upon others. 


Rich, Say, that I flew them nor. 
Anne, Then fay, they were not ſlain :- 


{ But dead they are, and, YUeviliſh ſlave, by thee. 


Rich. 1 did not kill your Husband. 

Anne, W hy then he is altve. 
Rich. Nay, he is dead, and ſlain by Edward's hands. 
Ame. 1n thy foul Throat thou lyſt, 
| Queen Margaret ſaw 
Thy murdrous Faulchion ſmoaking in his Blood : 
The which thou once didlt bend againſt her Breaſt, 
But that thy Brothers beat aſide the point. 

Ric . ] was provok'd by her fland”rous tongue, 


That laid their -guilt upon my guiltleſs ſhoulders, 


p 


Then God grant me too, 
Thou may*ſt bedamn'd for that wicked deed : 
O he was gentle, mild, and vertuous. 


For he was fitter for that place than Earth. 


Ann, Thou walt provoked by thy bloody mind, 


Rich, | grant ye. 
Anne. Do'lt grant me, Hedg-Hog, 


ich. T he better for the King of Heayen that hath him 
Arne. He is in Heaven where thou ſhalt nevercome. © 
Kich, Let him thank me that holp to fend him thirher+| 


Anne, And thou unfit for any place but Hell. 

Kich. Yes one place elſe, if you will hear me name; 

1c, Some Dungeon. 

#ich. Your Bed-chamber. 

4nne, U1 relt betide the Chamber where thoulyeſt; | 

kich. So will it, Madam, tillI lye with you. 

Anne, I hope ſo, 

Rich, 1 know ſo, But gentle Lady Anne, 

To leave this keen encounter of our Wits, 

And fall ſomething intoa ſlower method. 

[5 not the Caulſer of the timeleſs deaths 

Of theſe Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 

As blameful as the Executioner ? 

Anne, Thou waſt the-Cauſe, and moſt accurſt ee. 

Rich, Your Beauty was the cauſe of that effect: 

Your Beauty that did haunt me in my ſleep, 

To undertake the Death of all the World, 

So I might live one hour in your ſweet Boſome. 

Anne, It I thought that, I tell thee, Homicide, 

Theſe Nails ſhould-rent that Beauty from my Cheeks. 
Kich, Theſe Eyes could not endure that Beautieswrack, 

You ſhould not blemiſh it, if I ſtood by z 

As all the world is cheered by the Sun, 

Sol by that- it is my day, my life. 

An.Black night o*re-ſhade thy day, and death thy life. 
Rich, Curſe not thy ſelf, fair Creature, 

Thou art both. ; 

Anne, 1 would I were, tobe reveng?d on thee. 
Rich, It is a quarrel moſt unnatural, 

Tobereveng'd on him that loveth thee. 

Anre, It is a quarrel juſt and reaſonable, 

To be reveng?d on him that kilPd my Husband. 

Rich, He that bereft thee, Lady of thy Husband, 

Did it to help thee to a better Husband. 

Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the Earth. 
Kich. He lives, that loves thee better than he could. 
Anne. Name him, 

Rich, Plantagenet. 

Anne, Why that was he. 
R.ch, The ſelf-ſame name, but one of better Nature. 
Anne, Where is he ? 
Rich, Here : 

Why doſt thou ſpit at me? 
Anne, Would it were mortal-poiſon for thy ſake. 
Rich, Never came poiſon from ſo ſweet a place. 
Anne, Never hung poiſon on a fouler Toad. 

Out of my ſight, thou dolſt infeft mine Eyes. 

Rich. Thine Eyes (ſweet Lady) have infected mine. 
Anne, Would they were Baſjilisks, to ſtrike thee dead. 
Rich, | would they were, that I might dye at once: 

For now they kill me with a living Death. 
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[Spits at hin, 
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Thoſe Eyes of thine from mine have drawn ſalt Tears ; 
Sham'd their Aſpects with ſtore of childiſh drops: 
Theſe Eyes which never ſhed remorſeful Tear, 
No, when my Father Tork , and Edward wept. 
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made 
When black-fac*d Clifford ſhook his Sword at him. 
Nor when my Warlike Father, like a Child, 
Told the ſad ſtory of my Father's Death, 

And twenty times made pauſe to ſob and weep, 
That all the ſtanders by had wet their Cheeks, 
Like Trees be-daſh'd with rain : in that ſad time, 
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My manly Eyes did {corn an humble Tear : 
And what theſe Sorrows could not thence exhale, 
Thy Beauty hath, and made them blind with WeCPing. 
| never ſued to Friznd, nor Enemy : 
My Tongue could never leara ſweet ſmoothing word. 
But now thy Beauty is propos'd my Fee, | | 
My proud Heatt ſues, and prompcs my Tongue to ſpeak. 
[ She looks ſeornfully at him. 
Tath not thy Lip ſuch ſcorn, tor it was made 
Forkilling, Lady, not for ſuch contempt. 
fchy revengeful Heart cannot forgive, 

F oe here I lend thee this ſharp-pointed Sword, 
'Which if thou pleaſe to hide 1n this true Brealt, 
And let the Soul forth that adoreth thee, 
| lay it naked to the deadly ſtroke, 
And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 
: [ He lays his Breaſt open, ſhe offers at it with his Sword. 
Nay, do not pauſe - for I did kill King Henry, 
'But *twas thy Beauty that provoked m2. 
Nay, now diſpatch :- ? Twas I that ſtab*d young Edward, 
But*twas thy Heavenly Face thar ſer me on. 
; [She falls the Sword. 
ITake up the Sword again, or take up me. 
| Ame. Ariſe Diſſembler, though | wiſh thy Death, 
{| will not be thy Executioner, 
' Rich. Theribid me kill my ſelf, ani I will do it. 
Anhe, | have already. 
| Rich. That was in thy Rage : 
Speak it again, and even with thy word, 
[This Hand, which for thy love, did kill thy Love, 
'Shall for.thy-love, kill a far truer Love, 
[To both their Deaths ſhalt thou be acceſlary. 
| Ame. I-would 1 knew thy Heart, 
' Rich, ?Tisfigur?'d in my Tongue. + 
' Ame, 1 fear me, both are falſe. 
* Rich. Then never Man was true. 
| Ame. Well; well, put up your Sword. 

* Rich, Say then, my Peace 1s made. 

Ame, That ſhalt thou know hereafter, 
Rich, But ſhall I live in hope ? 
+ Are. All men 1 hope live ſo. 
 Vouchſaferto wear this Ring. 

Rich, Look how thy Ring encompaſleth my Finger, 
Even ſo thy Breaſt incloſeth- my. pogr Hearr : 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. 
And if thy poor devoted Servant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 
Thou doſt confirm this happineſs for ever. 

Anne, What is 1t ? 

Rich. That it may pleaſe you leave theſe ſad Deſigns 
To him that hath molt cauſe to be a Mourner, 
And preſently repair to Crosby Houſe : 
Where (after 1 have ſolemnly interr*d 
At Chertſey Monaſt'ry this Noble King, 
"And wet his Grave with my Repentant Tears) 
I will with all expedient duty fee you. 
For divers unknown Reaſons, 1 beſeech you, 
Grant me this Boon. | 

Ame. With all my Keart, and much it joys me too, 
To ſee you are become ſo penitent. 
Treſſel and Barkley, go along with me. 
Rich, Bid me farewel. 
Ame. *Tis more than you deſerve: 
But ſince you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine I have ſaid farewel already.* [Ex. two ith Anne. 
Gent, Towards Chertſey, N oble Lord ? 


Rich, Now to White-Fryers, there attend my coming. 
[Exit Coarſe. 


Wag ever Woman in this humour Woo'd ? 

as ever woman in this humour won ? 

Pie have her, bur I will not keep her log. 

What? 1 have killd her Husband, . and his Father, 
Totake her' in her hearts excreameſt hate, 

With Curſes in her Mouth, tears in her Eyes, 


The bleeding witneſs of my hatred by, 


And 1 no Friends to back my ſait withall; 
Bur the plain Devil and diſfſembling looks ? 


Hah ! 
Hath ſhe forgot already that brave Prince, 


Stal'd 1n my angry mood, at Tenksbary ? 
A twceter anda lovelier Gentleman, 
Fram'd 1n the prodigality of Nature , 


The ſpacious world cannot again afford, 
And will ſhe thus abaſe her Eyes on me, 


And —_—_ her Widow to a woful Bed? 


On me, that halts, and am miſhapen thus 
My Dukedeme to a beggarly Denier ? 

[| do miltake my pzrlon all this while: 
Upon wy life ſhe finds, (although l cannot) 
My {.1f tobe a mary*lous proper gnan. , 
Pleb- at charges for a Looking-glaſs, 

And entertain a ſcore or twoof Taylors, 


- To ſtudy Faſhions to adorn my Body - 


Since I am erept in favour with my ſelf, 

[ wi!l maintain it with ſome little coſt, 
But firſt le turn yon fellow in his Grave, 
And then return lamenting to my Love. 


That I may fee my Shadoy as I pals. 
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Having, God, her Conſcience, and theſe bars a 


And yct to win her ? Allthe World to nothing, 


Shine out, fair Sun, ?till I have _ a Glaſs, | 
$ 


gainſt me, 


E4 verd, her Lord, whom 1 (ſome three months fince) 


Young, Valiant, Wiſe, and (nodoubt) right Royal; 


That cropt the Golden prime of this ſweet Prince, 


On me, whoſe All not equals Edwards Moytie? 


Ct n_— 


Scena Tertia. 


Will ſoon recover his accuſton?d health: 


To be your Comforter, when he is gone. 
Qs. Ah! heis-young ; and his Minority 

[s put unto the truſt of Kchard Gloſter 

A man that loves. not.me,. nor none of you. 


Bur {o it muſÞ be, if the King miſcarry. 


Enter Buckingham and Derby. 


Buc 


Yet Derby, notwithſtanding ſhe*s your Wife, 


[ hate not you'for her prond arrogance. 4 

Derb. 1 do beſeech you, either not believe 
The envious Slanders of her falſe Accuſers:: 
Or if ſhe be accugd on true report, 


Are come from viſiting his Majeſty. 
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Rjv, 1s it concluded he ſhall be Protector ? 
Qu It is determin*d, not concluded yet: 


And loves not me, be you, good Lord, atlu'd, 


Qu. W hat likelihood of his amendment, Lords ? 
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Gray, In that you brook it ill, it makes him worſe 
Therefore for God's ſake entertain good: comfort, \- 
And cheer his.Grace with quick and merry Eyes. 
Queen. If he were dead, what would betide on me ? 
Gray. No other harm, but loſs of ſucha Lord. 
Qs. The loſs of ſuch a Lord includes all harms. © ** 
Gray. The Heavens have bleſt you with a goodly Son | 


= 


"F 
+ A 


Gray. Here comes the Lord of Buckingham and Derby.. ; 

4 Good time of day unto your Royal Grace. 
Derb.God make your Majeſty joyful;as you have been. 
Q». The Counteſs Richmond, gocd my L. of Derby," -/'0 

To your good Prayer will ſcarcely ſay, Amen. I 


Bear with her weakneſs, which I think proceeds 

From wayward ſickneſs, and no grounded malice. 
Qu. Saw.you the King to day, my Lord of Derby ? 
Derb. But now the Dukg of Buckingham and I, 


Buck, 


tl: 


Enter the Queen Mother, fore Rivers, and-Lord Gray. 
Riv, Have patience, Madam,there is no doubt his Majeſty. 
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| "Pack, Madam, good hope, his Grace ſpeaks chearfully. 


- © Buck, 1, Madam, deſires to make atonement, 
Between the Duke of Glofter, and your Brothers, 
And between them, and my Lord Chamberlain, 

And ſent to warn them to his Royal preſence. 

{ Qu. Would allwere well, but that will neyer be, 

I fear our happineſs is at the height. 

| Enter Richard. 

Rich. They do me wrong, and I will not endure ir, 
Who is it that complains unto the King, 

ThatI (forſooth) am ſtern, and love them not ? 

| By holy Pal, they love his Grace but lightly, 

| That his Ears with ſuch diſſentious Rumors, 
'Becauſe | cannot flatter, and look fair, 


{Smile in Mens Faces, ſmooth, deceive, and cog, 


'Duck with French nods, and Apiſh Courteſie, 

'T muſt be held a rancorous Enemy. 

| Cannot a plain Man live, and think no harm, 

But thus his ſimple truth muſt be abugd, 

With filken, ſlye, inſinuating Jacks ? 

Gray. To whom in all this preſence ſpeaks your Grace ? 
Rich. To thee, that haſt nor Honeſty nor Grace: 


1 When have I injur'd thee ? When done thee wrong ? 


{ Or thee ? or thee? or any of your FaCtion ? 
A Plzgve upon you all. His Royal Grace 
(Whom God preſerve, better than you would wiſh) 
Cannot be quiet ſcarce a breathing while, 
But you mult trouble him with lew*d Complaints. 
Qs. Brother of Gloſter, you miſtake the matter : 
The King on his own Royal diſpoſition, 
| (And not provok'd by any Suitor clſc) 
| Aiming (belike) atyour intertor hatred, 
Thad in your outward ation ſheys it ſelf 
Againſt my Children, Brothers, and my Self, 
| Makes him to ſend, that he may learn the ground. 
$ich. 1] cannot tell, the world is grown ſo bad, 
That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not perch. 
Sifice every Jack became a Gentleman, 
| There's many a gentle perſon made a Jack. 
Q#.Come,cotne,we know your meaning, Brother Gloſter, 
You envy my advancement, and my Friends : ' 
God grant we never may have need of you. 
Rich, Mean time, God grants that I have need of you. 
Our Brother is impriſon*d by your means, 
My ſelfdiſgrac'd; and the Nobility 
Heldin contempt, while great Promotions 
Are daily given to:enoble thoſe 
That ſcarce ſome two days ſince were worth a Noble. . 
©x. By him that rais'd me to this careful height, 
From that contented hap which I enjoy'd. 
| 1 never did incenſe bis Majeſty 
Againſt the Dake of Clarence, but have been 
An earneſt Advocate to plead for him. . 
My Lord, you do me ſhameful injury, 
Falſely to draw me in theſe vile ſuſpects. 
Rich. You may deny that you were not the mean 
Of my Lord Haſting; late impriſonment, 
Riv. $he may, my Lord, tor 
Rich. She may, Lord vers, why who knows not ſo ? 
She may do more, Sir, then denying that: 
She may helpyou to many fair Preferments, 
And then deny her aiding hand therein, 
And lay thoſe Honours on your high deſert. 
W hat may ſhe not? ſhe may, 1 marry may ſhe. 
Riv. W hat marry may ſhe ? 
Rich. What marry may ſhe ? Marry with a King, 
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EF, 3 A Batchelor, and a bandſom ſtripling too, 


L wis your Grandam had a worſer match. 

Qu. My Lord of Gloſter, 1 have too long born 
Your blunt pe and your bitter ſcotts ; 
By Heaven, I will acquaint his Majeſty 
Of thoſe groſs taunts that oft 1 have endur'd. 

I had rather be a Country ſervant Maid 


Me... 


By. God grant him health, did you confer with him ? | T 


— 


Than a great Queen, with this condition, . 
o be ſo baited, ſcorn'd, and ſtornrd at, 
Small joy have in being Ermglana”s Queen, 


Enter old Quee® Margaret. 


Mar. And leſsned be that ſmall, God I beſcech him, 
Thy Honour, State, and Seat, is due to me. 
Rich. What ? threat you me with telling of th 
I will avouch't in preſence of the King : 
[ dare adventure to be ſent to th? Tower, 
"Tis time to ſpeak, 
My pains are quite forgot. 
Margaret, Out Devil, 
I do remember them too well : 
Thou kild'ſt my Husband Herry in the Tower, 
And Edward my poor Son, at Tewksbury, 
Rich, E're you were Queen, 
I, or your Husband King: 
| was a pack-horſe in his great Aﬀeairs : 
A weeder out of his proud Adverſaries, 
A liberal rewarder of his Friends, 
To Royalize his blood, I ſpent mine own. | 

Margaret. 1, and much better blood | 
+ Than his or thine. 

Rich, In all which time, you and your Husband Gray 
Were factious for the Houſe of - Lancaſter ; 

And Rivers, ſowere you: was not your Husband, 

In Margaret*s Battel, at Saint Albans, flain ? 

Let me put in your minds, if you forget, | 

What you have been ere this, and what you are : 

Withall, what I have been, and what 1 am. | 
©. M1. A murth*rous Villain, and fo ſtill thon art, 

Fich, Poor Clarence.did forſake his Father Warwi 
I, and forſwore himſelf (which Jeſu pardon.) 

2.44. Which God revenge. - 

Rich. To fight on Edwards party, for the | 
And for his meed, poor Lord, he is mewed up: 1 
[| would fo God my heart were Flint, like Elvads, , 
Or Edward's, ſoft and pitiful, like mine z 
| am too childiſh fooliſh for this World. 

Q«..Hye thee to Hell for ſhame,and leave this world, 
Thou Cacodzmon, there thy Kingdom is. 

Riv, My Lord of Glofter : in thoſe buſie days, 

Which here you urge, to prove usEnemies, 
We follow?d then our Lord, our Soveraign King, 
So ſhould we you, if you would be our King. 

Rich, It I ſhould be ? I had rather be a Pedler : 
Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof, 

Qs. As little joy (my Lord ) as you ſuppoſe 
You ſhould enjoy, were you this Countries King, 

As little joy you may ſuppoſe in me, 
Thar l enjoy, being the Queen thereof. 

Q. 44. Alittle joy enjoys the Queen thereof. 

Forl am ſhe, and altogether joyleſs. 

[can no longer hold me patient. 

Hear me, you wrangling Pyrats that fall out, 
In ſharing that which you have pill'd from me: 
W hich of you trembles not, that looks on me ? 
[f not, that | am Queen, you bow like Subjects; 


Ah gentle Villain do not turn away. 
Ri, Foul wrinckPd Witch, what mak*ſt thou in my ſight? 
2.44, Butrepetition of what thou haſt marr'd, 
That will I make, beforel let thee go. 
Rich. V Ver*t thou not baniſhed on pain of Death ? 
Q. M.1 was: butl do find more pain in baniſhment, 
Than death can yield me here, by abode. 
A Husband and a Son thou ow'ſt to me, 
And thou a Kingdom, all of you allegiance: 
This Sorrow that I have by right is yours, 
And all the Pleaſures you uſurp are mine. 
Rich. The Curſe my Noble Father laid on thee, | 


V Vhen thou did*ſt Crown his warlike Brows with Taps] 
n 


a | 
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Yet that by you depogd, you quake like Reb<ls. ; Y 
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And with thy {corns drew'lt Rivers from his Eyes, 

And then to dry them, gav*it the Duke a Clout; 

Steep'd inthe faulrlels blood of pretty Rutland : 

His Curſes then from bitrerneſs of Soul, 

nounc'd againlt thee, are fal'n upon thee : 

nd God, not we, have plagu'd thy bloody Deed. 
#. So juſt is God, to right the innocent, 

Haſt. O, *twas the fouleſt deed to ſlay that Babe, 

And the moſt mercileſs that &re was heard of. 


Dorſ. No man but prophelied revenge for it. 
Buck. Northumberland, then preſent, wept to ſee it. 
. M4. W hat ? were you ſnarling all before 1 came, 
Ready to catch each other by the Throar, 
And turn you all your hatred now on me ? 
Did Yorks dread Curſe prevail ſo much with Heaven, 
That Henry's Death, my lovely Edward*s Death, 
Their Kingdoms loſs, my woful Baniſhmeat, 
Should all but anſwer for that peeviſh Brat ? 
Can Curſes pierce the Clouds and enter Heaven ? 
'FWhy then give way, dull Clouds, to my quick Curſes. 
Though not by War, by Surfeir dye your King, 
Asours by Murther to make him a King. 
Edward thy Son, that now is Prince of IWWales, 
For Edward our Son that was Prince of Walcs, 
Dye in his Youth, by like untimely violence. 
Thy ſelf a Queen, for me that was a Queen, 
Out-live thy Glory, like my wretched ſelf : 
Long may?ſt thou live, to wail thy Children's death, 
TAnd ſee another, as I ſee thee now, - 
Deck'd in thy Rights, as thou art ſtall'd in mine, 
Long dye thy happy days, before thy Death, 
And after many length*ned hours of grief, 
Dye neither Mother, Wife, nor England's Queen. 
Rivers and Dor ſet,, you were {tanders by, 
And ſo waſt thou, Lord Haſtings, when my Son * | 
{Was ſtabb'd with bloody Daggers: God; I pray him, 
That none of you may live his natural age, 
But by ſome un-look*d-for accident cut oft. 
Ric.Haye done thy Charm,thou hateful wither*d Hag, 
Q.M. And leave out thze?ſtayDog, for thou ſhalt hear me. 
If Heaven have any grievous plague in ſtore, 
Exceeding thoſe that I can wilh upon thee, 
Oler them keep it, till thy ſins be ripe, 
And then hurl down their Indignation 
On thee, the troubler of the poor World's peace. 
The worm of Conſcience [till be-gnaw thy Soul, 
Thy Friends ſuſpect for Traytors while thou liv?ſt, 
And take deep Traytors for thy deareſt Friends : 
No ſleep cloſeup that deadly Eye of thine, 
Unleſs it be while ſome tormenting Dream 
Afﬀeight thee witha Hell of ugly Devils. 
Thou elviſh, markt, abortive rooting Hog, 
Thou that waſt ſeaPd in thy Nativity - 
The Slave of Nature, and the Son of Hell: 
Thou ſlander of thy heavy Mothers Womb, 
Thou loathed Iſſue of thy Fathers loyns, 
Thou Rag of Honour, thou detelted —— 
Rich. Margaret. 
O. M. Richard. Rich, Ha! 
Q. M. 1 call thee not. ey 
Rich, 1 cry thee mercy then: for I. did think, 
That thou had'ſt calld me all theſe bitter. names. 
2. M. Why ſol did, but look'd for no reply. 
Oh let me make the Period to my Curſe. 
Rich, ?Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret. 
Thus have you breath'd your Curſe againſt your ſelf. 
. M. Poor painted Queen,vain flouriſh of my Fortune, 
Why ſtrew*ſt thou Sugar on that BottePd Spider, 
Whoſe deadly web eninareth thee about ? 
Fool, fool, thou whert*ſt a Knife to kill thy ſelf : 
The day will come, that thou ſhalc wilh for me, 
To help thee curſe this poyſonous Bunch-back*d Toad. 
Haſt. Falſe boading Woman, end thy frantick Curſe, 
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Riv. Tyrants themſelves wept, when it was reported. | 


q 


| 
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Leit to thy harm thou move our patience. 
£2. 44. Foul ihame upon you, you have all moy'd mine. 
K1. Were you well ſerv*d, you wouft be taught your duty. 
2. AM. Toterve me well, you all ſhould do me dy 

Teach me to be your Queen, and you my Subjetts : 

O ſerve mz well; and teach your ſelves that duty. 

Derf. Ditpute rot with her, ſhe is Lunatick. 

&.41. Peace, Maſter Marqueſs, youare malapert, 
Your lire-rew ttamp of Honour is ſgarce currant. 

O that your young Nobility can judge 

What *rwere to loſe it, and be miſerable. 

I ney that ſtand high have many blaſts to ſhake them, * 

And it they fall, thcy daſh themſelves to pieces. F | 
&:ch. Good Counſcl marry, learn it, learn it, Marqueſs. 
Dor. It touches you, my Lord, as much as me. 

Rich. 1, and much more: but I was born ſo high: , | 
Our ayrie buildeth in the Cedar's top, 1 
And Callies with the wind, and ſcorns the Sun. #.5=A 

4tr. And turns the Sun to ſhade : alas, alas, 

Witneſs my Son now in the ſhade of death, 4 

W hoſe bright out-ſhining beams, thy cloudy Wrath _ + 

Hath in Eterral Darknels folded up. 

Your ayry buildeth in our ayriesNeit + |» 

O God, tlat ſceſt, it do not ſuffer it, - 

AsS1t 1s won with blocd, loſt be ir ſo. 2 
Buck, Peace, peace for Shame, if not for Charity. 
Mar. Urge neither Charity, nor Shame to me : 

Unchavitably with me have you dealt, . + 

And ſhamefully my hopes (by you are butcher'd, 

My Charity is outrage, Life my thame, ' 

And ifi that ſhame, itill live my ſorrows rage. 

Buck, Have done, have done. | 

Mar, O Princely Buckingham, Ile kiſs thy hand, _ 
In ſign of League and Amity with vhee : (Fob by 
Now fair befall thee, and thy Noble houſe : 
Thy Garments are not ſpotted with our- blood : 
Nor thou within the compaſs of my Curſe. - 

Buck, Nor no one here: for Curſes never paſs 
Th- lips of thoſe that breathe them in the Air. 

Mar. I will not think but they aſcend the Sky, 
And there awake God's gentle ſleeping Peace. ==. 
O Buckingham, take heed of yonder Dog : | 
Look when he fawns, he bites ; and when he bites, | | 
His venom TI ooth will rankle to the death : | 
Have not to do with him, beware of him, 

Sin, Death, and Hell have ſer their marks on him, 

And all their Miniſters attend on him. 

Rich. What doth ſhe ſay, my Lord of Buekingham ? 

Buck, Nothing that | reipect, my gracious Lord. 

Mar. What doſt thou ſcorn me | 
For my gentle Counſel ? 

And ſcoth the Devil that I warn thee from. - 

O but remember this another day : 

When he ſhall ſplit thy very heart with-Sorrow ; 

And ſay poor Margaret was a Propheteſs : 

Live each of you the ſubjects to his hate, 

And heto yours, and all of yoy to Gods. LExit. 
Buck, My Hair doth ſtand an end to hear her Curſes. *- 
Riv. And ſo doth mine, I muſe why ſhe's at liberty, * : 
Kich. | cannot blame her, by God's holy Mother,.* © 

She hath had too much wrong, and 1 repent 

My part thereof, that [ have done to her. 

Der. 1 never did her any to my knowledge. 

Rich, Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong :; 
[ was too hot, to do ſome body good, 

That is too cold in thinking of it now: 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repay*d: 

He.is frankd up to fatting for his pains, 

God pardon them that are the cautc thereof. 

Riv. A virtuous, and a Chriſtian-like concluſion, 

To pray for them that have done ſcathe to us. 


R:ch. Sodol ever, being well advi?.. : { 
p [Speaks to himſelf.) 
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For had I curſt now, I had curſt my felt. 
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Enter Catesby. 
.” Cates. Madam, his Majelty doth call for you, 
And for your Grace, and yours, -my gracious Lord. 
©. Catesby, I come, Lords will you go with me ? 
Rjzv. We walt upon your Grace. 

[_Extunt all but Gloſter. 
Rich. 1 do thes wrong, and firſt begin to brawl. 
The ſecret miſchiefs thar I ſet a-broach, 
I lay unto the grievous charge of others. 
Clarence, whom | indeed have «call in darkneſs, 
I do beweep to many ſimple Gulis, 
Namely to Derby, Haftings, Buckingham, 
And tell them®tis the Queen, and her Allies 
That ſtir the King againſt the Dukemy Brother. 
Now they believe it, and withall wh<t me 
To be reveng*d on Rivers, Dorſet, Gray. 
But then I ſigh, and with a piece of Scripture, 
Tell them that God bids us do good for evil : 


} And thus I cloath my naked Villany 


With odd old ends, ſtoln forth of Holy Writ, 


Andi ſeem a Saine, when moſt I play the Dei. 


Enter two 7JAurtherers, . 
But ſoft, here cone my Execut'oners, 


| How now my hardy ſtout reſolved Mates, 
'| Are you now going to diſpatch this thing ? 


Vil. We are, my Lord, and come to have the Warrant, 
That we may bz admitted, waere he is. 

Rich. Well thought upon, I have it here about me - 
When you heve done, repair to Crosby Place; 
But, Sirs., be ſudden in the Execution, 


| Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead; 


For Clarence is well-ſpoken, and perhaps - 


{. May move your Hearts to pity, if you mark him. 


Vil. Tur, tut, my Lord, we will not ſtand to prate, 
Talkers are no good doers ; be aflur?d, 
We go to uſe our Hands, and not our Tongues. 

Rich. Your Eyes drop Mill-ſtones, when Fools Eyes 
fall Tears. 
I like you Lads, about your buſinels ſtraight. 
Go, go, diſpatch. 


Vill, We will, my Noble Lord. [Exeunt. 


— —__ 


Scena uarta. 


Enter Clarence and Keeper. 
Keep. Why looks your Grace ſo heavily ? 
Cla. O, I have paſt a mifcrable night, 


1So full of fearful Dreams, of ugly ſights, 

{ That as I am a Chriſtian faithful man, 

}I would not ſpend 2nothey ſuch a Night, 

| Thovgh *rwere to buy a world of happy days : 


So full of diſmal terrour was the time. 
Keep. W hat was your drcam,my Lord,]I pray you tell me. 
Cla. Methoughts that I had broken from'the Tower, 
And was embark?d to croſs to Burgundy, * 
Andin my company my Brother Gloſter, 


1 Who from my Cabin tempted me to walk 
1 Upon the Hatches : There we look*d toward England, 
| And cited up a thouſand heavy times,' 


During the Wars of York and Lancaſter, 

That had befaln us. As he pac'd along, 

Upon the giddy footing of the Hatches, ' 
Methought that Glofter tumbled, and in falling 
Strook me (that thought to ſtay him ) over-board, 
Into the tumbling billows of the Main. 

O Lord, methought what pain it was to drown, 
What dreadful noiſe of Water in mine Ears, 

V Vhatſights of ygly Death within mine Eyes. , 
Merhonghts, I ſaw a thouſand fearful V Vracks; 


[A thouſand men that Fiſhes gnaw'd upon : 


VVedges of Gold, great Anchors, heaps of Pearl, 


—_—_—__— 


| Makes the Night Morning, and the Noon-tide Night: 


inci!+mable Sto:;zes, unvalued Jewels 
Ali ſcattered in the bottom of the Sea - 
Some lay in dead-men's Sculls, and in the holes 
W hcre Eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 
(As *twere in ſcorn of Eyes) reflefting Gems, 
That woeo'd the lim bottoin of the Deep, 
And mock*d the dead Boncs that lay ſcattered by, 
Keep. Had you ſuch leiſure in the timeof Death, 
To gaze upon the ſecrets of the deep ? 
Cla., Methought I had, and oftendidI ſtrive 
To yicld the Ghoſt : but ſtill the envious Flood 
Stop'd in my Soul, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty, vaſt, and wand'ring Air ; 
But {mother*d it within my panting Bulk, 
Who almoſt burſt to belch it in the Seca. 

Keep. Awak?*d you not in this ſore Agony ? 

Clar, No, no, my Dream was lengthen'd after life, 
O then, began the Tempeſt ro my Soul, 
| paſt (methought) the Melancholy Flood, 
With that ſowre Ferry-man which Poets write of, 
Unto the Kingdom of perpetual Night. 
The ſirlt that there did greet my Stranger-ſoul, 
Was my great Father-in-law, renowned Warwick, 
Who ſpake aloud : What ſcourge for Perjury 
Can this dark Monarchy afford falſe Clarence ? 
And fo he vaniſhed. Then came wand”ring by, 
A Shadow like an Angel, with bright Hair 
DabbPdin Blood, and he ſhriek*d out aloud 
Clarence is come, falſe, fleeting, perjur*d Clarence, 
T har ſtabb?d me in the Field by Tewksbury : 
Seize on him Furies, take him unto torment. 
Wirh that (mcthought) a Legion of foul Fiends 
Inviron*d me, and howled in mine Ears 
Such hideous cries, that with the very Noiſe, 
| (trembling) wak'd, and fora ſeaſon after, 
Could not believe, but that I was in Hell, 
Such terrible Imprefſion made my Dream. 

Keep. No marvel, Lord, though it aftrighted you, 
[ am afraid (methinks) to hear you tell it. 

Cla. Ah Keeper, Keeper, I have done theſe things 
(That now give evidence againſt my Soul) 
For Eaward's ſake, and ſee how he requites me. 
O God - if my deep Prayers cannot appeaſe thee, 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my miſdeeds, 
Yet execute thy wrath in me alone* 
O ſpare my guiltleſs Wife, and my poor Children. 
Keeper, 1 prithee lit by me a while, 
My Soul is heavy, and I fain would fleep. 
Keep. 1 will, my Lord,God give your Grace good reſt. 


Enter Brakenbury the Lieutenant. 
Bra. Sorrow breaks Seaſons and repoſing hours, 


Princes have but their Titles for their Glories, 

An outward Honour, for an inward Toil, 

And for unfelt Imaginations 

They often feel a world of reſtleſs Cares: 

So that between their Titles, and low name, 

There's nothing differs but the outward Fame. 
Enter two Murtherers, 

I. Mur. Ho, who's here ? 

Bra. W hat would'ſt thou, Fellow ? And how canvſt thou 

hither ? 

2. Mur, I would ſpeak with Clarence, and I came hither 

on my Legs. 

Bra. W hat, ſo brief ? 

1, ?Tis better (Sir) than tobe tedious : 

Let him ſee our Commiſſion, and talk no more, [ Reads. 

Bra. I am inthis, commanded to dehiver 

The Noble Duke of Clarence to your hands. - 

| willnot reaſon what is meant hereby, 

Becauſe will be guiltleſs from the meaning. 

There lies the Duke aſleep, and there the Keys. 
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'leto theKing, and ſignihe to him, 
That thus I have relign?d to you my charge. 
i. You may, Sir, *Us a point of wiſdom : 
Fare you well. 
+. What, ſhall we ſtab him as he ſleeps ? 
1. No: he'll ſay *twas done cowardly, when he wakes. 
2, Why he ſhall never wake, until the great Judg- 
ment day. 
1. Why then hell ſay, we ſtab*d him ſleeping. 
2, The urging of that word Judgment, hath bred a 
kind of remorle in me. 
1, What? art thou afraid ? 
2. Not to kill ham, baving a Warrant. 
But to.be dami'd for killing him, from the which 
No Warrant can defend me. 
1. I thought thou had?lt been reſolute. 
2, So am, to let him live. : 
1. Ple back to the Duke of Gloſter, and tell him fo: 
2, Nay, prithee ſtay a little : 
[ hope this paſſionate humour of mine- will change, 
[t was wont to hold me but while one tells tweaty. 
1, How do'it thou feel thy ſelf now ? 
2, Some certain dregs of Conſcience are yet within me. 
1, Remember the Reward, when the d<ed*s done. 
2. Come, he dies: I had forgot the Reward. 
I 
2 


[ Exit. 


. Where's thy Conſcience yow ? 

. ©, in the Duke of Glofter's Purſe. 

1. When he opens his Purſe to give us our Reward, 
thy Conſcience flies out. | 

2. 'Tis no matter; let it go : there's few or none will 
entertain It. 

1, What if it come to thee again ? 

2. Ple not meddle with ir, it makes a Man a Coward : 
A Man cannot ſteal, but ir accuſeth him : A Man cannot 
Swear, but it Checks* him: A Man cannot lie with his 
Neighbours Wife, but it detetts him: ?Tis a bluſhing 
\ſhamefacd Spirit, that mutinies in a Mans boſom: It 
fils a Man full of Obſtacles, It made me once reſtore a 
Purſe of Gold that (by chance) I found : It beggars any 
Man that keeps it : It is turn*d out of Towns and Ct- 
ties for a dangerous thing, and every Man that means to 
live well, endeavours to truſt to himſelf, and live with- 
out 1t, 

1, ?Tis even now at.my 
kill the Duke. 

2. Take the Devil in thy mind, and believe him not : 
He would infſinuate with thee but to make thee ſigh. 

1, lam ſtrong fram*d, he cannot prevail with me. 

2, Spoke like a tall Man, that reſpetts thy Reputation. 
Come, ſhall we fall to work ? 

1, Take him on the Coſtard, with the Hilts of thy 


elbow, perſuading me not to 


next room. 
2. Oexcellent device z and make a Sop of him. 
1. Soft, he wakes. 
2. Strike, 
1. No, we'll reaſon with him. 
Cla, Where art thon, Keeper ? give me a Cup of Wine, 
2, You ſhall have Wine caough, my Lord, anon. 
Clar. In Gods name, what art thou ? 
1. A man, as you are, 
Clar. But not as 1 am, Royal. 
1, Nor you as we are, Loyal, 
Cla, Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are hnmble. 
1. My voice is now the Kings, my looks mine own. 
Cla. How darkly, and how deadly do'lt thou ſpeak ? 
Your Eyes do menace me : why look you pale ? 
Who ſent you hither ? wherefore do you come ? 
2, To, to, to— 
Clar. To murther me ? 
Both, 1, 1. 
Clar, You ſcarcely have the hearts to tell me ſo. 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
herein, my friends, have I offended you ? 


— 


Sword, and then throw him into the Malmſie-butt in the 


1. Olfended us you have not, bue the King. 
Clar. I ſhall be reconciPd to him again. 
2. Never, my Lord, therefore prepare to dye. 
Clar, Are you drawn forth among 2-world of Ment 
To lay the innocent ? What's my offence ? 
Where is the Evidence that doth accuſe me ? 
\What lawful Queſt have given their Verdi up 
Unto the frowning Judge ? Or who pronounc'd 
The bitter ſentence of poor Clatence's death ? * 
Before I be convict by courſe of Law, 
To threaten me with death, is moſt unlawful: 
| charge hou, as you hope for any goodrieſs,'- - 
That you depart;-and lay no hands-on me: + 
The deed you undertake is damnable. | . 
1. What we will do, wedo rwpon-cottmiand: ** vi 
2. And he that hath commanded, is our King. - 
Cl. Erroneous Vaſlals, the great King of Kings 
Hath in the Table of his Law commanded, | 
That Thou ſhalt do no Murcher, Will you then 
Spurn at his Edicts, and fulfil a Mans ? 
Take hced , for he holds Vengeance ii his hand 


'Y 


f 
To hurle upon their heads that break his Law, 

2. And that ſame Vengeance doth he hurle of thee 
For falſe forſwearing, and for murther too : -\ 
Thou didſt receivethe Sacrament, to fight 
la quarrel of the Houſe of Lancaſter. 

1. And like a Traytor to the pame of God; © -- 
Didlt break that Vow, and with thy treacherous blade; | 
Unripp?ſt the Bowels of thy Soveraign's Son, © 
2. Whom thou wag't ſworn to cheriſh atid defen:* / 
1, How canſt thou urge Gods dreadful Law to 401 
When thou haſt broke it in ſach high degree ? Xs 

Clar. Alas! for whoſe ſake did | that I! d&&d ? * 
For Edward, for my Brother, for his ſake; "+44 
He ſends you not to murther me for this: 

For in that ſin he is as deep as 1. 

if God will be avenged for the deed, 

O know you yets he dothrit publickly; | 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful Arm + 
He needs no indirect, or lawleſs courſe, 

To cur off thoſe that haye offended him. 

1. Who made thee then a bloody Miniſter, 
When gallant ſpringing brave Flantagenet, 

That Princely Novice was ſtruck dead by thee ? 

Clar. My Brother's love, the Devil, and my _ 

1. Thy Brother's Love, our Duty, and thy Faults, .. 
Provoke us hither now, to ſlaughter thee. 

Clar. If you dolove my Brother, hate not me: 

[ am his Brother, and 1 love him well. 

If you are hir*'d for meed, go back again, 
And 1 will ſend you to my Brother Glofter : 
Who ſhall reward you better for my life, 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 

2, You are deceiy'd, 

Your Brother Gloſter hates you. | 

Cla. Ohno, hejoves me, and he holds me dear : 
Go you to bim frm me. 

1. I, ſo we wlll. y 

Cla, Tell him, when that our Princely Father Tork, 
Bleſt his three Sons with his victorious Arm, 

He little thought of this divided Friendſhip ? 
Bid Gloſter think on this, and he will weep. 
1, 1, Milſtones, as he lefſoned us to weep. 

Clay. O do ner ſlander him, for he is: kind, 

1, Right, asSnow in Parveſt : | 
Come, you deceive your ſelf, 

'Tis hethat ſends us to deſtroy you here. 

Cla. Ir cannot be, for he bewept my Fortune, 
And hugg*d me m his Arms, and ſwore with ſobs, 
That he would labour my delivery. 

1. Why ſo he doth, when he delivers you 
From this Earths thraldom, to the joys of Heaven. 
2. Make peace with God, for you mulf 


; 


Cla. Have you that holy feeling in your Souls, 
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die, my Lord. 
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| Tf two ſuch murthe 
| Would not intreat 
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To counſel me to make my peace with.God, 


] And are you yet to your own Souls ſo blind, 


That you will War with God, by murd"ring me? 
O Sirs, conſider, they that ſet you on 
To do this deed, will hate yg. for the decd. 


2; What ſhall we do ? 
Clar. Relent, and ſave 


| Which of y ou, if you were a Princes Son, 


Being pent from Liberty, as I am now, 


= ſelves came to you, 
ife, as you would beg 


Were you 1n my h ; 
1.-Relent ? no: ?Tis cowardly and womaniſh. 
Cle. Not to relent, is beaſtly, ſavage, deviliſh. 
| My Friend, I ſpy ſome pity inthy looks : 

O, if thine Eye be not a flatterer, 


'| Come thou on my ſide, and intreat for me, 


| A begging Prince what Beggar pities not ? 
2, Look behind you, my Lord. 


le drown you in the Malmſey-Butt within. 

2. A bloody deed, and deſperately diſpatcht : 
How fain (like Pilate) would | waſh my hands 

| Of this moſt grievous murther. 

Emer 1. Murtherer, 


_- 


been. J 


Take thou the Fee, and tell him what I fay, 
For I repent me that the Duke is ſlain. 
1. Mur. Sodo not | : go Coward as thou art. 
| Well, Ple go hide the Body in ſome hole, 
? Till that the Duke give order for his burial : 
:| And when have my meed, I will away; 
| For this will out, and then I mult nor ſtay. 
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i. Take that,and that.if all this will not do, [Stabs him. 
(Exit. 


1. How now ? what meawſt thou that thou help'lt me 
| not? By Heaven, the Duke ſhall know how lack you have 


2. ur. 1 would he knew, that I had ſay'd his Brother ; 
[Exit. 


[ Exit. 


— 


Afﬀus Secundus. Sena Prima. 


Woodvil. 


Kinz, Why ſo : now have I dont a good days work. 
You Peers continue this united League : 
I, every day expect an Embaſlage 


| From my Redeemer, to redeem me hence. 


And more to peace my Soul ſhall part to Heaven, 
Since I have;made my Friends at peace on earth. 
Dorſet and Rrvers, take each others hand, 

| Diſſemble not your hatred, Swear your love. 


And with my hand I ſeal my true Hearts-love. 
Haf#. So thrive I, as I truly ſwear the like. 

| King. Take heed you dally not before your King, 
Leſt he that is the ſupreme King of Kings 
| Confound your hidden falſhood, and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 
Haſt, So proſper I, as I ſwear perfect love. 
Riv. And I, as I love Haſtings with my heart. 
King. Madam, your ſelf is not exempt from this : 
| Nor you Son Dorſet, Buckingham nor you ; 
You have been factious one againſt the other. 
Wife, love Lord Haſtings, let him kiſs your hand, 
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 
Queen, There Haſtings, 1 will never ryore remember 
Our former hatred, ſo thrive I, and mine. 
King. Dorſet, embrace him - 
Haſtings, love Lord Marqueſs. 
Dor. This interchange of love, I here proteſt 
Upon my part, ſhall be inviolable. 


1 


Riv, By Heaven, my Soul is purg'd from bearing hate, 


| Flowriſh. Enter the King ſick,, the Queen, Lord Marqueſs, 
{ Dorſt, Rivers, Haſtings, Catesby , Buckingham, 


—_— 


Haſt. And ſo ſwear I. 
King. Now: Princely Buckzngham, ſeal thou this League 
With thy embracements.#o my Wives Allies, 
And make me happy in your unity. 
Buck. When ever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
Upon your Grace, but with all duteous love, 
Doth cheriſh you and yours, God puniſh me 
With hate in thoſe where I expect moſt love, 
When have moſt need to imploy a Friend, 
And moſt aſſured that he isa Friend, 
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 
Be he unto me: this do I beg of Heaven, 
When i ain cold in love, to you or yours. [Embracg, 
King. A plealing Cordial, Princely Buckzngham, 
[s this thy Vow unto my lickly hearrt. 
There wanteth now our Brother Gloſter here, 
To makethe blelled Period of this peace. 
Buck, And in good time, 
Here comes Sir Richard Ratchff, and the Duke. 


Enter Ratcliff, and Gloſter. 


Rich. Good morrow to my Sovereign King and Queey 
And Princely Peers, a happy time of day. 
King. Happy indeed, as we have ſpent the day: 
Gloſter, we have done deegls of Charity, 
Made Peace of Enmity, fair love of hate, 
Betweea theſe ſwelling wrong incenſed Peers. 
Rich, A bleſſed labour, my moſt Sovereign Lord: 
Among this Princely heap, if any here 
By falſe intelligence, or wrong ſurmiſe 
Hold me a Foe : if I unwillingly, or in my rage, 
Have ought committed that is hardly born, 
To any in this preſence, 1 deſire 
Toreconcule me to his friendly peace : 
*Tis death tome to be at Enmity: 
[ hate it, and deſire all good Mens love. 


Which I will purchaſe with my duteous ſervice, 
Of you mp Npble Couſin Buckingham, 
[f ever any grudge were lodg'd between us. 
Of you, and you, Lord &:versand of Dorſer, F 
That all without deſert have frown'd on me: 
Of you Lord Woodvil, and Lord Scales of you, 
Dukes, Earls, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all 
| donot know that Engliſhman alive, 
With whom my Soul is any jot at odds, 
More than the Infant that is born to night : 
[ thank my God for my Humility. 
Qmeen. A Holy day ſhall this be kept hereafter : 
{ would to God all ſtrifes were well compounded. 
My Sovereign Lord, 1 do beſeech your Highneſs 
To take our Brother Clarence to yoyr Grace. 
Rich, Why Madam, have l offer*d love for this, 
To be ſo flouted in this Royal preſence ? 
Who knows not that the gentle Duke is dead ? [They 
You do him injury to ſcorn his Coarſe. all ſtar, 
King. Who knows not he is dead ! 
Who knbws he is ? 
Queen. All-ſeeing Heaven, what a world is this? 
Buck, Look 1 ſo pale, Lord Dorſet, as the relt ? 
Dor, I, my good Lord, and no Man in the preſence, 
But his red colour hath forſook his Cheeks. 
King. 1s-Clarence dead ? the Order was revers'd. 
Rich, But he (poor Man) by your firſt Order died, 
And that a winged Mercury did bear : 
Some tardy Cripple bare the Countermand, 
That come too lagg to ſee him buried. 
God grant, that ſome leſs Noble, and leſs Loy:!, 
Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in bloc: 
Deſerve no worſe than wretched Clarence © ic 
And yet go currant from ſuſpicion. 
Enter Earl of D 
Derb, A boon, my Soyerais it, { 


CIV C; done. ? 


Ky. 
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Firſt, Madam, I intreat true peace of you, 
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Tic Lie and Drarh of Richard the Thr, ag. 


"Tag. 1 priches peace, my Soul is full of ſorrow. 
Derv. 


[ will not riſe, unleſs your Highneſs hear me. 
Kin. Then fay at once, what Is it thou requeſt ſt, 
Derb. The forfeit (Soveraign) of my ſervants life, 

Who flew to day a Riotous Gentleman, 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk, 

King. Have I a Tongue to doom my Brothers death ? 

And ſhall that Tongue give pardon to a Slave ? 

My Brother kilPd no man, his fault was Thought, 

And yet his puniſhment was bitter death. 

Who ſued to me for him? Who (in my wrath) 

KneePd at my feet ; and bid me be advisgd? - 

Who ſpoke of Brotherhood ? who ſpoke in love ? 

Whotold me, how the poor Soul did forſake 

Themighty Warwick, and did fight for me : 

Who told me in the Field at 7enkgbury, 

When Oxford had me down, he reſcued me : 

And aid, dear Brother live, and bea King ? 

Whotold me, when we both lay in the Field, 

Frozen (almoſt) to death, how he did lap me 

Eyen in his Garments, and did give himſelf 

(Allthin and naked) to the num cold night ? 

All this from my Remembrance, bruitiſh wrath 

Siofully pluckt, and not a Man of you 

Had ſo much Grace to put it in my mind. 

But when your Carters, or your waiting Vaſſals 

Have done a drunken flaughter, and defac'd 

The pretious image of our dear Redeemer, 

You ſtraight are on your Knees for Pardon, Pardon, 

And 1 (unjuſtly too) muſt grant it you. 

But for my Brother, not a Man would ſpeak, 

Nor I (ungracious) ſpeak unto my ſelf 

For him, poor Soul. The proudelt of you all, 

Have been beholding to him in his life : * 

Yet none of you, would ouce beg for his life. 

0 God! I fear thy Juſtice will take hold 

On me, and you; and mine, and yours for this. 

Come Haſtings help me to my Cloſer. 

Ah poor Clarence. CExeunt ſome with K. and Queen. 
Rich. This is the fruits of raſhneſs : Mark?c you not, 

How that the kindred of the Queen 

Look'd pale, when they did hear of Clarence*s death ? 

0! they did urge it ſtill unto the King, 

God will revenge it. Come, Lords, will you go, 

To comfort Edward with our company ? 
Buck, We wait upon your Grace. 


| 


| 


[ Exennt. 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter the old Dutcheſs of York, with the two Children of 
Clarence. * 


Edw, Good Grandam tell us, is our Father dead? 

Dutch, No, Boy. 

Daugh. Why do you weep ſo oft ? and beat your Brealt ? 
And cry, O {> dan my unhappy Son ? * 

Boy. Why do you look on us, and ſhake your head, 
And call us Orphans, Wretches, Caſtaways, 
If that our Noble Father were alive? 

Dx. My pretty Couſins, you miſtake me both, 
| do lament the lickneſs of the Kipg, 
As lothto loſe him, not your Fathers death : 
It were loſt ſorrow to wail one that's loſt. : 

Boy. Then you conclude (my Grandam) he is dead : 
The Kipg mine Uncle is to blame for it. 
God will revenge it, whom 1 will importune 
With earneſt Prayers, all to that effect. 

Daugh. And fo will I. 

Dt. Peace,Children,pcace : the King doth love you well. 
Incapable and ſhallow Innocents, 
You cannot gaes who caus'd your Father's death. 


' 


Told me, the King prov ok*d to it by the Queen, 
Devis'd Impeachments to Impriſon him ; | 

And when my Unele told me fo, he wepr, 

And pitied me, and kindly kiſt my Cheek - 

Bad me rely on him, as on my Father, 

And he would —_ _ as a Child, 

Dut. Ah ! that Deceit ſhould ſteal ſuch geatle ſhape, 
And with a vertuous Vizor hide deep Vice. 

He is my Son, 1, and therein my ſhame, 

Yet from my Dugs, he drew not this deceit. 

Boy. Think you my Uncle did diſfemble, Grandam # 
Dutch. ], Boy. 

Boy. I cannot think it. Hark, what noiſe is this? 


Enter the Queen with her Hair about her Ears, Rivers and 
Dorſet after her. ; 


Qween. Ah ! who ſhall hinder me to wail and weep ? 
To chide my Forrune, and torment my ſelf. 

Ple joyn with black deſpair agaialt my Soul, 

And to my felt become an Enemy. 

Dutch. What, means this Scene of rude impatiegce 
Queen, To make an act of Tragick violence. 
Edward, my Lord, thy Son, our King is dead- 

Why grow the Branches, when the Root is gone ? 
Why wither not the leaves that want their fap ? 

If you will live, lament : if dye, be brief, 

Thar our — Souls may catch the Kings, 
Or like obedient Subjects follow him, 

To his new Kingdom of n&re-changing ni 

Dutch. Ah, ſo much intereſt have I in thy ſorrow, 
As 1 had Title tothy Noble Husband : 

I have bewept a worthy Husband's death, 

And liv*'d with looking on his Images : | 
But now two Mirrors of his Princely ſemblance; 
Are crack*d in pieces, by malignant death, 

And I for comfort have but one falſe Glaſs, 
That grieves me, when I ſee my ſhame in him. 
Thou art a Widow; yet thon art a Mother, 
And haſt the comfort of thy Children left, 

But death hath ſnatch*d my Husband from mine arms, 
And pluckt two Crutches from my feeble hands, 
Clarence, and Edward, O, what cauſe have I, 
(Thine being but a moiety of my moan) 
To over-go thy woes, and drown my cries. | 
Boy. Ah Aunt ! you wept not for our Father's death t| 
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How can we aid you with our Kindred tears ? 

Daxgh. Our Fatherlefs diſtreſs was left unmo 

Your Widow-dolour likwiſe be unwept. 

ueen. Give me no help in Lamentation, 

I am not barren to bring forth Complaints: 

All Springs reduce their currents to mine Eyes, 

That I being govern'd by the Watry Moon, 

May ſend forth plenteous tears to drown the Warld. 

Ah, for my Husband, for my dear Lord Edvard. 
Chil. Ah, for our Father, for our dear: Lord Clarence." | 
Dutch. Alas, for both, both mine Edwardand Clarence. . | 
Queen, W hat ſtay had 1, but Edward? and he's gone. 
Chil. What ſtay had we, bur Clarence ? and he's gone. | 
Dutch, What ſtays had I, but they ? and hay On INON! 
_ Woas never Widow had fo dear 2 Ft: 
Chil, Were never Orphans had fo dear a loſs. 
Dutch. Was never Mother had ſo dear alofs. 

Alas! I am the Mother of theſe Griefs. 

Their woes are parcePd, mine is general. 

She for an Edward weeps, and ſo do l : 

| for a Clarezce weep, io doth not ſhe. 

Theſe Babes for Clarence weep, ſo do not they. 

1 Alas! you three, on me threefold diſtreſt 

| Pour all your tears, I am your ſorrows Nurſe, 

And 1 will pamper it with Lamentation. 
Dor. Comfort, dear Mather, God is much diſpleagd, 

That you take with unthankfulneſs his doing. 

In common wordly things *tis calPd ua , 


| Boy. Grandam, we can : for my good Uncle Gloſtey 
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'My Oracle, my Prophet, my dear Couſin 
'Þ as a Child, will go by thy direction. 
+ Toward London then, for we'll not ſtay behind. [Exeurt, 


.To give your cenſure 


1590. 
With dull unwillingneſs to repay a debt, 
W hich with a bounteous hand was kindly lent : 


Much more to be thus oppoſite with Heaven, 


| For it requires the Royal debt 1t lent you. 


' Rivers, Madam, bethink you like a careful Mother 
Of the young Pritice your Son : ſend ſtraight for him, 
Let him be Crown'd, in him your comfort lives. 
Drown deſperate ſorrow in dead Edward's Graye, 


And plant your joys in living Edward's I hrone. 


Enter Richard, Buckingham, Derby, Haſtings, and 
Ratclif. 


Rich. Siſter, have comfort, all of us have cauſe 


'To wail the dimming of our ſhining Star : 


But none can help our harms by wailing them. 
Madam, my Mother, I docry you mercy, 
I did not ſee your Grace. Humbly on my Knee 


| I crave your Bleſſing. 


Dutch. God bleſs thee, and put meekneſs in thy breaſt, 
Love, Charity, Obedience, and true Dutie. 
Rich. Amen, and make me die a good old man, 
'That -is the butt end of a Mothers Bleſling ; 
I maryel that her Grace did leave 1t out. : 
Buck, You cloudy-Princeſs, and heart-ſqrrowing-Peers, 
That bear this heavy mutual load of Moan, 
| Now cheer each other in each others love: 
Though we have ſpent our Harveſt of this King, 
'We are to reap the Harvalt of his Son. 
; The broken rancour of your high-ſwola hates, 
But lately ſplintr*d, knit, and joyn'd together, 
Muſt geritly be preſerv*d, cheriſht, and kept : 


| | Me ſeemeth good, that with ſome little Train, 


Forthwith from ,Zudlow the young Prince be tet 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our King. 
' Rijvers, Why with ſome little Train, 
My Lord of Buckingham ? . 
Buck, Marry, my Lord, leſt by a multitude 
The new-heal'd wound of Malice ſhould break out, 
Which would.be © much the more dangerous, 
By how much the Eſtate is green, and yet ungovern'd. 
Where every Horſe bears his commanding Rein, 
And may diredt his courſe as plcaſe himf{c1f, 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 
In my opinion, ought to be prevented. 

Rich, I hope the King made peace with all of us, 
And the compact is firm, and true in me. 
; Rivers, And ſo it1 me, and ſo (I think) 1n all, 
Yet ſince.-it is but green, it ſhould be put 
'To no apparent likelyhood of breach, 
hich haply by much company might be urg'd : 
Tercfore I ſay, with Noble Buck:ngham, | 
That it is meet ſo few ſhould fetch the Prince. 
Haſt. And, ſo ſay I. 
' Rich. Then beit ſo, and go weto determine 
Who they ſhall be, that ſtraight ſhall poſt ro London. 
Madam, and you my Siſter, 'will you go 
$ in this bulineſs ? [Exeunt. 
| [Manent Buckingham, and Richard. 
Buck, My Lord, whoever journies to the Prince, 
For God's ſake let not us two ſtay at home: 
For by the way, Il ſort occaſion, 


' As Index to the ſtory we lately talk*d of, 
. To part the Queen's proud Kindred from the Prince. 


Rich. My other ſelf, my Counſel's Conlytory, 


? 


Siena Tertia. 


Enter one Citizen at one Door, and another at the other. 


2. Cit. Good morrow, Neighbour, whither away ſo faſt ? 


The Life and Death of Richard the Third. 


— 


2. Cit, I promiſe you I hardly know my ſelf; 
Jear you the News abroad ? 

.1. Yes, the King is dead. 

2 *IIl News by*r Lady, ſeldom comes the better + 
[ fear, I fear, *twill prove a giddy world, 

Enmcr another Citizen, 
. Neighbours, God ſpeed. 
Give you good morrow, SIr. 
. Doth the news hold of good King Eadward's death 
. I Sir, it is too true, God help the while. | 
- Then Maſtcrs look to ſce a troublous world. 
. No, no;by Gods good Grace, hisSon ſhall Reign. 
. Woe to that Land that's gouern'd by a Child. 
. In him there is a hope of Government, 
V Vhich in his Non-age, Counſel under him, 
And in his full and ripened years, himſelf 
No doubt ſhall then, and rill then govern well. 

1. So ſtood the ſtate when Herry the Sixth 
V Vas Crown'd in Parts, but at nine months old, 

+ 3. Stood the State ſo ? No, no, good friends, God wot: 
For then this Land was famouſly enrich'd : 
V V hich politick grave Counſel; then the King 
Had vertuous Uncles to protect his Grace, 

1, VVhy ſo bath this, both by his Father and Mother, 

3. Better it were they all came by his Father ; 

Or by his Father there were none at all: 

For Emulation, who ſhall now be neareſt, 

VVill touch us all too near, if God prevent not. 

O full of Danger is the Duke of Gloſter, 

And the Queens Sons, and Brothers, haught and proud: 
And were they to be rul'd, and not to rule, 

This ſickly Land, might ſolace as before. 

1. Come, come, we fear the worſt, all will be well. 

3. V Vhen Cloudsare ſeen, wiſe men put on their Cloaks;| 
V Vhen great leaves fall, then V Vinter is at hand; 
VVhen the Sun ſets, who doth not look for night? 
Untimely ſtorms make men expect a Dearth; 

All may be well ; but if God fort it ſo, 
*Tis more than we deſerve, or I expect. 

2. Truly the Hearts of Men are full of fear : 
You cannot reaſon (almoſt) with a Man, 

Thar looks not heavily, and full of dread. 

3. Before the days of Change, ſtill is it fo 
By a divine inſtinct, mens minds miſtruſt 
Purſuing danger : as by proof we ſee 
The V Vater ſwell betorea boyKrous ſtorm : 
But leave it all to God, V Vhither away ? 

2, Marry we were ſent for to the Juſtices. 
3. Andſo was I, Ile bear you company. 
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[ Excunt, 
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Scena ©uarta. 


Enter Arch-Biſhop, young York, the Queen, and the 
Dutcheſs, 


Arch. Laſt night I heard they lay at Stony Stratford 
And at —_ they do reſt to-night *s Ry 
To morrow, or next day, they will be here. 

Dutch, 1 long with all my heart to ſee the Prince : 
[ hope he is much grown ſince laſt I ſaw him. 

Queen, But 1 hear no, they ſay my Son of York, 
Has a:moſt overtane him in his growth. * 

Yor, 1 Mother, but I would not have it ſo. 
Dutch, V V hy, my good Couſin, it is good to grow. 
Yor, Grandam, one night as we did fit at Supper, 
My Uncle R:vers talk*d how I did grow 

More than my Brother. 1, quoth my Uncle Gloſter, 
Small Herbs have Grace, great V Veeds do grow apace- 
And fince, methinks I would not grow ſo faſt, 
Becauſe ſweet Flowers ate flow, and V Veeds make haft, 
Dutch, Good faith, good faith, the ſaying did not hold 


In him that did object the ſame to thee. - 
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He was the wretchedlt thing when he was young, 

o long 2 growing, and ſo leiſurely, 

That if his rule were true, he ſhould be gracious. 
Yor. And ſo no doubt he is, my gracious Madam. 
Dut, 1 hope he is, but yet let Mothers doubt. 
ror. Now by my troth, if I had been remembred, 

| could have given my Uncles Grace, a flout, 

To touch his growth, nearer than he touch*d mine. 
Dut, How, my youhg Tork,, 

[ prithee let me hear It. 

Tor, Marry (they ſay) my Uncle grew ſo faſt, 

That he could gnaw a crult at two hours old, 

'Twas full two years &re I could get a Tooth. 

Grardam, this would have been a biting Jelt. 

Du. 1 prithee, pretty York, who told thee this? 
Tor, Grandam, his Nurſe. 


Tor. If *rwere not ſhe, I cannot tell who told me. 
Queen, A parlous Boy : go to, you are too ſhrewd. 
Dit. Good Madam, be not ahgry with a Child. 
Queen, Pitchers have ears. _ 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Arch, Here comes a Meſſenger : What News? 
Me. Such News, my Lord, as grieves me to report. 
Queen, How doth the Prince ? 
Meſ. Well, Madam, and in health. 
Dut, What is thy News ? 
Me. Lord Rivers and Lord Grey, 
Are ſent to Pomfrer, and.with them 
vir Thomas Vanghan, Priſoners. 
Dat, Who hath committed them ? 
Mfſ. The mighty Dukes, Gloſter and Buckingham. 
Arch, For what offence ? | 
Meſ, The ſum of all I can, I have diſclogd : 
Why, or for what, the Nobles were committed, 
ls all unknown to me, my gracious Lord. 
ween, Aye me ! I ſee the rnine of my Houſe : 
The Tiger now hath ſeizd the gentle Hind. 
Inſulting Tyranny begins to jut _ 
Upon the Innocent, and awleſs Throne : 
Welcome DeſtruCtion, Blood, and Maſlacre, 
| ſee (as in a Map) the end of all. 
Du. Accurſed, and nnquiet wrangling days, 
How many of you have mine Eyes beheld ; 
My Husband loſt his life, to get the Crown, 
'And often up and down my Sons were toſt, 
For me to joy, and weep, their gain and loſs. 
And being ſeated, and Domeſtick broyls 
Clean over-blown, themſelves (the Conquerors) 
Make War apon themſelves, Brother to Brother 3 
Blood to Blood ; ſelf againſt felt: O prepoſterous 
And frantick outrage ! end thy damn'*d ſpleen, 
Or let medie, to look on Earth no more. 
Queen. Come, come, my Boy, we will to Sanctuary, 
Madam, farewel. 
Dur. Stay, 1 will go with you. 
Queen, You have no cauſe. 
Arch, My gracious Lady, go, 
And thither bear your Treaſure and your Goods, 
For my part, le reſign unto your Grace 
The Seal 1 keep, and fo betide it me, 
As well I tender you, and all of yours. 


Go, Ple conduC&t you tothe Sanctuary. [Exeunt. 


DE ——— 


Aus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


The Trumpets ſound. Enter young Prince, the Dukes of Glo- 
ceſter and Buckingham, Lord Cardinal, with others. 


Buck, Welcome ſweet Prince to London, 
Toyour Chamber. NY 
Rich. Welcome dear Couſin, my thoughts Soveraign, 


* Dxt. His Nurle ? why ſhe was dead, &re thou waſt born. 
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The weary way hath. made you Melancholy. 
Prin, No Uncle, but our croſles onthe way 

Have made it tedious, weariſom, and heavy. 

I want more Uncles here to welcome me. 


Hath not yer div*d into the Worlds deceit: 

No more can you diftinguiſh of a Man, 

Than of his outward ſhew, which, God he knows; 
Seldom or never jumpeth with the hearr. 
Thoſe Uncles which you want were dangerous: 
Your Grace attended to their Sugred words, 

But look*d not on the poiſon of their Hearts : 


| God keep you from them, and from fuch falſe Friends. 


Prin. God keep me from falſe Friends, 
But they were none. 
Rich. My Lord, the Mayor of London 
Enter Lord ; 
Lo. Mayor. God bleſs your Grace, with health aha 
happy days. , \ 
Prim. I thank yon, good my Lord, and thank you A ; 
[ thought my Mother, and my Brother Tork,, 
Would long &re this, have met us on the way. * 
Fie, what a flug is Haſtizgs, that he comes nor, 
To tell us, whether they will come, or no. 
Enter Lord Haſtings. 


Prince, Welcome, my Lord : whar, will ovr 
come ? 

Haſt. On what occaſion God he knows, not 1 

The Queen your Mother, and your Brother fork, 
Have taken SanCtuary : The tender Prince 

Would fain have come with me, to meet your Grace; 
But by his Mother was petforce with-held, 

Buck, Fie, what an indirect and peeviſh coorſe 

Is this of hers? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace 
Perſuade the Queen, to ſend the Duke of York, 

Unto his Princely Brother preſently ?_ 

If ſhe deny, Lord Haſtings, you go with him, 

And from her jealous arr pluck him petforce. _ 
Car, My Lord of Buckingham, if thy weak Oratory 
Can from his Mother win the Duke of York, 

Anon expect him here - bat if ſhe be obdurate 

To mild entreaties, God forbid 

We ſhould infringe the holy Priviledge 

Of bleſſed SanCtuary : not for all this Land; 

WouldI be guilty of fo great a Sin. 

Buck, You are too fenceleſs obſtinate, my Lotd, 
Too ceremonious, and traditional. | 
Weigh it but with the groſlneſs of this Age, 

You break not Sanctuary, in ſeizing him : 

The benefit thereof is atways granted 

To thoſe, whoſe dealings have deſerv'd the place, 
And thoſe who have the wit to claim the place : 
This Prince hath never chim?d it, nor deſferv'd it, 
Therefore, in mine opinion, cannbt have it. 

Then taking him from thence, . that ts not there, 

You break no Priviledge, nor Charter there : 

Oft have I heard of Sanftuary Men, 

But Sanftuary Children, nee till now. 

Car. My Lord, you ſhall o're-rule my mind for orice. 
Come on, Lord Haſtings, will you go with me? 

Haſt. 1 go, my Lord. 
Prin. Good Lords, make all the ſpeedy haſte you may. 
Say, Uncle GloceFer, if our Brother come, 

W here ſhall we ſojourn till-our Coronation ? 

Glo. Where it think'ſt beſt unto your Royal ſelf, 


| If I may counſel you, ſome day or two 


Your Highneſs ſhall repoſe you at the Tower : 
Then where you pleaſe, and ſhall be thought moſt fit 


For your beſt health, and recreation. 


Prin, 1 do not like the Tower of any place: 
Did Fmlizs Ceſar build that place, my Lord ? 
Buck, He did, my gracious Lord, begin that place, 


Prin. 


VV hich ſince, ſucceeding Ages have re-edify*d. 


Rich.. Sweet Prince, the untainted vertve of your years 


comes to greet you. 
4 


} 


[Exit Cardinal and Haſtings. 
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Buck, And in good time, here comes the frexcing Lord. 4 
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Prin. Is it upon Record ? or elſe reported | 


Succeſſively from age to age, he built it? 


Buck. Upon Record, my gracious Lord. 
Prin, But ſay, my Lord, it were not Regiſtred, 


'Methinks the truth ſhould live from age to age, 


As *twere retail'd to all poſterity, 

Even to the general ending day. 

Glo. So wile, ſo young, they ſay do never live long. 
Prin, What ſay you, Uncle ? 

Glo. Ifay, without Charatters, Fame lives long. 
Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity, [ Aſide. 
I moralize two meanings in one word. 

Prin. That Fulius Ceſar was a famous Man ; 

With what his Valour did enrich his Wit, 

His Wit ſet down, to make his V alour live : 

Death makes no Conqueſt of his Conqueror, 

For now he lives in Fame, though not in Life. 

Ple tell you what, Couſin Buckengham. 

Buck, What, my gracious Lord 2 

Prin. And if I live until I be a man, 


1 Vle win our ancient Right in France again, 


Or die a Souldier, as I liv*d a King. 
Glo, Short Summers lightly have 4 Jed Spring. 


Enter young York, Haſtings, and Cardinal. 


Buck. Now in good time, here comes the Duke of York, 
| Prin, Richardof York, how fares our Noble Brother ? 
Yor. Well, my dear Lord, ſo muſt I call you now. 
Prin, I, Brother, to our grief as It 1s yours : 

Too late he dy*d, that might have kept that Title, 
Which by his death hath loſt much Majelty. 

Glo. How fares our Couſin, Noble Lord of York? 
Yor. 1 thank you, gentle Uncle. O my Lord, 

You faid, that idle Weeds are faſt in growth : 

The Prince my Brother hath outgrown me far, 

Glo. He hath, my Lord. 

Yor. And therefore is he idle. 

Glo. Oh my fair Couſin, I muſt not ſay ſo. 

Yor. Then he is more beholding to you, than 1, 

Glo. He may command me as my Soveraign, 

But you have power in me, as in a Kinſman. 

Yor. I pray you, Uncle, give me this Dagger. 

Glo. My Dagger, little Couſin ? with all my heart. 


f Prin. A Beggar, Brother ? 


Yor. Of my kind Uncle, that I know will give, 
And being a Toy, it is no grief to give. 
Glo. A greater gift than that, Ple give my Couſin. 
Yor. A greater gift ? O, that's the Sword to it. 
Glo, I, gentle Couſin, were it light enough. . 
Yor. O then I ſee, you will part but with light gifts, 
In weightier things you'll ſay a Begger Nay. 
Glo. It is too weighty for your Grace to wear, 
Yor, I weigh it lightly, were it heavier. 
Glo. What would you have my Weapon, little Lord ? 
Yor. I would, that I might thank you, as you call me. 
Glo. How ? 
Tor, Little. 
| Prin, My Lord of York will ever be croſs in talk : 
Uncle, your Grace knows how to bear with him. 
Yor. You mean to bear me, not to bear with me : 
Uncle, my Brother mocks both you and me, 
Becauſe that I am little, like an Ape, 
He thinks that you ſhould bear me on your ſhoulders. 
Buck, With what a ſharp provided Wit he reaſons: 
To mitigate the ſcorn he gives his Uncle, 
He prettily, and aptly taunts himſelf : 
So cunning, and fo. young, is wonderful, 
Gl. My Lord, wilt pleaſe you paſs along ? 
My ſelf, and my good Couſin Buckingham, 
Will to your Mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 
Yor. What, will you go unto the Tower, my Lord ? 
Prin. My Lord ProteCtor will have it ſo. 


by: * 


Yor. I ſhall nor fleep in quiet at the Tower, 

Glo. Why, what ſhould you fear ? 

Yor. Marry, my Uncle Clarence angry Ghoſt : 
My Grandam told me, he was murther'd there, 
Prin, 1 fear no Uncles dead. 

Glo. Nor none that live, I hope. 

Prin. And if they live, I hope I need not fear, 
But come, my Lord, and with a heavy heart, 
Thinking on them, gol unto the Tower. 
[Eeunt Prince, York, Haſtings, and Dorſet, 


Manent Richard, Buckingham «nd Catesby, 


Buck, Think you, my Lord, this little prating 7; 
Was not incenſed by his ſubtle Mother, bs als 
To taunt and ſcorn you thus opprobrioully ? 
Gloft. No doubt, no doubt : Oh'tis a parlous Boy 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable : ; 
He 1s all the Mothers, from top-to toe. 
Buck, Well let them reſt : Come hither Carey, 
Thouart ſworn as deeply to effet what we intend, 
As cloſely to conceal what we impart : 
Thou know'ſt our reaſons urg?d upon the way, 
What think*ſt thou ? is it notan eaſie matter, 
To make William Lord Haſtings of our mind, 
For the Inſtalment of this Noble Duke 
[n the ſeat Royal of this famous lile ? 
Cates. He for his Fathers ſake ſo loves the Priace, 
That he will not be won to ought againſt him. 
Buck, What think*ſt thou then of Stanley ? Will not he? 
Cates, He will doall in all as Haſtings doth. 
Buck, Well then, no more but this : 
Go gentle Caresby, and as it were far off, 
Sound thou Lord Haſtings, 
How he doth ſtand affected to our purpoſe, 
And ſummon him to morrow to the Tower, 
To ſit about the Coronation. 
If thou doſt find him traQtable to us, 
Encourage him, and tell him all our reaſons: 
If he be laden, icy, cold, unwilling, 
Be thou ſo too, and ſo break off the talk, 
Ard give us notice of his inclination: 
For we to morrow hold divided Councils, 
W herein thy ſelf ſhalt highly be employ'd. 
Rich, Commend me to Lord William : tell him (Catedy) 
His ancient Knot of dangerous Adverſaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Caſtle, 
And bid my Lord, for joy of this good News, 
Give Miltreſs Shore one gentle Kiſs the more. 
Buck, Good Catesby, go effect this buſineſs ſoundly. 
Cates. My good Lords both, with all the heed I can. 
Rich, Shall we hear from you Catesby, ere we lleep ? 
Cates, You ſhall, my Lord. 
Rich. At Crosby Houſe there ſhall you find us both. 
[Exit Catesby. 
Buck, Now, my Lord, 
What ſhall we do, if we perceive 
Lord Haſtings will not yield to our Complots ? 
Rich, Chop off his Head : 
Something we will determine : 
And look when I am King, claim thou of me 
The Earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables 
Whereof the King, my Brother, was poſleſt. 
Buck, Ile claim that promiſe at your Graces hand. 
Rich. And look to have it yielded with all kindacls 
Come, let us ſup betimes, that afterwards 


We may digeſt our complots in ſome form. [ Exemn. 


_—— 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter a Meſſenger to the Door of Haſtings. 
Af. My Lord, my Lord. 


, 


Haſ, 
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—Haſt. Who knocks ? 
Meſ. One from the Lord Stanly, 
Haſt. Whar ig a Clock ? 
Meſ. Upon the ſtroak of four. 
Enter Lord Haſtings. 
Haſt.Cannot my Lord Stanly ſleep theſe tedious Nights ? 
Meſ. So it appears by what I have to ſay : 
Firſt, he commends him to your Noble ſelf, 
Haſt. What then ? ' 
Meſ. Then certifies your Lordſhip, that this Night 
He dreamt, the Boar had raiſed off his Helm : 
Beſides, he fays there are two Councils kept ; 
And that may be determin'd at the one, 
Which may make you and him to rue at th*other. 
Therefore he ſends to know your Lordſhips pleaſure, 
if you will preſently take Horſe with him, 
And with all ſpeed poſt with him toward the North, 
To ſhun the danger that his Soul divines. 
Haſt. Go Fellow, go, return unto thy Lord, 
Bid him not fear the ſeparated Council] : 
His Honour and my ſelf are at the one, 
And at the other is my good Friend Caresby z 
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us, 
Whereof I ſhall not have Intelligence - 
Tell him his Fears are ſhallow, without inſtance. 
And for his Dreams, I wonder he's fo fimple, 
Totrult the mock*ry of unquiert {lumbers. 
To flye the Foar, before the Boar purſues, 
Were toincenſe the Boar to follow us, 
And make purſuit, where he did mean to chaſe, 
Go, bid thy Maſter riſe, and come to me, 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where he ſhall ſee the Boar will uſe us kindly. | 
Meſ. Vle go, my Lord, and tell him what you ſay. 
[ Exit, 
Enter Catesby. 
Cates, Many good morrows to my Noble Lord. 
Haſt. Good morrow, Catesby, you arecarly ſtirring : 
What news, what news in this our totUring State ? 
Cates. It isa recling World indeed, my Lord : 
And I believe will never ſtand upright, 
Till chard wear the Garland of the Realm. 
Haft. How ! wear the Garland ? 
Do'ſt thou mean the Crown ? 
Cates. I, my good Lord. 
Ha.Vle have this Crown of mine cvt from my Shoulders, 
Before I'le ſte the Crown ſo foul miſ-plac'd : 
But canſt thou gueſs, that he doth aim at it ? 
Cates, I, on my life, and hopes to find you forward, 
Upon his Party, for the gain thereof : 
And thereupon he ſends you this good news, 
That this ſame very day your Enemies, 
The Kindred of the Queen, muſt die at Pomfree. 
Haſt. Indeed 1 am no mourner for that news, 
Becauſe they have been ſtill my Adverſaries : 
But that I'le give my voice on Richards (ide, 
To bar my Maſters Heirs in true Deſcent, 
God knows I will notdo it to the death. | 

Cates, God keep your Lordſhip in that gracious mind. 

Haſt. But I ſhall laugh at this a twelve-month hence, 
That they which brought me in my Maſters hate, 
| live to look upon their Tragedy. 

Well Caresby, &re a Fort-night make me older, 
Ple ſend fome packing, that yet think not on't. _. 

Cates, *Tisa vile thing todye, my gracious Lord, 
When men are unprepar*d, and look not for it. 

Haſt. O monſtrous, monſtrous! and fo falls ir. out 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Gray : and ſo *twill do 
With ſome men elſe, that think themſelves as ſafe 
Asthouand I, who (as thou know'lt) aredear 
To Princely Richard, and Buckingham. 

Cates, The Princes both make high account of you, 
For they account his Head upon the Bridge. : 

Haſt. 1 know they do, and I have well deſerv'd it. 


Think you, but that 1 know the State ſecure, 


' Your Honour hath no ſhriving werk in hand.. » 


[ Aſide. | 


Emer Lord Stanly: | 
Come on, come on, where 1s your Boar: ſpear, man ? 
Fear you the Boar, and go ſo unprovided?  __. 
Stan, My Lord, good morrow, good morrow,Catesby : 
You may jeaſt on, but by the holy Rood, R 
] do not like theſe ſeveral Councils, I. ; 
Haſ#. My Lord, I hold my Life as dear as yours, 
And never in my days, [ do protelk, , 
Was it ſo precious tome, as *tis now : 


| would be ſorriumphaar as 1 am ? Wo 
St, The Lords at Pomfret, when they rode from London, 
Were jocund, and ſuppos'd their ſtates were ſure, | 
And they indeed had no cauſe to miſtruſt : 
Bur yet you lee, how ſoon the day o're-caft. 
The ſadden ſtab of Rancour I mildoubt, _ 
Pray God (I lay) I prove a needlef; Coward. 
W har, ſhall we toward the Tower ? the day is ſpent. 
Hajt. Come, come, have with you : | 
Wor you what, my Lord, | 
To day the Lords you talk of are beheaded. 
Sr. They, tor their truth,might better wear their Heads, | 
Than fome that have accugd them, wear their Hats. ... | 
But come, my Lord, let's away. | 
Enter a Purſutvant, | JOS" 
Haſt. Goon before, Vle talk with this good Fellow. 
[Exit Lord Stanly and Catesby. 
How now, Sirrah ? how goesthe World with thee ? 
Purſ. The better, that your Lordſhip pleaſe to ask. 
Haſt. | tell thee man, ?cis better with me now, 
Than when thou mer'ſt me laſt, wherenow we meet ; 
Then was I going Priſoner to the Tower, 
By the ſuggeltion of the Queens Allies. 
But now 1 tell thee (keep it to thy felt). 
'Thisday thoſe Enemies are put to death; 
Andl1 in better ſtate than &rel was, ; 
Purſ. God hold it, to your Honours good content. 
Haſt. Gramercy Fellow: there drink that for me. 
| "ur [Throws him hjs Purſe, 
[Exit Pur ſuivant, 
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Purſ.lthank your Honour, 
Enter a Prieſt, > + 

Prieſt. Well met,my Lord,l am glad to ſee yooar Honour, |. 
Haſt. 1 thank thee; good Sir Jchz, with all my heart; þ 
I am in your debt, for your laſt Exerciſe: | 
Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you. | 
Prieſt. Ple wait upon your Lordſhip. 

| [Enter Buckingham. >, 208 K 
Buck V Vhatztalking with a Priz{t, Lord Chamberlain? | 
Your Friends at Pomfret, they do nced the Prieſt, 


Haſt. Good faith, and'when met this holy Man; 
The men ycu talk of came into my mind. 
V Vhat, go you toward the Tower ? | 
Puck. 1 Co, my Lord, þut long 1 cannot ſtay there : 
| ſhall return before your Lordſhipthence. 
Haſt. Nay, like enqughy for 1 ſtay Dinner. there. | 
Buck, And Supper too, although thou knowſt it not. | 


Come, will you go ? 
Haſt. Vle wait upon your Lordſhip. 


| 


CExeun, | 
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Scena Tertia. 


Enter Sir Richard. Ratcliffe, with . Halberds, carrying the | 

Nobles to Death at Pomfrer, IF 

Rivers. Sir Richard Ratcliffe, let me tell thee this,” | 

'To day ſhalr thoy behold a Subject die, 1 

For Truth, for Duty, and for Loyalty.... +. :-.., * 
Gray, God bleſs the Prince from.all the pack of you; 

A Knot you are, of damned Blood-ſuckers. © þF 
Vauzh. You live, that ſhalt cry woe for this hereafter, 


| Rat. Diſpatch, the limic of your Lives is out. | 
SC | | Riv. 
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Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret | O thou bloody Priſon ! 
Fatal and ominous to Noble Peers , 

Within the guilty Cloſure of thy Walls, 
Richard the Second here was hackt to death - 
And for more ſlander to thy diimal Seat, 


'We give to thee our guiltleſs Blood to rink. 


Gray. Now Aargarets Curſe is faln upon our Heads, 
When ſhe exclaim?d on Haſtinos, you, and1I, 

For ſtanding by, when R:chard ftab'd her Son. 

Riv. Then cursd ſhe Richard, 

Then curs'd ſhe Buckingham, 

Then cnrgd ſhe Haſtings. O remember God, 

To hear her Prayer for them, as now for us : 


| As for my Silter, and her Princcly Sons, 


Be ſatish'd, dear God, with our true Blood, 

Which as thou know?lt, unjuſtly mult bz ſpilt. 

Rat. Make haſte, the hour of death is now expir?d. 
Riv. Come Gray, come YVaughan, let us here embrace, 
Farewel, until we mcet 2gain in Heaven. [Execnnt. 


— 


Pn —— 


Scena ©uarta. 


Enter Buckingham, Derby, Raſtings, B:ſhop of Ely, Nor- 
folk, Ratcliffe, Lovel, with o:hers, at a Table, 


| Haſt. Now Noble Peers, the cauſe why we are met, 
Is to determine of the Coronation : 
In Gods Name ſpeak, when is tke Royal day ? 
Buck. Is all things ready for the Royal time ? 
Derb. It is, and wants but Nomination. 
Ely. To morrow then | judge a happy day. 
Buck, W ho knows the Lord Protectors mind herein ? 
Who is moſt inward with the Noble Duke ? 

"4 Your Grace, we think, ſhould ſooneſt know his 
mind. 
Buck. We know each others Faces : for our Hearts, 
He knows no more of mine, than I of yours, 
Or 1 of his, my Lord, than you of mine : 


K Lord Haſtings, you and he are near in love. 


Haſt. 1 thank his Grace, I know he loves me well : 
But for his purpoſe in the Coronation, 
l have not ſounded him, nor he deliver'd 
His gracious pleaſure any way therein : 
But yon, my Honourable Lord, may name the time, 
And in the Dukes behalf Þle give my Voice, 
Which I preſume he?ll take in gentle part. 

Enter Glouceſter. 
Ely. I happy time here comes the Duke himſelf. 


| have been long a ſleeper : but 1 truſt, 

My abſence doth negleCt no great deſign, 

Which by my preſence might have been concluded. 

Buck. Had you not come upon your Q_my Lord, 

William, Lord Haſtings, had pronounc'd your part ; 

I mean your Voice, for Crowning of the King. 
Rich.Than my Lord Haſtings, no man newer, A bolder, 

His Lordſhip knows me well, and loves me well. 

My Lord of Ely, whenI was laſt in Holbourn, 

I ſaw good Strawberries in your Garden there, 

[ do beſeech you, ſend for ſome of them. 

| Ely. Marry and will, my Lord, with all my heart. 


Rich. Couſin of Buckingham, a word with you. 
Cartesby hath ſounded Haſtings in our buſineſs, 
And finds the teity Gentleman ſo hor, 
That he will loſe his Head, ere give conſent 
His Maſter*s Child, as worſhiptully he tearms it, 
Shall loſe the Royalty of Englands Throne. | 
Buck, Withdraw your felt a while, Ple go with you. 

[ Exennt, 
Derb, We have not yet ſet down this day of Triumph : 
To aorrow,, in my judgment, is too fudden, 


Rich. My Noble Lords, and Coulins all, good mortow : 


[Exit Biſhop. 


: 


For I my ſelf am not ſo well provided, 
As elſe I would be, were the day prolong'd. 


Enter Biſhop of Ely. 


Ely. Where is my Lord, the Duke of Gloceſter ? 
I have ſent for theſe Strawberries. 
Ha.His Grace looks chearfully and ſmooth this morning 
There?s ſome conceit or other likes him well, 
W hen that he bids Good morrow with ſuch Spirit. 
| think there's never a Man in Chriſtendom 
Can leſſer hide his love, or hate than he, 
For by his Face ſtraight ſhall you know his Heart. 

Derb. What of his Heart perceive youin his Face, 
By any livelihood he ſhew?d to day 2? ; 

Haſt. Marry that with no man here he is offended; 
For were he, he had ſhewn it in his Looks. 


Enter Richard, and Buckingham. 


Rich, I pray you all, tell me what they deſerve, 
Thar do conſpire my death with deviliſh Plots 
Of damned Witchcraft, and that have prevail'd 
Upon my Body with their Helliſh Charmes. 

Haſt. The tender love I bear your Grace, my Lord, 
Makes me moſt forward, in this Princely preſence, 
To doom th* Offenders, whoſoe”re they be: 
| ſay, my Lord, they have deſerved death. 

Kich, Then be your Eyes the witneſs of their Evil, 
Look how I am bewitchd : behold mine Arm 
Is like a blaſted Sapling wither'd up : 

And this is Eawar@s Wife, that monſtrous Witch, 

Conſorted with that Harlot, Strumpet Shore, 

That by their Witchcraft thus have marked me. 
Haw. If they have done this deed, my Noble Lord. | 
Rich, 1f ? thou ProteCtor of this damned Strumpet, | 

Talkſt thou to me of Iffs ; Thou art a Traytor, | 

Off with his Head ; now by Saint Paw I ſwear, 

I will not dine, untill ſee the ſame. 

Lovel and Ratcliffe, look that it be done : 

The reſt that love me, riſe, and follow me. [Exe 

Manent Lovel and Ratcliffe , with the Lord 

Haſtings. 


Haſt. Woe, woe for England, not a whit for me, 
For I, too fond, might have prevented this : 
Stanly did dream, the Boar aid rowze our Helmes, 
And I did ſcorn it, and diſdain to flye: 
T hree times to day my Foot-Cloth-Horſe did ſtumble, 
And ſtarted, when he looked upon the Tower, 
As loath to bear meto the ſlaughter-houſe. 
O now l need the Prieſt that ſpake to me : 
| now repent I told the Purſuivant, 
As too triumphing, how mine Enemies 
To day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd, 
And I my ſelf ſecure, in grace and favour. 
Oh Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy Curſe 
Is lighted on poor Haſtimy*s wretched Head. 
Ka. Come,come, dilpatch,the Duke would be atdianer, 
Make a ſhort Shrift, he longs to ſee your Head. 
Haſt. O momentary grace of mortal men, 
W hich we more hunt for, than the grace of God / 
Who builds his hope in air of your good Looks, 
Lives like a drunken Sailor on a Malt, 
Ready with every Nod to tumble down 
Into the fatal Bowels of the Deep. 
Lov. Come, come, diſpatch, *tis bootleſs to exclaim. | 
Haſt. O bloody Richard, miſerable Enzlard, 
[ propheſic the feartullſt time to thee, 
T hatever wretched Age hath look*'d upon. 
Come, lead meto the Block, bear him my Head, 
They ſmile at me, who ſhortly [all be dcad. 


8 E x(t. 
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.. Richard. a nd Buckingham, in rotzew Armour mar- 
Leer RicharCs vellons it favourld, 
Rich. Com: Coun, 
Cuwit chou qta*2> a1 chaaz2 thy colour, 
zrther thy breath in mid lle of a word, 
And then again b2gin, and {tp again, 
As if thou W2re diltcauzht, and mad with terror ? 
Buck. Tat, I can counterfeit che deep Tragedian, 
6pzak» and look back, and prie on every ide, 
Tremble, and {tarc at wagging of a Straw ! 
ſacending d2ep (aſpition, galtly Loo ks 
Areat my ſervice, like enforced Smiles ; 
and both are ready in their O flices, 
At any time to grace my Scratagems. 
But what 15 Catesby gone ? 
' Rich. He is, and ſee he brings the Mayor along. 


Enter the Mayor and Catesby. 


Buck, Lord Mayor. 

Rich, L29k to the Draw-bridge there. 

Buck, Heark, a Drum. 

Rich, Catesby, o'relook the Walls. 

Buck Lord Mayor, the reaſon we have ſent. 

Rich, L90k back, defend there, here are Enemirs. 
Buck. God and our Innocency defend, and guard us. 


Enter Lovel and Ratcliffe, with Haſtings {Jead, 


Rich. B2 patient, they are Friends : Ratcliffe and Lovel. 
;- Lyv. Here is the Head of that ignoble 1 raitor, 

The dangerous and unſuſpetted Haſtmgs. 

' Rich. Sodear | lov'd the man, that | muſt weep : 
[took him for the plaineſt harmleſs Creature, 

That breath*d upon the Earth, a Chriſtian: 

Made him my Book, wherein my Soul recorded 

The Hiſtory of her ſecret thoughts. 

So ſmooth he daub'd his Vice with ſhew of Vertue. 

That his apparent open Guwlrt omiited, 

| mean his Converſation with Shores Wife, 

He liv'd from all Attainder of ſuſpects. 

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'lt ſhelter?d Traitor 
| That ever liv'd. | 

Would you imagine, or almoſt believe, 

Wert not, that by great preſervation 

We.live to tell it, that the ſubtle Traitor 

Thisday had plotted, in the Connſel-Houſe, 

To murther me, and my good Lord of Gloſter. 


Miy. Had he done fo ? 

Rich,, What ! think you we are Turks, or Infidels ? 
Or that we would, againlt the form of Law, 
Proceed thus raſhly in the Villains death, 

But that the extream peril of the calc, 

The Peace of England, and our Perſons ſafety, 
Enforc*d us to this Execution. 

May. Now fair befall you, he deſerv'd his death, 
And your good Graces both have well proceeded, 
To warn falſe Traitors from the like Attempts. 
Buck, 1 never look*d for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with Miſtreſs Shore : 

Yet had we not determia'd he ſhould die, 

Until your Lordſhip came to ſee his end, _ 

Which now the loving haſte of theſe our Friends, 
Something againſt our meanings, have prevented z 
Becauſe, my Lord, I would have had you beard 
The Traitor ſpeak, and tinferouſly confeſs 

he manner aad the purpoſe of his Treaſons : 

hat you might well have ſignify'd the ſame 

Unto the Citizens, who haply may 

Miſconſtrue us in him, and wail his death. 
May. But, my good Lord,your Graces words {ail terve, 
As well as | had icen, and heard him ſpeax : 


SES 


Rich, Goafter, after, Couſin Buckingham, 
The Mayor towards Guild-Hall hyes him in all poſt- 
There, at your mecteſt vantage of the time,  __ 
[Infer the Baſtardy of Edward*s Children, 
Tell them, how Edward put to death a Citizen,,..-, . 
Only for ſaying, he would make his Son Wo 
Heir to the Crown, meaning indeed his Houſe 


or which Fp 


With revercnd Fathers, and well-learned B 
Buck, 1 go, and towards three or four a Clock 
Look for the Newsthat the Gmild- Habaffords. _ ... 


Rich, Go, Lovell, with all ſpeed to Doctor” 
Go thou to Fryar Bexker, bid them both 
Meet me within this hour at Baynard's Caſtle. 
Now will Il go to take ſome privy Order, 
To draw the Brats of Clarence out of ſight, 
And to give order, that no manner of perſon 
Have any time recourſe unto the Princes. 


Enter a Scrivener. 


Rich. How now, how now, what ſay the C 
Buck, Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, 
The Citizens are mum, fay not a word. 

Rich. Touch*d you the Baſtardy of Edwa 
Buck, 1 did, with his Contract with Lady Zucy, * 
And his Gontract by Deputy in France, .. 
Ttvunſatiate greedineſs of his deſire, 
And his enforcement of the City W ves, 


"And do not doubt, right Noble Princes both 

Burt I'le acquaint our dateous Citizens ; 

With all your juit proceedings in this caſe. 
Rich. And to that end we wifh'd your Lo 

TPavoid the Cenſures of the carping World. 

| Fx-k., Which fiace youcome too late of our i 

Yet witnels what you hear wedid intend : 
And ſo, my good Lord Mayor, we bid farewel. 


[Exit Mayor. | 


. I 


Which, by the Sign thereof was termed fo. 
Moreover, urge his hateful Luxury, 
And beſtial appetite in change of Luſt, 
Which ſtrercht?d unto their Servants, Daughters, 
Even where his raging Eye, or favage Heart, 
Without controll, luſted to make a prey. 
Nay, tor aneed, thus far come near my Perſon. : 
Tell them, when that my Mother went with Chili 
Of that inſatiate Edward, Noble Terk, 
My Princely Father then had Wars i: #- ce, 
Ard by true computation of the time, 
Found, that the Iſſue was not his begot : * 
Which well appear*d in his Lineaments, 
Being nothing like the Noble Duke, my Father : 
Yer touch this ſparingly, as *twere far off, | 
Becauſe, my Lord, you know my Mother lives, 
Buck, Doubt not, my Lord, Ple 
As if the Golden Fee, 
Vere for my ſelf : and ſo, my Lord, adieu. - -_-,;.-. 7 
Rich, If you thrive well, bring them to Baytards Caitle a 
Where you ſhall find me well accompanied A 


ead, 


play the Orator, | | ] | 


[Ex 


Scr. Here is the Indictment of the good Lord #, 
Which in a ſet hand fairly is engroſgd. 

That it may be to day read o're in Paws. 

And mark how well the ſequel hangs together : 
Eleven hours I have ſpent to write it over, 

For yeſter-night by Catesby was it ſent me, 

The Precedent was full as long a doing, 

And yet within theſe five hours Haſtings liv?d, 
Untainted, unexamin'd, free, at liberty. 

Here's a good World the while; who'is ſo groſs 
That cannot ſee this palpable device ? 
Y<t who ſo bold, but fay he ſees it not ? 

Bad is the World, and all will come to nought, 
When ſuch ill dealing muſt be ſeen in thought. 


Enter Richard and Buckingham at ſeveral doors... .  } 3 
itizens 2.” 
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His Tyranny for Triftes, his own Baltardy, 
As being got, your Father then in France, 
And his reſemblance, being not like the Duke. 
Withal, 1 did infer your Lineaments, 

Being the right /dea of your Father, 

Both in your form, and Nobleneſs of Mird : 
Laid open all your Victories in Scorland, 

Your Diſcipline in War, Wiſdom in Peace, 


.| Your Bovnty, Vertue, fair Humility : 


Indeed, left nothing fitting for your purpoſe, 
Untoucht, or ſleightly handled in dilcourſe. 
And when my Oratory grew toward end, 


| I bid them that did love their Countries good, 


Cry, God fave Richard, England*s Royal King. 

Rich. And did they fo ? 

Buck, No, ſo God help me, they ſpake not a word, 
But like dumb Statues or breathing Stones, 


4 Scar*d each on other, and look*d deadly pale : 


| Which whenl ſaw, | reprehended them, 

And ask*d the Mayor, what meant this wilful ſilence ? 
| His anſwer was, the people were not uſed 

To be ſpoke to, but by the Recorder. 

Then he was urg'd to tell my Tale again : 

Thus ſaith th: Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr?d, 
But nothing ſpoke in warrant from himſelt. 

When he had done, ſome followers of mine own, 


| At lower end of the Hall, hurPd up their Caps, 


And ſome ten voices cry*'d, God faye King Richard: 
And thus I took the vantage of thoſe few. 

Thanks, gentle Citizens and Friends, quoth I, 
This general applauſe, and chearful ſhout, 

Argyes your wiidom, and your love to Richira; 


And evtht here brake oft;* and came away. 
\ Rich. What Tongne-leſs Blocks were they, 


| Would they not ſpeak ? 
Willriot the Mayor then, and his Brethren, come ? 
Buck, The Mayor is here at hand : intend ſome fear, 
Be not you ſpoke with, but by mighty ſuit : 
And look you get a Prayer-Book in your hand, 
And ſtand between two Church-men, good my Lord, 
For 6n that ground le make a holy Deſcant : 
{| And be not eaſily won toour requeſts, 
Play the Maids part, ſtill anfixer nay, and take it. 
"Rich. I go: andifyou plead as well for them, 
AsI can ſay nay to thee for my ſelf, 
doubt we bring it to a happy illue. 
uck, Go, go up to the Leads, the Lord Mayor knocks. 


Enter Lord Mayor, and Citizens. 


| Welcome my Lord, I dance attendance here, 
{ I think the Duke will not be ſpoke withall. 
Enter Catesby. 
Buck. Now Caresby, what ſays your Lord to my requeſt ? 
Cates. He doth intreat your Grace, my Noble Lord, 
To vilit him to morrow, or next day : 
He is within, with two right Reverend Fathers, 
Divinely bent to Meditation, 
And in no worldly Snits would he be mov*d, 
Todraw him from his holy Exercile. 
* Buck, Return, good Catesby, to the gracious Duke, 
Tell him, my ſelf, the Mayor and Aldermen, 
In deep deſigns, inmatter of great moment, 
No l:is importing than our general Good, 


. 


' Are come to have ſome conference with his Grace. 


Cates, Ple fignifie ſo much unto him ſtraight. [Exir. 
Bick, Ah ha, my Lord, this Prince is not an Edward, 

He is nor lulling on a lew*d Love-Bed : 

Bur on his Knees at Meditation : 

Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans, 

But m:ditating with two deep Divines : 

Not ſleeping, eo engroſs his idle Body, 

Bat praying, to enrich his watchful Soul. 

Happy were England, would this vertuous Prince 


| 


1 


Take on his Grace the Soveralignty thereof. 
But ſurel fear we ſhall not win him to it. 
Mayor, Marry God defend his Grace ſhould fa 
Buck, 1 fear he will: here Catesby comes again 
Enter Catesby. 


J Us nay, 


| Now Catesby, what ſays his Grace ? 


Cates. He wonders to what end you have aſlembled 
Such troops of Citizens to come to him, 
His Grace not being warn'd thereof before : 
He fears, my Lord, you mean no good to him. 

Buck, Sorry I am, my Noble Couſin ſhould 
Suſpect me, thatTI mean no good to him : 
By Heaven, we come to him 1n perfect love, 
And ſo once more return, and tell his Grace. 
W hen holy and devout Religious men 
Are at their Beads, 'tis much to draw them thence 
So ſweet Is Zealous Contemplation. ; 


[Exm, 


Enter Richard aloft, between two Biſhops. 


Ma See where his Graceſtands *tween two Clergymen. 
Buck. Two Props of Vertue, for a Chriſtian Prince, 
To ſtay him from the fall of Vanity : 
And ſee a Book of Prayer in his hand, 
True Ornaments to know a holy Man. 
Famous Plantagener, moſt gracious Prince, 
Lend favourable ear to our requeſts, 
And pardon us the interruption 
Of thy Devotion and right Chriſtian Zeal. 
Rich. My Lord, there needs no ſuch Apology : 
I do belſeech your Grace to pardon me, 
Who earneſt in the ſervice of th? high God, 
Deferr*d the viſitation of my Friends. 
But leaving this, what is your Graces pleaſure ? 
Buck, Even that (I hope) which pleaſeth God above, 
And all good men, of this ungovern'd Ifle. 
Rich, | doſuſpect I have done ſome offence, 
That ſeems diſgracious in the Cities Eye, 
And that you come to reprehend my Ignorance. 
Buck, You have, my Lord, | 
Would it might pleaſe your Grace, 
Oa our entreaties to amend your favlt. 
Rich, Elſe wherefore breathe I in a Chriſtian Land. 
Buck, Know then, it is your fault that you reſign 
T he Supream Seat, the Throne Majeſtical, 
The Sceptred office of your Anceſtors, 
Your State of Fortune, and your dueof Birth, 
The Lineal Glory of your Royal Houſe, 
To the corruption of a blemiſh'd Stock : 
Whiles in the mildneſs of your ſleepy thoughts, 
(Which ftere we waken to our Countries good,) 


| The Noble lile doth want his proper Limbs : 


His Face defac'd with skars of Intamy, 

His Royal Stock graft with ignoble Plants, 

And almoſt ſhouldred in the ſwallowing Gulf 

Of dark forgetfulneſs, and deep Oblivion. 

Which to recure, we heartily ſolicit 

Your gracious ſelf to take on you the charge 

And Kingly Government of this your Land - 

Not as Protector, Steward, Subſtitute, 

Or lowly Fattor, for anothers gain ; 

But as ſucceſſively, from Blood to Blood, 

Your right of Birth, your Empiry, your own. 

For this, conſorted with the Citizens, 

Your very Worſhipful and loving Friends, 

And by their vehement inſtigation, 

In this juſt Cauſe come I to mqve your Grace. 
Kich. 1 cannot tell, it to depart in ſilence, 

Or bitterly to ſpeak in your reproof, 

Beſt fitteth my Degree, or your Condition. 

For not to anſwer, you might haply think 

Tongue-ty'd Ambition, not replying, yiclded 

To bearthe Golden Yoak of Soveraignty, 

Which fondly you would here impoſe on me. 
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If to reprove you for this ſuir of yours, 

$9 ſeaſon?d with your faithful love to me, 

Then on the other ſide I check*d. my Friends. 
Therefore to ſpeak, and to avoid the firſt, 

And then in ſpeaking, not to incur the laſt, 
Definitively thus I anſwer you. 

Your love deſerves my thanks, but my deſert 
Unmeritable, ſhuns your high requeſt. 

Firſt, if all Obſtacles were cut away, 

Andthat my Path were even to the Crown, 

A5 the ripe Revenue, and due of Birth : 

Yet ſo much is my poverty of Spirit, 

So mighty, and ſo many my detects, 

That I would rather hide me from my Greatneſs, 
-}Being a Bark to brook no mighty Sea z 

Than in my Greatneſs covct to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my Glory fmother'd. 

. [But God be thank*d, there is no need of me, 

And much I need to help you, were taere need : 

The Royal Tree hath left us Royal Fruit, 

Which mellow'd by the ſtealing hours of time, 

Will well become the Seat of Majeſty, 

And make us (no doubt) happy by his Reign. 

On him I lay that, you would lay on me, 

The Right-and Fortune of. his happy Stars, 

Which God defend that I ſhould wring from him. 

Buck, My Lord, this argues Conſcience in your Grace, 
But the reſpects thereof are nice, and trivial, 
Allcircumſtances well conſidered. 

Youſay, that Edward is your Brothers Son, 

$0 fay wetoo, but not by Edwards Wite : 

For firſt was he contract to Lady Lucy, 

Your Mother lives a witneſs to his V ow, 

And afterward by ſubſtitute betroth*d 

To Bona, Siſter to the King of France. 

Theſe both put off a poor Petitioner, 

ACare-craz*d Mother to a many Sons, 

A Beauty-waining, and diſtreſſed Widow, 

Even in the after-noon of her beſt day, 

Made prize and purchaſe of his wanton Eye, 

Seduc'd the pitch, and height of his degree, 

To baſe declenfion, ard loath'd Bigamic. 

By her, in his unlawful B-d, he got 

This Edward, whom our Manners call the Prince. 

More bitterly could I expoſtulate, 

Save that for reverence of ſome alive, 

| give a ſparing limit to my Tongue. 

Then, good my Lord, take to your Royal ſelf 

This proff:zr*d benefit of Dignity : 

If not to bleſs us, and the Land withal, 

Yet to draw forth your Noble Anceltry 

From the corruption of abuſing times, 

Untoa Lineal true derived courſe. 

Mayor. Do, good my Lord, your Citizens intreat you, 
Buck, Refuſe not, mighty Lord, this proffer*d love. 
Cates, O- make them joyful, grant their lawful ſuit. 
Rich, Alas, why would you heap this Care on me ? 
[am unfit for State, and Majeſty : 

[ do beſeech you take it not amiſs, 

| cannot, nor [ will not yield to you. 

Buck. If you refuſe it, as in love and zeal, 
Loth to depoſe the Child your Brothers Son, 
As well we know your tenderneſs of Heart, 
And gentle, kind, effeminate remorſe, 
Which we have noted in you to your Kindred, 
And equally indeed to all Eſtates: 

Yet know, where you accept our ſhit, or no, 
Your Brothers Son ſhall never reign our King) 
But we will plant ſome other in the Throne, 
Tothe diſgrace and down-fall of your Houle : 
And in this reſolution here we leave you. | 
Come Citizens, we will intreat no more. CE xewnt. 
Cates, Call him again, ſweet Prince, accept Thelr ul * 
[fyoudeny them, all the Land will rue it. 


OO 


| 


-| And in good time, here the Licutenant comes. 


{| 1 am their Mother, who ſh: 


Rich, Will you enforce me to a world of Cares ? 
Call them again, I am not made of Stones, 
But penetrable to your kind entreaties, 
Albeit againſt my Conſcience and my Soul. 
Enter Buckingham and the reſt, 
Couſin of Buckengham, and Sage men, 
SInce you will buckle Fortune on my back, 
To bear her burthen, whether, I will or no, 
| mult have patience to endure the Load : 
But if black Scandal, or foul-fac'd Reproach, | 
Artend the ſequel of your Impoſition, . 
Your meer enforcement ſhall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ſtains thereof, 
For God doth know, and you may partly ſee, 
How far 1 am from the deſire of this. 
Mayor. God bleſs your Grace, we ſee it, and will fay it. 
Kich, In ſaying ſo, you ſhall but ſay the truth. 
Buck, Then I falute you with this Royal Title, 
Long live King &chard, Enelands worthy King, 
All. Amen. 
Buck, To morrow may it pleaſe you to be Crown?d. 
Kich. Even when you pleaſe, for you will have it ſo. 
Buck. Tomorrow then we will attend your Grace, - 
And ſo molt joyfully we take our leave. 
Rich. Come, letus to our holy Work again. 
Farewel my Couſins, farewel gentle Friends. 


; LExeant. 


Attus Vuartus. Scena Prima, 


Enter the Queen, Anne Dutcheſs of Gloceſter, the Dutcheſs 
of York, and Marqueſs of Dorſet. 


Dutch, York. Who meets us here ? 
My Niece Plantagener, 
Led in the hand of her kind Aunt of Gloſter ? 
Now, for my Lite, ſhe's wandring tothe Tower, 
On pure hearts love, to greet the tender Prince. 
Daughter, well met. \ 
Anne, God give your Graces both a happy 
And a joyful time of day. 
£#. As much to you,'good Siſter : whither away ? 
Arne, No farther than the Tower, and as gueſs, 
Upon the like devotion as your ſelyes, 
To gratulate the gentle Princes there. 
Qs, Kind Siſter thanks,we'*ll never enter all together, 


Enter the Lieutenant. 


Maſter Lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 
How doth the Prince, and my young Son of York? 
Lien. Right well, dear Madam: by your patience, 
| may not ſuffer you to viſit them, 
The King hath ſtrictly charg'd the contrary, 
Qu. The King ? who's that? 
Lien. | mean the Lord Protector, 
Qs. The Lord protect him from the 
Harh he ſet bounds between the 6 


Ducch. Tork, 1am thei 
Anne. Their Aunt Law, 1 
Then bring me to theirwghts, Ple bear 
And take thy Office from thee, on my per 


Lieu. No, NM » no, I may noc leave Wi? 
| am bound byQath, and ——"— We, 
Emer Stanly. | 

Stan. Let me but meet you Ladies one hour hen 
And Ple ſalute your Grace of York, as ; SO 
And reverend looker on of two fair Queens: 
Come Madam, you muſt ſtraight to Weſtms 
There to be Crowned Richards Royal Queer 
Qs. Ah, cut my Lace aſunder, 
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That my pent Heart may have ſome ſcope to beat, | 

Or elſe I ſwoon with this dead- killing news. 

Am. Deſpightful tidings, O unpleaſing news. 

Dorſ.Be of good chear : Mother, how fares your Grace ? 
#. O Dorſet, ſpeak not to me, get thee gone, 

Death and Deſtruction dogs thee at thy heels, 

Thy Mothers Name is ominous to Children. 


; {If thou wilt out-ſtrip Death, go croſs the Seas, 


And live with R:chmond, from the reach of Hcll, 
Go hye thee, hye thee from this ſlaughter-houle, 
Leſt thou increaſe the number of the dead, 
And make me die the thrall of Margarers Curſe, 
Nor Mother, Wife, nor England's counted Queen. 
' Stan. Full of wiſe care is this your Counſel, Madam : 
Take all the ſwift advantage of the hours : 
You ſhall have Letters from me to my Son, 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way : 
Be not-ta'ne tardy by unwiſe delay. 
Duc. Yor. O ill diſperſing Wind of Mifery, 
O my accurſed Womb, the Bed of Death: 
A Cockagrice haſt thou hatch'd to the World, 
Whoſe unavoided Eye is Murtherous. 
Stan, Come, Madam, come, I in all haſte was ſent. 
An. And | with all unwillingneſs will go. 
O would to God, that the incluſive Verge 
Of Golden Metal, that muſt round my Brow, 
Were red hot Steel to ſear me to the Brains, 
Anointed Ictme be with deadly Venom, 
And dic &re Men ſay, God fave the Queen. 
2s. Go, go, poor Soul, I envy not thy Glory, 
To feed my. humour wiſh thy ſelf no harm. 
Amn, No : why ? When hethat is my Husband now, 
Came to me, as I follow?d Henry's Coarſe, 


W hich iſſuzd from my other Angel Husband, 

And that dear Saint, which then 1 weeping follow'd : 
O, when I ſay, 1 look*d on Richard®s Face, 

This was my With : Be thou (quoth 1) accurſt, 

For making me, fo young, ſo old a Widow : 

And when thou wed'ſt, let Sorrow haunt thy Bed : 
And be thy Wife, if any be ſo mad, 

More miſerable, by the Lite of thee, 


1 Than thou haſt made me, by my dear Lords Death. 


Loe, ere I can repeat this Curſe again, 
Within ſo ſmall a time my Womans Heart 
Groſsly grew captive to his honey words, 
And prov'd the ſubject of mine own Souls Curſe, 
Which hirherto hath held-mine Eyes from reſt ; 
For never yet ore hour in his Bed 
Did I enjoy the golden dew of Slecp, 
But with his timorous Dreams was {till awak*d. 
Beſides, he hates me for my Father Warwick, 
And-will (no doubt ) ſhortly be rid of me. 
Qs. Poor heart, Adieu, I pity thy complaining. 
Ann. No more than with my Soul I mourn for yours. 
* Dorſ. Farewel, thou woful welcomer of Glory. 
Ann. Adiev, poor Soul, that tak'ſt thy leave of it. 
Duc. Yor. G6 thou to Richmond, and good fortune guide 
"5" Hy > [To Dorſet. 
and good Angels tend thee, [To Ann. 
y, and good-thoughts poſleſs thee, 
” eff [To the Queen. 
©, where Peace and reſt lye with me. 


owancient Stones, thoſe tender Babes, 

Whom#Eavy hath immur*d within your Walls, 
h Cradle for ſuch little pretty ones, 

agged Nurſe, old ſuHen Play-fellow, 


When ſcarce the Blood was well waſt*d from his hands, 


ader Princes: uſe my Babies well ; 


lh Sorrows bid your Stones farewel. __—_ 


—_—— 


Scena Secunda. 


Sound a Sonnet, Enter Richard in pomp, Buckingham 
by, Ratcliffe, Loyel. Canes 


Rich. Stand all apart, Couſin of Buckingham, 

Buck, My gracious Soveraign. 

Rich, Give me thy hand. 

Thus high, by thy advice, and thy aſſiſtance, 

Is King Kichard Seated : 

But ſhall we wear theſe Glories for a day ? 

Or ſhall they laſt, and we rejoice in them ? 
Buck, Still live they, and for ever let them laſt, 
Rich. Ah Buckingham, now dol play the Touch, 

To try if thou be current Gold indeed: 

Young Edward lives, think now what I would ſpeak. 
Buck. Say on, my loving Lord. 

Rich, Why, Puckingham, | ſay I would be King, 

Buck. Why ſoyou are, my thrice renowned Lord. 

Rich. Ha? aml King ?_*tis ſo : but Edward lives. 

Buck, True, Noble Prince. 

Rich, O bitter Conſequence ! 

That Edward (till ſhould live true Noble Prince. 

Couſin, thou walt not wont to be ſo dull. 

Shall I be plain? I wiſh the Baſtards dead, 

And I would have it ſuddenly perform'd. 

W hart ſay?[t thou now ? ſpeak ſuddenly, be brief. 

Buck. Your Grace may do your pleaſure. 

Rich. Tut, tur, thou art all Ice, thy kindneſs freezes : 
| Say, tave I thy conſent, that they ſhall die ? 

Buck,Give me ſome little breath, ſome pauſe,dear Lord, 
Before | poſitively ſpeak in this : 
| will reſolve you herein preſently. [Exit. Buckingham. 

Cates. The King is angry, ſee he gnaws his Lip. 

Rich, 1 will converſe with Iron-witted Fools, 

And unreſpeCtive Boys: none are for me, 

That look into me with conſiderate Eyes, 

High-reaching Buckingham grows circumſpect. 

Boy. 

Page. My Lord. 

Rich. Know'ſt thou not any, whom corrupting Gold 
Will tempt unto a cloſe exploitof Death ? 

Page. 1 knowa diſcontented Gentleman, 

W hoſe humble means match not his haughty ſpirit : 

Gold were as good as twenty Orators, 

And will (no doubt) tempt him to any thing, 

Rich, What is his Name ? 

Page. His Name, my Lord, is Tirrell, 

Rich, | partly know the Man : go call him hither, 
Boy. [Ext. 
The deep revolving witty Buckingham, 

No mot e ſhall be the neighbour to my Counſels. 

Hath he ſo long held out with me untyr'd, 

And ſtops he now for Breath ? Well, be it ſo. 

Enter Stanly. 

How now, Lord Stanly, what's the news ? 

Stan, Know, my loving Lord, the Marqueſs Dorſer, 

As hear, is fled to Richmond, 

In the, parts where he abides. 

Rich. Come hither, Catesby, rumor it abroad, 

That Arm my Wife is very grievous ſick, 

[ wilt take order for her keeping, cloſe. 


[Sornd, 


| Inquire me out ſome mean poor Gentleman, 


Whom I will marry ſtraight to Clarence Dayghter : 
The Boy is fooliſh, and I fear not him. 

Look how thou dreamyſt: 1 ſay again, give/out, 
That A» my Queen is ſick, and like to die. 
About it, for it ſtands me much upon 

To ſtop all hopes, whoſe growth may damage me. 
I muſt be married to my Brothers Daughter : 

Or elſe my Kingdom ſtands on brittle Glaſs : 
Murther her Brothers, and then marry her, 


Uncertain 
__ 


a 
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rain way of gain. Butlamin 
ef blood, that fin will pluck on ſin, 


Falling Pity dwells not in this Eye. 
__— Enter Tirrel, 


thy Name Tirrel ? 


= Het thou indeed ? 


Tir. Prove me, my gracious Lord, 


Tir. Pleaſe you : 
it | had rather kill two Enemies. 


Are they that I would have thee deal upon - 
Tirrel, | mean thoſe Baſtards in the Tower. 
Tir, Let me have © 
And ſoon le rid you trom the fear of them. 
Zich. Thou ſing?ſt ſweet Muſick : 
Heark, come hither irrel, | 
Go by this token : riſe, and lend thine Ear, 
There is no more but ſo - ſay it is done, 
And1will love thee, and prefer thee for it. 
Tir, I will diſpatch it ſtraight. 

Enter Buckingham. 


Thelate requeſt that you did ſound me in, 


Buck, 1 hear the news, my Lord. 


Tt! Earldom of Hereford, and the Moveables, 
Which you have promiſed I ſhall polleſs. 


Letters to Richmond, you ſhall anſwer it. 
Buck, W hat ſays _ 
Rich. 1 do remember me, Henry the Sixth 
Did Propheſie, that &chmond ſhould be King, 
When MWhmond was a little peeviſh Boy. 

A King perhaps. 

Buck, 


With ſuch contempt ? made I him King for this 

O let me think on Haftings, and be gone 

- | To Brecnock,, while my fcarful head is on. 
Enter Tirrel. 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloody ACt is done, 

The moſt Arch deed of piteous maſſacre 

That ever yet this Land was guilty of : 

Dighton and Forreſt, whom I did ſuborn 

Todo this piece of ruthful Butchery, 

Albeit they were fleſht Villains, bloody Dogs, 

Melted with tenderneſs, and mild compaſlion, 


O thus (quoth Dighton) lay the gentle Babes: 
Thus, thus (quoth Forreſt) girdling one another 
Within their Alabaſter innocent arms : 

Their lips were four red Roſes on a ſtalk, 

And their Summer Beauty kift each other. 

A Book of Prayers on their Pillow lay, 


But oh the Devil, there the Villain ſtopt : 
When Dighton thus told on, we ſmothered 
The molt repleniſhed ſweet work of Nature, 
That from the prime Creation e're ſhe framed. 


They could not ſpeak, and ſo 1 left them both, 
To bear theſe tydings to the bloody King, 
Emer Richard, 


Rich, Kind Tirrel, am | happy in the News ? 


Beget your happineſs, be happy then, 


ames Tirrel, and your moſt obedient Subjz(t. 
Zich, Dar'ſt thou relolve to kill a Friend of mine ? 


Zich. Why then thou haſt it: two deep Encmies, 
Foes tomy Reſt, and my ſweet ſleeps diſturbers, 


n means to come to them, 


CWhiſpers. 


Buck, My Lord, I have conlider*d in my mind, 

Rich, Well, let that reſt : Dorſet is fled to Richmond. 
Rich.” Stanly, he is your Wives Son © well, look unto it. 
Buck, My Lord, I claim the gift, my due by promiſe, 
For which your Honour and your Faith is pawn'd. 


Rich. Stanly, look to your Wife : if ſhe convey 
r Highneſs to my jult requeſt ? 


ay it pleaſe you to reſolve me in my ſuit. 
Rich. 'Thou troubleſt me, I am not in the vein. [ Exit. 
Buck, And is it thus ? repays he my deep ſervice 


Wept like to Children, in their deaths fad ſtory, | 


Which once (quoth Forreſt ) almoſt chang'd my mind * 


Hence both are gone with Conſcience and Remorſe, 


And here he comes. All health my Soveraign Lord. 


Tir. If to have done the thing you gave in charge 


[ Exit, 


4 


Exit. 


Edward for Edward pays a yy ey | 
2s, Wilt thou, O God; fiye- from or Lambs, 
And throw them in the intrails of the Wolt? | 


Reſt thy unreſt.on Ex ; 
Unlawfully made dronk: with innocent blood. 


| For 1t 1s done. 

Rich, Bur did'ſt thou ſee them dead ? 

Tir, I did, my Lord. 

Rich, And buried, gentle Tirrel ? : 

[ir. The Chaplain of the Tower hath buried them, 
But where (to ſay the truth) I do not know. 

Rich. Come to me Tirrel ſoon, and after Sup 
When thou there ſhalt tell the proceſs of their eath. 
Mean time, but think how I may dothee good, 

And be inheritor of thy deſire. 
Farewel till then. 
[ir, 1 humbly take leave. 
| Rich. The Son of Clarence have pent up cloſe, 
His Daughter meanly have I match'd in marriage, 
The Sons of Edward ſleep in Abrahams boſom, 
And Am my Wife hath big this World good night, 
Now for I know the Britain Richmond aims 
At young Ehzabeth my Brothers Daughter, 
And by that knot looks proudly on the Crown, 
To her gol, a jolly thriving Wooer. | 
Emer Ratcliff. 
Rat. My Lord. 


« 4 
Kich, Good or bad News, that thou conſt in ſo bluntly? 
Rat. Bad news, my Lord, Mourten is fled to Richmon 
And Buckingham, backt with the hardy Welſhmen, 
[s in the Field, and ſtill his power encreaſeth. 
Rich, Ely with Richmond troubles me more near, 
Than Bxckingham and his raſh levied ſtrength. 
Come, I have learn'd that fearful commenting 
[s leaden Servitor to dull delay. 
Delay leads impotent and Snaik-pac'd Beggery : 
Then hery expedition be my wing, 
Joves Mercury, and Herald for a King : 
Go muſter men : My Counſel is my Shield, 
We muſt be brief,when Traytors brave the Field. [ Exexnt. 


——_—_— 
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Scena Tertia. 


Enter Pld Queen Margaret. 


Mar. So now proſperity begins to mellow, 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death ; 

Here in theſe Confines lily have I lurkt, 

To watch the waining of mine Enemies. 

A dire induction am 1 witneſs to, 

And will to France, hoping the conſequence 

Will prove as bitter, black, and Tragical, 

Withdraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes here? _ 
, Enter Dutcheſs and Queen, 

Queen. Ah my poor Princeſs / ah my tender Babes! 

My unblown Flowers, new appearing ſweets: 

lf yet your gentle Souls fly in the Air, 1 

And b2 not fixt in doom perpetual, 

Hover about me with your airy Wings, 

And here your Mothers Lamentation. 

Mar. Hover about her, fay that right for right 

Hath din”d your Infant” morn, to Aged night. 5 

Dut. So many miſeries have craz'd-my voice, 

That my woe-wearied tongue is ſtill and mnite. 

Edward Plantagenet why art thou dead? 

Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantayenet, 


Why didit thou fleep, when ſuch a deed was'done ? 


Mar. When Holy Henry died, and my ſweet Son. 
Dus. Dead life, blind ſight, mortal living | 


poor 
Woes Scene, Worlds ſhame, Graves due, by life 
Brief abſtra& and record of tedious days, 
lawful Earth, 


Queen, Ah that thou would us ſoon aſord.s Grave,, © 


ahh. 


— —— — 
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AS thou canſt yield a melancholy ſeat : 
Then would I hide my bones, not reſt them here, 
'Ah who hath any cauſe to mourn, but we ? 
' Mar. If ancient be moſt reverent, 
Give mine the benefit of Signeury, 

And let my griefs frown on the upper hand 
If ſorrow can admit Society. 
| had an Edward till a Richard kill'd him : 
| hadan Husband, till a R:chard kill'd him: 
* Thou had'ſt an Edward, till a Richard killd him: 
Thou had'ſt a Richard, till a Richard kilPd him. 
Dut. 1 had a Ri.bardtoo and thou diWit kill him, 

| had a Ratlard too, thou holp*lt ro kill him. 
Mar. Thou had'lt a Clarence too, 
| And Richard kilPd him. 
From forth the kennel of thy Womb hath crept 
A Hell-hound that doth hunt usall todeath- 
| That Dog, that had his Teeth before his Eyes, 
To worry Lambs, and lap their gentle blood : 
That foul defacer of Gods handy work : 
That reigns in gauled Eycs of weeping Souls ; 
That excellent grand Tyrant of the Earth, 
Thy womb let looſe to chaſe us to our Graves. 
© upright, juſt, and true diſpoſing God, 
How do | thank thee, that this carnal Cur 
| Preys on the iſſue of his Mothers body, 
| And makes her Pue-fellow with others moan. 
Dxt. Oh Harries Wife, triumph not in my woes : 


ah 


| ] God witneſs with me, I have wept for thine. 


Mar. Bear with me : I am hungry tor revenge, 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. 

Thy Edward he is dcad, that kil”d my Edward. 

| The other Edwarddead,/to quit my Edward : 

| Young York,, he is but boot, becavie both they 
Match'd not the high perfection of my loſs. 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that ſtab?d my Eaward, 
And the beholders- of this frantick-Play,” 

.| Th? adulterate Haſtings, Rivers, Vaughan, Gray, 

| Untimcly ſmother'd in their-dusky Graves. 
Richard yet lives, HelVs black Intelligencer, 

Onely reſerv'd their Fattor, to buy Souls, 

And Tend them thither : But at hand,at hand 
Inſues his piteous and unpiticd end. ; 

Earth gapes, Hell burns, Fiends roar, Saints pray, 
To have him ſuddenly convey?d from hence : 
Cancel his Bond of life, dear God, I pray, 

That I may live, and fay, The Dog is dead. 


Thar 1 ſhould wiſh for thee to help me Curſe 
That bottePd Spider, that foul bunch-back*'d Toad. 


I call'd thee then, poor Shadow, painted Queen, 
The repreſentation of but what 1 was ; 

The flattering Index of a direful Pageant, 

| One heav*d a high, to be hurPd down below : 

A Mother onely mack*d with two fair Babes ; 

A dream of what thou waſt, a gariſh Flag 

To be the aim of every dangerous Shot ; 

A ſign of Dignity, a Breath, a Bubble : 

A Queen ia leaſt, only to bll the Scene. 

Where is thy Husband now ? where be thy Brothers ? 
Where be thy two Sons? Wherein do?ſt thou Joy ? 
W ho ſues, and kneels, and ſays, God ſave the Queen ? 
Where be the bending Pecrs that flattered thee ? 
Where be the thronging Troops that followed thee ? 
D-cline all this, and ſee now what thou arr. 

For happy Wife, a moſt diltreſſed Widow : 

For joyful Mother, one that wails the name : 

For one being ſued to,, one that humbly ſues : 

For Queen, a very Caytifft, crowd with care: þ. 

For ſhe thar ſcorn'd at me, now ſcorn'd of me; 

For ſhe being feared of all, now fearing one : 

For ſhe commanding all obey*d, of none. 

Thus hath the courſe of Juſtice whirPd about, 


m__ 


——— 
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ueen, O thou did®it Prophcly, the time would come. 


Mar. I calld thee then, vain flouriſh of my Fortune : 


| 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Having no more but thought of what thou waſt, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou arr, 

Thou did'lt uſurp my place, and doſt thou not 

Uſurp the jult proportion of my Sorrow ? 

Now thy proud Neck bears half my burthen'd yoaks 

From which, even herel ſlip my wearied head, 

And leave the burthen of it all, on thee. 

Farewel York's Wife, and Queen of ſad miſchance 

Theſe Engliſh woes ſhall make me ſinile in France.” 
Cuten, O thou well $kiPd in Curſes, ſtay a while, 

And teach me how to curſe mine Enemies. 

Mar. Forbear to ſleep the night, and faſt the day: 

Compare dead happineſs with living woe : 

Think that thy Babes were ſweeter than they were, 

And he thac flew them fowler than he is: 

BetUring thy loſs makes the bad cauſer worſe, 

Revolving this, will teach thee how to Curſe. 

Cucen, My words are dull, O quicken them with thine, 
Mar. T hy woes will make them ſharp, 

And pierce like mine. [Exit Margare 
Dut. Why ſhould calamity be full of, words ? | 
Queen, Windy Atturnies to their Clients Woes, 

Aiery ſucceeders of inteſtine joys, 

Poor breathing Orators of miſeries, 

Let them-have ſcope, though what they will impart 

Help nothing elſe, yet do they caſe the heart. 

Dut. It fo, then be not Tongue-ty*d : go with 

And in the breath of bitter words, let's ſmother 

My damned Son, that thy two ſweet Sons ſmother'd. 

The Trumpet ſounds, be copious in exclaims, 


Enter King Richard and bis Train. 


Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition ? 

Dur. O ſhe, that might have intercepted thee 

By !trangling thee in her accurſed Womb, 

From alt the ſlaughters ( Wretch) that thou one, 
©», Hidſt thou that Forehead with a Gold 

Wheret ſhould be branded, if that right were right ? 

The [laughter of the Prince that ow?d that Crown, 

And the dire death of my poor Sons and Brothers. 

Tell me, thou Villain-flave, where are my Children? 
Dut, Thou Tead, thou Toad, 

Where is thy Brother Clarence ? 

And little Ncd Plantagenet his Son ? 

Queen, W here is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, Gray? 

Dur. Where is kind Haſtings ? 

Rich, A flouriſh, Trempets ; ſtrike Alarum, Drums : 
Let not the Heavens hear theſe Tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lords Anointed. Strike ſay. 

Flouriſh, | 
Either be patient, and intreat me fair, 
Or with the clamorous reports of War, 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 
Dut. Art thou my Son ? 
&R £3. 1,1 thank God, my Father, and your ſelf. 
Dur, Then patiently hear my impatience. 
Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your condition, 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof, 

Dut. O let me ſpeak. 

Rich. Do then, but Ple not hear. 
Dut. 1 will be mild, and gentle in my words. 
Rich, And brief (good Mother) for 1 am in haſt. 
Dur. Art thou ſo haſty ? I have ſtaid for thee 
(God knows) in torment and in agony. 

Rich. And camel not at laſt to comfort you ? 

Dut, No by the holy Rood, thou know'ſt it well, 
Thou c#mſt on Earth, to make the Earth my Hell. 

A grievous burthen was thy Birth to me, 

Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy. 
Thy School-days frightful, deſperate, wild, and furious, 
Thy prime of Man-hood, daring, beld, and venturous : 


Alarwns. 


Thy Age confirm'd, proud, ſubtle, ſlye, and na 
h or 
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More mild, but yet more harmful, kindan hatred : 
What comfortable hour canſt thou name, 
[That ever grac'd me with thy company ? 
Rich. Faith none, but Humphrey Hower, 
That call'd your Grace 
To breakfaſt once, forth of my company. 
if] be ſo diſgracious in your Eye, 
Let me march on, and not oftend you, Madam. 
Strike up the Drum. 
Dur. | prithee hear me ſpeak. 
fich, You ſpeak too bitterly, 
Dw. Hear me a word : : 
For I ſhall never ſpeak to thee again. 
Rich, So. 
Dur, Either thou wilt die by Gods juſt Ordinance 
EYre from this War thou turn a Conqueror : 
Or I with grief and extream age ſhall perilh, 
and never more behold thy Face again. 
Therefore take with thee my moſt grievous 
Which in the day of Battel tire thee more 
Than all the complear Armour that rhou wear'it. 
My Prayers on the adverſe Party hight, 
And there the little Souls of Edward's Children 
Whiſper the Spirits of thine Enemies, 
And promiſe them ſucceſs and Victory - 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end: 
Shame ſerves thy life, and doth rhy death attend. [ Exe, 
Queen, Though far more cauſe, yet much leſs Spirit to 
Abides in me, I ſay Amen to her. (curie 
Rich. Stay, Madem, I mult talk a word with you. 
Queen, | have no more Sons of the Royal blood 
For thee to ſlaughter. For my Daughters (Kichard ) 
They ſhall be praying Nuns, not weeping Qucens : 
And therefore levetncc to hit their hves. 
Rich. You have a Daughter calPd Elizabeth, 
Virtuous and fair, Royal and Gracious. 
Queen, And mult ſhe die for this ? O let her live, 
And Ple corrupt ber Manners, ſtain her Beauty, 
Slander thy ſclt, as falſe to Edward's Bed : 
Throw over her the vail of infamy, 
So ſhe may live unſcarr'd of bleeding ſlaughter, 
| will confeſs ſhe was not Edward's Daughter. 
Rich. Wrong not her Birth, ſhe is a Royal Princeſs. 
Queen, To fave her life, Ple ſay ſhe is not ſo. 
Rich. Her life is ſafeſt only in her Birth. 
Owen. And onely in that fafery dy*d her Brothers. 
Ricb, Loe, at their Birth good Stars were. oppolite. 
Queen. No, to their lives ill Friends were contrary. 
Rib, All unavoided is the doom of Deſtiny. 
Queen. True : when avoided Grace makes Deſtiny. 
My Babes were deſtind to a fairer death, 
If Grace had bleſt thee with a fairer life. 
Rich. You ſpeak as if that I had 'flain my Couſins ? 
Queen, Coulins indeed, and by their Uncle cozen'd, 
Of Comfort, Kingdom, Kindred, Freedom, Life, 
Whoſe hands ſoever lanch'd their tender hearts, 
Thy head (all indireQly) gave direCtion. 
Nodoubt the murd*rous Knife was dull and blunt, 
Till it was whetted on thy ſtone-hard hearr, 
Torevel in the Intrails of my Lambs. 
But that ſtill uſe of grief makes wild grief tame, 
My tongue ſhould to thy ears not name my Boys, 
Till that my Nails were anchor'd in thine Eyes : 
AndIin ſuch adcſp'rate Bay of death, 
Like a pou Bark, of ſails and tackling ref, 
Ruſh all to pieces on thy Rocky boſom. 
Rich, Madam, fo thrive I in my enterprize, 
And dangerous ſucceſs of bloody Wars, 
As | intend more good to you and yours, 
never you or yours by me were harm'd. 
Queen, What good is cover'd with the Face of Heaven, 
Tobe diſcovercd, that can do me good ? 
Rich. Ty advancement of your Children, gentle Lady. 
Queen, Up to ſome Scaffold, there to lole their heads. 


Curſe, 


&ich, Unto the dignity and height of Fortune, 
The high Imperial Type of this Earth's glory. 
Qucn, Flatter my ſorrow with report of it: | 
Tell me, what ſtate, what dignity, what honour 
Canit thou deviſe to any Child of mine? 
Rich, Even all I have; I; and my ſelfand all, 
Will] withal endow. a Child of thine : 
50 1 the Lethe of thy angry Soul, 
Thou drown the ſad remembrance of thoſe wrongs, 
W hich thou ſuppoſeſt I have done to thee. x 
Foo Be brict, leſt that the proceſs of thy kindneſs 
L ngcr telling than thy kindneſs date. 
Rich. Then know, 
That trom my Soul | love thy Davghten. F 
&£xcen. My Daughters Mother thinks it with her Soul. 


Rich. What do you think? - 
Lneen, That thou doſt love m hater from - 
So from thy Souls love Aide thonjove es drochers "i 
And from thy hearts love, I do thank thee for it. 

Rich. Be not ſo haſty to confound my meaning : | 

[ mcan, that with my Soul ove thy Danghter, 

And do intend to make her Queen of England. | 
Queen, Well then, who do'ſt rhou mean ſhall be her King, 
Rich, Even he that makes her Queen ; 

Who elſe ſhould be ? | 
Queen, What thou ? 

R:ch, Even fo: how think you of jt ? 
Lucen, How canit thou woo her ? 
Kich, That I would learn of you, 

As one being beſt acquainted with her humour. 

Queen, And wilt thou learn of me ? \ 
. Kich, Madam, with all my heart. 
Leer. Send to her, by the man that flew her Brothers, 


A pair of bleeding hearts: thereon engrave 


Eaward and York, then haply will ſhe weep : 
Therefore preſent to her, as ſometime Margarer 
Did to thy Father, ſteept in R«zlands blood, 
A Hand-kerchief, which ſay to her did drain 
The purple ſap from her ſweet Brothers body, | 
And bid her wipe her weeping Eyes withal. 
If this inducement move her not to love, 
Send her a Letter of thy Noble deeds : 
Tell her, thou mad®ſt away her Uncle Clarence, 
Her Uncle Rzwers ; I, (and for her ſake) 
Mad'it quick conveyance with her good Aunt Arne, 
Rich, You mock me, Madam, this is not the way 
To win your Daughter. 
Queen. There is -no other way, 
Unleſs thou could'ſt put on ſome other ſhape, . 
And not be Richard, that hath done all this. ah "= 
Rich, Say, that I did all this for love of her. q 
Queen. Nay then indeed ſhe cannotecheoatb bt fiate thee, 
Having bought love with ſuek-&Þfoody ſpoyl. 
Rich, took what is done, cannot be now amended 
Merr fhalf deal unadviſedly ſometimes, 
W hich after-hours gives leiſure to repent. 
[f I did take the Kingdom from your Sons, 
To make amends, Ple give it to your Daughter : 
If 1 have kilPd the iſſue of your Womb, 
To quicken your encreaſe, I will beget 
Mine iſſue of your blood, upon your Daughter: 
A Grandams name is little lefs in loye, 
Than is the doting Title of a Mother ; 
They are as Children but one ſtep below, 
Even of your metal, of your very blood : 
Ofall one pain, fave for anight of groans 
Endur*d of her, for whom you bid like forrow, 
Your Children were vexation to your youth, 
But mine ſhall be a comfort to your age, 
The loſs you have, is but a Son being King, 
And by that loſs your Daughter is made Qyeen. 
| cannot make you what amends I would, 
Therefore accept ſuch kindneſs as I can. 
Dorſet, your Son, that with a fearful Soul, 


Leads 
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Leads diſcontented ſteps in forreign ſoyl, 
This fair Alliance quickly ſhall call home 
Tohigh Promotions, and great Dignity. 
The King that calls your beauteous Daughter Wite, 
Familiarly ſhall call thy Dorſer Brother : 
Again ſhall you be Mother to a King : 
And all the ruins of diſtreſsful times, 
Repair*d with double riches of Content. 
What 2? we have goodly days to ſee : 
The liquid drops of tears that you have ſhed, 
Shall come again, transform*d to Orteut Pcarl, 
Advantaging their love with intereſt 
Often-times double gain of happineſs. 
Go then (my Mother) to thy Daughter, go, 
Make bold your baſhful years with your expericnce, 
Prepare her Ears to hear a Wooers tale. - 
Put in her tender heart th? aſpiring flame 
Of golden nd : Acquaint the Princeſs 
With the ſweet ſilent hours of Marriage joys 
And when this Arm of mine hath chaltiſed 
The petty Rebel, dull-brain'd Buckingham, 
Bound with triumphant Garlands will I come, 
And lead thy Daughter to a Conquerors Bed : 
To whom I will retail my Conquelt won, 
And ſhe ſhall be ſole Victreſs, Cz/ar's Ceſar. 
en, What were I beſt to ſay, her Fathers Brother 
Would be her Lord ? or ſhall I ſay her Uncle ? 
Or he that ſlew her Brothers ? and her Unclcs ? 
nder what Title ſhall I woo for thee, 
hat God, -the Law, my Honour, and her Love, 
Can make ſeem pleaſing to her tender years ? 
Rich. Infer fair Englznds Peace by this Alliance. 
2x. Which ſhe ſhall purchaſe with {till laſting War. 
* Rich. Tell her, the King that may command, intreats. 


© 


Rich. Say, ſhe ſhall be a high and mighty Queen. 
ween, To vail the Title, as her Mother doth. 

Rich. Say I will love her everlaſtingly. 

Qs. But how long ſhall that Title ever laſt ? 

Rich. Sweetly in force, unto her fair lives end. 

Q«. But how long fairly ſhall her ſweet lite lait ? 

Rich, As long as Heaven and Nature lengthens 1t. 

Qu. As long as Hell and R:chard likes of It. 

Rich. Say, I, her Soveraign, am her Subject low. 

Qu. But ſhe your Subject loaths ſuch Soveralgnty. 

Rich, Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 

Qs. An honeſt tale ſpeeds beſt, being plainly told. 

Rich, Then plainly to her, tell my loving tale. 

2». Plainand not honeſt, is too harſha ſtyle. | 

Rich, Your Reaſons are too ſhallow, and too quick. 

Qs. O no, my Reaſons are too deep and dead, 


Two deep and dead (poor Infants ) in their Graves, 
Harp on it ſtill ſhall I, till heart-ſtrings break. 


Rich. Harp not on that ſtring, Madam, that is paſt. 
Now by my George, my Garter, and my Crown. 

Qs. Profan'd, diſhonour®d, and the third uſurpt. 
Rich. | ſwear. 

Qs. Bynothing, for this is no Oath : 

Thy George profan'd, hath loſt his Lordly honour ; 
Thy Garter blemiſhd, pawn'd his Kingly Virtue ; 


| Thy Crownuſurpt, diſgrac'd his Kingly Glory: 
if ſomething thou would'ſt ſwear to be belicy'd, 
|Swear then by ſomething that thou haſt not wrong'd. . 


Rich. Then by my ſelf. 

Qu. 'Thy ſelf, is ſelf miſugd. 

Rich. Now by the World. 

2s, *Tis full'of thy foul wrongs. 

Rich. My Fathers death. 

Qz. Thy life hath it diſhonour*d. 

Rich, Why then, by Heaven. 

Qs. Heaven's wrong is molt of all : 

If thou did'ſt fear to break an Oath with him, 
The unity the King my Husband made, 


Thou hadſt not broken, nor my Brothers dy*d, 


? 


Oeen. That at her hands,which the King's King forbids. 


If thou hadlit feard to break an Oath by him, 
Th* Imperial Metal, circling now thy head, 
Had graCd the tender Templcs of my Child, 
And both the Princes had been breathing here 
Whichnow two tender Bed-fellows for duſt, p 
Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Worms. 


| What canſt thou ſwear by now ? 


Rich. The time to come. 

Q«, That thou haſt wronged in the time O're-paſt: 
For I my ſelf have many tears to waſh | : 
Hereafter time, for time paſt wrong'd by thee. 

The Children live, whoſe Fathers thou haſt flaughterg 
Ungoverdfd youth, to wail it with their age. : 
The Parents live, whoſe Children thou haſt butcher', 
Old barren Plants, to wail it with their age. 
Swear not by time to come, for that thou haſt 
Miſus'd ere ugd, by times ill-ugd repaſt. 
Rich. As1 intend to proſper, and repent: 
So thrive | in my dangerous Afﬀairs 
Of hoſtile Arms: My ſelf, my felf confound : 
Heaven and Fortune bar me happy hours : 
Day, yield me not thy light? nor Night thy reſt. 
Be oppoſite all Planets of good luck 
Tomy proceeding, if with dear hearts love, 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 
[ render not thy beauteous Princely Daughter. 
In her conſiſts my happineſs and thine : 
Without her follows to my ſelf and thee, 
Her ſelf, the Land, and many a Chriſtian Soul, 
Death, Deſolation, Ruine, and Decay : 
| [t cannot be avoided, but by this: 
It will not be avoided, but by this. 
Therefore dear Mother (I mult call you ſo) 
Be the Atturney of my love to her : 
Plead what I will be, not what I have been ; 
Not my deſires, but what I will deſerve: 
Urge the neceſlity and ſtate of times, + 
And be not peeviſh found in great Deſigns. 

2s. Shall I be tempted of the Devil thus ? 

Rich, 1, if the Devil tempt you to do good. 

x. Shall I forget my ſelf to be my ſelf ? 

Rich. 1, if your ſelf*s remembrance wrong your ſelf. 

Qs. Yet thou didſt kill my Children. 

Rich. But in your Daughters Womb I bury them. 
Where in that Neſt of Spicery they will breed 
Selves of themſelves, to your recomforture. 

Qs, Shall I go win my Daughter to thy will ? 

Kich, And be a happy Mother by the deed. 

Qs. I go, writeto me very ſhortly, 

And you ſhall underſtand from me her mind. [Exit Qs, 

Rich, Bear her my true loves kiſs, and fo farewel. 
Relenting Fool, and ſhallow-changing Woman. 

How now, W hat news ? 
Emer Ratcliff. | 

Rat, Moſt mighty Soveraign, on the Weſtern Coalt 
Rides a puiſlant Navy : Toour Shores 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 
Unarnyd, and unreſoly*d to beat them back. 

*Tis thought, that Richmond is their Admiral : 

And there they hull, expecting but the aid 

Of Buckingham, to welcome them aſhore. 

Rich. Some light-foot friend poſt to the Duke of Nor- 
Ratchff, thy ſelf, or Catesby, where is he ? (fok, 
Cat. Here, my good Lord. 

Rich, Catesby, fly to the Duke. 

Car. I will, my Lord, with all convenient haſt. 

Rich, Catesby, come hither, poſt to Salisbury. 

When thou convIt thither : Dull unmindful Villain, 
Why ſtay*ſt thou here, and go'ſt not to the Duke ? _ 
Cat, Firſt, mighty Liege, tell me your Highneſs pleaſure, 
What from your Grace I ſhall deliver to him. | 
Rich. Otrue, good Catesby, bid him levy ſtraight 
The greateſt ſtrength and power that he can maxe, 
And meet me ſuddenly at Sal:sbury. 
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Cat. | gO- —_ LExit. 
it, What, may it pleaſe you, ſhall I do at Sabsbwyy. 
Rich, Why, what would'ſt thou do there before 1 go? 
Rat. Your Highneſs told me I ſhould poſt before. 

Rich, My mind is chang'd : 
Enter Lord Stanly. 

S:anly, what news with you ? 
$4, None good, my Liege, to pleaſe you with the hear- 

Nor none ſo bad, but well tnay be reported. (ing, 
Fich. Hoyday, a Riddle neither good nor bad : 

\What need'lt thou run ſo many miles about, 

When thou malt tell thy tale the neareſt way ? 

Once more, what News ? 
Stan, Richmond 1s on the Seas. 
Kich, There let him fink, and be the Seas on him, 

White-liver'd Run-a-gate, what doth he there ? 

Stan, | know not, mighty Soveraign, but by gueſs. 
Rich, Well, as you guels. 
Stan, Stirr*d up by Dorſet, Buckingham, and Merton, 

He makes for England, here to claim the Crown. 

Rich, Is the Chair empty ? is the Sword unſway'd ? 

Is the King dead ? the Empire unpoſlelt ? 

What Heir of York is there alive, but we ? 

And who is England's King, but great York's Heir ? 

Then tell me, what makes he upon the Seas ? 

Stan, Unleſs for that, my Leige, I cannot gueſs. 
Rich, Unleſs for that he comes to be your Liege, 
You cannot gueſs, wherefore the Welch-man comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 
Stan, No, my good Lord, therefore miſtruſt me not. 
Rich. Where is thy power then to beat him back ? 
Where be thy Tenants, and thy followers ? 
Are they not now upon the Weſtern ſhore, 
Safe-condutting the Rebels from their Ships ? 
Stan, No, my good Lord, my friends are in the North. 
Rih, Cold friends to me : what do they in the North, 
When they ſhould ſerve their Soveraign in the Well ? 
Stan, They have not been commanded, mighty King, 
Pleaſeth your Majeſty to give me leave, 
le muſter up my friends, and meet your Grace, 
Where, and what time your Majeſty [hall pleaſe. 
Rich, 1, thou wouldſt be gong, to joyn with Richmond : 
But Ple not truſt thee. 
Stax. Moſt mighty Soveraign, 
You have no cauſe to hold my triendſhip doubtful, 
I never was, nor never will be falſe. 
Rich. Go then, and muſter men : but leave behind 
Your Son George Stanly: look your heart be firm, 
Or elſe his heads aſſurance is but frail. 
Stan, So deal with him, as I prove true to you. 
[Exit Stanly. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Mef. My gracious Soveraign, now in Devon-ſhire, 
As | by friends am well advertigd, 
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty Prelate, 
Bilhop of Exeter, his elder Brother, 
With many more Confederates are in Arms. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
Me. In Kent, my Liege, the Gmilford's are in Arms, 
Andevery hour Competitors 
Flock to the Rebels, and their power grows ſtrong. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
Me. My Lord, the Army of great Buckingham. 
Rich, Out on ye, Owls, nothing but Songs of Death. 
[ He ſtriketh him. 
There, take thou that, till thou bring better News. 
Meſſ. The News 1 have tortell your Majeſty, 
Is, that by ſuddain Flood, and fall of Waters, 
Buckingham*s Army is diſpersd and ſcatter'd, 


And he himſelf wandred away alone, 
{No man knows whither. 


Rich. | cry thee mercy ; 
There is my Purſe, to cure that blow of thine. 
Hath any well adviſed friend proclaim'd 


| 
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Reward to him that brings the Traytor in ? | | 


"Tis faid, my Liege, in York:ſtrre are in Arms: 
But this good comfort bring I td your Highneſs, 
The Britain Navy is diſpersd by Tempelt. 
Richnond in Dorſet-ſhire tent out a Boakg 

Unto the ſhore, to ask thoſe on the Banks, 

[f they were his Aſſiſtants, yea, or no ? 

Who anſwer'd him, they came from Buckingham 
Upon his party : he miſtruſting them, 

Hoys'd fail, and made his courſe again for Britain, 


It not to fight with Forreign Encmies, 
Yet to beat down theſe Rebels h-re ar home. 


Thar is the b.ſt News, that the Earl of Richmond 
Is with a mighty 
Is colder News, 


A Royal Battel might be won and loſt : 
Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
ToSalo bury, the reſt march on with me. 


nn ——_ 


3 


i 


Meſſ. Such Proclamation hath been made, my Lord, 
; Enter artther Meſſenger. 
Me. Sir Thomas Lovel, and Lord Marqueſ; Dorſer, 


Rich. March on, march on, .fince we are vp in Arms, 


Enter Catesby. f 
Cat. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 


wer Landed at 4iiford, 
ut yet they mult bz told. 
Rich. Away towards Salisbury: while we reaſon here, 


% 


[ Exennt, 


That in the Stye of the moſt deadly Boar, 

My Son George Stanly is frankt up in hold : 

[f I revolt, off goes young George's head, 

The fear of that holds off my preſent aid. 
50 get thee gone: commend me to thy | 
Wirthal ſay, that the Queen hath heartily Wnſented 
He ſhould eſpouſe Eizabeth her Daughter. 

But tell me, whereis Princely Richmond now ? 


Sir Gulbert Talbot, Sir William Stanly, 
Oxford, redoubted Pembrock,, Sir Fames Blunt, | 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant Crew, 
And many other of great name and worth : | 
And towards London do they bend their power, ds 
[f by the way they be not fought withal. 


My Letter will reſolve him of my mind, 
Farewel. 


Scena uarta. 


Enter Derby, and Sir Chriſtopher. 
Der. Sir Chriſtopher, tell Richmond this from me; 


Logd. 


Chri. At Pembrock,, or at Hertford Weſt in Wales; 


Der. What men of Name reſort to him ? vl 


. Chri, Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned Souldicr; 


Der. Well, hye thee to thy Lord: I kifs his hand, 


FExeunt. | 


ISR 


| Holy King Henry, and thy fair Son Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that have miſcarried 
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Atlus ©untus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Buckingham with Halbcrds led to Execution. 


Buck, Will not King Richard let me ſpeak with him ? 
Sher. No, my good Lord; therefore be patient. 
Buck, Haſtings, and Edward's Children, Gray, and R:vers, 


By under-hand corrupted foul injuſtice, 

If that your moody diſconrented Souls, @_ 

Do through the Clouds behold this preſent hour, |, 

Even for revenge mock my deltruttion. 

This is Al.Souls Day (Fellow) is it not ? 
Sher. It is. 


Buck. Why then All-Souls Day,is my Bodies Doombday. | 


This is the day, which in King Edwards time 
I wiſht might fall on me, when I was found 


| 


: 


| Come lead me Officers to the Block of ſhame 
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Falſe to his Children, and his Wives Allies. ; | | -” 
This is the day, wherein 1 wiſht to fall Enter Richmond, Sir William Brandon, Oxforg and 
By the falſe Faith of him whom moſt I truſted. Dorſet, ' 


This, this All-Souls Day.to my fearful Soul, 

Is the determin'd reſpite of my wrongs : 

That high All-ſeer, which I dallied with, 

Hath turn'd my fel he Prayer on my head, 

And giyen in earneſt, what I begg'd in jeſt, 

Thus doth he force the Swords of wicked men 

To turn their own points in their Maſters boſoms. 
Thus MArgarer's curſe falls heavy on my neck * 

When he (quoth ſhe) will ſplit thy heart with ſorrow, 
Remember Margaret was a Prophetels : 


Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. | 
CExeunt Buckingbam with Officers. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others, 
with Drum and Colours, 


Richm, Fellows in Arms, and my moſt loving Friends, 
Bruis*d underneath the yoak of Tyranny, 
Thus far into the Bowels of the Land, 
Have we marcht on without impediment ; 
And here teceive we from our Father Sranly 


Lines of fair comfort and encouragement : 
The wretched, bloody, and uſurping Boar, | ; 
(Thar ſpoyl'd your Summer-Ficlds, and fruitful Vines) 


| Kings it makes Gods, and meaner Creature 


[ My Eord of Surrey, why look you ſo fad ? 


;| Beſides the King's name isa Tower of ſtrength, 


Swills your warm blood like waſh, and makes hts trough 
In your embowelPd boſoms: This toul Swine 
[s now even inthe Center of this ille, 
Ncar tothe Town of Leiceſter, as we learn : 
From Tamworth thither, is but one days march. 
In Gods natrhe.cheerly on, couragious Friends, 
To reap the Harveſt of perpecual peace, 
By this one bloody tryal of inarp War. 
Oxf. Every mans Conſcience is a thouſand men, 
To fight againſt this guilty Homicide. 
Her. 1 doubt not, but his Friends will turn to us. 
Blun. He hath no friends, but what are friends for fear, 
Which in his deareſt need will fly from him. 
Rich, All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 
True hope is ſwift; and flyes with Swallow's wings, 
S Kings. 


[ Exeunt omnes, 


Enter King Richard in Arms, with Norfolk , Ratcliff, 
and the Earl of Surrey. 


Rich, Here pitch our Tent, even here in Boſworth-field , 


Sur, My heart is ten times lighter than my looks, 

Rich, My Lord of Norfolk, 

Nor. Here, molt gracious Liege. 

Rich. Norfolk,, we muſt have knocks : 
Ha, muſt we not ? 

Nor. We muſt both give and take,my loving Lord. 
Rich. Up with my Tent, here will 1 lie to night, 
But where to morrow ? well, alPs one for thar. 
Who hath deſcried the number of the Traytors ? 

Nor. Six or ſeven thouſand is their utmoſt power. 

Rich, Why our Battalia trebble that account : 


Which they upon the adverſe Faction want. 
Up with the Tent : Come, Noble Gentlemen, 
Let us ſurvey the vantage of the ground. 

Call for ſome men of ſound direttion : 

Let's lack no Diſcipline, make no delay, 


| 


Richm, "The weary Sun hath made a Gold 
And by the bright Tract of his fiery Car, 
Gives token of a goodly day to morrow. 
Sir Wilkam Frandon, you ſhall bear my Standarg- 
Give me ſome Ink and Paper in my Tent: 
Ple draw the Form and Model of our Batte] 
Limit each Leader to his ſeveral Charge, ; 
And part 1n jult proportion our ſmall Power. 
My Lord of Oxford, you Sir Wikam Brandon, 
And you Sir Walter Herbert ſtay with me : 
The Earl of Pembrook keeps his Regiment 
Good Captain Blunt, bear my Good nick 
And by the ſecond hour in the morning, 
Delre the Earl to ſee me in my Tent : 
Yet one thing more, good Captain, do for me : 
Where is Lord Stanly Quarter*d, do you know ? 

Blunt, Unleſs I have ryilta?ne his Colours much, 
(W hich well 1 am aflur'd 1 have not done) 
His Regiment lies half a mile at leaſt 
South, from the mighty power of the King. 
Rich, If without peril it be poſſible, 
Sweet Blunt, make ſome good means to ſpeak with him, 
And give lum from me this moſt needfu! Note. 

blunt. Upon my ſelf, my Lord, Fle undertake it, 
And fo God give you quiet reſt to night. 

Rich, Good night, good Captain lu : 
Come Gentlemen, 
Let us conſult upon to morrows Buſineſs ; | 
into iny Tent, the Dew is raw and cold. 
[They withdraw into the Tex, 


en ſet, 


7 
to him, 


Enter Richard, Ratcliff, Norfolk, 41d Catesby, 


Rich. What igt 2 Clock ? 
Car, It's Supper time, my Lord, it's nine a Clock, 
King. 1 wil! not {up to night, 
Give me ſome Ink and Paper : 
What, 1s my Beaver eaſier than it was ? 
And all my Armor laid into my Tent ? 
Cat. It is,my Liege: andall things are in readine. 
Rich. Good Norfolk hye thee to thy charge, 
Uſe careful Watch, chuſe truſty Cenrinels. 
Nor. 1 go, my Lord, 
Rich, Sur with the Lark to morrow, gentle Norfolk, 
Nor. I warrant you, my Lord. [Exi, 
Rich, Ratcliff. : 
Kat, My Lord. 
Rich. Send out a Purſuivant at Arms 
To Stanlys Regiment : bid him bring his power 
Before Sun-rifing, leſt his Son- George fall 
Into the blind 'Cave of eternal nighr. 
Fill mea Bowl of Wine: give me a Watch : 
Saddle white Swrrey for the Field to morrow : | 
Look that my Staves be ſound, and not too heavy. Ratclf, 
Kat. My Lord. 
Rich. S$aw'lt the melancholy Lord Northumberland ? 
Rat. Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and himſelf, 
Much about Cock-ſhut time, from Troop to Troop 
Went through the Army, cheering up the Souldiers. 
King. So, lam ſatisfied : give me 2 Bowlof Wine, 
[ have not that alacrity of Spirit, 
Nor cheer © Mind, that I was wont to have, 
Set it down. Is Ink and Paper ready ? 
Rat. It is, my Lord. 
Rich. Bid my Guard watch. Leave me. 
Ratcliff, about the mid of night come to my Tent, _ 
And help to Arm. Leave mel ſay. [Exit Ratclif 
Enter Derby to Richmond in his 7 enr. 
Derb. Fortune and Vidctory ſit on thy Helm. 


/ 


For, Lords, to morrow is a buſie day. | Exeunt, 


| Richm, All comfort, that the dark night can afford, 
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Be to thy Perſon, noble Father-in-Lay. 

[Tell me, how fares our Noble Mother:? 

. Der. I, by Attourney, bleſs thee from thy Mother, 
Who prays continually for Richmond's good : 

So much for that. The ſilent hours ſteal on, 

and flaky darkneſs breaks within the Eaſt. 

1n brief, for ſo the ſeaſon bids us be, 

Prepare thy Bartel early in the morning, 

And put thy Fortune to th? Arbitrement 

Of bloody ſtroaks, and mortal ſtaring War : 

[, as | may, that which I would, I cannot, 

With beſt advantage will deceive the time, 

And aid thee in this doubtful ſhock of Armes. 

But on thy ſide I may not be too forward, 

Leſt being ſeen, thy Brother, tender George, 

Be executed In his Fathers ſight. 

Farewel : the leiſure, and the fearful time 

Cuts off the ceremonious Vows of Love, 

And ample enterchange of ſweet Diſcourſe, 

W hich ſo long ſundred Frier.ds ſhould dwell upon : 
God give us leiſure for theſe rites of Love. 

| Once more Adieu, be valiant, and ſpced well. 
Richm, Good Lords, conduct him to his Regiment : 
Ple ſtrive, with troubled noiſe, to take a Nap, 

Leſt leaden ſlumber poize me down to morrow, 

When I ſhould mount with wings of Victory : 

Once more, Good night, kind Lords and Gentlemen. 


0 thou, whoſe Captain I account my ſelf, 
Look on my Forces with a gracious Eye : 

Put in their hands thy bruſing Irons of wrath, 
That they may cruſh down with a heavy fall, 
Ti uſurping Helmets of our Adverfaries. 
Make us thy Miniſters of Chaſtiſement, 

That we may praiſe thee in thy Victory - 
Tothee I do commend my watchful ſoul, 

Fre I let fall the windows of mine Eyes : 
Sleeping, and waking, oh defend we ſtill. 


Enter the Ghoſt of Prince Edward, Son to, Henry the Sixth 


Gh, to Ri, Let meſit heavy on thy ſoul to morrow 
Think how thou ſtabb'ſt me in the prime of youth 

At Tewksbury ;,, deſpair therefore, and die. 

Ghoſt to Richin, Be cheerful, Richmond, 

For the wronged Souls | 
Of Butcher*d Princes fight ip thy behalf : 
King Heary*siflue, Richmond, comforts thee. 


Enter the Ghoſt of Henry the Sixth. 


Ghoſt, When I was mortal, my Anointed body 
By thee was punched full of holes ; 
Think on the Tower, and me : Deſpair and die. 
Henry the Sixth bids thee deſpair, and die. | 
To Richm. Virtuous and holy, be thou Conqueror, 
Harry that propheſied, thou ſhouldſt be Kin 5 
Doth comfort thee in ſleep: live, and flouriſh. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Clarefice. 

Ghoſt. Let me ſit heavy in thy ſoul tomorrow. 
| that was waſh'd to death in Fulſom Wine : 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray*d to death : 
To morrow in the Battel think on me, 
And fall thy edgleſs Sword, _ and dye. 

To Richm, Thou off-ſpring of the Houſe of Lancafter, 
The wronged Heirs of York, do pray for thee, 
Good Angels guard thy Battel, live and flouriſh. 

Enter the Ghoſts of Rivers, Gray, «nd Vaughan. 
Riv. Let me fit heavy in thy ſoul to morrow, 
Rivers, that did at Pomfret : deſpaif@and die. 
Gray. Think upon Gray, and | 
Vaugh. Think upon Vaughan, anaWn 
Let fall thy Lance, deſpair and die.F . 
All ro Richm, Awake. _ 


bad 


[Excunt, Manet Richmond. 


['Sleeps. 


| 
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And think our wrongs in Richard's Boſonie 
Will conquer. Awake, and win the day. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Lord Haſtings. 
Ghoſt, Bloody and guilty * guilty awake, 
And in a bloody Battel end thy days, 
Think on Lord Haſtings; deſpair, and die. 
Ghoſt to Rich, Qniet untroubled ſoul, 
Awake, awake: 
Arm, hght, and conquer, for fair Englands ſake. 
Enter the Ghoſts of the two young Prifices. 
Ghoſts, Dream on thy Couſins 
Smother*d in the Tower : 
Let us be laid within thy Boſome, Richard, 
And weigh thee down to ruin, ſhame, and death. 
Thy Nephews fouls bid thee deſpair and die. 
Ghoſts to Richm, $lcep Richmond, 
Slcep in peace, and wake in joy, 
Good Angels guard thee from the Boars annoy, 
Live, and beget a happy race of Kings. 
Edwards unhappy Sons do bid thee flouriſh : 
Enter the Ghoſt of Anne his Wife. 
Ghoſt to Righ. Richard, thy Wife. | 
That wretched Anze thy Wife, 
That never ſlept a quiet hour with thee, 
Now hlls thy ſleep with perturbations, 
To morrow in the Battel think on me, | 
And fall thy edgleſs Sword, deſpair and die, 
Ghoſt to Richm. Thou quiet Soul, | 
Sleep thou a quiet. ſleep: i 
Dream of ſutceſs, and happy Vittory, ; 
Thy Adverſaries Wife doth pray for thee. 
Enter the Gloſtof Buckingham, 4 
Gboſt to Rich, The firſt was l, p 
That help'd thee to the Crown : 
Thelaſt was I, that felt thy Tyranny. 
O, in the Battel think on. Buckingham, 
And die in terror of thy guiltineſs. | 
Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death, ©” 
Fainting deſpair ; deſpairingyield thy breath, 


Ghoſt to Richm, 14i'd for hope. 

E're I could lend thee aid ; 
ut cheer thy heart, and be thou not diſmay'd : 4 
God, and good Angels fight on Richmond's fide, ' : 
And Richard fall in height of all his pride, . «  » ' | 
[Richare ſtarts Cat of bis E t 

Rich. Give me another Horſe, bind up niy Wounds i, 
Have mercy, Feſ#. Soft, I did but dream. * - "= 
O cowarg Conſcience ! how do?lt tliau afflict 
The LigWs burn blew. It is not dead mid-nighr, , 


Cold fear drops ſtand on my rrembling fleſh : pf 
fear my {elf ?. There's none elfeby, * 4 


me ? 


W hat ? 
Richard loveWichard, 4hat is, lan. 

Is there a Murtherer here? No; Yes, I am : | 
Then flye ? what from my ſelf? Greatreaſon * why ? © 
Leſt I revenge. Whar ? my ſelf npon my ſelf tam. | 
Alack, I love my ſelf. Wherefcre ? For any 0 Z 
That 1 my ſelf have done upon my ſelf ? PEmY 
O no. Alas, 1 rather hate my ſelf, |: 
For hatefuf Deeds committed by my ſ*IE. 

lama Villain: yetl1 Lye, I am hor. | 

Fool, of thy ſelf ſpeak well: Fool, do not flatter. 
My Cgnſcience hath 4 thouſand ſeveral Tongues, 
Andevery tongue brings In 4 ſeveral tale, 

And every tale condemns me for a Villains; «< 2 
Perjiry, in the hight Degree, _ TY 4.9 
Murther, ſternnurthkr; in the dir'ſt degree; _ * I 
All ſeveral ſins, all ug in each degree, | 
Throng all to th? Bar, crying all, Guilty, Guilty, 
| ſhall deſpair, there is no Creature loves me ;. 

And if I die, no ſoul ſhall pity me. 

Nay, wherefore ſhould they ? ſince that I my felf 
Find in wy ſelf no-pity to my felt. 

Methought, the Souls bf all that | had murther'd 


| Came to my Tent, every one did threat 
TI'S 
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Enter Ratcliffe. 
Rat. My Lord. 
King. Who's there ? 
Kat. Ratcliffe, my Lord, tis I : the early Village Cock 
Hath twice done falutation to the morn, 
Your Friends are up, and buckle on their Armour. 
King. O Ratcliffe, I fear, I fear. 
Rat. Nay, 00d my Lord, be not afraid of ſhadows. 
King, By the Apoſtle Paul, ſhadows to night 
Have ſtruck more terrour to the ſoul of Richard, 
Than can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand Souldiers 
Armed in proof, and lcd by ſhallow R:chmond, 
"Tis not yet near day. Come, go with me, 
Under our Tents ; Þle play the Eaves-dropper, 
To hear if any man ſhrink from me. 
[Exennt Richard and Ratcliffe. 


Enter the Lords to Richmond ſitting in his Tent, 


Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. 


That you have ta*ne a tardy ſluggard here ? 
Lords. How have you llept, my Lord ? 
Rich. The ſweetelt ſleep, 

And faireſt boading Dreams, 

That ever entredin a drowlie head, 

Have 1 fince your departure had, my Lords. 


Came to my Tent, and cried on Victory , 
I promiſe you my heart is very jocund, 
In the remembrance of ſo fair a Dream, 


] How far into the Morning is it, Lords ? 


4 


| 


Lords. Upon the ſtroak of four. 
Rich. W hy then *tis time to Arm, and give direction. 
His Oration to his Souldiers. 
More than I haveſaid, loving Countrymen, 
The leiſure and enforcement of the time 
Fotbids to dwell upon : yet remember this, 
God, and our good cauſe, fight upon our fide, 
The Prayers of holy Saints, and wronged Souls, 
Like high rear*d Bulwarks, ſtand before our Faces, 
(Richard except) thoſe whom we fight againſt, 
Had rather have us wan, than him they follow. 
For, what is he they follow ? Truly Gentlcmen, 
A bloody Tyrant, and a Homicide : 
One raiv'd in blood, andonein blood eſtabliſtd ; 
One that made means to come by whet he hath, 
And flaughter*d thoſe that were the mean 


SL 
A baſe foul Stone, made precious by the ff 


Of Fno!land's Chair, where he is falſely ſer ; 
One that hath cver been Gods Enemy. 

Then if you fight againſt Gods Enemy, 

Ged will in juitice ward you as his Souldiers. 
If you@o ſwear to put a Tyrant down, 


| You ſleep in peace, the Tyrant being flain : 
If you do fight againſt your Countries Foes, 


Your Countrics Fat ſhall pay your pains the hire. 
If you do fight in ſafeguard of your Wives , 
Your Wives ſhall welcome home the Conquerours, 


1 If you dofree your Children from the Sword, 


Your Childrens Children quits it in your Age. 
Then inthe name of God andall theſe rights, 
Advance your Standards, draw your willing Swords, 
For me, the ranſom of my bold attempr, 
Shall be this cold Corps on the Earths cold face. 
Bur if I thrive, the gain of myattempr, , 
The lcſt of you ſhall ſhare his part thereof, 
S2und Drums and Trumpets boldly, and chearfully, 
God, and Saint George, Richmond, and Victory, 
Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, and Catcsby. * 
King. What ſaid Northumberland, as touching Richmond ? 
Rat, That he was never trained up in Arms, 


—_——————— 


Rich. Cry you mercy, Lords, and watchful Gentlemen, 


Methought their Souls, whoſe bodies Richard murther'd, 


elp him 


King, He ſaid the truth: and what ſaid Swrrey then, hoes the Welkin with your broken ſtaves. 
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King. He was in the right, and ſo indeed it is. 
Tell the Clock there. [Cl 
Give me a Kalender, who ſaw the Sun to day ? 

Rat. Not 1, my Lord. 

King. Then he diſdains to ſhine : for, by the Book 
He ſhould have brav'd the Eaſt an hour apo, "IN 
A black day will it be to ſome body, Rarclifſe. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King, TheSun will not be ſeen to day, 

The Sky doth frown and lowre upon our Army, 
| would theſe dewy Tears were from the Ground. 
Not ſhine to day ? why what js that to me 
More than to Richmond ? for the ſclf-ſame Heayen 
That frowns on me, looks ſadly upon him. 

Enter Norfolk. 

Nor.Arm,arm,my Lord; the Foes vaunts in the Field, 

King. Come, bultle, buſtle. Capariſon my Horſe. 
Call up Lord Stanly, bid him bring his Power, 
| will lead forth my Souldiers to the plain, 

And thus my Battel ſhall be ordered. 

My foreward ſhall be drawn in length, 
Conſiſting equally of Horſe and Foot : 

Our Archers ſhall be placed in the midſt ; 
John Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of the Foot and Horle. 
They thus directed, we will follow 

In the main Battel, whoſe puiſlance on either ſide 
Shall be well wing*d with our cheifeſt Horſe : 
This, and Saint George to boot. 
What thinkPſt thou, Norfolk ? 

Nor. A good direction, warlike Soveraign, 
This found I on my Tent this Morning, 


k ſtrikes. | 


Jocky of Norfoik, be not ſo bold. 
For Dickon thy Maſter $5 bought and ſold. 


King: A thing deviſed by the Enemy. 

Go Gentlemen, every Man to his Charge, 

et rfot our babling Dreams aftright our Souls : 
For Conſcience is a word that Cowards uſe, 
Devigd at firſt to keep the ſtrong in awe, 
Our ſtrong Arms be our Conſcience, Swords our Lam. 
March on, joyn bravely, let us to” pell mell, 
If not to Heaven, then hand in hand to Hell. 
What ſhall I ſay more than I have inferr*d ? 
Remember whom you are t6 cope withall, 
A ſort of Vagabonds, Raſcals, Run-aways, 
A ſcum of Britains, and baſe Lackey-Peaſants, 
W hom their o're-cloyed Countrey vomitrs forth 
To deſperate Adventures, and aflur*d DeſtruCtion. 
You ſleeping ſafe, they bring you to unreſt : 
You havuig Lands, and bleſt with beauteous Wives, 
They would reſtrain the one, diſtain the other. 
And who doth lead them, but a paltry Fellow ? 
Long kept in Britain at our Mothers colt , 
A Milk-{op, one that never in kis Life 
Felt ſo much cold,, as over ſhooes in Snow : 
Lets whip theſe ſtraglers o're the Seas again, 
Laſh hence theſe over-weening Rags of Fraxce, 
Theſe famiſtd Beggars, weary of their lives, 
Who (bur for dreaming on this fond exploit) 
For want of mcans (poor Rats) had hang'd themſelves. 
[f we be conquered, let Men conquer us, 
And not thele Baſtard-Br:tains, whom our Fathers 
Have in their own Land beaten, bobb'd and thump'd, 
And on Record, left them the Heirs of ſhame. 
Shall theſe enjoy our Lands ? lie with our Wives ? 
Raviſh our. Daughters ? [Drum afar of. 
Heark, I hear their Drum, 
Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly, yeomen, 
Draw, Archers, draw your Arrows to the head. 
Spur your proud Horſes hard, and ride in blood, 


Enter 
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Enter a Meſſenger. 
What ſays Lord Stanly, will he bring his Power ? 
Meſ. My Lord, he doth deny to come. 
King. Off with his Son George's Head. 
Nor. My Lord, the Enemy 1s paſt the Marſh - 
After the Battel let George Stanly dye. 
King. A thouſand Hearts are great within my Boſom. 
advance our Standards, ſet upon our Foes, 
Our ancient word of Courage, fair Saint George 
Inſpire us with the ſpleen of fiery Dragons - 
Upon them, Victory fits on our Helms, 


Alarum. * Excurſions, Enter Catesby, 


Cat. Reſcue, my Lord of Norfolk, 
Reſcue, Reſcue : 
The King enacts more wonders than a Man, 
Daring an oppoſite to every danger :_ 
His Horſe is ſlain, and all on foot he fights, 
Secking for Richmond in the throat of Death : 
Reſcue, fair Lord, orel(e the day is loſt. 
Alarums, Enter Richard. 
Rich. A Horſe, a Horſe, my Kingdom for a Horſe. 
Cat. Withdraw, my Lord, Ile help you to 4 Horte. 
Rich, Slave, 1 have ſet my lifeupon a caſt, 
And I will ſtand the hazard of the Dve : 
[ think there be ſix Richmonds in the Field, 
Five have I ſlain to day, inſtead of him. 
A Horſe, a Horſe, my Kingdom for a Horſe. 


Alarum, Enter Richard and Richmond, they fight, Rich- 

s ard 5s ſlar n; 

Retreat, and Flouriſh. Enter Richmond, Derby bearing the 

Crown, with divers other Lords. | 
Rich. God and your Arms * 

Be prais'd, Victorious Friends; 

This Day is ours, the bloody Dog is dead. 
Der. Couragious Richmona, 


— 


; Well haſt thou acquir thee : Loe, 

Here theſe long uſurped Royalties, 

From the dead Temples of this Bloody Wretch, 

Have 1 pluck off, to grace thy Brows withal. 

[ Wear it, and make much of it. 

- Rich. Great God of Heaven, ſay Amen to all. 

But tell me, is young George Stanly living ? 
Der. Heis, my Lord, and ſafe in Le:ceſter Town, 

Whither ( if you pleaſe) we may with-Uraw vs: 
Rich, What men of note are {lain on either fide ? | 
Der. Fohn Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord Ferris, -, 

Sir Robert Brakenbury, and Sir Wilkam Brandon, | 
Rich. Inter their Bodies, as become their Births, 

Proclaim a Pardon to the Souldiers fled, 

[That in ſubmiſſion will returnto us, 

And then, as we have tane the Sacrament, 

We will unite the White Roſe, and the Red. | 

Smile Heaven upon this fair Conjunidn, 

T hat long have frown'd upon their Enmitf : 

What Traytor hears me, and ſays not Amen. 

England hath long been mad, and ſcard her felt , 

The Brother blindly ſhed the Brother's blocd 

The Father raſhly ſlaughter*d his own Son ; 

The Sons, compellÞd, been Butchers to the Sire, 

All this divided Tork, and Lancaſter, 

Divided in their dire Diviſion. 

O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true Succeeders of each Royal Houſe, 

By Gods fair Ordinance, conjoyy together * 

And let thy Heirs (God, if they will be ſo) 

Enrich the time to cone, with ſmooth *d-12c'd Peace 

With ſmiling Ptenty, and fair proſperousdays. 

Abate the edge of Traytors, Gracious Lord, 

That would reduce theſe bloody days again, 

And make poor England weep in ſtreams of Bl6od; 

Let themnor live to taſte this Lands encreafe, 

That would with Treaſon, wound this fair Lands peace. 

Now Civil wounds are ſtop'd, Peace lives agenz 

That ſhe may long live here, God fay, Amen. [Exeine, 
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Come no more to make you laugh ;, Things now, Will be deceiv?d : For, gentle Hearers, know 
That bear a Weighty, and a Seriwus Brow, To rank our choſen Truth with ſuch a 
Sad, high, and working, full of State and Woe ; As Fool, and Fight is, . beſide forfeiting 
Sach Noble Scenes, as draw the Eye to flow, Our own Brains, and the Opinion that we bring 
We now preſent, Thoſe that can Pity, here To make that only true, we now intend, 
May (if they think it well ) ler fall a Tear, Will leave us never an underſtanding Friend. 


The Subjett will deſerve it, Such as give 


Therefore, for Goodneſs ſake, and as you are known 
Their Moey out of hope they may believe, 


The Firſt and Happicſt Hearers of the Town, 


-- « qo find Truth too, Thoſe that come to ſee Be ſad, as we would make ye. Think, ye ſee 
Only a ſhow or two, and ſo agree, The very Perſons of our Noble Story, 

The Play may paſs : If they be ſtill, and willing, | As they were Living ; Think, you ſee them Greats 
Ple moet may fee away their Shilling | And followd with the general throng, and ſweat 
Richly in two ſhort hours, Only they | Of thouſand Friends : then, in a moment, ſee 


That come to hear a merry, bawdy Play, ' How ſoon this Mightineſs meets Miſery. 
A noiſe of Targets : Or to ſee a Fellow \ And if you canbe merry then, Ple ſay, 
In along Motley Coat, guarded with Tellow, i A Man may weep upon bys Wedding Day. 
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Attus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter the Duke of Norfolk at one door. At the other, the I was my Chambers Priſoner. 
Duke of Buckingham, ard the Lord Aburgavenny. | Nor. Then you loſt 
| The view of earthly Glory : Men might fay 


Buckingham, | Til this time Pomp was ſingle, but now married- 
WJ Ood morrow, and well met, How have ye done To one above it ſelf. Each following day 
Since laſt we ſaw y*in France ? Became the next days Maſter, till the laſt 
Nor. | thank your Grace : | Made former Wonders, its. To day the French, 
Healthful, and ever ſince a freſh admirer All Clinquant all in Gold, like Heathens Gods 
Of what I ſaw there. | Shone down the Enel:ſh;, and to morrow, they 
Buck. An untimely Ague | Made Britain, India: Every man that ſtood, 
Staid me a Priſoner in my Chamber, when | Shew'd like a Mine. Their Dwarfiſh Pages were 
Thoſe Sons of Glory, thoſe two Lights of Men , As Cherubins, all gilt : the Madams too, 
Met in the vale of Are. Not us'd to toyl, did almoſt ſweat to bear 
Nor. *Twixt Guynes and Arae, The Pride upon them, that their very labour 
[ was then preſent, ſaw them ſalute on Horſe-back, Was to them as a Painting. Now this Mask 
Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung Was cry'd incomparable ; and tienſuing night 
In their Embracement, as they grew together, Made it a Fool, and Beggar. The two Kings 
Which had they, Equal in luſtre, were now beſt, now worlt 
What four Thron'd ones could have weigh'd As preſence did preſent them : him in Eye, 
Such a compounded one ? Still him in praiſe; and being preſent both, 
Buck, All the whole time "Twas ſaid they ſaw but one, and no Diſcerner 


Durſt 
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Durſt wag his Tongue in cenſure, when theſe Suns 
(For ſo they phraſe *em) by thetr Heralds challeng?d 
The Noblz Spirits to Arms, they did perform 


| Beyond thought's compaſs, that former fabulous Story 


Being now ſeen, poſſible enough, got credir 
That B*v15 was belicv'd. 

Buck, Oh, you go far. 

Nor. As I belong to worſhip, and affect 
In Honour, Honelty, the tract of ev*ry thing 
Would by.a good Diſcourſer loſe ſome life, 
Which Attions ſelf was tongue to. 

Buck, All was Royal, 
To the diſpoſing of it nought rebell'd, 
Order gave each thing view. The Office did 
Diſtinttly his full Function : who did guide, 
| mean who ſet the Body and the Limbs 
Of this great ſport together , 
As you gueſs ? 

Nor. Once certes, that promiſes no Element 
[n_ ſuch a buſineſs. 

Buck, I pray you, who, my Lord ? 

Nor. All this was ofdered by the good Diſcretion 
Of the right Reverend Cardinal of Tork. 


'W hat had he 

0 do in theſe fierce Vaniuies ? I wonder, 

That ſuch a Ketch can with his very Bulk i 
Take up the Rays oth” Benelicial Sun ; 
And keep it from the Earth. 

Nor. Surely, Sir, 
There's ip him ſtuff, that puts him to theſe ends * 
For being not propt by Anceſtry,whoſe grace 
Chalks Succellors their way ; nor calPd upon 
For high feats done to th? Crown ; neither Allied 
To eminent Aſſiſtants z but Spider-like 
Out of his ſelf-drawing Web. O ! gives ns note, 
The- force of his own .merit makes his way, | 
A giſt that Heaven gives for him, which buyes 
A placenext to the King. 

'* Abur,* cannot tell | 

What Heaven hath given him: let ſome Graver eye 
Pierce into that, , but I can ſee his Pride | 

Peep through each part of him: whence has he that, 
If not from Hell ? the Devil 1s a Niggard, 

Or has given him a}l before, and he begins 

A new Hell in himſelf. 

Buck. Why the Devil, 6 
Upon this French going out, took he upon him 
(Without the privity o*tl? King) Vappoint 
;Who ſhould attend on him ? He makes up the File 
'Of all the Gentry; for the molt part ſuch 
Towhom as great a Charge, as little Honour 
He meant to lay upon : and his own Letrer 
The Honourable Board of Council out 
Muſt ferch him in, he Papers: 

Abnr, 1 do know 
Kinſmen of mine, three at the leaſt, that have 
By this fo ſicken'd their Eſtates, that never 
They ſhall abound, as formerly. 

Buck. O many ; 

Have broke their Backs with laying Mannors on 'em 
For this great Journey. Whar did this Vanity 

But miniſter communication of 

A moſt poor iſſue. 

Nor, Grievingly, I think. 

The Peace between the Frerch and us not values 
The Coſt that did conclude it; 

Buck, Every Man, 

After the hideous ſtorm that follow'd, was 
A-thing inſpired, and not conſulting, broke 
Into a general Propheſic ; That this tempelt, | 
Daſhing the Garment of this Peace, aboaded 
The ſudden breach owt. 

Nor. Whichis budded out : 


'. Bucks The Devil ſpeed him : No mans Pye is freed 
I his ambitious Finger. 


| As you would to your Friend. 


For France hath flaw*d the League, and hat h attach'd 
Our Merchants goods at Bowrdearnx. 

Abur, 1s it therefore 

Th? Ambaſſador is filenc'd ? . 

Nor. Marry ig. a= 
Abur, A proper Title of Peace, and purchagd 
Ar a ſupertluous rate. 

Buck, Why all this buſineſs 

Our Reverend Cardinal carried. 

Nor. Like it your Grace, ' 
The State takes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you, and the Cardinal. I adviſe you * 
(And take it from a Heart that wiſhes towards your 
Honour, and plenteous ſafety) that you read + 
The Cardinals Malice, ' and his Potency 
Together : To conſider further, that et 
What his high Hatred would effect, wants not 

A Miniſter in his Power, 
That he's revengeful ; and I know, his 'Sword 
Hath a ſharpedge: Its long, and*t may be faid 
[t reaches far, and where *rwill not extend, 
Thither he dartsir. Boſome up my counſel, 
You'l find it wholeſome. Lor, where comes that Rock 
That I adviſe your ſhunning, + 


the Guard, and two Secretaries with Papers : the Cardital 
in bis paſage fixeth his eze on Buckingham, and Bucking- 
ham on bim, both full of diſdain. ; $6." 


Car, The Duke of Buckinghams Surveyor? Ha ? 197, 

W here's his Examination? INE 7 OL 
Secy. Here, fo pleaſe you. ! £3Þ 
Car, Is he in perſon ready ? 
Secr, I, ant pleaſe your Grace. 39G 
Car. Well, we ſhall then know more, and Buckingham 


ſhall leſſen his big look. $3 
þ <= : [Exeunt Cardinal and his Train 
Buck, This Butchers Cur is venom'd-moutl'd, -and 1 * 
Have not the power to muzzle him, therefore beſt -* -*'*: 
Not wake him in his ſlimber. A Beggars book 
Out-worths a Nobles blood. - - - : 
Wor. What, ate you chaP'd ? - 2016 
Which your diſeaſe requires. 
Buck;-1 read in's looks | 
Matter againſt me, and his Eye reviPd 
Me as his abje& object, at this inſtant 
He bores me with ſome trick ; He's gone toth* King : 
[le follow, and out-ſtare him. 
Nor. Stay, my Lord, . | 
And let your Reaſon with your Choler queſtion 
W har tis you go about : toclimbe ſteep hills « 
Requires {low pace at firſt. Anger is like 
A full-hot Horſe, who being allow*d his way 
Self-mettte tires him : Nota man in England 
| Can adviſe me, like yott : Be to your felt, 


Buck, Vle to the King, | | : 
And, from a mouth of Honour, quite cry down 
This /pſwich Fellows inſolence ; or prochaim, 
Theres difference in no perſons. 

Norf. Be advis'd ; HEOETS 
Heat not a Furnace for your Foe ſo hot _ 

That it do ſinge Four ſelf. We may out-rut 

By violent fwittneſs; that which we run at; . 

And loſe by our over-running: know you not, 
The Fire, that mounts the Liquor tiPt. run Ore, 

| In ſeemihg to avgment it, waſtes it : be advi&d z; * 
I ſay again, there is no Egl:ſh ſoul | 1 

| More ſtronger to diredt you than your ſelf, 

[If withthe ſap of reaſon you would quench, 

Or but allay, the Fire bf paſſion. 


Buck. Sir, 


ah _ [> nr nk . EE ICED... a08 


_ * 
 # + 4 


Ask God for temp”rance, that*s th' appliance only 


dof & "ROO. | DEST... 


Enter Cardinal Wolſey, the Purſe bo:n before bim, certain of | 


You know his Nature, + *| 


Lad — 
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| amthanktul ro you, and Ple goalong 
By your preſcription : but this top-proud Fellow, 
Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
From ſincere motions, by intelligence, 
And proofs as clear as Founts 1n July, when 
We ſeeeach grain of Gravel, I do know 
To be corrupt and treaſoncus. 
'  Norf. Say not, treaſonous. 
BuckTotWKing VI le ſay*t,and make my vouch as ſtrong 
As ſhore of Rock - attend. This holy Fox, 
Or Wolf, or both (far he is equal ray*nous 
As he is ſubtle, and as prone to miſchief, 


| Asable to pertosm't) his mind and place 


| Infecting one another ; yeareciprocally, 
Only to thew his pamp, as well in Frazce, 
As hereat home, ſuggeſts the King our Maſter 
To his coſtly Treaty, tenterview, 
: That ſwallow*d ſo much treaſure, and like a glaſs 
Did break ith* wrenching. 
Norf. Faith , and ſo it did. | ; : 
Buck.Pray give me fayour,Sir : This cunning Cardinal 

The Articles oth? Combination drew 
As himſelf pleas'd : and they were ratifd 
As hecri'd, Thus let it be, to as much end, 
As give a Crutch to th? dead. Burt our Count-Cardinal 
Has done this, and ?tis well : for worthy Wolſcy, 
(Who cannot err) he did it. Now this follows, 
(Which, as 1 take it, is a kind of Puppy 
| To th*old Dam, Treaſon) Charles the Emperour, 
| Under pretgnce to ſee the Queen his Aunt, 
(For 'twas indeed his Colour, but he came 
To whiſper Wolſey) here makes viſitation : 
His fears were that the Interview betwixt” 
' England and France, might through their amity 
| Breed him ſome prejudice z for from this League 
'Peep'd harmsthat menac'd him. He privily 
Deals with our Cardinal, and asI trow, 
' Which 1 do well; for 1 am ſure the Emperour 
Paide're he promis?d, whereby his ſuit was granted 
'E*re it was ask*d. But when the way was made, 
And pay*d with Gold: the Erpperour thus delir'd, 
That he would pleaſe to alter the Kings courſe, 
: And break the foreſaid Peace. Let the King know 
'(As ſoon he ſhall by me) that thus the Cardinal 

Does buy and ſell his honour as he pleaſes, 
And for his own advantage. 
#® Nor. I amſorry 
'T@ hear this of him ; and could wiſh you were 
'Somethipg miſtaken int. 
Buck, No, not a ſyllable: 
'I do pronounce him in that very ſhape 
He ſhall appear in proof. 

Enter Brandon, 4 Serjeant at Arms before him,and two or 
three of the Guard. 
' Brandon. Your Office, Serjeant : exccute it. 

; © Serjeant, Sir, - 
' My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl 


1 Of Hertford, Stafford, and Northampton, 1 


Arreſt thee of high Treaſon, in the name 
Of our moſt Soveraign King. 
Buck, Loe you, my Lord, 
The net has faln upon me, 1 ſhall periſh 
Under device and practice. 
Bran, 1 am ſorry 
| To ſee you ta*ne from liberty, to look on 
{ The buſineſs preſent. ?Tis his Highneſs pleaſure 
You ſhall toth* Tower. 
Buck, It will help me nothing 
To plead mine Innocence : far that Dye is on me, 
Which makes my whit*ſt part black. The will of Heav*a 
Be done in this and all things : I obey. 
 O my Lord Aburgany , Fare you well. 
Bra. Nay, he muſt bear you company. The King 


Is pleagd you ſhall to th? Tower ull you know, 


| 


| 


— ———_— 4 


How he determines further. 
Abur, As the Duke ſaid, 
The will of Heaven be done, and the Kings pleaſure 
By me obey'd. 
Bran. Here is a Warrant from 
The King, tartach Lord Aountacure, and the Bodies 
Of the Dukes Confeſlor, John de I; Car, 
One Gilbert Peck, his Counſellour, 
Buck, So, ſo; 
Theſe are the Limbs o*th? Plot, no morel hope. 
Bra. A Monk otl” Chartreus. 
Buck, O Michael Hophsns, 
Bra. Fe. 
Buck, My Surveyor is falſe ; the o*re-great Cardinal 
Hath ſhew'd him gold ; my Life is fpann'd already: 
| am the ſhadow of poor Buckingham z 
W hoſe Figure even this inſtant Cloud puts on, 
By darkning my clear Sun. My Lords, Farewel. [Exexr, 


E— 
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Scena Secunan. 


Cornets, Enter King Henry, leaning on the Cardinals 
der : the Nobles, and Sir Thomas Lovyel : the Cardind 
places him under the K ings Feet, on his right ſide. 


King. My life it ſelf, and the beſt heart of it, 
Thanks you for this great care : Iſtood th? level 
Of a full-charg'd confederacy, and give thanks 
Toyou that choak*d it. Let be call'd before us 
That Gentleman of Buckinghams, in perſon, 

Ile hear him his Confeſſions juſtifie, 
And point by point the Treaſons of his Maſter 
He ſhall again relate. 


A noiſe, with crying, Room for the Queen, Uſherdby the Dal 
of Norfolk. Enter the —_ Norfolk pas Suffolk: 


ſhe kyeels, King riſeth from his State, takes her *, kiſſes 
and placeth her by him, 


Quee, Nay, we muſt longer kneel ; I am aSuitor. 
King. Ariſe, and take place by us ; half your Suit 
Never name to us; you have half our power : 
The other moiety ere you ask is given z 
Repeat your will, and take it. 
Quee. Thank your Majeſty. 
That you would love your ſelf, and in that love 
Not unconſidered leave your Honour, nor 
The dignity of your Office, is the point 
Of my. Petition. 
King. Lady mine, proceed. 
Quee, I am ſolicited not by a few, 
And thoſe of true condition , That your Subjefts 
Are in great grievance : There have been Commiſſions 
Sent down among em, which have flaw*d the heart 
Of all their Loyaltiesz wherein, although, 
My y= Lord Cardinal, they vent reproaches 
Moſt bitterly on yon, as putter on 


% 


| Of theſe exattions , yet theKing, our Maſter, 


W hoſe honour heaven ſhield from Soil,even he eſcapy not 
Language unmannerly : yea, ſuch which breaks 


| The ſides of Loyalty, and almoſt appears 
in loud Rebellion. _ 


Nerf. Not almoſt appears, 


It doth appear : for, upon theſe Taxation 
The Clothier c hy 


ers all, notableto maintain 


' The many to them ?longing, have put off 
"The Spinſters, Carders, Fullers, Weavers, who, 


Unfit for other life, compelld by hunger, 

And lack of other means, in deſperate manner, 
Daring th* event to th? teeth, are all in uproar, 
And danger ſerves among them. 

King. Taxation? 


Wherein ? 
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herein? and what Taxation? My Lord Cardinal, 
You that are blam'd for it alike with us, 
Know you of this Taxation ? 

Card. Pleaſe you, Sir, | 
[ know but of a ſingle part in ought | 
pertains to Th? State , and front but in that file 
Where others tell ſteps with me. 

wee, No, my Lord, 

You know no more than others : Byt you frame 
Things that are known alike, which are not wholſome 
To thoſe which would not know them, and yet mult 
Perforce be their acquaintance. Theſe exactions 
(Whereof my Soveraign would have note) they are 
Moſt peſtilent to th* hearing, and to bear *em, 
The Back is ſacrifice to thy load ; They fay, 
They are devis'd by you or elſe you ſuffer 
Too hard an exclamation. ; 

King. Still, Exaction ! 
The nature of it, in what kind, let's know, 
Is this ExaCtion 2 

Que, lam much tao venturous | 
In temptiog of your patience, but am boldned 
Under your promis*d pardon. | The Subjects grief 
Comes through Commiſſions, which compels trom each 
The ſixth part of his ſubſtance, xa be levied 
Without delay ; and the pretcpce for this 
Is nam'd, your Wars in Frazce :. this.makes bold mouths, 
Tongues ſpit, their dutigs, qut, and caltt hearts freeze 
Allegiance in them ;, their;Curſes now 
Live where their Prayers did: and it's cone to pals, 
This tractable obedience is a ſlave 
Toeach incenſed Will: I would your Highnefs 
Would give it quick conlideratian 3 for | 
There is no primer baſenefs, 

King, By my Life, 
This is againſt our pleaſure. 

Card. And for me, 
[ have no further gove in this, than by 
A ſingle voice, and that nat paſt me, but 
By learned approbation of the Judges : if Lam 
Traduc'd by ignorant Tongues, which neither know 
My faculties nor perſon, yet will be | 
TheChronickes of my doing : Let me fay, 
Tis but the fate of Place, and the rough Brake 
| That Virtue muſt go thraugh ; we muſt not tint 
Our neceſſary actions, in the fear 
Tocope malicious Cenſurers, which ever, 
As ray*nous Fiſhes, do a Veſlel foHow 
That is new trimm'd ; but bene no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do belt, 
By fick interpreters (once weak ones) 1s 
Not ours, or not allow'd ; what worft, as oft 
Hitting a groſſer quality, is cry'd up 
For our beſt Act : .if we ſtand till, 
In fear our motian will be mock'd or cavp'd at, 
We ſhould take root here where we bt ; 
Orſit State-Statues only. 

King. Things done well, 
And with a care, exempt themſelves from fear. 
Things done without example, in their illue 
Are to be fear'd. Have you a Prekdent 
Of this Commiſhon ? 1 believe not apy. 
We muſt not rend our SubjeRts fromour Laws, 
And ſtick them in our Will. Sixth partot each ? 
A trembling Contribution : why we take 
From every tree, lop, bark, and part oth? timber : 
And though we leave it with 2 root thus hackt, 
The Air will drink the Sap. Toevery County 
Wherethis is queſtion*d, ſendour Letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has deny'd 
The Force of this Commillion - pray look. tot 
[put itto your care. 

Card. A word with you. 
Let there be Letters writ to every Shure 


hy 
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| is Confeflor, who fed him every minute 


Of the Kings Grace and Pardon - the grieved Commons 
Hardly conceive of me. Let it be noigd, 
Thar through our Interceſſion, this Revokement 
And Pardon comes : I ſhall anon adviſe you 
Further in the proceeding. 
Enter Surveyor, 
Quee. I am ſorry, that the Duke of Buckingham 
[s run in your diſpleaſure. 
King. It grieves many : | 
The Geatleman is Learn'd, and a moſt rare Speaker, 
To Nzture none. more bound, his training ſuch, 
That he may furnth and inſtruct great Teachers, 
And never-ſcek for aid ont of himſelf : yet ſee, 
When theſe ſo Noble benefits ſhall prove 
Not well diſpos'd, the mind growing once corrupt 
They turn to vicious farms, ten times more ugly 
Than ever they were fair. This nan ſo compleart, 
Who was enrotPd *mongſt wonders ; and when we 
Almolt with raviſht liſtzing, could not figd 
His hour of ſpeech, a minute : He, (my Lady) 
Hath into monſtrous habits put the Graces | 
Ttat ance were his, and is become as black, 
Asif beſmear'd in Hell. Sit by Us, and you ſhall hear 
(This was his Gentleman in truſt) of kim 
Things to ſtrike Honour ſad. Bid him recount 
The tfore-recited praCtices, whereof 
We cannot feel too little, hear toomuch. 


[Exit Secret, | 


Card. Stand forth, and with bold ſpiritrelate, what you. 
Moſt like a careful Subject have collected 
Out of the Duke of Buckinghan, - 


King. Speak freely. 

mm. Firſt, it was uſual with hias every day 
It would infeet his Speech , Thar if the King - 
Should without iſue:dye , hee'} carry it ſo 
To make the Scepter, his. Theſe very words 
Pve heard him utter to his Son'in Law, 

Lord Aburgany, to whom by. Oath he mena&d 
Revenge vpo0 the Cardinal. 

Card. Pleaſe your Highneſs, note 
Fhis dangerous conception in this point, 

Nat friended by his wilh-to- your High perſon 3 
His will is cmaik malignant, and ic ftretches 
Beyongd youto your Friends. 

Quee, My learned Lord Cardinal, 
Deliver all with Charity. 

King, Speak.on ;, 

How grounded he his Title to the Crown 
Upon our fail ; to this point haft thou heard him, - 
At any time ſpeak ought ? 
Surv, He was brought to this, 
By a vain Propheſie of Nicholas Herton, 
King. What was that; Henton ? 
Sarv. Sir, a Chartrenx Fryer, 


With words of Soveraignty. 
King. How know*ft thou this ? *} 
Sur. Not long before yanr highneſs ſped to France, 

The Duke being at the Rofe, within the Pariſh 

Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 

W hat was the ſpeech among the Londoners 

Concerning the French Journey. Ireply*d, 

Men fear the Frexch would prove perhdious 

To the King?s danger : preſently, the Duke 

Said, *twas the fear indeed, andthat he doubted 

'Twould prove the verity of certain words 

Spoke by a holy Monk, that oft, fays he, 

Hath ſent to me, wiſhing me to permit 

Fohn de la Car, ray Chaplain, a choice hour 

To hear from hiama matteyv of ſome moment: 

Whom after under the Commiſſions Seal, 

He ſolemnly had ſworn, that what he ſpoke 

My Chaplain to no.Creature living, but 

To me, ſhould utter, with demure Confidence, 

Thus pawſingly enſw@; Neither the King nor?s Heirs 
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(Tell you the Duke) ſhall proſper, bid him ſtrive 
.To gain the love o'th* Commonalty, the Duke 
Shall govern England. 
Que. If I know you well, 
You were the Duke's Surveyor, and loſt your Office 


| On the complaint o'ch? Tenants ; take good heed 


You charge not in your ſpleen a Noble Perſon, 
And ſpoil your Noble Soul; I fay, take heed 5 


| Yes, heartily I beſeech you. 


King. Lethim-on. Go forward. 
Sur. On my Soul, Ple ſpeak but truth. 


| 1 told my Lord the Duke, by th? Devils illuſions 


The Monk might be deceiv*d, and that *twas dangerous 


| For this to ruminate on this ſo far, until 


It forg'd him ſyme deſign, which, being believ'd, 
It was much like to do: Heanſwer?d, Tulh, 

It can do me no dammage z adding further, 
Thar had the King in his laſt ſickneſs faiPd, 
The CardinaÞs, and Sir Thomas Lovel's Heads 
Should have gone off. 

Kino, Ha? What, ſorank ? Ah, ha, 


{ There's miſchicf in this man ; canſt thou ſay further ? 


Sar, | can, my Licge. 
King. Proceed. 
Sur. Being, at Greenwich, 


1 After your Highneſs had reprov*d the Duke 


About Sir William Blumer. : 
*Ki.1 remember of fuch a time, being my ſworn ſervant, 


'| The Duke retain'd him, his- But on : what hence ? 


Sur. If (quoth he) 1 for this deed had been committed, 
As to the Tower, I thought; LI would have plaid 


| The Part my Father meant toaCt upon 
. | Ti? Uſurper Richard, who being at Salzsbury, 


Made ſuit to come in's preſence ; which, if granted, 
(As he made ſemblance of his duty) would 

Have put his Knife into him. 

King. A Gyant Fraytor. 

Card. Now,Madam, may his Highneſs live in freedom, 


Oueen. God mend all. | (faylt ? 
K:ng. There's ſomething more would out of thee ; what 
Sur. After the Duke bis Father, with the Knife 


:{ And this Man out of Priſon. 


| He ſtretch'd him, and with one hand on his Dagger, 
'1 Another ſpread on's Breaſt, mounting his Eyes, 

'| He did diſcharge a horrible Oath, whoſe tenour 

; | Was, were heevil us'd, he would out-go 

| His Father, by as much as a performance 


Do's an irreſolute purpoſe. 
| King. There's his period, 


'| To ſheath his Knife in us : he is attach'd, 
'| Call him to preſent Tryal : if he may 


Find Mercy in the Law, ?cis his; if none, 
Let him not ſcek*r of us: By day and night 


He's Traytor to th? height. [Exeunt. 


Scena Terti. 


Enter L, Chamberlain, and L. Sandys. 
L. Ch, Igt poſſible the ſpells of France ſhould juggle 


| Men into ſuch ſtrange Mylteries ? 


L. San, New Cuſtoms, 
Though they be never ſo ridiculous, 


| (Nay let *em be unmanly ) yetare follow?d. 


L. Ch. As far asl ſee, all the good our Engliſh 
Have got by the late Voyage, is but meerly 

A fit or two o?th? Face, (but they are ſhrewd ones) 
For when they hold *em, you would ſwear directly 


| Their very Noſes had bzen Counlellors 


To Pepin or Clotharins, they keep State fo. 
L. San, They have all new Legs, 


{And lame ones; one would take it, 


That never ſee em pace before, the Spaven 
A Spring-halt-reign*d among %em, 

L, Ch. Death, my Lord, 
Their Cloaths are after ſuch a Pagan cut too, 
That ſure th*have worn out Chriltendom , þh 
What news, Sir 1homas Lovell ? 

Enter Sir T homas Lovell. 

Lovell, Faith my Lord, 
[ hear of none, but the new Proclamation, 
'Thar's clapt upon the Court Gate. 

L. Cham, W hat ist for ? 

Lov. The Reformation of our travelPd Gallants 
T hat fill the Court with Quarrels, Talk, and Taylors 

L. Cham. Pm glad tis there ; ; 
Now 1 would pray our Monſieurs 
To think an Engliſh Courtier may be wiſe, 
And never ſee the Lovure, 

Lov. They muſt either 
(For ſorun the Conditions) leave thoſe remnants 
Of Fool and Feather, that they got in France, 
With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto, as 2 ights and Firc-works, 
Abuling better men than they can be 
Our of a foreign Wiſdom, renouncing clcan 
The faith they have in Tennis and tall Stockings, 
Short bolſtred Breeches, and thoſe types of Travel; 
And underſtand again like honeſt men ; 
Or pack to their old Play-fellows, there takeit, 
They may Cum Privilegio wear away 
The Lag-end of their lewdnefs, and be laugh'd at. 

L. San, ?Tis time to give them Phyſick, their diſcaſes 
Are grown ſo catching, 

L. Cham, Whata loſs our Ladies 
Will have of theſe trim vanities ? 

Lovel, | marry, 
There will be woe indeed, Lords, the ſly whoreſons 
Have got a ſpeeding trick to lay down Ladies. 
A French Song, and a Fiddle, has no Fellow. 

£. San, The Devil fiddle*em 
| am glad they are going, 
For ſure there*s no converting *em : now 
An honeſt Country Lord, as 1 am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain Song, 
| And have an hour of hearing, and by*r Lady 
Held currant Muſick too. 

L. Cham. Well ſaid, Lord Sands, 
Your Colts tooth is not calt yet ? 

L, San, No, my Lord, 
Nor ſhall not, while I have a ſtump. 

L. Cham... Sir Thomas, 
Whither were you a going ? 

Lv. tothe Cardinals ; 
Your Lordſhip is a guelt too. 

L.Cham. Q, ?tis true ; 
This Night he makes a Supper, and a great one, 
To many Lordsand Ladies; there will be 
The Beauty of this Kingdom, Ple allure you. 

Lov, That Churchman 
Bears a bouunteous mind indeed 
A hand as fruitful as the Land that feeds us, 
His dews fall every where. 

L. Chan, Nodoubt, he's Noble 
He had a black Mouth that faid other of him. 

L. San. He may, my Lord, 
Ha's wherewithall in him : 
Sparing would ſhew a worſe ſin, than ill Doctrine. 
Men of his way ſhould be molt liberal, 
They are ſet here for Examples. 

L. Cham, 'I rue, they are ſo; 
But few now give ſo great ones: 


OW now ? 


My Barge ſtays ; 
Your Lordſhip ſhall along : Come, good Sir Thomas, 
We ſhall be late elſe, which I would not be, 


For 1 was ſpoke to, with Sir Henry Guilford This 
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This night to be Comptrollers, 
L. San, 1 am your Lordſhips. 


—_— ————— 


Scena ©uarta. 


Hoboys. A ſmall Table under a State for the Cardinal, a 
longer Table for the Gueſts, Then enter Anne Bullen, 
and drvers other Ladies and Gentlemen, as Gut ſts at 
one door ;, at anot her door enter Sir Henry Guilford. 


S. Hen. Guilf. Ladies, 

Ageneral welcome from his Grace 

Salutes ye all: This night he Dedicates 

To fair content, and you: None here he hopes 

Inall this Noble Bevy , has brought with her 
Onecare abroad : h2 would kave all as merry, 

as firſt good Compan y, good Wine, good Welcome, 
Can make good Peopl e. 


Enter L. Chamberlain, L. Sands, and Lovcl. 


Omy Lord, y? are tardy 

The very thought of this tair Company, 

Clapt wings to me. | 

Cham, You are young, Sir Harry Guilford. 
San, Sir Thomas Lovel, had the Cardinal 

But half my Lay-thoughts in him, ſome of theſe 
Should find a running Banquet, ere they relfted, 
| think would better pleaſe *em : by my life, 
They are a ſweet Socicty of fair ones. 

Low. O that your Lordſhip were but now Confefſor 
To one or two of theſe. "oe 
San, I would | were, 

They ſhould find eaſie penance. 

| Lov, Faith, how ealie ? 
San, As calie as a down Bed would afford it. / 
Cham. Sweet Ladies, will it pleaſe you fit; Sir Harry, 
Place you that fide, Ile take the charge of this : 

His Grace is entring, nay you mult not freeze, 

Two Women plac'd together makes cold weather : 
My Lord Sands, you are one will keep *em waking : 
{Pray fit between theſe Ladies. 

San. By my faith, ; 
And thank your Lordſhip : by your leave, ſweet Ladies, 
[f I chance to talk a little wild, torgive me : 

[ had it from my Father. 

An, Bul. Was he mad, Sir ? 

San. O very mad, exceeding mad, in love too; 
But he would bite none, juſt as I do now, 

He would kiſs you twenty with a breath. 

Cham, Well ſaid, my Lord: 

S0now yare fairly ſeated : Gentlemen, 

The penance lies on you ; if theſe fair Ladies 

Paſs away frowning. 

San, For my little Cure, 

Let me alone. 


# . 
Hoboys, Enter Cardi;'al Wolſey, and takes his State. 


Card. Yare welcome, my fair Gueſts ;, that noble Lady 
Or Gentleman that is not freely merry 

ls not my Friend. This to confirm my welcome, 
And to you all good health. 

San, Your Grace is Noble, 

t me have ſuch a Bowl may hold my thanks, 

And ſave me ſo much talking. 

Card. My Lord Sands, 

l am beholding to you : cheer your Neighbour - 
Ladies, you are not merry ; Gentlemen, 

Whoſe fault is this ? 

Say, The red Wine firſt mult riſe 

n their fair Chceks, my Lord, then we ſhall have 'em 
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Talk us to hlence. 
Az. B:1. You are a merry Gamſter, 
My Lord Sands, 
San. Yes, it I make my play : 
Here's to your Ladithip, and pledge it, Madam - 
For *cis to ſuch a thing. 
An, Bul. You cannot ſhew me. 
Drum and Irumpets, Chambers diſcharged. 
S.41, 1 told your Grace, they would talk anon. 
Card. Whats that ? 
Cham. Look out there, ſome of Ye. 
Car, What warlike voice, 
And to what end is this? Nay, Ladies, fear nat; 
By all the Laws of War y? are priviledg?d. 
Enter a Servant, 
Cham, How now, what igt ? 
Serv, A noble troopof Strangers, 
For ſo they ſvemz they have left their Barge and Landed, 
And hither make, as great Embaſſadors 
From forcign Princes. 
Card. Good Lord Chamberlain, 
Go, give?cm welcome you can ſpeak the French-tongye, 
And pray receive *em Nobly, and conduct *em 
[nto our preſence, where this Heaven of beauty 
Shall ſhine at full upon them. Some attend him. 
All ariſe, and Tables removed. 
You have now a brok=n Banquet, but well mend it. 
A good diſgeſtion to you all; and once more 
[ ſnowre a welcome on ye : welcome all. 


Hoboys. Enter King and Others as Muckers, habited like 
Shepherds , uſher'd by the Lord Chamberlain, 
paſs direttly before the Cardinal, and gratefully ſalute 


him, 


A Noble Company : what are their pleaſures ? 

Cham, Becauſe they ſpeak no Exgl:ſh, thus they pray*d 
To rell your Grace, that having heard by fame 
Ot this ſo noble and ſo fair Aſſembly, 

This night to meer here, they could do nolefs, 
(Out ot the great reſpect they bear to beauty ) 
But lcaye their Flocks, and under your fair condut 
Crave leave to view theſe Ladies, and entreat 

An hour of Revels with *em. 

Card. Say, Lord Chamberlain, ; 

They have done my poor houſe Grace : 
For which 1 pay *em a thouſand thanks, 
And pray *em take their pleaſures. 
Chooſe Ladies, King and Anne Bullen. 

King. The faireſt band I ever touch*d: O Beauty, 
Till now never knew thee. 

Auſick,, Dance, 

Card. My Lord. 

Cham, Your Grace. 

Card. Pray tell *em thus much from me : 
There ſhould be one amongſt *em by his perſon 
More worthy this place than my ſelf, to whom 
(If I but knew him) with my love and duty 
| would ſurrender it. 

Cham. ] will, my Lord. 

Card. Whar ſay they ? 

Cham. Such a one, they all confeſs 
There is indeed, which they would have your Grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 

Card. Let me ſee then, 

By all your good leaves, Gentlemen, here Ple make 
My royal choice. 
King. Ye have found him Cardinal], 
You hold a fair Aſſembly, you do well, Lord. 
You area Church-man, or Ple tell you, Cardinal, 
| ſhould judge now unhappily. 

Card, 1 am glad 
Your Grace is grown ſo pleaſant. 

King. My Lord Chamberlain, 


Whiſper. 


Prithee 


EE ————————._. 


Jr ee OI EI IIs 


— 


| 


1 


The Life of King Benry the Eighth. 


2 2—_————— 


£ 


oe. ———————— 


Prithee come hither, what fair Lady's that ? 


Cham. An't pleaſe your Grace, 


Sir Thomas Bullen*s Daughter, the Viſcount Rochford, 
One of her Highneſles Women. 


King. By Heaven ſhe is a dainty one ; Sweet heart, 


[| were unmannerly to take you out, 
And not to kiſs you. A health Gentlemen, 
Let it go round. 


Card. Sir Thomas Lovel, is the Banquet ready 

Ith? Privy Chamber ? 

Lov. Yes, my Lord. 

Card. Your Grace, 

| fear, with dancing is a little heated. 

King. I fear too much. 

Card. There's freſh Ait, my Lord, 

In the next Chamber. 

King. Lead in your Ladies every one : Sweet Partner 

I muſt not yet forſake you : let's be merry, 

Good my Lord Cardinal : I have half a dozen Healths 

To drink to theſe fair Ladies, and a meaſure 

To lead em once again, and then let's dream 

W ho's beſt in favour. Let the Muſick knock it. 
[Excant with Trumpets 


7 


d —_— 


Aus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter two Gentlemen at ſeveral doors, 


3- Whither away ſo faſt ? 

2. O, God fave ye: | 
Even tothe Hall, to hear what ſhall become 
Of the great Duke of Bukngbam. 
1. Ple ſave you 
That labour, Sir. AlPs nvw done, but the Ceremony 
Of bringing back the Priſoner. 
Were you there ? 
: Yes indeed was 1, 
. Pray ſpeak what has hapn'd. 
You may gueſs quickly what. 
. Is he found guilty ? 

1. Yes truly 1s he, 
And condemn'd upcrt. 

2, I am ſorry fort. 

1. Soare a number more. 

2. But pray how palt it ? 

1. Ple tell you ina little. Fhe great Duke 
Came to the Bar ; where, to his accuſations 
He pleaded ſtill not guilty, and alledged 
Many ſharp reaſons to defeat the Law. 


= Ne» H 


| The King's Atturney oa the contrary z 


uUrg'd on the Examinations, Proofs, Confellions 
Of divers witneſles, which the Duke deſir*d 
To him brought v:va voce to his Face ; 

At which appear'd againſt him, his Surveyor, 
Sir Gilbert Pecke his Chancellor, and Fohn Cay 
Confeſſor to him, with that Devil Monk, 
Hopkins, that made this miſchief. 

2. That was he, 


1 That fed him with his Prophecies. 


1. The ſame, 


| All theſe accus'd him ſtrongly, which he fain 


Would have flung from him ; but indeed he could not ; 
And ſo his Peers upon this Evidence, 

Have found him guilty of high Treaſon. Much 

He ſpoke, and learnedly for life : but all 

Was either pitied in him, or forgotten. 

2. After allthis, how did he bear himſelf? 

1, When he was brought agen to th? Bar, to hear 
His Knell-rung out, his Judgment, he was ſtirr*d 
With ſuch an Agony, he ſweat extreamly, 

And ſomething ſpoke in choler, ill and haſty]; 

But he fell to himſelf again, and ſweetly 


In all the reſt ſhzw*d a moit noble patience. 
2. I donot think he fears death. 
1. Sure he does not, 
He never was ſo womaniſh, the cauſe 
He may alittle grieve at. 
2, Certainly, 
The Cardinal is the end of this. 
1. *Tis likely, 
By all conjectures: Firſt Kildare*s Attaindure, 
T hen Deputy of /reland, who remov'd, 
Zarl Swrrey was ſent thither, and in haſt too, 
Leſt he ſhould help his Father. 
2. Thar trick of State 
Was a deep enyious one. 
i, At his return, 
No doubt he will requite it ; this is noted 
( And generally) who ever the King favours, 
The Cardinal inſtantly will find employment for, 
And far enough from Court too. 
2. All the Commons 
J:te him perniciouſly, and O? my Conſcience. 
Wiſh him ten tathom deep: This Duke as much 
T hey love and doaton, call him Bounteous Buck;ngham, 
The Mirror of all courteſie. 


Enter Buckingham from his Arraignment, Tyſtavs 
before him, the Ax with the edge towards him, Hal. 
berds on each ſide, accompanied with Sir Thomas Lo-| 
vel, Sir Nicholas Vaux, Walter Sands, and Commn 
people, GC. 


1. Stay there, Sir, 
And ſee the Noble ruin'd man you ſpeak of, 

2. Ler's ſtand cloſe and behold him. 

Buck, All good people, 
You that thus have come to pity me; 
Hear what I fay, and then go home and loſe me. 
I have this day receiv'd a Traytors Judgment, 
And by that name muſt die; yet Heaven bear witneſs, 
And if I have a Conſcience, let it ſink me, 
Even as the Ax falls, if I be not faithful. 
Toth? Lawl bear no malice for my death, 
*T has done upon the premiſes, but Juſtice : 
But thoſe that ſought ir, -I could wiſh more Chriltians; 
(Be what they will) I heartily forgive%em ; 
Yet let *cm look they glory not in miſchief ; 
Nor build their evils on the Graves of great men, 
For then, my guiltleſs blood muſt cry again *ew. 
For furth-r life in this world I ne*re hope, 
Nor will I ſue, although the King have mercies 
More than I dare make faults. 
You few that lov'd me, 
And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 


CY @ Of ; 


His Noble Friends and Fellows; whom to leave 
Is onely bitter to him, onely dying : 
Go with me like good Angels to my end, 
And as the long divorce of Steel falls on me, 
Make of your Prayers one ſweet Sacrifice, 
And lift my Soul to Heaven. 
Lead on a Gods name. 
Lov, 1 do .beſeech your Grace for Charity, 
If ever any malice in your heart 
Were hid againſt me, now to forgive me frankly. 
Buck. Sir Thowas Lovel, | as free forgive you 
As I would be forgiven: I forgive all. 
There cannor be thoſe numberleſs offences 
*Gainſt me, that I cannot take peace with : 
No black envy ſhall make my Grave. 
Commend me to his Grace : 
And if he ſpeak of Buckingham ; pray tell him, 
You met him half in Heaven : my vows-and prayers 
Yet are the Kings; and till my Soul forſake, 
Shall cry for bleſſings on him. May he live 


| Longer than I have time to tell his years 


Ever 


C—— —— 


The Life of King Henry the Erghth. 


ever belov'd and loving may his Rule be ; 
And when old time ſhall lead him to his end, 
Goodneſs and he fill up one Monument. 
Low, To th? Water-fide I muſt condu@t your Grace, 
Then give my Charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux, 
Who undertakes you to your end. 
Vaux. Prepare there, 
The Duke is coming : See the Barge be ready, 
And fit it with ſuch furniture as ſuits 
The greatneſs of his Perſon. 
Buck, Nay, Sir Nicholas, 
Let it a11iC 3 my State now will but mock me. 
When I came hither, I was Lord High Conſtable, 
And Duke of Buckingham ;, now, poor Edward Bohun ; 
Yet | an richer than my baſe Accuſers, 
That never knew what Truth meant : I now ſeal it 
And with that blood will make ?em one day groan for't. 
My No»le Father, Henry of Buckingham, 
Who firſt raid head againſt Uſurping Kichard, 
Flying for ſuccour to his Servant Baniſter, 
Being diſtreſt, was by that wretch berray?d, 
And without Tryat, fell; Gods peace be with him. 
Henry the Seventh ſucceeding, truly pitying 
My Fathers loſs, like a molt Royal Prince 
Reſtor?d me to my Honours © and out of ruines 
Made my Name once more Noble. Now his Son, 
Henry the Eighth, Lite, Honour, Name, and all 
That made me happy, at one froke has taken 
For ever from the World. I had mv Tryal, 
And muſt needs ſay, a Noble one; which makes me 
Alittle happier than my wretched Father - 
Yet thus far are we one in Fortunes, both 
Fell by our Servants, by thoſe men we lov*d moſt : 
! A moſt unnatural and faithleſs Service. 
Heaven has an end in all : yet, you that hear me, 
This from a dying man receive 2s certain : 
Where you are liberal of your loves and Counſels, 
Be ſure you be not looſe; for thoſe you maxe friends, 
And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 
The leaſt rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like Water from ye, never found again 
But where they mean to fink ye: all good People 
Pray for me, I muſt now forlake ye ;: the laſt hour 
Of my long weary life is come upon me: 
Farewel ; and when you would ſay ſomething that is ſad, 
Speak how I fell. | 
| have done 3 and God forgive me. 
[Exennt Duke and Train. 
1. O, this is full of pity; Sir, it calls, 
| fear, roo many curſes on their Heads, 
That were the Authors. 
2, If the Duke be guiltleſs, 
"Tis full of woe.: yet I can give you inckling 
Of an enſuing evil, if it fall, 
Greater than this, 
1, Good Angels keep it from us: 
What may it be? you do not doubt my faith, Sir ? 
2, This Secret is ſo weighty, *twill require 
A ſtrong faith to conceal it. 
1, Let me have it ; 
| do not talk much. 
2, I am confident 
You ſhall, Sir : Did younot of late days hear 
A buzzing of a Separation 
Between the King and Katharine ? 
1, Yes, but it held not ; 
For when the King once heard it, out of anger 
He ſent command to the Lord Mayor ftraight 
To ſtop the rumour, and allay the tongues 
That durſt diſperſe it. 
2, But that ſlander, Sir, 
[s a ſound truth now : for it grows agen | 
Freſher than ere it was, and held for certain | 
any King will venture at it. Either the Cardinal, 


—C. 


| Let's think in Private more. 


w_ 


Or ſome about him near, have, out of malice 


That will undo her: To confirm this too, 
Cardinal Campers is arriv'd, and lately, 
As all think, for this bulinels, 

1. *Tis the Cardinal; 
And meerly to revenge him on the Emperour, 

For not beſtowing on him, athis asking, 

The Arch-Biſhoprick of Toledo, this is purpog'd. 

2, I think . 

You have hit the mark ; but is't not cruel, 

That ſhe ſhould feel the ſmart of this ? the Cardinal 
W1l have his will, and ſhe muſt fall. 

1. ?Tis woful. 

We are too open here to argue this : 

[Excunt. 


—_— 


1 Dangers, Doubts, wringing of the Conſtience 


Jena Secunda. 


Enter Lord C hamberlain, reading this Letter: 


Y Lord, the Horſes, your Lordſhip ſent for, with all 


To the good Queen, pollelt him with a ſcruple | 


the care I had. I ſaw well choſen, ridden, ard fur- 
mſld. They were young and handſome, and of the beſt 
Breed in the North. When they were ready t0 ſet qut for Lon- 
don, a'2Man of my Lord Cardinals, by Commiſſion, and main 
power took %em from we, with this reaſon: His Maſter 
would be ſervd before a Subjett, if not before the King, 
which ſtoppd our Mouths, Sir, oe 

[ fear, he will indeed; well, let him have them ; he will 
have all I think. 


Enter to the Lord Chamberlain, the Dukes of Norfolk 
and Suffolk. 


Norf. Well met,, my Loftd Chamberlain, 
Cham. Good day to both your Graces. 
Sf. How is the King employ*d ? 
_ Chan. | left him private, | 
Full of fad thoughts and troubles, 
Norf. What's the caule ? | | 5 
Chan, lt ſeems the Marriage with his Brothers Wife 
Has crept too near his Conſcience. 
Sf. No, his Conſcience 
Has crept too near another Lady. 
Norf. *Tis ſo; | 
This is the Cardinals doing : the King-Cardinal, 
That blind Prieſt, like the eldeſt Son of Fbrrune, 


Syuf. Pray God hedo, - 
He'll never know himſelf elſe. 

Norf. How holily he works in all his buſineſs, 
And with what Zeal ? For now he has crackt the League 
Between us and the Emperor (the Queens great Nephew) 
He dives into the Kings Soul, and there ſcatrers 


Fears, and Deſpairs, and all theſe for his Marriage? 

And out of all theſe, to reſtore the King, 

He counſels a Divorce, a loſs of her, 

That like a Jewel, has hung twenty years 

About his neck, yet never loſt her luſtre z 

Of her thar loves him with that excellence, 

That Angels love good men with : even of her, 

That, when the greateſt ſtroke of Fortune falls, 

Will bleſs the King : and is not this courſe pious? . 
Cham. Heaven keep me from ſuch counſel : *ris moſt truez 

Theſe news are every where, evety tongue ſpeaks *em, 

And every true heart weeps for®t. All that dare 

Look into theſe affairs, ſee his main end; | 

The French Kings Siſter. Heaven will one day open 

The Kings Eyes, that ſo long have ſlept upon 


Turns what he liſt. The King will know him one day. , | 


This bold bad man. 


DT I 1 EECT©C©R©CT LETT 2 


| Or this Imperious man will work us all 


] 1 would your Grace would give us but an hour 
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Sf. And free us from his ſlavery. 
Norf. We had necd pray, 
And heartily, for our deliverance ; 


— 


From Princes into Pages: all mens Honours 
Lie like one lump before him, to be faſhion'd 
Into what pitch he pleaſe. 

Suff. For me, my Lords, 
[ love him not, nor fear him, there's my Creed : 
As I am made without. him, 1o Ile ſtand, 
If the King pleaſe: his Curſes and his Bleſlings 
Touch mealike :. th? are breath I not believe in, 
[| knew him, andI know him : fo I leave-him 
To him that made him proud, the Pope. 

Norf. Leys in; 
And with ſome other buſineſs, put the King 
From theſe ſad thoughts, that work too much upon him ; 
My Lord, yowl bear us company ? 

Cham, Excuſe me, 
The King has ſent me other-where: Beſides 
Yow'l finda moſt unfit time todiſturb him : 
Health to your Lordihips. 

Norf. Thanks, my good Lord Chamberlain. 


Exit Lord Chamberlain, and the Kings draws the Curtain, 
and ſits reading penſroely. 


. 

Suff. How fad he looks; ſure he is much afflicted. 

Kmg. Who'sthere? Ha? 

Norf. Pray God, he be not angry. 

King, W ho's there I ſay ? how dare you thruſt your ſelyes 
Into my private Meditations ? 
Who amT? ha? ' 

Norf. A gracious King, that pardons all offences 
Malicenere meant . Our breach of Duty this way. 
[s buſineſs of Eſtate ; in which, we come 
To know your Royal pleaſure. 

King. Yeare tgo bold : 
Go too; Ple make ye know your times of buſineſs : 
[s this an hour for temporal Afﬀairs ? ha ? 


» Enter Woliey and Campeius with a Commiſſion. 


Who's there ? my good Lord Cardinal ? O my Wolſey, 
The quict of my wounded Conſcience z 
Thou art a cure fit for the King; you're welcome, 
Moſt Learned Reverend Sir, into our Kingdom, 
Uſe us, and it: my good Lord, have great care, 
[ be not found a Talker. 

Wol. Sir, you cannot : 


Of private conference. - 
King, We are buſie; go. 
Norf. This Prieſt has no pride ig him ? 
Suff. Not to ſpeak of : 
'T would not be fo ſick, though for his place : 
But this cannot continue. 
Norf. If it do, Ple venture one heave at him. 
Suff. 1 another. [Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk. 
Wol. Your Grace has given a Precedent of Wiſdom 
Above all Princes, in committing freely 
Your ſcruple tothe voice of Chriſtendom : 
Who can be angry now ? what Envy reach you ? 
The Spaniard, ty*d by blood and favour to her, 
Muſt now confeſs, it they have any goodneſs, 
The Trial juſt and noble. All the Clerks, 
(1 mean the learned ones in Chriſtian Kingdoms) 
Have their free voices. Rome (the Nurſe of Judgment,) 
invited by your Noble ſelf hath ſent 
One general Tongue unto us, this good man, 
This juſt and learned Prieſt, Cardinal Campeins, 
Whom once more l preſent unto your Highneſs. 
King. Ard once more in mine armsI bid him welcome, 
And thank the holy Conclave for their Loves, 


ant, 


— 


They have ſent me ſuch a Man I would have wiſh'd for © 
Cam. Your Grace mult needs deſerve all Stran 
You are ſo Noble : To your Highneſles hand 

| tender my Commillion ; by whoſe virtue, 
The Court of Rome commanding, You, my Lord 
Cardinal of York , are joyn'd with me, their Sery 
In the impartial judging of this buſineſs. 


gers loves, 


King, Two equal men : The Queen ſhall be acquainted 


To him that does belt, God forbid elie : Cardinal, 


Forthwith for what you come. W here's Gardiner ? 


Woel. 1 know your Majelty has always lov'd her 
So dear 1n heart, not to deny her that, 

A Woman of leſs Place might ask by Law ; 
Scholars allow*d freely to argue for her. 

King. I, and the belt ſhe ſhall have; and my fayour 


Prithee call Gardzner to me, my new Secretary, 
I find him a fit Fcllow. 

Enter Gardiner, 
Wol. Give me your hand : much joy and fayour to you; 


You are the King's now. 


For ever by your Grace, whoſe hand has rais'd me. 


Gard, But to be commanded 


K mg, Come hither, Gardiner, 


Camp. My Lord of York, was not one DoCtor Pace 


[Walks and whiſper, 


In this mans place before him ? 


Wol. Yes, he was. 


Camp. Was he not held a Learned man ? 


Wol. Yes ſurely. 


Camp. Believe me, there's an ill opinion ſpred then 


Even of your ſelf, Lord Cardinal. 


Kept hima foreign man ſtill, which ſo griev'd him, 
That he ran mad, and dy'd. 


Thar's Chriſtian care enough : for living murmurers, 
There?s places of rebuke. 
For he would needs be virtuous. That good fellow, 


Wol. How ? of me? 


Carp. They will not ſtick to ſay, youenvy'd him 
And fearing he would riſe (he was fo virtuous) 


Wol. Heavens peace be with him: * 


He was a Fool, 


It I command him, follows my appointment, 


| will have none ſo near elſe: 


Learn this Brother, 


We live not to be grip'd by meaner perſons, 
King. Dcliver this with modeſty to th? Queen. 
| [ Exit Gardiner. 
The moſt convenient place that I can think of, 
For ſuch receit of Learning, is Black, Fryers : 
There ye ſhall meet about this weighty bulineſs. 
My Wolſey, ſee it furniſh'd. O my Lord, 
Would it not grieve an able man to leave 


So ſweet a Bedfellow 2 Burt Conſcience, Conſcience; 
O *tis a tender place, and I mult leave her. 


[ Excunt, 


CO 


Scena Terta. 


Enter Anne Bullen, and an ld Lady. 


An. Not for that neither, here?s the pang that pinches. 


His Highneſs having liv*d ſo long with her, and ſhe 


So good a Lady, that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce difhonour of her ; by my life, 

She never knew harm-doing : Oh, now after 

So many courſes of the Sun enthron'd, 

Still growing in a Majcſty and Pomp, the which 
To leave, a thouſand fold more bitter, than 


"Tis ſweet at firſt 2 acquire. After this Proceſs, 


To give her the avant, it is a pity 


Would move a Monſter. 


Old La. Hearts of moſt hard temper 


Melt and lament for her. 


An, O? Gods will, much better 


q— wo— 


—— us. — 


—_ 


She 


* a "—_ 


_— 
ERR 


i? 


che ne're had known Pomp ; thought be temporal, 
Yet if that quarrel, Fortune, do divorce 
[t from the bearer, ?tis a ſufterance, panging 
As Soul and Bodies ſevering, 
0!d La. Alas, poor Iady, 
She's Stranger now agaln. 

An. So much the more 
Muſt pity dropupon her ; verily 
[ ſwear, *tis bztter to be1lowly born, 

And range with humble livers in Content, 
Than to be perk'd up 1n a gliſtrivg grict, 
And wear a golden ſorrow. 

Old L. Our content 
Is our beſt having. 

Ame, By my troth, and Maiden-bead, 

[1 would not be a Queen. 

Old L. Beſhrew me, I would, 

And venture Maiden-head for*s, and ſo would you 
For all this ſpice of your Hypocriſie z 

Youthat have ſo fair parts of Woman on you, 

Have (too) a Womans heart, which ever yer 
Aﬀected Eminence, Wealth, Sovereignty z _ 
Which, to ſay ſooth, are Bleſſings ; and which gifts 
(Saving your mincing) the capacity 

Of your ſoft Chiverel Conſcience would receive, 
If you might pleaſe to [tretch ir. 

An, Nay, good troth- 

01d L. Yes,troth and troth : you would not be a Queen *? 

An. No, not for all the riches under Heaven. 

Old L. *Tis ſtrange; a three-pence bow?®d now would 
Old as I am, to Queen it : but I pray you, (Cure me, 
What think you cf a Dutcheſs ? have you limbs 
Tobear thar load of Title ? 

An. No, in truth. 

Old L. Then you are weakly made, pluck offa little, 
I would not be a young Count in your way, 
For more than bluſhing comes to : If your back 
Cannot vouchſafe this burthen, *tis too weak 
Ever to get a Boy. 

An. How you do talk ; 
I ſwear again, I would not be a Queen 
For all the world, 
O/d L.1n faith for little England 
Yowll venture an emballing : 1 my ſelf ; 
Would for Carnarvanſhire, although there long'd ; 
No more to th? Crown but that : Lo, who comes here : 

Enter Lord Chaniberlain. 

L. Ch.Good morrow;Ladies; what wer*tworth to know 
The ſecret of your Conterence ? 
An, My good Lord, My 
Not your demand ; it values not your asKking : 
Our Miſtreſs Sorrows we were pitying. : 
Cham. It was a gentle buſineſs, and becoming 
The aftion of good women, there is hope 
All will be well. 
An, Now I pray God, Amen. 
Cham, You bear a gentle mind,and heavenly bleſſings 
Follow ſuch Creatures. That you may, fair Lady» 
Perceive I ſpeak ſincerely, and high notes . 
Tz'ne of your many Vertues : the Kings Majeſty 
Commends his good opinion of you, to you; and 
Do's purpoſe Honour to you no leſs Rowing 
Than Marchioneſs of Pembrook z to which Title 
Athouſand pound a year, Annual ſupport; 
Out of his Grace, he adds. 
An, 1 do not know 
What kind of my obedience, I ſhould tender; 
More than my All, is nothing : Nor my Prayers 
Arenot words duly hallowed, nor my Wiſhes : 
More worth than empty vanities: yet praycrs and wiſhes 
Are all | can return. 'Bzſeech your Lordlhip, 
Vouchſafe to ſpeak my thanks, and my obedience, 
As from a bluſhing Handmaid, to his Highneſs; 
Whoſe Health and Royalty I pray for. 
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Cham. Lady; 
| ſhall not fail Vapprove the fair conceit 
The King hath of you. I have perugd her well, 
Beauty and Honour in her are ſo mingled, 


Burt from this Lady may proceed a Gem, 
Tolightenall this Iſle? Pleto the King, 


An. My honour'd Lord. 
O14 L. Why this it is : See, ſee, 
[ have been begging ſixteen years in Court 
(Am yeta Courier beggarly ) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early, and too late 
or any ſuit of pounds : and you, (oh fate} 
A very freſh Fiſh here ; fie, fie, fie upon 
This compelPd fortune , have your mouth filPdup, 
Before you open it. 
A, This is ſtrange to me. 


There was no Lady once (tis an old Story ) 
That would not be a Queen, that would ſhe not 
For all the mud in Egypt ; have you heard it? 
An. Come, youare pleaſant. 
Old L. With your Theme, I could 


A thouſand pounds a year, for pure reſpect ? 
No other obligation ? by my Life, 
That promiſes moe thouſands : Honours train 
Is longer than his fore-skirt ; by this time 
I know your back will bear a Dutcheſs. Say, 
Are you not ſtronger than you were ? 

An. Good Lady, 
Make your ſelf mirch with your particular fancy, 
And leave me out en*t- Would I had no being, 
If this ſalute my blood a jot ; it faints me 
To think what follows. 
The Queen is comfortleſs, and we forgetful 
[n our long abſence : pray do not deliver, 
What here yave heard to her. 


That they have canght the King : and who knows yet, 


And ſay I ſpoke with you. [Exit Lord Chamberlazn, 


Old L. How taſtes it ? Is it bitter ? Forty Pence, no : 


O're-mount the Lark : The Marchioneſs of Pembrook ? 


Old L. What do you think me——— LExennt. | 


L.A 


— 


Scena ©uarta. 


Dottors : after them, the Biſhop of Canterbury alone 


Sword and Mace. The King takes place under the 


order about the Stage, 


Card. WhiPſt our Commillion from Rome is read, 
Let filence be commanded. 
King. What's the need ? 
It hath already publickly bzen read, 
And on all ſides th? Authority allow'd, 
You may then ſpare that time. 
Card. Be't ſo, proceed, 


Cryer. Henry King of England, QC. 


Knms, Here. 
Un 


T rumpets, Sonnet, and Cornets, Enter two Ve ergers, with 
ſhore ſilver wands ;, next them two Scribes in the habits of 


ter him, the Biſhops of Lincoln, Ely, Rocheſter, and Ss. 
Aſaph : next chem, with ſome ſmall diſtance, follows a 
Gentleman bearing the Purſe, with the preat Stal, and a 
Cardinals Hat : then two Prieſts, bearing each a Silver 
Croſs : then a Gentleman-Uſher bare-headed, accompanied 
with a Serjeant at Arms, bearing a Mace : then tmp Gentle- 
men, bearing two great Silver Pillars ;, after them, ſide 
by fide, the two Cardinals, two Noblemen, with the 


of State, The two Cardinals fit under him as Fudg 
The Queen takes place ſome diſtance from the King. The Bi- 
ſhops place themſelves on each ſide the Court in manner of a | 
Conſiſtory : Below them, the Scribes. The Lords ſis next the 
Biſhops. © The reſt of the Attendants ſtand in convenient | 


Scri. Say, Henry K. of Englmd,come into the Court. 


— 
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Y AS) 


Scribe. Say, Katharine Queen of England, 


Come into the Court. 


Cryer. Katharine, Queen of England, &c. | 
[The Queen makes no anſwer, riſes out of her Chair, 
oes about the Court, comes tothe King, and kyeels at 
his Feet, Then ſpeaks. 
Sir, 1 deſire you to do m2 Right and Juſtice, 


'And-to beſtow your Pity on me z for 


| am a moſt poor Woman, and a itranger, 

Born out of your Dominions : having here 

No Judge indifferent, nor no more allurance 

Of equal Friendſhip and Proceeding. Alas, Sir, 

In what have I offended you ? What caulz 

Hath my behaviour given to your diſplcalure, 

That thus you ſhould proceed to put me oft, ; 
And take your Good Grace from me ? Heayen witneſs, 
I have been to you a true and humble Wife, 

At all times to your Will conformable : 

Ever. in fear to kindle your Dillike, | 
Yea, ſubject toyour Countenance : Glad, or ſorry, 
As1 faw it inclin*d ? when was the hour 

I ever contradicted your Delire ? 

Or made it not mine too ? Or which of your Friends 
Have I not ſtrove to Love, although 1 knew 

Vewere mine Enemy ? What Friend of mine, 

That had to him deriv*d your Anger, dill 
Continne in my Liking ? nay, gave notice _ 

He was from thence diſcharg'd * Sir, call ro mind, 
That I have been your Wife, in this Obedience, 
Upward of twenty years, and have been blelt 

With many Children by you. If in the courſe 

And proceſs of this time you can report; 

And prove it too, againſt mine Honour ought, 

My bond of Wedlock, or my love and duty 
Againſt your Sacred Perſon; in Gods name 


'Turn me away : and let fouPit Contempt 
Shut door upon me, and fo give me up 


To the ſharp'ſt kind of Jultice. Pleaie-you, Sir, 


[The King, your Father, was reputed for 
'A'Prince molt prudent, and an excellent 
'And unmatch*d Wit and Judgment. Ferdinand 


My Father, King of Spain, was reckon*d one 


The wiſeſt Prince, that thcre had reign'd, by many 


A year bcfore. Irisnot to be queſtion'd, 

That they had gather*d a wiſe Council to them 

Of every Realm, that did debate this buſineſs, 

Who deem*®d our Marri:ge lawful. Wherefore, I humbly 
Beſeech you, Sir, to ſpare me, till I may 

Be by my Friends in Spain advigd ; whoſe Counſel 

I will implore. If not, Pth? name oi God 


| Your Pleaſure be fulfill'd. 


Wol. You have here, Lady, 
(Andof your choice) theſe Reverend Fathers, men 
Of fingular Integricy and Learning : 
Yea, the elect o'th? Land, who are aſſemblz:d 
To plead your Cauſe. Ir ſhall be therefore bootleſs, 
That longer you defer the Court, as well 
For your own quiet, as to rectihe 
W hat 1s unſetled in the King. 

Camp. His Grace 
Hath ſpoken well, and juſtly; Therefore, Madam, 
I's fit this Royal Scſlion do procced, 


{ And that (without delay ) their Arguments 


Be now produCd, and heard, 
ween. Lord Cardinal, to you l ſpeak. 

Wol. Your pleaſure, Madam. 

Qu. Sir, | am about to weep ; but thinking that 
We area Queen, (or long have dream'd (o) certain 
The Daughter ofa King, my drops ot Fears 
Pleturn to ſparks of Fire. 

Wol. Be patient yet. 

Qs. Twill, when you arc humble, nay before, 
Or God will puniſt me. 1do believe, 


(laduc'd by potent Circumitances) that 


| 


You are mine Enemy, and make my Challenge. 
You ſhall not be my Judge. For it is you 

Have blown this Coal, betwixt my Lord and me 
( Which Gods dew quench) therefore, I ſay again, 
l utterly abhor, yea, from my Soul 

Refuſe you for my Judge, whom yer once more 

| hold my moſt mal ctous Foe, and think not 
Atalla Fricnd to truth. 

Il. 1do profcſs 
You ſpeak not like your ſelf, who ever yet 
Have ſtood to Charity, and diſplay'd th? eftets 
Ot Diſpoſition gentle, and of Wiſdom 
Ore-topping Womans power. Madam,you do me wrong, 
| have no ſple2n againſt you, nor injuſtice ; 
For you, or any : how far I have proceeded, 

Or how far further (ſhall), is warranted 
By a Commillion from the Conſiſtory, 
Yea, the whole Conliſtory of Rome. You charge me, 
That I have blown this Coal : I do deny it, 
The Kang ispreſent: If ir be known to him, 
That I gainſay my Deed, how may he wound, 
And worthily, my Falſhood, yea, as much 
As you have done my Truth. If he kflow 
Thar Iam frce of your Report, he knows 
| am not of your Wrong. Therefore in him 
It lies to Cure me, and the Core is to 
Remove theſe thoughts from you. The which before 
His Highneſs ſhall ſpeak in, 1 do beſeech 
You (gractous Madam) to unthink your ſpeaking, 
And to ſay no more. 
Queen, My Lord, my Lord, 

[ am a ſimple Woman, much too weak 
T*oppoſe your Cunning. Y*are meek,and humble-mouth, 
You ſign your Place and Calling, in full ſeeming, 
With Meekneſs and Humility : But your heart 
Is cramm'd with Arrogance, Splecn, and Pride. 
You have by Fortune and bis Highneſs Favours, 
Gone ſlightly o*re low ſteps, and now are mounted 
Where Powers are your Retainers, and your words ' 
(Domeſticks to you) ſerve your Will, as't pleaſe 
Your ſelf pronounce their Office. 1 malt tell you, 
You tender more your Perſon's Honour, than 
Your high Profeſſion Spiritual. That again 
[ do retuſe you for my Judge, and here 
Before you all, Appeal unto the Pope, 
To bring my whole Cauſe *fore his Holineſs, 
And to bz: judg?d by him 

She curtſies tothe King, and offers to depart, 

Camp. The Queen is obſtinate, 

Stubborn to Juſtice, apt roaccuſe it, and 
Diſdainful to be try*d by*t ; *cis not well. 
She's going away. 

King. Call her again. 

Cryer. Katharine, Q. of England, come into the Court. 

Gent, Vſh., Madam, you are calPd back. 

Ou, What need you note it ? pray you keep your way, 
When you are calPd, return. Now the Lord help, 
They vex me palt my patience, pray you paſs on z 
[ will not tarry: no, nor ever more 
Upon this buſineſs my appearance make 
In any of their Courts, 
[Exit Queen, and her Attendants. 

King. Go thy ways, Kate, 

That man th? world, who ſhall report he has 

A better Wite, let him 12 nuught be truſted, 

For ſpcaking falle in that 3 Thou art alone 

(If thy rare quali:tes, ſweet gentleneſs, 

Thy meekncis Satot-like, Wife-like Government, 

Ob:ying in commanding, and thy parts 

Sovereign and Plous, could ſpeak thee out ) 

The Queen of earthly Queens : She's Noble born : 

And like her true Nobiiity, ſhe has 

Carricd her ſelf towards me. 

IWol. Moſt gracious Sir, 
n 
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1n humbleſt manner I require your Highneſs, 
That it ſhall pleaſe you to declare in hearing 
Of all theſe ears (for where I am robb'd and bound, 
There mult I be unloos'd, although not there 
At once, and fully ſatis?d)whether ever [ 
Did broach this buſineſs to your Highneſs, or 
Laid any ſcruple in your way, which might 
[Indice you to the queftion on't: or ever 
Have to you, but with thanks to God for ſuch 
A Royal Lady, ſpake one, the leaſt, word that might 
Be to the prejudice of her preſent State, 
Or touch of her good Perſon ? 
King. My Lord Cardinal, 
[do excuſe you; yea, upon mine Honour, 
[ free you froaxt ; You are not tobe taught, 
That you have many Enemies, that know not 
Why they are ſo, but like the Village Curs, 
Bark when their fellows do. By ſome of theſe 
_ Queen 1s put in anger ; YPare excugd : 
But will you be more juſtif®d ? You ever 
Have wiſhd the fleeping of this bnlineſs, never deſir'd 
[t tobe ſtirr®d z but oft have hindred, off, 
The paſſages made toward it ; on my Honour, 
'|[ ſpeak, my good Lord Cardinal to this point ; 
And thus far clear him. 
Now, what-mov'd me to'r, 
[ will be bold with time and jour attention : 


My Conſcience firſt receiv*d a tenderneſs, 
* [Scruple, and prick, on certain Specches utter*d 
By th' Biſhop of Bayor, then French Emballador, 
Who had been hither ſent on the debating 
And Marriage *cwixt the Duke of Orleance, and 
Our Daughter ary: Ith* Progreſs of this buſineſs, 
Ere a determinate reſolution, he , 
(I mean the Biſhop) did require a reſpite, 
| Wherein he might the King his Lord advertiſe, 
1 Whether our Daughter were Legitimate, 
Reſpecting this our Marriage with the Dowager, 
Sometimes our Brothers Wife. This reſpite ſhook 
The boſome of my Conſcience, enter*d me, 
\Yea with a ſplitting Power, and made to tremble 
The region of my Breaſt, which ford ſuch way, 
That many maz'd confiderings did throng 
Andpreſt in with this Cavtion. Firſt, methoughr 
[ ſtood not in'the ſmile of Heaven, who had 
Commanded Nature, that my Ladies womb, 
[f it conceiv*d a Male-child by me, ſhould 
Do no more Offices of life to*t, than 
The Grave Qoes to th? dead : For her Male Iſſue, 
Or dyed where they were made, or ſhortly after 
This world had air*d them. Hencel took a thought, 
This was a Judgment on me, that my Kingdom 
(Well worthy the beſt Heir ot? world) ſhould not 
Beglad in*t by me. Then follows, that 
| weighyd the danger that my Realms ſtood in 
By this my Iſſues fail, and that gave to me 
Many a groaning throw : thus hulling 10 
The wild Sea of my Conſcience, I did ſteer 
Towards this remedy, whereupon we are 
Now preſent here together : that's to ſay, 
| meant to reCtifie my Conſcience, which 
| then did feel ful ſick, and yet not well, 
By all the Reverend Fathers of the Land, 
And Dottors Learn'd. Firſt, 1 began in private, 
With you, my Lord of Lincoln z you remember 
How under my Oppreſlion 1 did reek, 
Whea 1 firſt mov?d you. 

B. Lin. Very well, my Liege. 

King, I have ſpoke long, be pleagd your ſelf to ſay 
How far you ſatisfi?d me. 

Lin, So pleaſe your Highneſs, 
The Queſtion did art firſt ſo ſtagger me, 
Bearing a ſtate of mighty moment in't, 


Then mark thinducement. Thus it came; give heed to*t : 


2I9 
And conſequence of dread, that I committed 
The daring'ſt Councel which I had to doubt, 
And did intreat your Highneſs to this Courſe, 
Which you are running here. 
King. | then mov*'d you, 
My Lord of Canterbury, and got your leave 
To make this preſent Summons unſolicited. 
| left no reverend Perſon in this Court, 
But by particular conſent proceeded 
Under your Hands and Seals: therefore go on, 
For no dillike ith? world againſt the Perſon 
Of our good Queen, but the ſharp thorny points 
Ot my alledged reaſons drives this forward : 
Prove but our Marriage lawful, by my Life 
And Kingly Dignity, we are contented . 
To wear her mortal State tocome, with her 
(Katharine our Quzen) before the primeſt Creature 
That*s Parragon'd oth? World. 
Camp. So pleaſe your Highneſs, 
T he Queen being abſent, ?tis a needful fitneſs, 
That we Adjourn this Court to a further day; 
Mean while muſt be an earneſt motion | 
Made to the Queen, to call back her Appeal 
She intends unto his Holineſs. 
King. | may perceive 
Theſe Cardinals trifle with me : Iabhor 
This dilatory floth, and tricks of Rome. 
My Learn'd and well beloved Servant Cranmer, 
Prithee return; with thy approach, I know, 
My comfort comes along : break up the Court ; 
| lay, ſet on. [Exennt, 1R manner 4s they enter d 


Ce 


Atus Tertis, Scena Prima, 


Enter Queen and her Woman, as at work, 


Queen, Take thy Lute, Wench, 


My Soul grows ſad with troubles, | 
Sing, and diſperſe %em if thou can'ſt : leave working} 


SON G. 


Of; with his Lute made Trees, 

And the Mountain tops, that freeze, 

Bow themſelves when he tid ſag. ? | 
To his Muſick, Plants and Flowers 


Evey ſpring , as Sun and Showers © | 


There had made a laſting Spring. 


Every thing that heard him play, 2 


Even the Billows of the Sea, 


Hung their Heads, and then lay by. | 
In Sos Muſick is ſuch Art, | 


Killing care, and grief of heart, 
Fall aſleep, or hearing dye. 


Enter a Gentleman, 

Quee. How now ? ; 

Gent. Ant pleaſe your Grace, the two great Cardinals 
Wait in the Preſence. | | 

Queen. Would they ſpeak with me ? 

Gent. They wilPd me fay ſo, Madam. 

Quzen, Pray their Graces 
Tocome near : what can be their buſineſs 
With me, a poor weak woman, faln from fayour, 
| do not like their coming ; nowl think owt, 
They ſhould be Good men, their affairs are righteous, 
But, All Hoods make not Monks, | 


Enter the two Cardinals, Wolſey, and Campeius. 


Wolf. Peace to your Highneſs. _< 
Qs. Your Graces find me here part of a Houſewife, 
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(I would be all) againſt the worſt may happen : 
| What are your pleaſures with me, Reverend Lords ! 


Wol. May it pleaſe you, Noble Madam, to withdraw 


Igto your private Chamber ; we ſhall give you 
The full cauſe of our coming. 


een. Speak It here. 


There's nothing I have done yet o*my Conſcience 
Deſerves a Corner : would all other Women 
Could ſpeak this with as free a Soul, as 1 do - 


My Lords, 1 care not (ſo much I am happy 
Above a number) if my actions 

Weretry*d by every Tongue, every Eye ſaw em; 
Envy and baſe opinion ſet _ "em, 

I know my life ſ0.even. If your bulineſs 

Seek pre out, and that wayl am Wife in ; 


| Out with it boldly : Truth loves open dcaling. 


Car Tanta eft ergate mentis integritas (Regina Sereniſſuna.) 
ueen. Good my Lord, no Latine z 

[ amnot ſucha Truant ſince my coming, 

As not to know the Language, I have liv*d in: 

A ſtrange Tongue makes my cauſe more ſtrange, ſuſpitious : 

Pray ſpeak in Engliſh; here are ſome will thank you 

If you ſpeak truth, 'far their poor Miſtreſs ſake z, 

Believe me ſhe has had much wrong. Lord Cardinal, 

The willing?ſt fin I ever yet committed, 

May be abſolv'd in Enghſh. 

Card. Noble Lady, 

Iam ſorry my integricy ſhould breed 

(And ſervice to his Maj-Ry and you) 

So dcep ſuſpition, where all Faith was meant ; 

Wecome not by the way of Accuſation, 

To taint that honour every good Tongue bleſles ; 


[Nor to betray you any way to ſorrow, 


You have top. much, good Lady : But to know 
How yon ſtand minded in the weighty difference 
Between the King and you, and to deliver 

(Like frec and honeſt men ) our jult opinions, 
And comforts to your canſe. . 
Camp. Moſt honoured Madam, 

My Lord of York, out of his Noble nature, 
Zealand Obedience he ſtill bore your Grace, 
Forgctting (like a gocd man) your late Cenſure 

| Both of his truth and him (which was too far) 
Offers, asI do, in a ſign of peacc, 

| His Service, and his Counſel. 

| ween, To betray me. 7 
|My Lords, I thank you both for your good wills, 
Ye ſpeak like honeſt men, (pray God ye prove ſo) 
But how to make ye ſuddenly an Anſwer 

In ſuch a point of weight, ſo near mine Honour, 
(More near my Life, 1 fear) with my weak wit ; 
And toſuch men of Gravity and Learning ; 

In truth I know not. I was ſet at work 

Among my Maids, full little (God knows) looking 
Either for ſuch man, or ſuch buſineſs 3 

For her ſake that I have been, forl feel 

The laſt fit of my Greatneſs; good your Graces 
Let me have time and Ccuncil tor my Cauſe : 
Alas, lam a Woman friendleſs, hopeleſs. 

Wol.' Madam, 

You wrong the Kings love with theſe fears, 

Your hopes and friends are infinite. . 
Queen, In England, 

But little for my proiit : can you think, Lord, 
That any Ez2/:fh-man dare give me Counſel ? 

Or be a known friend ?gainlt his Highneſs pleaſure, 
(Though he be grownſo deſperate to be honeſt) 
And.live a Subje&t ? Nay, forfooth my Friends, 
They that mult weigh out my afflictions, 

They that my truſt muſt grow ro, live not here, 
They are (as all my other comforts) far hence 

la mine own Country, Lords. 

Camp, I would your Grace 

Would leave your griefs, and take my Counſel. 
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£ucen, How, Sir * . 

Camp. Put your main cauſe into the King's proteg; 
He's loving and molt gracious. ?Twill be __ _— 
Both for your Ronour bettcr, and your Cauſe : 

For if the Tryal of the Law o're-take ye, 

Youw'l part away diſgrac'd. 

Wol. He tells you rightly, 

Queen, Ye tell me what ye wiſh for both, my ruin: 
Is this your Chriſtian Counſel ? Out upon ye, 
Heaven is above all yet; there ſits a Judge, 

Thar no King can corrupt. 

Camp. Your rage miſtakes us. 

Oreen.The more ſhame for ye ; Holy men 1 thought ye 
Upon my Soul, two Reverend Cardinal Vertues: ; 
But Cardinal Sins, and hollow hearts I fear ye ; 

Mend ”em for ſhame, my Lords: Is this your comfort ? 
I he Cordial that ye bring a wretched Lady ? 
A woman loſt among ye, laugh'd at, ſcorn'd ? 
| will not wiſh ye-half my miſcries, 
| have more Charity. But ſayI warn'd ye; 
Take heed. for Heavens ſake take heed, leaſt at once 
The burthen of my ſorrows fall upon ye. 
Car. Madam, this isa meer diſtraCtion, 
You turn the good we offer into envy. 

Queen. Yeturn me into nothing. Woe upon ye, 
And 2!] ſuch falſe profeſſors. Would you have me 
(If you have any Jultice, any Pity, 

If ye be any thing, but Churchmens habit) 

Put my ſick cauſe into his hands that hates me ? 
Alas, ha's baniſh'd me his Bed already, 

His Love too, long ago. Iam old, my Lords, 
Andall the Fellowſhip I hold now with him 

is only by Obedience, What can happen 

To me, above this wretchedneſs ? All your Studies 
Make me a Curſe, like this : 

Camp. Yow tears are worſe. 

Qs. Havelliv*&thus long (let me ſpeak my ſelf, 
Since Virtue finds no Friends) a Wife, a true one ? 

A Woman (1 dare ſay without Vain-glory) 

Never yet branded with ſufpition ? 

Have I, with all my full Aﬀections 

Still met the King ? Lov'd him next Heav®n? Obey?d him! 
Been (out of fondneſs) ſuperſtitious to him ? 
Almoſt forgot my Prayers to content him ? 

And amI thus rewarded ? ?tis not well, Lords. 
Bring mea conſtant woman to her Husband, 

One that n&re dream'd a Joy, beyond his pleaſure - 
And to that Woman (when ſhe has done moſt) 

Yet willI add an Honour ; a great Patiencee 

Car. Madain, you wander from the good 
We aim at. 

Queen. My Lord, 

I dare not make my ſelf ſo guilty, 

Togive up willingly that Noble Title 
Your Maſter wed me to : nothing. but death 
Shall ere divorce my Dignities. 

Card. Pray, hcar me. 

Qs. Would] had never trod this Engli Earth, 
Or felt the Flatreries that grow upon it: 

Ye have Angels Faces, but Heaven knows your hearts 
W hat ſhall become of nie now, wretched Lady ? 

| am the moſt unhappy Woman living, 

Alas (poor Wenches) where are now your Fortunes ? 
Ship-wrack*d upona Kingdom, where no Pi: y, 

No Friends, no Hop?, no Kindred weep for me ? 
Almolt no Grave allow*d me ? Like the Lilly, 

That once was Miſtreſs of the Field, and fiouriird, 
Ple hang my head, and pcriſh. 

Car. If your Grace 
Could but be brought to know our ends are honeſt, 
Yowl feel more comfort. Why ſhould we (good Lady) 
Upon what cauſe wrong you ? Alas, our Places, 
The way of our Profeſſion is againlt it ; 

Weareto cure ſuch ſorrows, not to ſow %em. 


For 


Fe ee 
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For goodneſs 13k: Concer v.14 you Jo, 
Fow you may hut : your felt , i, ute fx 
Grow from tis K.ngs Acquiintan.c, 
The hearts of 7; aces kits Oh-"i-fice, 
&o much t64 ive it, Br.cy tab ori Spirits, 
1 hey WEIL 138 &, IW as rrvl as ic 2412 
| know you have a geatiec, nv?! femp.r, 
A Soul as CVCN 45 4 Calm , Pr. think 1s, 

Camp. Madam, yowll ind it fo : 
You wrong your Vertues 
With theſe weak Womens fears. A Noble Spirit, 
As yours was, Put into you ever calt+ 
Sych doubts as falic Coyne from ir. 
Beware you loſe it not : For us (if you picale 
To trult us in your buſineſs) we are ready 
To uſe our utmoſt Studies in your Service, 

Qu, Do what. you will, my Lords : 
And pray forgive me, 
[fl have us'd my ſelf unmannerly ; 
You know I am a Woman lacking wit 
To make a ſeemly an{wer to ſuch pericns. 
Pray do my ſervice to his Majeſty, 
He has my Heart yet, and ſhi:l.have my Preyers 


Beſtow your Counſells oi: me. She now begs 
That lit:le thought when ſhe {et tooting here, 
She ſhould havg bought her Dignities ſo dear. 


by this Carriage, 


Thoſe we prot<is; Peace-makers, Frieuds, aud Servants. 


The King loyes you, 


While ſhall have my Life. Come, Reverend Fathers, 


[ E xeurt, 


———— 


Py O—— 


Scena Secunda. 


and Lord Chamberlain. 


And force them with a Conſtancy, the Cardinal 
Cannot ſtand under them. If you omit 

The offer of this time, I cannot promiſe, 

But that you ſhall ſuſtain moe new diſgraces, 
With theſe you bear already. 

Sur, I am joyful 
To meet the leaſt occaſion, that may give me 
Remembrance of my Father-in-Law the Duke, 
To bereveng'd on him. 

Sf, Which of the Peers 

Have uncontemn*d gone-by him, - or at leaſt 
Strangely neglected ? Whendid he regard 
The ſtamp of Nobleneſs in any perſon 

Out of himſelf ? 

Cham, My Lords, you ſpeak your pleaſures : 
What he deſcrves of you and me, 1 know : 
What we can do to him (though now the time 
Gives way to us) I much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his acceG to th' King, never attempt 
Any thing on him : for he hath a witchcraft 
| Over the King-in's Tongue. 

Norf. O fear him not, 

His ſpell in that is out : the King hath found 
Matter againſt him, that for ever mars 

| The Honey of his Language. No he's ſetPd 

(Not to come off) in his diſpleaſure. 

Sur. Sir, 

I ſhould be glad to hear ſuch News as this 
Once every hour. 
| Norf. Believe it, this is true. 

[n the Divorce, his contrary proceedings 
Areall unfolded : wherein he appears, 
ASI would wiſh mince Enemy. 

Sur, How came 
His Practices to light ? 

Sf, Moſt ſtrangely. 

Sur, O how ? how ? 


Norf. If you will now unite in your Complaints, 


Enter the Duke of "Norfolk, Duke of Suffolk, Lo9r4Surrey, 


Sf. The Cardinals Letters to the Pope miſcarcied, 


And cameto tieye oth? King, wherein was read 
How that the Cardinal did intreat his Holineſs 
io ſtay the Judgment oth* Divorce; for if 
[t did take piace, I do (quoth he) perceive 
My King is tangled in atfeftion to 
A Creature of the Queens, Lady Anne Bullen, 
Sr, Has the King this ? ; 
Sef. Believe it. 
Sr, Will this work ? 


Cham. The King in this perceives him, how he coaſts 


Ard hedges his own way. But in this point, 
All his tricks founder, and he brings his Phyſick 
Afrer kis Patients death g the King already 
Hath married the fair Lady, 

Sw, Would ke had. 

Srf, May yoube happy in your wiſh, my Lord, 
For I profeſs you have if. 


Sr, Now all my joy 


| 7'2ce the Conjunction. 


>»f, My Amento'r. 

» Fil Mens. 
S if, T here's order given for her Coronation ; 
Viarry this 15 yet but yourig,, and may be lefr 
tofome ers ugrecounted. But, my Lords, 
She 1S a gaila't Creature, and compleat 
In mind and tcature, I perſwade me from her 
Will tall ſome bleffing to this Land, which hall 
[n it be memoriz'd. * 


Sur, But will the King 


Digeſt this Letter of the Cardinals? 
The Lord forbid. 


Nor. Marry, Amen, 
Suf. No, 80: 
There bemoe Waſps that buz about his Noſe, 


Will cmakethis ſting the ſooner. Cardinal Camperns, 
Is ſtoln away to Kome, hath ta*ne no leave, 

Ha's left the cauſe to tl? King unhandled, and 
ls poſted as the Agent of our Cardinal 

To ſ-cond all his plot. Ida aflure you, 


The King cry'd Ha, at this. 
Cham. Now God incenſe him. 
And let him cry Ha, louder. 
Norf. But, my Lord, 
When returns Cranmer ? 
Suf. He is return'd in his Opinions,, which 
Have fatisf'd the King for his Divorce, 
Together with all famous Colledges 
Almolt in Chriſtendom: ſhortly (I believe) 
His ſecond Marriage ſhall be publiſhed, and 
Her Coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be calld Queen, but Princeſs Dowager, 
A Widow to Prince Arthur. 
Nor. This fame Cranmers ] 
A worthy Fellow, and. hath ta'ne much pain 
[n the Kings bulineſs. ; 
Suf. He has, and we ſhall fee him 
For it an Arch-Biſhop. 
Nor. Sol hear. 
Suf. ?Tis fo. 
Emer Wolſey and Crommwel. 
The Cardinal. | 
Nor. Obſerve, obſerve, he's mocdy. 
Car. The Packquet, Cromwel, 
Gav*r you the King ? 
Crom. To his own hand, in's Bed-chamber. 
Card. Look*d he oth? inſide of the Paper ? 
Crom. Preſently, 6f 
He did unſeal them, and the firſt he view'd, 
He did it with a ſerious mind : a heed 
Was in his Countenance. You he bad 
Attend him here this Morning. 
Card. 1s he ready to come abroad ? 
Crom, 1 think by this he 1s. 
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Card. Leave mea while. 
[t ſhall be to the Dutcheſs of Alanſor, 
The French Kings Siſter ; He ſhall marry her. 
Anne Bullen ? No: Vie no Ame Bullens for him, 
There's more in't than fair Viſage. Bullen? 
No, we'll no Bullens : Speedily I wiſh 
To hear from Rome : The Marchioneſs of Pembrook? 
Nor. He's diſcontented. 
Suf. May be he hears the King 
Does whet his anger to him. 
Sur. Sharp enough, 
Lord for thy Juſtice. 
Car. The late Queens Gentlewoman ? 
A Knights Daughter 
To be her Miſtreſs's Miſtreſs ? the Queen's Queen ? 
This Candle burns not clear, tis I mult ſnuff ir, 
Then out it goes. What though 1 know her virtuous 
And well-deſerving ? yet I know her for 
[A ſpleeny Lutheran, and not wholſome to 
Our cauſe, that ſhe ſhould lie *th* boſom of 
Our hard-ruPd King. Again, there is ſprung up 
An Heretick, an Arch-one ; Cranmer, one 
Hath craw'ld into the favour of the King, 
And is his Oracle. 
Nor. He's vex*d at ſomething, 
Enter King reading of a Schedule. | 
Sur. I would *twere ſomething that would fret the ſtring 
The Maſter-cord on's heart. 
Suf. The King, the King. 
| King, What piles of Wealth hath he accumulated 
To his own portion ? and: what expence by th? hour 
Seems to flow from him ? how, Yth* name of Thrift 
Does he rake this together ? Now, my Lords, 
' Saw you the Cardinal ? 
Nor. My Lord, we have 
'Stood here obſerving him. Some ſtrange Commotion 
Is in his brain - he bites his lip and ſtarts, 
[Stops on a ſudden,: looks upon the ground, 
'Then lays his Finger on his Temple : ſtraight 
Springs out into faſt gate, then ſtops again, 
'Strikes his breaſt hard, and anon, he caſts 
; His Eyeagainſt the Moon, in moſt ſtrange Poſtures 
We have ſeen him ſet himſelf. 
King. It may well be, _ 
[There is a Mutiny in's mind. This morning, 
Papers of State he ſent me to peruſe, 
As Irequird : and wot you what I found 
There (ca my Conſcience put unwittingly) 
Forſooth an Inventory, thus importing 
; The ſeveral parcels of his Plate, his treaſure, 
| Rich Stuffs and Ornaments of Houſhold, which 
1 find at ſuch a proud Rate, that it out-ſpeaks 
| Poſſeſſion of a Subject. 
Nor. Its Heavens will, 
' Some Spirit put this Paper in the Packquet, 
{ To bleſs your Eye withal. | 
King. If we did think 
His Contemplations were above the Earth, 
And fx*d on ſpiritual objects, he ſhould ſtill 
| Dwell in his Muſings, but Iam afraid 
His thinkings are below the Moon, nor worth 
His ſerious conſidering, 


| King takes his Seat, whiſpers Lovel, who goes to the Cardinal. 


Car, Heaven forgive me, 
Ever God bleſs your Highneſs. 

King. Good iny Lord, | 
You are full of Heavenly ſtuff, and bear the Inventory 
Of your beſt Grace, in your mind ;. the which 
You were now running o're: you have ſcarce time 
To ſteal from Spiritual leiſure, a brief ſpan 
To keep your carthly Audit, ſure in that 
I dcem you an ill Husband, and am glad 


CExit Cromwel. | 


To have you therein my Companion. 
Car. Sir, 
For Holy Offices I have a time; a time 
To think vpon the part of buſineſs, which 
| bear Pth*State : and Nature does require 
Her times of preſervation, which pertorce 
| her frail ſon, among?lt my Brethren mortal, 
Muſt give my tendance to. 
King, You have ſaid well, 
Car,. And eyer may your Highneſs yoke together, 
(As I will lend youcauſe) my doing well, 
With my well ſaying. 
King. *Tis well ſaid again, . 
And *tis a kind of good deed to fay well, 
And yet words are no deeds. My Father lov*d you, 
He ſaid hedid, and with this deed did Crown 
His ſword upon you. Since I had my Office, 
| have kept you next my Heart, have not alone 
Imploy*d you where high Profits might come home, 
But par*d my preſent Havings, to beſtow 
My Bounties upon you, 
Car. What ſhould this mean ? 
Sur, The Lord increaſe this buſineſs. 
Kirg. Have I not made you 
The Prime man of the State ? I pray you tell me, 
If what I now-pronounce, you have found true : 
Andit you way confeſs it, ſay withall 
[f you are to bound to us, or no. What ſay you ? 
Czr, My Soveraign, I confeſs your Royal graces 
Showr*d on me daily, have been more than could 
My ſtudied purpoles require, which went 
Beyond all man's endeavours. 'My endeavours, 
Have ever come too ſhort of my deſires, 
Yet filPd with my Abilities : Mine own ends 
Have been ſo, that evermore they pointed 
Toth? good of your moſt Sacred Perſon, and 
The profit of the State: For your great Graces 
Heap*dupon me (poor Undeſerver)I 
Can nothing render but Allegiant thanks, 
My Prayers to Heaven for you ; my Loyalty 
Which ever has, and ever ſhall be growing, 
?Till death (that Winter) kill it. 
King. Fairly anſwer*d : 
A Loyal and Obedient Subject is 
Therein illuſtrated, the Honour of it 
Does pay the Act of it, as Yth? contrary 
The foulneſs is the puniſhment. + I preſume, 
That as my hand has open*d Bounty to you, 
My Heart dropp'd Love, my Pow?r rain*d Honour, more 
On you, than any : So your Hand, and Heart. 
Your Brain, andevery Function of your Power, 
Should, notwithſtanding that your bond of duty, 
As *twere in Loves particular, be more 
To me, your Friend, than any. 
Car. | do profeſs, 
That for your Highneſs good, I ever labour*d 
More than mine own : that am, have, and will be 
(Though all the World ſhould crack their duty to yon, 
And throw it from their Soul ; thongh perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought could make *em, and 
Appear in forms more horrid, yet, my Duty 
As doth a Rock againſt the chiding Flood, 
Should the approach of this wild River break) 
And ſtand unſhaken yours. 
King. *Tis Nobly ſpoken 
Take notice Lords, he has a Loyal Breaſt, 
For you have ſcen him open'r. Read o're this, 
And after this, and then to Breakfaſt with 
W hat appetite you have. 


Exit King, frowning upon the Cardinal, the Nobles throng af- 
ter him whiſpering, and ſmiling. 


Car. What ſhould this mean ? 


| What 
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What ſudden Anger's this? How havel reap'd ig? Found his deſerts. How innocent I was 
Ye parted frowning from me, as if Ruine From any private malice in his end, 
Lap from his Eyes. So looks the chafed Lion His Noble Jury, and foul Cauſe can witneſs. | 
pon the daring Huntſman that has gall'd him, [f I lov*d many words, Lord, I ſhould tell you, 
Then makes him nothing. I mult read this Paper : You have as little Honeſty, as Honour, 
| fear the Story of his Anger. ?Tis ſo: That in the way of Loyalty, and Truth 
This Paper has undone me : *Tis tl Account Toward the King, my ever Royal Maſter, 
Of all that World of Wealth I have drawn together Dare mate a Sounder man than Surrey can be; 
Eor mine own ends, (indeed to gain the Popedotn And all that love his follies. 
And fee my Friends in Rome.) O Negligence ! Sur. By my Soul, 
Fit for a Fool to fall by : What croſs Devil Your long Coat (Prieſt) protets you, 
\ſade me put this main Secret in the Packet T hou ſhoulMſt feel 
| ſent thz King ? Is there no way to cure this ? My Sword Pct? life blood of thee elſe. My Lords; 
No new device to beat this from his Brains ? Can ye endure to hear this Arrogance ? 
| know twill ſtir him ſtrongly ; yet I know And from this Fellow ? If we live thus tamely; 
A way, if it take right, in ſpight of Fortune Tobe thus Jaded by a piece of Scarler, 
will bring me off again. W hat*s this ? To the Pope ? Farewel N obility : let his Grace go forward, 
The Lecter (as 1 live} with all the Buſineſs And dare us with his Cap, like Larks. 
| writ £0's Holineſs. Nay then farewel : Car. All Goodneſs 
{ havetouch'd the higheſt point of all my Greatneſs, ls poiſon to thy Stomack. | , 
And from-that full Meridian of my Glory, WT Yes, that Goodneſs 
[ haſte now to my Setting, I ſhall fall Of gleaning all the Lands-wealth into onez 
Like abright Exhalation in the Evening, Into your own hands (Cardnal, by Extortion : 
And no man ſee me more. The goodneſs of your intercepted Packets 
| | You writ to the Pope, againſt the King : your goodneſs; 
Enter to Wolſey, the Ditkes of Norfolk and Suffolk, the Since you provoke me, ſhall be moſt notorious, 
Earl of Surrey, and the Lord C hamberlain, My Lord of Norfolk, as you are truly noble, 
As you reſpect the Common good, the State 
Nirf. Hear the King's pleaſure, Cardinal, Of our defpis'd Nobility, our Iſſues, 
Who commands you (Who, if he live, will ſcarce be Gentlemen) 
Torender up the great Scal preſently Produce the grand ſum of his ſins, the Articles 
[nto our hands, and to confine your ſelf Collected from his life. Ple ſtartle you 
To Aſvzer-houſe, my Lord of Wizcheſters, Worſe than the Sacring Bell, when the brown Wench 
'Till you hear further from his Highneſs. Lay kiſſing in your arms, Lord Cardinal. 
Car. Stay :; Car. How much methinks I could deſpiſe this man, 
Where's your Commiſſion ? Lords, words cannot carry | But that I am bound in Charity againſt it. 
Authority ſo mighty. Nor. Thoſe Articles, my Lord, are in the Kings hand 
Suf. Who dare croſs *em, But thus much, they are foul ones. 
Bearing the Kings will from his mouth expreſsly ? Wol. So much fairer | 
Car. Till I find more than will, or words to do it, And ſpotleſs ſhall mine Innocence ariſe, . 
(I mean your Malice) know, Officious Lords, When the King knows my Trath. 
| dare, and muſt deny it. Nowl feel Sur, This cannot fave you : | | 
Of what courſe Metal ye are molded, Envy: . | thank my Memory, 1 yet remember 
How eagerly ye follow my Diſgrage Some of theſe Articles, and out they ſhall. 
Asif it fed ye, and how ſleek and wanton Now, if you can bluſh, and cry Guilty, Cardinal; 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my ruine ? You'll ſhewa little Honeſty. | 
Follow your envious courſes, Men of Malice ; Wol. Speak on, Sir, POT 7 
You have a Chriſtian warrant for *em, and no doubt I dare your worſt Objections: If I bluſh, 
[n time will find their fit Rewards. That Seal [t is to ſee a Nobleman want Manners. 
Þu ask with ſuch a violence, the King Sur, I had rather want thoſe, than my Head z 
(Mine, and your Maſter) with his own hand gave me: | Haveat you. ; 
Bad me enjoy it, with the Place, and Honours Firſt, that without the Kings aſlent or knowledge; 
Durivg my life 3 and to confirm his goodneſs, You wrought to be a Legate, by which power 
Ty it by Letters Patents. Now, who'l take it ? You maim'd the Juriſdiction of all Biſhops. 
Sur. The King that gave it. Nor. Then, that 1n all you writ t6 Rome, or elſe 
Car, It muſt be himſelf then. To Foreign Princes, Ego & Rex meus 
Sur. Thouart a proud Traytor, Prieſt. Was ſtill inſcrib*d : in which you brought the King 
Car. Proud Lord, thou lyelt : To be your Servant. | 
Within theſe forty hours, Surrey durſt better Sf. Then, that without the knowledge [44 
Have burnt that Tongue, than ſaid ſo. Either of King or Council, when you went FH * 
Sur, Thy Ambition, Embaſladot to the Emptrour, you made bold 
(Thou Scarlet ſinner) robbd this bewailing Land To carry into Flanders the Great Seal. 
Of Noble Buckingham, my Father-in-law, Sar. Item, You ſent a large Commiſſion 
The Heads of all thy Brother Cardinals, To Gregory de Caſſado, to conclude | i 
(With thee, and all thy beſt parts bound together) Without the Kings will, or the States allowance, ; F | 
Weigh'd not a Hair of his. Plague of your Policy, A League between his Highneſs, and Ferrara. MF 
You ſent me Deputy for Ireland, Suf. That out of meer Ambition, you have caugd: ©} 
Far for his ſuccour ; from the King, from all Your Holy-Hat to be ſtamp*d on the Kings Coin. S$ * 
That might have mercy on the faulr, thou gav*ſt him : Sur. Then, that you have ſent innumerable ſubſtance, 
WhiPſt your great Goodneſs, out of holy pity, (By what means got, I leave to your own Conſcience)-.. | 
Abſolv'd him with an Ax. To furniſh Rome, and to prepare the ways | 
Wel. This, and all elſe You bavEfor Dignities, to the meer undoing | 
This talking Lord can lay upon my credit, Of all the Kingdom. Many more there are, ;; | 3 *; 
| anſwer, is moſt falſe. The Duke by Law Which fince they are of you, and odious, * Ke 's " 
wit | 
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My SIN 


| wiil not taint my mouth with, " 

Cham, O my Lord, WE: 

Preſs not a falling man too far ; *tis Virtue : 

His faults lye open to the Laws, let them 

(Nor you) correct him. My heart weeps to ſee him 

So little, of his great Self. 
Sur. 1 forgive him. : 
Sf. Lord Cardinal, the Kings further pleaſure 1s, 

Becauſe all thoſe things you have done of late 

By your power Legantine within this Kingdom, 

Fall into the compats ot a Premunare z 

That therefore ſuch a Writ be ſued againſt you, 

To forfeit ail your Goods, Lands, Tenements, 

Caſtles, and whatſoever, ard to be _ 

Out of the Kings Protection. This is my Charge. 
Norf. And ſo wel leave you to your Meditations 

How to live better. For your ſtubborn anſwer 

About the giving back the great Seal to us, 

The King ſhall know it, and (no doubt) ſhall thank you. 

& fare you well, my little gvod Lord Cardin-! 

CExennt all but Wolley. 

Wol.- So farewel to the little good you bear me. 

Farewel? Along farewel to all my Gr-atn*£., 

This is the ſtate of Many to day he puts :crth 


1 The tender leaves of Hopes, to morrow Bloſſoms, 


And bears his bluſhing Honours thick upon him : 
The third day. comes a Froſt, a killing Froſt, 
And when he thinks, good caſie man, full ſurely 
His Greatneſs is a ripening, nips his Root, 
And then he falls, as I do. I have ventur*d 
Like little wanton Boys that ſwim on Bladders : 
This many Summers in a Sea of Glory, 
But far beyond my depth : my high-blown Pride 
At length broke under me, and now has left me 
Weary, and old with ſervice, to the mercy 
Of a rude ſtream, that muſt for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp, and glory of the World, I hate ye, 
I feel my heart new open'd. Oh how wretched 
Is that poor man that hangs on Princes Favours ? 
There is betwixt that ſmile we-would aſpire to, 
That ſweet Aſpect of Princes, and their ruine, 
More pangs, and fears than Wars or Women have: 
And when he falls, he falls like Zzcifer, 
Never to hope again. 
Enter Cromwel ſtarding amaz'4. 
Why how now Cro-wel ? 
Crom. | have no power to ſpeak, Sir. 
Car. What, amaz'd 
At my misfortunes ? Can thy Spirit wonder 
A great man ſhould decline. Nay, and you weep 
I am faPn indeed. 
Crom, How does your Grare ? 
Card. Why well : 
Never fo truly happy, my good Cromwel, 
I know my felf now, and 1 tecl within me, 
A Peace above ail Earthly Dignitics, 
A ſtill and quiet Conſcience. The King has cur'd me, 
I humbly thank his Grace : and from theſe ſhoulders 
This ruin'd Pillet, out of pity, taken 
A load would fink a Navy, (too much honour. ) 
O ?tis a burden, Cromwel, *cis a burden 
Too heavy for a man, that hopes for Heaven, 
Crom, I am glad your Grace 
Has made that right uſe of it. 
- Card. 1 hope, 1 have * 
Lam able now (methinks) . 
(Out of a fortitude of Soul, I feel) 
To endure more Miſeries, and greater far 


# - 


-] Than my weak-hearted Enemies dare offer, 


What news abroad ? 
Crom. The heavieſt, and the worſt, 


{Is your diſpleaſure With the King. 


Card. God bleſs him. 


| Crom. The next is, that Sir Thomas Afoor is choſen 


———. 


| 


1 (Out of thy honelt truth) to play the Woman. 


1 . ane... 
Lord Chancellor, 1n your place. 


Card, Tis ſomewhat tuddain. 
Bur he*s a Lcarned man. May he continue 
Long in his Righneſs favour, and do Juſtice 
For Truth*s-ſfake, and his Conſcience ; that his bones 
When he has ruu his courſe, and leeps in Bleſlingg 
| May have a Tomb of Orphans tears wept on him, 
What more ? 
Crom. That Cranmey 1s returned with welcome: 
[aſtalPd Lord Arch-biſhop of Canterbury. a 
Crd, That's News indeed. | 
Crom. Laſt, that the Lady An, 
Whom the King hath in ſecrecy long married, 
1:;usday was view'd in open, as his Queen, 
Going to Chappel - and the voice is now 
Only about her Coronation. 
Card. 'Chere was the weight that pulPd me down, 
O Cromwel, 
The King has gone beyond me: All my Glories 
in that one Woman I have loſt for ever. 
No Sun ſuall ever uſher forth mine Honours, 
Or gild again the Noble Troops that waited 
Upon my ſniiles. Go get thee from me, Crommel, 
| am a poor fallen man unworthy now 
To be thy Lerd and Maſter. Seek the King, 
'ThatSur, 1 pray may never ſet) I have told him, 
Wiat, aud how trove thou art; he will advance thee; 
Some |;tile memory of me, will ſtir him 
| know his Neble Nature) not to let 
Thy ktopetul {ervice periſh too. Good Crommel, 


Nc21: » ,a0t, make uſe now, and proyide 
For 1h! ure iafety. 

C' ord, 
Mult; - :; 4a, vou? Muſt needs forego 


So gocd, 1. robe, and 10 true a Maſter 
Bear witn*fs, a hat have not hearts of Iron, 
With whata i, wv Cre leaves his Lord. 
The Kiag tall have my fervice z but my prayers 
For ever and for ce” :hall be yours. 

Card, Crommel, 1 did not think to ſhed a tear 
[nall my ziiferics : but thou haſt for cd me 


Let's dry our Eyes : And thus tar hear me, Cromwel, 

And when I am forgotten, as I ſhall be, 

And ileep in dull cold Marble, where no mention 

Of me more muſt be heard of : Say, I taught thee 

Say, Welſey, that once trod the ways of Glory, 

And ſounded all the Depths and Shoals of Honour, 

Found thee a way (out of his wrack) to riſe in : 

A ſure, and ſafe one, though thy Maſter miſt it. 

Mark but my Fall, and that that Ruin'd me : 

Cromwet, I charge thee, fling away Ambition, 

By that fin fell the Angels: how can man then 

(The Image of his Maker) hope to win it ? 

Love thy ſelf laſt, cheriſh thoſe hearts that hate thee: 

Corruption win not more than Honeſty, 

Still in thy right hand, carry gentle peace 

To ſilence envious tongues. Be juſt, and fear not: 

Let all the ends thou ainvſt at, be thy Countries, 

Thy Go@'s and Truth's : then if thou fall'ſt (O Cromwe! ) 

Thou falPlt a bleſled Martyr. | 

Serve the King : andprithee lead me in : 

There take an Inventory of all I have, 

To the laſt Penny, ?tis the Kings. My Robe, 

And my Integrity to Heaven, 1s all, 

| dare now call mine own. O Crommel, Crommel, 

Had I but ſerv'd my God, with half the Zeal 

I ſerv'd my King : he would not in mine age | 

Have left me naked to mine Enemies, 
Crom, Good Sir, have patience. 
Card, SoI have. Farewcl 


h f hopes 1 ren do dwell. 
The hopes of Court, my hopes in Heave ” E-xeint 
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Aftus Yuartus. Scena Prima, 


Enter two Gentlemen, meetins one another, 


1. Yare well met once again. 
2. So are you. 
1. You come to take your Stand here, and behold 
The Lady Arne paſs from her Coronation, 
2. *Tis all my buſineſs. At our laſt encounter, 
The Duke of Buckingham came from his Tryal. 
1, 'Tis very true. Burt that time ofter*d ſorrow, 
IThis. general Joy. 
me well : -Þ Citizens 
[am ſure have ſhewn at full their Royal minds, 
As let *em have their rights, they are ever forward 
[n Celebration of this day with Shews, 
pageants, and Sights of Honour. 
1. Never greater, | 
Nor Ple aſſure you better taken, Sir. ; 
2. May 1 be bold to ask what chat coutains, 
That Paper in your hands ? 
1. Yes, *tis the Liſt 
Ofthoſe that claim their Offices this day, 
By cuſtom of the Coronation. | 
The Duke of Suffolk, is the firlt, and claims 
To be high Steward z next the Duke of Norfolk, 
He to be Earl Marſhal : you may read the relt. 
2. I thank you, Sir : Had 1 not known thoſe cuſtoms, 
[ ould have bzen beholding to your Paper : 
But 1 beſeech you what's become of Katharine, 
The Princeſs Dowager ? How goes her bulineſs ? | 
1. That 1 can tell you too : the Archbiſhop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned, and Reverend Fathers of his Order, 
Held a late Court at Dwſtab, ſix miles off 
From Anpthil, where the Princeſs lay, to which 
She was often cited by them, butappear'd not: 
And to be ſhort, for not Appearance, and }. 
The Kings late ſcruple, by the main allent 
Of all theſe Learned men, ſhe was Divgfea, 
And the late Marriage made of nong/Miect : 
Since which, ſhe was remov*d to Kimbo!ron, 
Where ſhe remains now luck. 
1. Alas good Lady, 
The Trur pets ſound - ſtand cloſe, 
The Queen 1s coming. 


[ Ho-boys. 


OOO 


The Order of the Coronation. 


1. Alively Flouriſh of Trumpets. , 
2, Then two Judges. , F 
3. Lord Chancellor, with Purſe and Mace before #6 


. Quiriſters ſanezns. 
4 Quiriſters ſinging the Mace. Then Garter 


5. Mayor of London, beargzg thc 
in bis Coat of Arms, 4a his head he wore a Gilt 


Copper Crown. | F- 
6. Marqueſs of Dorſet, bearing a Scepter of Gold, on 1s 
Head a Demi.Coronal of Gold, With hum, the Earl of 
Surrey, bearing the Rod of Silver with the Dove, Crown'd 
with an EarPs Coronet, Coltars of Eſſes. | 

7. Duke of Suffolk, in his Robe of Eſtate his Coronet on 
his Head, bearing 4 long white Wand, as High Steward. 
With bim the Duke of Norfolk, with the Rod of Mar ſhal- 
ſhip, A Coronet on hus Head. Collars of Efſes. 

8. ACanopy born by four of t* Cinque-ports, mnder it the 
Queen in her Robe ;, in her hair, richly adorned with 
Peagl, Crowned. On each ſide her the Biſhops of London 
and Wincheſter. 

9. The old Dutcheſs of Norfolk, in a Coronal of Gold, 
wrought with Flowers, bearing the Queens Train, 


| 


| 10. Certain Ladies or Counteſles., with plain Circlers of 


Gold wn Flowers. 


Excunt, firſt paſſing over the Stage in Order and State. and 
thin, A great Elouriſh of Trumpets, : 


2. A Royal Train, believe me : theſe I know - 
Who's that bears the Scepter ? : 
1. Marqueſs Dorſet, 
Ard that the Earl of- Swrrey, with the” Rod. 
2. A boldbrave Gentleman. That ſhould be 
The Dnke of Suffolk. 
. *1is the ſame : High Steward. 
_ that my Lord of Norfolk ? 
1, Yes. 
2. Heaven bleſs thee, 
Thou haſt the ſweereſt face I ever look®d on: 
vr, as 3 havea Soul, ſhe is an Angel ; 
Our King has all the /ndtes in his Arms, 
And more, and richer, when he ſtrains that 
| caunot blame his Conſcience. 
_ 1. They that bear 
The Cloath of Honor over her, are four Barons 
Of the Cinque-Ports. 
2, Thoſe men are happy, 
And fo are all, are near her, 
[ take it, ſhe that carries up the Train, 
[3 that old Noble Lady, Dutcheſs of Norfolk, 
1. It is, and all the reſt are Counteſles. 
2. Their Coronets ſay ſo. Theſeare ſtars indeed," | 
And ſometimes falling ones. "a # 
1, No more of thar. 
Enter a third Gentleman, 
1. God fave you Sir. Where have you been broiling ? 
3- Among the croud Y th? Abby, where a finger 
Could hot be wedg'd in more : I am ſtifled 
With the meer rankneſs of their joy. 
- 2, . You ſaw the Ceremony ? 
3. I did. 
1, How was it ? 
3. Well worth the ſecing. 
2, Good Sir, ſpeak it to us. 
3. As well as l amable. Therich ſtream 
Of Lords, and Ladies, having brought the Queen 
To 2 prepar'd place iu the Quire, fell off 
A diltance from her; while her Grace ſat down 
To reſt a while, ſome half an hour, or fo, 
In a rich Chair of State, oppoſing freely 
The Beauty of her Perſon to the People. 
Believe me, Sir, ſhe is the goodlieſt Woman - 
Thar ever lay by man : which when the le 
Had the full view of, ſuch a noiſe aroſe, 
As the ſhrowds make at Seca in*a ſtiff, Tempeſt, 
As loud, and to as many tunes. Hats, Cloaks, 
Doublers, (I think) flew up, and had their Faces 
Been looſe, this day they had been loſt, Such jof 
[ never ſaw before. Great-belly'd Women, 
That had not half a-week to go, like Rams 
In the old time of War, ſhould ſhake the preſs | 
And make*cm reel before ?*em. No man living 
Could ſay, this is my Witefrhere, all were woyen 
So ſtrangely in one piece. | | 
2, But what follow'd ? 
3. At length, her Grace roſe, and with modeſt paces 
Came to the Altar, where ſhe kneePd, and Saint-like 
Caſt her fair Eyes to Heaven, and pray*d devautly. 
Then roſe again, and bow*d her to the people: 
When by the Arch-biſhopof Canterbury, a 
She had all the Royal makings of a Queen 
As holy Oyl, Edward Confeflor*s Crown, 
The Rod, and Bird of Peace, and all ſuch Emblems 
Laid Nobly on her : which perfornd, the Quire 
With. all the choiceſt Mulick of the Kingdom, 
Together ſung Te Dem. So ſhe parted, 


I 
2 


Lady, 


| 


And with the ſame full State pac'd back again 


I 


——— — 
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You mult no more call it York-place, that's pat. 
For ſince the Cardinal fell, that ticle's lolt, 

'Tis now the King's, and calPd Whitehal. 

3. I knowit: 

But *tis ſo lately alter'd, that the old name 

Is freſh about me. 

2, What two Reverend Biſhops 

Were thoſe, that went on each ſide of the Qneen ? 
3 Stokeſly and Gardiner, the one of Wincheſter, 
«Newly prefer*d from the Kings Secretary : 

The other, London. 

2. He of Wincheſter 


| Is held no great good Lover of the Archbiſhop, 


The virtuous Cranmer. 
3All the Land knows that : 
However yet there is no great breach, when 1t comes, 
Cranmer will find a Friend will not ſhrink from him. 
2, Who may be that, I pray you. | 
3. Thomas Crommel, 
A man in much eſteem with th? King, and truly 
A worthy Friend. The King has made him 
Maſter o'th* Jewel Houſe, 
And one already of the Privy Councel. 
2. He will deſerve more. 
3. Yes without all doubt. 
Come Gentlemen, ye ſhall go my way, 
Which is to th* Court, and there ye ſhall be my Gueſts: 
Something I can command : as I walk thither 
Fle tell ye more. 


Both, You may command us, Sir. [ Excunt, 


Le ———_ 


. Scena Secunda. 


Enter Katharine Dowager, ſick, led between Griffith her 
Gentleman-Uſher, and Patience her Woman, 


Grif. How do's your Grace ? | 

Kath, O Griffith, ſick to death : 

My Legs like loaded Branches bow to th? Earth, 
Willing to leave their burthen : Reach a Chair, 
Sonow (methinks) I feel a little eaſe. 

Did'ſt thou not. tell me, Griffith, as thou lea@ſt me, 
That the great Child of Honour, Cardinal Wolſey 
Was dead ? 

Grif. Yes, Madam : bnt I think your Grace 
Ont of the pain you ſuffer*d, gave no ear to'r, 

Kath. Prithee, good Griffith, tell me how de dy*d. 
If well, he ſtept before me happily 
For my Example. 

Grif. .Well, the voice goes, Madam, 

For after the ſtout Earl Northumberland 

Arreſted him at York, and brought him forward 
AS a'man ſorely tainted, to his Anſwer, 

He fell ſick ſuddenly, and grew ſo ill, 

He could not fit his Mule. 

Kath, Alas, Poor man. 

Grif. Atlaſt, with caſie Roads he came to Leiceſter, 
Lodg'd in the Abby z where the reverend Abbot, 
With all his Covent, honourably receiv*d him, 
To whom he gave theſe words. O Father Abbot, 
Anold man broken with the ſtorms of State, 

[Is come to lay his weary bones among ye - 
Give him a little Earth for Charity. 

So went to Bed; where eagerly his ſickneſs 
Purſad him ſtill, and three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight, which he himſelf 
Foretold ſhould be his laſt, full Repentance, 
Continual Meditations, Tears, and Sorrows, 
He gave his Honours to the world agen, 


His bleſſed part to heaven, and llept in peace. 
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To York:Place, where the Fealt is held. | Kath, So may he reſt, ED 
i, Sir, His faults lie on him. 


. For then, 2nd not till then, he felt himſelf, 


Yet thns far, Griffith, give me leave to ſpeak him 
And yet with Charity : he was, a man - 
Of an unbounded Stomach, ever ranking 
Himielf with Princes. One that by ſuggeſtion 
Ty'd all the Kingdom, Simony was fair play, 
His own Opinion was his Law. Ih? Preſence 
He woul4 ſay untruths, and be ever double 
Both in his words, aad meaning. He was never 
(But v:here he meant to Ruin) Pitiful. 
His Promiſes were, as he then was, Mighty : 
But his Performance, as he is now, N othing - 
Of his 01:5 {.ody he was il), and gave 
The Clergy ill example. 
Gif. Noble Madam : 
Men's evil manners live in Braſs, their Virtues 
We write in Water. May it pleaſe your Highneſs 
Tohear me ſp:ak his Good now ? 
Kath. Yes, good Grifjun, 
[ were malicious elite. | 
Grif. This Cardinal, : 
Though from an humble Stock, undoubtedly : 
Was iaſhion'd to much Honour.* From his Cradle 
He was a Scholar, and a ripe, and good one : 
Exceeding wile, fair ſpoken, and perſuading : 
Lofty, and ſoure to them that loy*d him not : 
But to thoſe men that ſought him, ſweet as Summer. 
Ard though he were unſatisfied in getting, = 1 Y 
(Which wasa ſin) yet in beſtowing, Madam, 
He was molt Princely : Ever witneſs for him | 
Thoſe twins of Learning, that he raisd in you, 
Ipſwich and Oxford: one of which, fell with him | 
Unwilling to out-live the good that did it. 
The other (though untiniſh*d) yet ſo Famous, | 
So excellent in Art, and 1till io riſing, 


That Chriſtendom ſhall eyer ſpeak his Virtue. | 


His Overthrow heap'd happineſs upon him: 


And found the Bleſledneſs of being little. 
And to add greater honours to his Age 
Than man could give him; he dy*d, Fearing God. 
Kath, After my death, I wiſh no other Herald, 

No other Speaker of = living Actions, 
To keep mine Honour from Corruption, e 
But ſich an honeſt Chronicler, as Griffith. 
Whom I moſt hated living, thou halt made me 
With thy Religious Truth and Modeſty, 
(Now in his Aſhes) Honour : Peace be with him. 
Patience, be near me ſtill, and ſet me lower. 
| have not long to trouble thee. Good Griffith, 
Cauſe the Muſicians play me thar ſad note 
| nad my Knell; whiPſ& I fit meditating 
On that Celeſtial Harmqny, I go to. 

Sad and ſolemn Muſuk, 


Grif. She is aſleep : Good wench, let's ſit down quiet, | 


For fear we wake her. Softly, gentle Patience. 


The Viſion, Enter ſolemnly tripping one after, another , ſix 
Per ſonages, clad in white Robes, wearing on their head Gar- 
lands of Bays, and golden Vizards on their Faces, Branche: 
of Bays or Palm in their hands. They firſt Congee #;to ber, 
then Dance: and at certain Changes, the firſt rwo hold 4 
ſparc Garland over her Head, at which the other four make 
reverend Curtſies, Then the two, that held the Garland, dt- 
liver the ſame to the other next two, who obſerve the ſamt 
order in their Changes, and holding the Garland over ber 
Head, Which done, they deliver the ſame Garland to the 
laft two, who likewiſe obſerge the ſame Order. Ar which (4 
it were by Inſpiration) ſhe makes (in her ſleep) ſigns of re- 
joycing, and holdeth up her hands to Heaven. And ſo, i 
their Dancing vaniſh, carrying the Garland with then. 
The Muſick continues. 


Kath. Spirits of Peace, where are ye? are ye all gooe: 


_—————— 
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And leave me here in wretchednefs, behind ye ? 

Grif. Madam, we are here. 

Xath. It is not you, I call for, 
ga ye none enter, fince 1 ſlept ? 

Grif. None, Madam. 

Kath. No ? Saw you not even now a bleſſed Troop 
Invite me to a Banquet, whoſe bright Faces _ 
Caſt a thouſand Beams upon me, like the Sun ? 
They promis?d me etcrnal happineſs, _ 

And brought me Garlands (Gr:fjith) which I feel 
[2m not worthy yet to wear : | ſhall alluredly. 

Grif. | am moſt joyful, Madam, fuch good Dreams 
Poſſeſs your Fancy. 

Kath. Bid, the Muſick leave, 
They are harſh and heavy to me. [ Muſick ceaſes. 

Patience. Do you note 
How moch her Grace 1s alter*d on the ſudden ? 

(How long her Face is drawn? How pale ihe Iooks, 
And of an carthy cold ? Mark her Eyes. 
Grif. She is going, Wench. Pray, pray. 
Pati. Heaven comfort hcr. 
Enter a Meſſenger, 
Meſ. And*t like your Grace 
Kath. You are a fawcy Fellow, 
Deſerve we no more Reverence ? 
Grif, You are to blame, 
Knowing ſhe will not loſe her wontcd Greatneſs 
To uſe io rude behavior. Go to, kneel. 

Meſ. 1 humbly do intreat your Highneſs Pardon, 
My haſte made me unmannerly. There is ſtaying 
A Gentleman ſent from the King, to ſee you. 

Kath. Admit him entrance, Griffith, But this fellow 
Let menere ſee again. [Exit Meſſenger. 

Enter Lord Capuchuus. 
If my ſight fail me not, 
You ſh&uld be Lord Ambaſſador from the Emperor, 
My Royal Nephew, and your name Cap*chims, 

Cap. Madam, the ſame. Your Servant. 

Kath, O my Lord, 

The times and titles now are alter*d ſtrangely 
With me, ſince firit you knew me. 

But I pray you, 

What is your Pleafure with me ? 

Cap. Noble Lady, 

Firſt mine own ſervice to youp,Grace, the next 
The Kings requeſt that I weld viſit you, 

Who grieves much for your weakneſs, and by me 
Sends you his Princely commendations, 

And hcartify intreats you take good comfort. 

Kath. O my good Lord, that comfort comes too late, 
"Tis like a Pardon after Execution 
That gentle Phyſick given in time had cur*d me: 

But now 1 am paſt all Comforts here, but Prayers. 
How does his Highncſs? 

Cap, Madam, in good health. - 

Kath, So may he ever do, and ever flouriſh, 

When I ſhall dwell with Worms, and my poor Name 
Baniſh'd the Kingdom. Patience, is that Letter, 
| caus'd you write, yet ſent away. 

Pat. No, Madam. 

Kath. Sir, I moſt humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my Lord the King. 

Cp. Moſt willingly, Madam. 

Kath. In which 1 have commended to his Goodneſs 
The Model of our chaſte loves, his young Daughter, 
The dews of Heaven fall thick in Blellings on her, 
Beſecching him to give her virtuous breeding. 

S:e is young, and of a Noble modeſt Nature, 

[ hope ſhe will deſerve well, and a little 

To love her for her Mothers ſake, that loy*d him, 
Heaven knows how dearly. 

My next poor Petition Þ 

[s, That his Noble Grace 'wonld have ſome pity 
Upon my wretched Women, that ſo long 


—— 
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Have follow'd both my Fortunes, faithfully, 
Ot which there is not one, I dare avow 
(And now i ſhould not lye) but well deſerve 


ror Honelty, and decent Carriage 

\ right good Husband (let him be a Noble) 

And fure thoſe men are happy, that ſhall have. %em: 
The-lalt is for my Men, they are the pooreſt, 

. Bat Poverty could never draw *em from me) 


, 


nat they may have their wages duely paid *em, 


2d fomething over to remember me by. 

Heaven had pleas'd to have given me longer life 
nd able mans, we had not parted thus. 

L::cj2 are the whole Contents, and good my Lord, 
By that you love the dcareſt in this world, 

AS you will Chriltiaa pcace to Souls departed, 
Stand thele poor Peoples Friend, and urge the King 
Todo me this laſt Right, 

C.;p. By Heaven 1 will, 
Or let mc loſe the Faſkion of a man. 
Kt. | thank you, honeſt Lord. Remember me 

[n 2} humility unto his Highneſs : 
Say, his long trouble now is palling 

Out of this World. Tell him, in death I bleſt him 
(For ſo I'will: ) mine Eyes grow dim. Farewel 

My Lord. Griffith farewel. Nay, Patience, 
You mult not leave me yet. I mult to Bed, 
Call in more Women. WhenlI am dead, good Wench, 
Let me be us?d with Honour, ſtrew me over 

With Maiden Flowers, that all the world may know 
[ was a chaſt Wife to my Grave : Embalm me, 
Then lay me forth (although un-Queen®d) yet like 
A Queen, and Daughter to a King inter me. 
I can no more. 


: 
If 
A 


| 


LExennt leading Katharine. 


em 


Attus Vuntus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Gardiner Biſhop of. Wincheſter, a Page with 4 | 
Torch before hum, met by Sir Thomas Loyel. 


—_ 


Gard, Its one a clock Boy, igt not ? 
Boy. It hath ſtruck. 
Gard. Theſe ſhould be hours for neceſſities, 
Not for delights : times to repair our Nature 
Wirth comforting repoſe, and not for us 
To waſte theſe times. Good kour of night, Sir Thomas, 
W hither ſo late ? 
Lev. Came you from the King, my Lord ? 
Gard, . 1 did,-Sir Thomas, and left him at Primero 
W ith the Duke of Sufolk, 
Lov. | muſt to him too, 
Before he go to Bed. Ple take my leave. 
Gard. Not yet, Sir Thomas Lovel, What's the matter ? 
[t ſeems you are in haſte: and if there be 
No great oftence velongs tor, give your Friend 
Some touch of your late buſineſs: Afﬀairs that walk, 
(As they fay Spirits do)at midnight, have 
in them a wilder Nature, than the buſineſs 
Thar ſceks diſpatch by day. 
Lov, Ny Lord, I love you; 
And durſt commend a Secret to your Ear 
Much weizhtier than this work. The Queen's in Labour 
They ſay 1a extremity, and fear*d 
She?l], with the Labour, end. 
Gard. The Fruit ſhe goes with 
[ pray for heartily, that it may hnd 
Good time, and live: but for the Stock, Sir Thomas, 
[ wiſh it grubb'd up now. 
Lov. Methinks I could 
Cry the Amen, and yet my Conſcience ſays, 


She isa gocd Creature, and ſweet Lady, do's 
Deſcrye 


OO TER 


Aa. 


For Virtue, and true Beauty of the Soul, | 


| 


{ 


þ 
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Deſerve our better wiſhes. | Enter Cranmer and Denny, Typ 
Gard. But Sir, Sir. King. Avoid the Gallery. [ Lovel ſcemeth to 
Hear me, Sir Thomas, y* are a Gentleman : Ha ? I have faid, be gone. % 
Of mine own way, I know you are Wiſe, Religious, [Exeunt Lovel and De 
And let me tell you, it will ne're be well ; Cran, Tam fearful: Wherefore frowns he thus ? t 
Twill not, Sir Thomas Lovel, takt of me, "Tis his Af peCct of terror. AIPs not well. 
"Till Cranmer, Cromwel, her two hands, and ſhe King, How now, my Lord ? 
Sleep in their Graves. You do defire to know, wherefore 
Lov. Now, Sir, you ſpeak of two | ſent for you. 
The moſt remark*'d Pth? Kingdom: as for Crommel,  Cran, It is my duty 
Beſide that of the Jewel-houſe, is made Maiter T? attend your Highoeſs pleaſure. 
O'th* Rolls, and the Kings Secretary. Further, Sir, King. Pray you ariſe, 
Stands in the gap and trade for moe Preferments, My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury : | 
With which the Time will load him. Th” Archbiſhop Come, you and I muſt walk a turn together : 
Is the King's hand, or tongue, and who dare ſpeak | have News to tell you. 
One ſyllable againſt him ? Come, come, give me your hand. 
Gard. Yes, yes, Sir Thomas, Ah my good Lord, I grieve at what I ſpeak, 
There are that dare, and I.my ſelf have ventur'd And am right ſorry to repeat what follows, 
To ſpeak my mind of him: and indeed this day, [ have, and moſt unwillingly, of late 
Sir (I may tell it you) I think I have Heard many grievous, 1 do ſay, my Lord, 
Incengd the Lords of the Council, that he is Grievous complaints of you ; which being conſider? 
(For ſo I know he is, they know he 1s) Have mov'd us, and our Council, that you ſhall : 
A moſt Arch-heretick, a Peſtilence This morning come before us, whereI know 
That does infect the Land: with which they moved You cannot with ſuch freedom purge your ſelf, 
| Have broken with the King, who hath ſo far Bat that till further Trial, in thoſe Charges 
Given year to our Complaint, of his | Grace, W hich will require your Anſwer, you mult take 
And Princely Care, forcſceing thoſe fell Miſchicts Your Patience to you, and be well contented 
Our Reaſons laid before him, hath commanded To make your houſe our Tower : you, a Brother of us, 
To morrow morning to the Council Board, lt fits we thus proceed, or elſe no witneſs 
He be Convented. H<e's a rank weed, Sir Thomas, W ould come againſt you. 
And we muſt root him out. From your Afﬀairs Crar. I humbly thank your Highneſs, 
[ hinder you too long : Good night, Sir 1homas. And am right glad to catch this good occaſion 
[Exit Gardiner and Page. | Molt throughly to be winnowed, where my Chaff 
Lov. Many Good nights, my Lord, 1 reit your Servant. | And Corn ſhall flie aſunder. For I know, 
Enter King «nd Suffolk. | There's none ſtands under more calumnious tongues, 
King. Charles, 1 will play no more to night, Than I my ſelf, poor man. 
My mind's not ont, you are too hard for me. King. Stand up, good Canterbury, 
1 Sf. Sir, I did never win of you before. Thy Truth, and thy Integrity is rooted 
King, But little, Charles, In us, thy Friend. Give me thy hand, ſtand up, 
Nor ſhall not when my Fancy*s on my Play. Prithee let's walk. Now by my Holydame, 
Now, Lovel, from the Queen what is the News. What manner of man are you? my Lord, I look'd 
Lov. I could not perſonally deliver to her You would have given me your Petition, that 
What you commanded me, but by hzr Woman L ſhould have ta*ne ſome pains, to bring together 
I ſent your Meſſage, who return'd her thanks Your ſelf, and your Accuſers, and to have heard you 
In the greateſt humbleneſs, and delir'd your Highneſs Without indurance further. 
Moſt heartily to pray for her. . Cran. Moſt dread Liege, 
King. What ſay*lt thou ? Ha ? The good | ſtand on, is my Truth and Honeſty : 
To pray for her, What, is ſhe crying out ? If they ſhall fail, I, with mine Enemies, 
Lov. So ſaid her Woman, and that her ſvff®rance made | Will triumph ore my perſon, which I weigh not, 
Almoſt each pang, a death. Being of thoſe Virtues vacant. I fear nothing 
King. Alas, good Lady. What can be faid againſt me. 
Siff. Ged ſafely quit her of her Burthen, and King. Know you not 
Wirh gentle travail, to the gladding of How your ſtate ſtands Pth? world, with the whole world? 
Your Highneſs wich an Heir. Your Enemies are many, and not ſmall z their pradtices 
King. *Tis midnight, Charles, Muſt bear the ſame proportion, and not ever 
{Prithee to Bed, and in thy Prayers rewember The Juſtice and the Truth och? queſtion carries 
Th? eſtate of my poor Queen. Leaye me alone, The due oth? Verdict with it ; at what eaſe 
For I muſt think of that, which company Might corrupt minds procure Knaves as corrupt 
Would not be friendly to. To ſwear againſt you: Such things have been done. 
Sw. I wiſh your Highneſs You are potently oppos'd ; and with a Malice 
| A quiet night, and my good Miſtreſs will Of as great a ſize. Ween you of better luck, 
; Remembzr in my Prayers. 1 mean 1n perjur?d Witneſs, than your Maſter, 
] King. Charles, Good night: LExit Suffolk. | Whoſe Miniſter you are, whiles here he liv'd 
Well, Sir, what follows ? Upon this naughty Earth? Goto, goto, 
Emer Sir Anthony Denny. You take a Precipice for no leap of danger, 
Den. Sir, I have brought my Lord the Archbiſhop, | And woo your own deſtruCtion. 
As you commanded me. . Cran. God and your Majeſty 
King. Ha? Canterbury ? Protect mince innocence, or | fall into 
Den. 1, my good Lord. The trap is laid for me. 
King. *Tis true : where is he, Denny ? | King. Be of good cheer, | 
Den, He attends your Highneſs pleaſure. They ſhall no more prevail, than we give way to: 


King. Bring him to us. Keep comfort to yep, and this morning ſee 
Lo. This is about that, which the Biſhop ſpake, You do appear before them. If they ſhall chance 
| am happly cone hither, In charging you with matters, to commit y ou : 


_——A— 
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T he belt perlualions to the contrary 
cailnot to uſe; and with what vehemency 


Will render you no remedy, this Ring 
Deliver them, and your Appeal to us 


| ſwear he 1s truc-hearted, and a ſoul 
And do, as | have bid you. 


Enter Old Lady. 
Gent, within, Come back : what mean you 


Will make my boldneſs, Manners. Now good 


Uader their bleſſed Wings. 

Kinz. Now by thy looks 
| | gueſs thy Meſſage. Is the Queen deliver®d ? 
BA |, and of a Boy. 
Lady. 1,1, my Liege ; 
Anda lovely Boy; bhe God of Heaven 
Both now, and ever bleſs her : ?Tisa Girl 
Promiſes Boys hereafter. Sir, your Queen 
[:{ires your Viſitation, and to be 


As Cherry 1s to Cherry. 

King, Lovel. 

Lot, Sir, 

King. Give her an hundred Marks. 
le to the Queen. 


Anordinary Groom is for ſuch payment. 
| will have more, or ſcold it out of him. 


Have more, or elſe unſay*rt : and now, while 
Ple put it to the illue. 


Th occaſion ſhall inſtruct you. If intreaties 


There make b-fore them. Look, the Good man weeps : 
He's honelt, on mine Honour, Ged's blelt Mother, 


None bctcer in my Kingdom, Get you gone, 
[ Exit Cranmer, 
He has ſtrangled all his Language in his Tears. 

? 

Lidy. Plenot come back, the ridings that I bring 


Angels 


Fly o'r: thy Royal Head, and ſhade thy Perſon 


Acquainted with this Stranger 3 ?tis as like you, 


[Exit Kins. 


Lady. An hundred Marks ? By this light, Ple ha more. 


Said L for this, the Girl was like to him ? Ple 


*Lls hot, 
[Exit Lady. 


—_— 


Sena Secunda. 


Who waits there ? Sure you know me ? 
Enter Keeper. 

Keep, Yes, my Lord - 

But yer [ cannot help you. 

Cran. Why ? 


Enter Dottor Buts. 
Cran, So. 


| came this way ſo haply. The King 


Cran, *Tis Butts, 
The King's Phyſician, as he paſt along 
How earneſtly he caſt his Eyes upon me: 


(God turn their Hearts, 1 never ſought their 
To quench mine Honour ; they would ſhame 
Wait elſe at door : a Fellow Councellor 
"Mong Boys, Grooms, and Lackeys 

But their Pleaſures . 

Muſt be fulfilPd, and I attend with Patience. 


This is of purpoſe laid by ſome that hate me, 


King, Whav's that, Butts ? 


Enter Cranmer, Archbiſhop of Canterbury. 


Cran, 1 hopel am not too late, and yet the Gentleman 
That was ſent to me from the Council, pray*d me | 
Tomake great haſte. All faſt ? What means this? Hoa? 


Keep. Your Grace mult wait till you be call'd for. 


Butts, This isa piece of Malice: I am glad 


] Shall underſtand it preſently. [Ex:t Butts. 


Pray Heaven he ſound not my diſgrace: for certain 


malice ) 
to make me 


Enter the King, and Butts at a Window above. 
Butts. le ſhew your Grace the ſtrangeſt ſight. 


| 


Butts. 1 think your Highneſs ſaw this many a day. 
Kirg. Body a me: whereisit ? 
Butts. There, my Lord : 
The high Promotion of his Grace of Canterbury, 
Who holds his State at door *mongſt Purſevauts, 
Pages, and Foot-boys. 
Ang. Ha? is He indeed. 
ls this the Honour they doone another ? 
Tis well there's one above *m yet; 1 had thought 
They had parted fo much Honcity among %em, 
At lcalt good Manners ; as not thus to ſuffer 
A man of his Place, and ſo near our Favour 
To dance attendance on their Lordihips plcaſures, 
And at the door too, like a Poſt with Packets - 
By holy Mary, (Zurrs) there's Knavery 
Let”em alone, and draw the Curtain cloſe, 
\Ve ſhall hear more anon. 


Cromwel at lower end, as Secretary, 


Chan. Speak to the buſineſs, Mr. Secretary; 
Why are we met in Council ? | 

Crom, Pleaſe your Honours, 
The chief Cauſe concerns his Gr ace of Canterbury. 
Gard. Has he knowledge of it ? 
Crom. Yes. | 
Norf. Who waits there ? 
Keep. Without, my Noble Lords. 
Gard, Yes. ; 
Keep. My Lord Archbiſhop, | ws 
And ha'*s done half an hour to know your pleaſures. 
Chan, Let him come in. bf be 
Keep.. Your Grace may enter now. y 


Chan. My good Lord Archbithop, Pm veryrforry 
Toſit here at chis preſent, and behold 7 ,-.. 
That Chair ſtand empry : But we all aremen 
In our own Natures trail, and capable ,,” 

Of our fleſh, few are Angels ; out of which Fraiky 
And want of Wifdom, you that belt ſhould: zeach us, 
Have miſdemean'd yourſelf, and not 2 liztle,, 
Toward the King firſt, then, his Laws, in Wing 


(For ſo we are inforn?d) with new Opinions - 
Divers and dangerous, which are Heretigs3.: 


| And not Reformn?d, may prove. pernicious« :'' - 


Gard. Which Reformation mult be {uddentoo, 
My Noble Lords, for thoſe that tame wild Horſes, 


'Till they obey the manage. If we ſuffer. 

Out of our ealines and chuldild pity '" 1 1, - 

To one maw's Honour, this contagious ſickneſs; 
Farewel all Phyſick : and what follows then? 
Commotions, uproars, with-a general taunt: . 
Of the whole State: of Jate;Qeys our Neighbours, 
The upper Germary can dearly witneſ$3; 3-;;\ 


Yet freſhly pitied in our memories.” © 12; 


Both of my Life and»Qivey\ have labour?d, 
And with no little ſtudy, that my teaching; 

And the ſtrong courſe of my Antherity,” - 

Might goone way, and ſafely z andthe end, 
Was ever to do well : nor is there Ivingz !:; 
(1 ſpeak it with a ſingle heart;;my Lords); .»;:- . 
A man that more deretts;/ more {tirs againſt, ./ 
Both in his private Confczence; 'apd his Blage, 


Def acers of a publick Pcaceg:than 1 do: 
N x 


— 
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A Comicil Table brought in with Chairs and Stools, and. 
placed immaer the State, | Emter Lord Chancellor, places him 
ſelf ar the upper end of the Table, onthe left band : A Seat | 
being left vod above him, as for Canterburies Seat; Datke | 
of Suftolk, Dake of Norfolk, Surrey, Lord .Chamber- 
lun, Gardiner, ſeat themſelves in Order on each ſide. 


pole bots : 2 


” a0 
# 
# 2 


. 


\F 


} 


Pace *emnot in their hantls xo make *em gentle; . > 
Bur ſtop their Mouths, with ſtubborn Bits, and ſpur *m: * | 


[Cranmer approaches the Council T, bl X 


The whole Realm, by your teaching and yoyr Chaplains, 


3.21 


\ $ 
» 4s 


F7 


" 


Cran. My good Lords; hitherto,in alt the Progreſs, -. ; 


| 


—————— 
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Pray Heaven the King may never hud aheart 
With Icfs Allegiance in it. Men that make 

Envy, and crooked malice, nouriſhment, | 

Dare bite the beſt. I do beſeech your Lordſhips, 
That in this caſe of Juſtice, my Accuſers, 

| Be what they will, may ſtand forth Face to Face, 
{ And freely urge againſt me. 

Suff. Nay, my Lord, 

That cannot be ; you are g Counſellor, 

And by that Virtue no man dare accuſe you. 

Gard.My Lord,becauſe we have buſineſs of more moment, 
We will be ſhort with you. *Tis his Highneſs pleaſure 
And our conſent, for better tryal of you) 

From hence you be committed to the Tower, 
Where being but a private man again, 

You ſhall know many dare accuſe you boldly, 
More than (1 fear) you are provided for. 

Cran. Ah, my good Lord of Wincheſter : 1 thank you, 
You are always my good Friend, if your will paſs, 
I ſhall both find your Lordſhip, Judge, and Juror, 
You are ſo merciful. 1 ſee your end, 

'Tis my undoing. Love and Mcekneſs, Lord, 

| Become a Church-man better than Ambition : 
Win ſtraying Souls with modeſty again, 

Caſt none away. That I ſhall clear my felt, 

Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience, 

I make as little doubt, as you do Conſcience 

In doing daily wrongs. I could ſay more, 

But Reverence to your calling makes me modeſt, 

Gard; My Lord, my Lord, you are a Settary, 
That's the plain truth ; your painted gloſs diſcovers 
Tomen that underſtand you, words and weakneſs. 

Crom, My Lord of Wincheſter, yare alittle, 

By your good favour, too ſharp ; Men ſo Noble, 
How ever faulty, yet ſhould find reſpect 
For what they have been : *tis a cruelty, 
To load a falling man. 
Gard. Good Mr. Secretary, 
I cry your Honour Mercy ; you may, worſt 
Of all this Table, ſay ſo. 

Crom. Why, my Lord ? 

Gard, Do not I know yon for a Fayourer 
Of this new Set? ye are not ſound. 

Crom. Not ſound ? 

Gard, Not ſound, I ſay. 

Crom, Would you were half ſo honeſt : | 
Men's Prayers then would ſeek you, not their Fears. 

Gard, ] ſhall remember this bold Language. 

Crom, Do. 

Remember your bold life too. 
| Cham. This is too much. 
Forbear for ſhame, my Lords. 

Gard. 1 have done. 

Crom, And1. 

Cham. Then thus for you, my Lord, it ſtands agreed, 
I take it, by all voices : that forthwith 
You be convey*d to th? Tower a Priſoner ; 

There toremain till the Kings further pleaſure 
4 Be known unto us; areyou all agreed, Lords? 
All. We are. | 
 Crar. Is there no other way of Mercy, 
| But I muſt needs to th* Tower, my Lords ? 
' Gard, What other | 
Would you expect ? You are ſtrangely troubleſome : 
4 Let ſome oth? Guard be ready there. 
| Enter the Guard, 


3. 


Cran. For me? 
Muſt I golike a Traitor thither ? 
'' Gard. Receive him, 
And ſee him ſafe *th? Tower. 
Cran. Stay, good my Lords, 
I have alittle yet toſay. Look there, my Lords, 
| By virtue of that Ring, 1 take my Cauſe 
'| Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 


Toa molt Nobie Judg, the King my Maſter. 

Coam, This is the King*% Ring. 

Saf. *Tiz no counterft-1t, 

Suff. ?Tis his right Ring, by Heawn : I told ye all 
When we firſt put this dangerous ſtone a rowling ; 
Twould fall upon our ſelves. , 

Norf. Do you think, my Lords, 

The King will ſuffer bur the little Finger 
Of this man tobe vex'd ? 
Cham. Tis now too certain, 
How much more is his Lifc in valne with him ? 
Would 1 were fairly out owe. 

Crom, My mind gave me, 
In ſeeking Talcs and Informations 
Againſt this Man, whoſe Honelty the Devil 
And his Diſciples only envy at. 
Ye blew the Fire that burns ye : now have at ye. 


Enter King frowning on them ,' takes his Seat, 


Gard. Dread Soveraign, 
How much are we bound to Heaven, 
In daily thanks; that gave us ſuch a Prince z 
Not only good and wile, but moſt Religious : 
One that in all obedience, makes the Church 
The chief aim of his Honour, and to ſtrengthen 
That holy duty of our dear reſpect, 
His Royal ſelf in Judgment comes to hear 
The Cauſe betwixt her, and this great offender. 
King. You were ever good at ſudden Commendations, 
Biſhop of Wizcheſter.But know, 1 come not 
To hear ſuch flattery now, andin my preſence, 
They are too thin, and baſe to hide / www og 
To me you cannot reach. You play the Spaniel, 
And think with wagging of your Tongue to win me: 
But whatſoerre thou tak*ſt me for, Pm ſure 
Thou halt a cruel Nature, anda bloody ; 
Good man, fit down : Now let me ſee the proudeſt 
He, that dares moſt, but wag his Finger at thee, 
By all that's holy, he had better ſtarve, 
Then but once think, this place becomes thee not. 
Sr, May it pleaſe yeur Grace, — 
King. No, Sir, it doe's not plcaſe me, 
[ had thought, 1 had had menof ſome underſtanding, 
And wiſdom, of my Council; but find none: 
Wasit diſcretion, Lords, to let this man, | 
This good man (few of you deſcrve the title ) 
This honeſt man, wait like a lowke Foot-boy 
At Chamber door ? and one, as great as you are ? 
Why, what a ſhame was this ? Did my Commillion 
Bid ye ſo far forget your ſelves? 1 gave ye 
Power, as he was a Counſellour to try him, 
Not as a Groom ; there's ſome of ye, 1 ſce, 
More out of Malice than Integrity, 
Would try him to the ntmoſt, had ye mean, 
Which ye ſhall never have, while I do live. 
Cham, Thus far, 
My moſt dread Soveraign, may it like your Grace, 
Tolet my Tongue excuſe all. What was purpogd 
Concerning his Impriſonment, was rather 
(If there be faith in men) meant for his Tryal, 
And fair purgation to the world than malice, 
Pm ſure in me. 
King. Well, well, my Lords, reſpect him, 
Take him, and uſe him well, he*s worthy of it. 
I will ſay thus much for him, if a Prince 
May be beholding to a Subject, I 
Am, for hislove and ſervice, ſo to him. 
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him z 
Be Friends for ſhame, my Lords : My Lord of Carterbw), 
I have a Suit, which you muſt not deay me. 
That is, a fair young Maid that yet wants Baptiſme, 
You muſt be God-father, and anſwer for her. 
Cran. The greateſt Monarch now alive may glory 
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[1 ſuch an honour: how may I deſerve it, 
That am 2 poor and humble Subject to you ? 

King. Come, come, my Lord,you'd ſpare your Spoons : 
You ſhall have two N oble Partners with you: the old 
Dutcheſs of Norfolk, and Lady Marqueſs of Dorſet ? 
Will theſe pleaſe you ? | 
Once more, my Lord of Wincheſter, I charge you 
Embrace, and love this man. 

Gard. With a true heart, 

And Brothers love I doit. 

Cran, And let Heaven 
Witneſs, how dear I hold this Confirmation. 

King. Good Man, thoſe joyful tears ſhew thy true heart, 
The common voice I ſee is verified 
Of thee, which ſays thus: Do my Lord of Canterbury 
A ſhrewd turn, and he's your Friend for ever : 

Come, Lords we trifle time awzy : I long 
To have this young one made a Chriſtian. 
as | have made ye one, Lords, one remain : 


$9 | grow ſtronger, you more Honour gain. [ Excunt. 


— 


Siena Terti. 


Noiſe and Tumult within ; Enter Porter and his man, 


Port, You'll leave your noiſe anon, ye Raſcals: do you 
take the Court for Paris-Garden : ye rude Slaves, leave 
your gaping. 

Within. Good Mr. Porter, I belong to th Larder. 

Fort. Belong to th? Gallows,and be hang'd, ye Rogue : 
Is this a place to roar in? Feich me a dozen Crab-tree 
ſtayes, and ſtrong ones z theſe are but ſwitches to *em : 
Ple ſcratch your Heads ; you mult be ſeeing Chriſtnings ? 
Do you look for Ale and Cakes here, you rude Raſcals ? 
Man, Pray, Sir, be patient  *tis as much impoſſible, 
Unleſs we ſwept them from the door with Cannons, 

To ſcatter ?em, as *tisto make ?em lleep 

On May-day Morning, which will never be : 

We may as well puſh againſt Pauls, as ſtir 'em. 

Port, How got they in, and be hang?d ? 

Man, Alas, I know not, how gets the Tide in ? 

As much as one ſound Cudgel of four foot 

(You ſee the poor remainder) could diſtribute, 

| made no ſpare, Sir, 

' Port, You did nothing, Sir; 

Man. ] am not Sampſon, nor Sir Gy, nor Colebrand, 

To mow *em down before me : but if 1 ſpar'd any 

That had a head to hit, either young or old, 

He or ſhe, Cuckold, or Cuckold-maKer 3 

Let menere hope to ſee a Chine agaln, 

And that I would not for a Cow, God fave her. 

With, Do you hear, Mr. Porter ? 

Port, 1 ſhall be with you preſently, good Mr. Puppy. 
Keep the door cloſe, Sirrah. 

Man, What would you have me do? 

Port, What ſhould you do, : 

But knock *em down by th' dozens ? Is this Adoor-fields 
tomuſter in ? Or have we ſome ſtrange Ind:an with the 
great Toole, come to Court, the women ſo beliege us ? 
Bleſs me! what a fry of Fornication is at the door ? On 
my Chriſtian Conſcience, this one Chriſtning will beget a 
thouſand,here will be F ather,God-father,and all together. 
Man. The Spoons will be the bigger, Sir : there 15 a 
Fellow ſomewhaz near the door, he ſhould be a Braſter by 
his Face, for o* my Conſcience twenty of the Dog-dayes 
now reign in's Noſe; all that ſtand about him are under 
the Line, they need no other penance : that Fire-Drake 
did I hit three times on the Head, and three times was his 
Noſe diſcharged againſt me ; he ſtands there like a Mor- 


of ſmall Wit,near him,that raiPd upon meztill her pinck'*d 
Porrenger fell off her Head, for kindling ſuch a combuſtt- 


ter-piece to blow us up. There was a Haberdaſhers Wife | 


on inthe State. I miſt the Meteor once, and hit that Wo- 
man, who cryed out Clubs, when I might ſee from far, 
ſome forty Truncheons draw to her ſuccour , Which 
were the hope o'th? Strand, where ſhe was quartered ; they 
fell on, I made good my place ; at length they came to th? 
Brooni-ſtaff ro me, I def'd *em ſtill, when ſuddenly a]. 
File of Boyes behind %em , looſe ſhot, deliver'd ſuch 2 

ſhower of Pibbles,that I was fain tro draw mine Honour in, 

and let 'em win the Work,the Devil was amongit *ﬀm, I 

think ſurely. 

Por. Thefe are the Youths that thunder at a Play-houſe, 
an4 fight for bitten Apples, thar no Ardi:nce bur the tri- 
vulation of Tower- Hull, or the Limbs of ' Lime-houſe, their 
dear Brothers are able toendure. I have ſome of *tm in 
Limbo-Patrum,and there they are like tojdance theſe three 
days; belides the running Banquet of two Beadles;that is to 
come. | 

Enter Lord Chamberlain. 

L. Cham. Mercy ome: what a Multitude are here ? 
They grow {till too ; from all Parts they are coming, 

As if we kept a Fair here ? Where are theſe Porters? 
Theſe lazy Knaves? Yoave tnade a fine hand; Fellows ? | 
There's a trim Rabble let in: are all theſe 
Your faithful Friends o'th? Suburbs? We ſhall have 
Great ſtore of room no doubt left for the Ladies, 
When they paſs back from the Chriſtning ? 

Por. Andt pleaſe your Honour, 
We are but Men, and what ſo many may do, 
Nor bcing torn in pieces, we have done; 
An Army cannot rule *em. 

Cham. As I live, | 
If the King blame me for*t; Vle lay ye all 
By th' heels, and ſuddenly: and on your Heads, 
Clap round Fines for negleCt : yare lazy Knavesz 
And hereye lye baiting of Bombards, when 
Ye ſhould do Service. Hark, the trumpets ſound, 
THare come already from the Chriſtning ; 

Go break among the preſs, and find a way out 
To ler the troop paſs fairly ; or Vle find 
A Marthalſey, ſhall hold ye play theſe two Months; 

Por, Make way«there, tor the Princeſs. 

Man, You great Fellow, 

Stand cloſe up, or Ple make your head ake. | 

Por. Yourth* Chamblet, getupo trail, 
le peck you o're the pales elle, 


> OOOW%Q — - -- - 


[Exenit. 


—_— 


Scena ©uarta. 


Enter Tranipets foundiag : Then ewo Alder-men, L. Mayor, 
Garter, Cranmer, Duke of Norfolk with his MarſhaPs 
Staff, Duke of Suffolk, 1wo Noblemen, bearing great | 
ſtanding Bowls for the Chriſtning Gifts : Then four Noble- 
men bearing a Canopy, under which the Dutcheſs of Nor- 
folk, God-mother, bearins the Child richly habited in 
a Mantle, &c, Train born by a —_ Then follows the 
Marchioneſs of Dorſet, the other Goa-moather , and. La- 
dies. The Troop paſs once about the Stage, and Garter ſpeaks. 

7 
Gart, Heaven; | 
From thy endleſs Goodneſs ſend proſperous Life, 


Long, and ever happy , to the high and mighty 


Princeſs of England, Elizabeth. 


Flouriſh. Enter King and Guard. 

Cran. And to your Royal Grace, and the good Queen, 
My Noble Partners, and my felt thus pray 
All comfort, joy in this mott gracions Lady, 
Heaven ever laid up-to make Parents happy, 
May hourly fall upon ye. - 

King. Thank you good Lord Arch-bihop : 
What is her Name ? 

Cran, Elizabeth. 

X x 2 
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King. Stand up, Lord ; 
With this Kiſs, take my Bleſling : God protect thee, 
Into whoſe hand, I give thy Lite. 

Cras, Amen. 

King. My Noble Goſlips, y*have been too Prodigal, 
I thank ye heartily : So hall this Lady, 
: When ſhe has ſo much Engliſh. 
Cran, Let me ſpeak, Sir, 
; For Heaven now bids me; and the words I utter, 
| Let none think Flattery z for they*ll find *em Truth, 
| This Royal Infant, Heaven ſtill move abour her, 
'Though in her Cradle, yet now promiſes 
Upon this Land, a thouſand thouſand Bleſſings, 
W hich time ſhall bring to ripeneſs : She ſhall be, 
(But few now living can behold that Goodneſs) 
A Pattern to all Princes living with her, 
And all that ſhall ſucceed : Saba was never 
_ covetous of Witdom, and fair Virtue 
Than this pure Soul ſhall be. Al Princely Graces 
That mould up a mighty Piece as this 1s, 
With all the Virtues that attend-the Good, 
Shall ſtill be doubled on her. Truth ſhall Nurſe her, 
Holy and Heavenly thoughts ſtill Counſel her : 
She ſhall be lov'd and fear'd. Her own ſhall bleſs her 5 
Her Foes ſhake like a Field of beaten Corn, 
And hang thcir heads with ſorrow : 
Good grows with her. 
In her days every man ſhall eat in ſafety, 
Under his own Vine what he plants; and ſing 
The merry Songs of Peace to all his Neighbours, 
God ſhall betfuly known, and thoſe about her 
From her ſhall read the perfect ways of Honour, 
And by thoſe claim their Greatneſs, not by Blood, 
Nor (hall this Peace fleep with her : But as when 
The Bird of wonder dies, the Maiden Phenix, 
Her Aſhes new create another Heir, 
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As ;,reat in admiration as her ſelf ; 
So inall ſhe leave her Bleflcdneſs to One, 
(When Heaven ſhal! call her from this cloud of darkneſs) 
Who from the facred Aſhes of herHonour 
Shall Star-like rife, as Great in fame as ſhe was, 
And fo ſtand fix'd, Peace, Plenty, Love, Truth, Terronr 
Thar were the Servants to tl:is choſen Infant, ; 
Shall then be His, and like a V ine grow to him ; 
Where ever the bright Sun of Heaven ſhall ſhine, 
His Honour, and the Greatneſs of his name, 
Shall be, and make new Nations. He ſhall flouriſh, 
And like a Mountain Cedar, reach his branches, 
To all the Plains about him - Our Childrews Children 
Shall ſee this, and bleſs Heaven. 
King. Thou ſpeakelt Wonders. 
Cran. She ſhall be to the Happineſs of England, 
An Aged Princeſs; many Days ſhall ſee her, 
And yet no Day without a deed to Crown it. 
Would I had known no more : But ſhe muſt dye, 
She muſt, the Saints muſt have her; yet a Virgin, 
A molt unſpotted Lilly ſhal! ſhe paſs 
To th? ground, and all the world ſhall mourn her. 
King. O Lord Archbiſhop, 
Thou haſt made me now a Man : never, before 
This happy Child, did1 get any thing. 
This Oracle of comfort, has ſo pleasd me, 
That when I amin Heaven, I ſhall deſire 
To ſce what this Child does, and praiſe my Maker, 
I thank ye all. To you, my good Lord Mayor, 
And you gocd Brethren, I am much beholding : 
[ have receiy*d much Honour by your preſence, 
And ye ſhall find me thankful. Lead the way, Lords, 
Ye muſtall ſee the Queen, and ſhe muſt thank ye, 
She will be ſick elſe. This day, no man think 
*Has buſineſs at his houſe, for all ſhall ſtay : 


This little One ſhall make it Holy-day. LExem,| 


"T1 ten t0 one this Play can never pleaſe 

All that arg here : Some come to take their caſe, 
And ſleep out an Attor two ;, but thoſe we fear 

WY have affrighted with our T rumpets ; ſos clear, 
They'll ſay it's nanght. Others, to hear the City 
Abus'd extreamly, and to cry that's witty, 

Which we bave not done neither, that I fear 


— — 


TheEPILOGUE. 


All the expelted good w are like to hear, 
For this Play at this time. is only in 
I he merciful conſtruction of good Women ; 
For ſuch a one we ſhewd *em : if they ſmile, 
And ſay *twill do;, 1 know within a while, 
All the beſt Xen are ours; for *tis ill hap, 
If they bold, when their Ladies bid %&m clap. 
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[7 Troy there lies the Scene : from Iſles of Greece 
The Princes Orgillous, their high Blood chafd, 

Have to the Port of Athens ſent their Ships 

Fraught with the Miniſters and Inſtruments 

Cruel War : Sixty and nine that wore 

ey Crownets Regal, from th? Athenian Bay 

Put forth toward Phrygia, and their Vow is made 
To ranſack, Troy, within whoſe ſtrong Immures 

The raviſh?d Helen, Menelaus Queen, 

With wanton Paris, ſleeps, and that's the Quarrel, 
To Tenedos they come, 

And the deep-drawing Barks do there diſgorge 

Their Warlike fraughtage: now on Dardan Plans 
The freſh and yet unbru:ſed Greeks do pitch 

Their brave Pavillions. Priam's ſix-gated City, 
Dardan, and Timbria, Helias, Chetas, Troten, 


| vow good, or bad, tis but the chance of War. 


And Antenonidus with maſſy Staples 

And correſponſroe and fulfilling Bolts 

Stir up the Sons of Troy. 

Now Expett atzon tickling skittiſh Spirits; 

On one and other fide, Trojan and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard, And hither am 1 come 

A Prologue arn?d, but not in confidence 

Of Author*s Pen, or Aftor*s voice ;, but ſuited 
In like conditions, as our Argument ;, 

To tell you (fair Beholders) that our Play 
Leaps Ore the vaunt and firſilings of thoſe Brozls] 
Beginning in the middle : ſtarting thence away, 
To what may be digeſted in a Play : 

Like, or find fault, do as your pleaſures are, 


Attus Primus. 


Scena Prima. 


—_— 


Enter Pandarus and I roilus. 


Troilus. 

All here my Varlet, Vle unarm again. 
Why ſhould I War without the Walls of Troy 
Thar find ſuch cruel battel here within ?. 
Each Trojan that is Maſter of his heart, 

Let him to Field, 7ro:1us alas hath none. 

Pan, Will this geer ne're be mended ? (ſtrength, 

Troi, Ths Greeks are ſtrong, and skilful to their 
Fierce tp their $kill, and to their fierceneſs Valiant : 

But I am weaker than a Womans tear : 
Tamer than fleep, fonder than ignorauce ; 
Leſs valiant than the Virgin in the night, 
And skilleſs as unprattigd infancy. 

Pan, Well, I have told you enough of this : For my 
part, le not meddle nor make no farther. He that will 
have a Cake out of the Wheat , muit necds tarry the 
grinding. 

Troj. Havel not tarried ? : 

Pan, I the grinding z but you mult tarry the boulticg. 

Troi, Have I not tarried ? 


Pan. 1, the boulting ; but you mult tarry the leay*ning, | 
Troj. Still have I tarried. 
Pan, 1, to the leavening : but here's yet in the word, 
hereafter, the Kneading, the making of the the 
heating of the Oven, and the Baking ; nay, you ſtay} 
the cooling too, or you may chance to burn your lips. ':} © 
Troi, Patience her ſelf, what Goddeſs &re ſhe be, 
Doth leſſer blench at ſufferance, than I do : 
At Priaws Royal Table ſit; 
And when fair Creſi4s comes into my thoughts, 
So ( Traitor) then ſhe comes, when ſhe is thence—— 
Pim, Well ? 
She look*d yeſternight fairer than ever I ſaw her look, 
Or any Woman elſe. 

Tros, 1 was about to tell thee, when my heart, 
As wedged with a ſigh, would rive in twain, 
Leſt Hettor, or my Father ſhould perceive me: 
| have (as when the Sun doth light a-ſcorn) 
Buried this ſigh, in wrinkle of a ſmile : | 
But ſorrow, that is couch'd in ſeeming gladneſs, 
[s like that mirth Fate turns to ſudden ſadneſs. 

Pan. And her hair were not ſomewhat darker than 


Xx 3 Helens | 


— ._— 
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Helens; well go to, there were no more compariſon be- 
tween the Women. But for my. part ſhe is my Kinſwo- 
man, I would not (as they term it) pralle it, but I would 
ſome body had heard her talk yelterday, as I did: 1 wil 


*] not diſpraiſe your Siſter Caſſandra's wit, but — 


Troj. O Pandarus | 1 tell thee, Pandarus ; 

When I do tell theg, there my hopes lie drown'd, 

Reply not in how many Faghoms deep | 

They jje indrench#d. I tel} thee, I am mad 

In Creſſkd's Love. Thou anſwer?lt, ſhe is Fair, 

= the open Ulcer of my Heart, : 
Her Eyes, her Hair , her Cheek, her Gate, her Voice, 
Handleſt in thy diſcourſe. O that her Hand 

(In whoſe compariſon, all whites are Ink 

Writing their own reproach) to whoſe ſoft ſeizure 
The Cignets Down is harſh, and ſpirit of Senſe 

Hard as the Palm of Ploughman. T his thou telPſt me ; 
As true thou tell ſt me, when I ſay 1 love her : 

But ſaying thus, inſtcad of Oyl and Balm, 

Thou lay'it in every gaſh that love hath given me, 

The Knife that made it. 

Pan. 1 ſpeak no more than truth. 

Troi, T hou doſt not ſpeak ſo much. 

Pan. Faith, PFle not meddle in't. Let her be as ſhe is, 


if ſhe be fair, tis the better for her : and ſhe be not, ſhe 


- 


ha's the mends in her own hands: 

Troi. Good Pandarns ; how now, Pandarus ? 

Pan. 1 have had my labour for my travel, ill thought 
on of her, and ill thought on of you: Gone between and 
between, but ſmall thanks for my labour, 

Troi. What art thou angry, Pandarus ? what with me ? 


I care not and ſhe were a Black-a-Moor, ?tis all one tome. 
Troi, Say I, ſhe isnot fair ? 
Pan, 1 do not care, whether you do or no. Shes a Fool 


| to ſtay behind her Father: Ler her to the Greeks, and ſo 
 Ple tell her the next time 1 ſee her.: for my part, Ple 


meddle nor make no more th? matter, 
Troi. Pandaras ? | 

Pan. Not I. 

Tro. Sweet Pandarus. , 


{I found it, and there's an end. 
Sound Alarum, 


| Fools on both ſides, Helen muſt needs be fair, 
When with your blood you daily paint her thus. 
I cannot fight upon this Argument : 

tr is too ſtary*d a ſubject for my Sword : 

But Pandarus: O Gods ! How do you plague me ? 
I cannot come to Creſſid, but by Pandar, 

And he's as teachy to be woo'd to woe, 

As ſhe is ſtubborn, - chaſt, againſt all ſute. 

Fell me Apollo for thy Daphnes Love 

What Creſſid is, what Pandar, and what we: 
Her bed is Indja, there ſhe lies, a Pearl, 
Between our llium, and where ſhe reſides 

Let it becalPd the mild and wandring flood, 

Our ſelf the Merchant, and this ſailing Pandar 
= doubtful Hope,. our Convoy and our Bark, 


bo 


Alarym. Enter XEneas. 
<Ene. How now, Prince Trojlus ? J 
Wherefore not a field ? 


Tro;, Becauſe not there z this womans anſwer ſorts, 
For womaniſh it is to be from thence : 
What news eAneas from the held to day ? 
e/Ene, That Paris is returned home, and hurt. 
Troi, By whom, e/Eneas ? 
eAEne, Troilus by Jenelaus, 
Troz, Let Paris bleed, *tis but a ſcar to ſcorn. 
Paris is gor'd with Menelaus horn. [ Alarum, 
e/£ne, Heark, what good ſport is out of Town to day ? 


| 
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Pan, Becauſe ſhe is Kin to me, therefore ſhe's not fo 
fair as Helen, and ſhe were not Kin to me, ſhe would be 
as fair on Fryday, as Helen is on Sunday. But what care I ? 


Pan. Pray you fpeak no more to me, I will leave all as 
LExit, Pand. 


_ Tg. Peace you ungracious Clamors, peace rude Sounds, 


Troi. Better at home, if Would I might, were May : 
But to the ſport abroad, are you bound thither ? 

e/Ene, In all ſwift haſte. 

Tro. Come, go we then together. 

Enter Creſlid and her Man, 

Cre, Who were thoſe went by ? 

Man. Queen Hecuba and Helen, 

Cre. And whither go they ? 

Man, Up to the Ealtern Tower, 
Whoſe height commands as ſubject all the Vale} 
To ſee the Battel ; Hetor, whoſe patience 
is asa Vertue fix*d, to day was mov'd: 
He chides Andromzche, and ſtruck his Armorer, 
And like as there werc Husbandry in War 
Before the Sun roſe, he was harneſt light, 
And to the Field goes he ; where every flower 
Did asa Prophet weep what it foreſaw, 
In Heitor?s yrath. 

Cre, What was his cauſe of Anger ? 

Man. The noiſe goes this ; 
There is among the Greeks, 
A Lord of Trojan Blood, Nephew to Heftor, 
They call him 4jax. 

Cre. Good; and what of him? 

Man, They ſay, he is a very man per /e and ſtands alone. 

Cre. So do all Men, unleſs they are drunk, ſick, or haye 
no Legs. 

FP This Man, Lady,hath robb'd many Beaſts of their 
particular additions, he is as valiant as the Lyonchurlih| 
as the Bear, flow as the Elephant : a man into whom na- 
ture hath ſo crowded humours,that his valour is cruſht into; 
folly,his folly ſauced with diſcretion: There is no man hath 
a Vertue, that he hath not a glimpſe of , nor any man an 
attaint, but he carries ſome ſtain of it. He is melancho- 
ly without cauſe, and merry againſt the hair, he hath the 
joints of every thing, but every thing ſo out of joynt, 
that he is a gouty Brzaregs, many hands and no uſe; or 
purblinded Argus, all eyes and no ſight. 

Cre. But how ſhould this man, that makes me ſmile, 
make Hettor angry ? 

Man. They 1ay, he yeſterday cop'd Heftor in the bat- 
tel and ſtruck him down, the diſdain and ſhame where- 
of hath ever ſince kept Hettor faſting and waking, 

Emer Pandarus, 

Cre. Who comes here ? | 

Man, Madam, your Uncle PFandarus. | 

Cre, Hettor's a gallant man. 

Man, As may be in the world, Lady. 

Pan. What's that ? what's that ? 

Cre,Good morrow, Uncle Pandaxas. 


LExewn, 


Pan. Good morrow, Cozen Creſſid : what do you talk | 


of ? good morrow, Alexander, how do you, Cozen ? when 
were you at lm ? 
Cre. This morning, Uncle. 


Pan. What were you talking of, when I came ? _ Was| 


Hettor arm?*d and gone, &re ye cameto Ilium ? Helen was 
notup? was ſhe ? 

Cre, » Hettor was gone, bnt Helen was not up. 

Pan. E'n ſo , Hettor was ſtirring early. 

Cre. That were we talking of, and of his Anger. 

Pan, Was he angry ? 

Cre. So he ſays here. 

Pan. True, he was ſo ; I know the cauſe too, he'l lay 
about him to day I can tell them that, and theres Trois 
will not come far behind him, let them take heed of -7ro- 
lus ;, 1 can tell them that too. 

Cre, What is he angry too ? 

Pan, Who, Troilus ! | 
Troilus is the better man of the two. ' 

Ce, Oh Fuprter 3 there*s no compariſon, 

Pan, What not between Troilus and Hettor ? do you 
know a man if you ſee him ? 

Cre, . I, iflI ever ſaw him before and knew him. 


— 


| 


Pan, Well, I ſay Troilas is Trouns, 


Cre. 


ah 
—— 
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Cre. Then you fay, as I lay, 
For | am ſure he 15 not Hettor. 700) 
Pan. No, nor Hettor is not Troilus In ſome degrees. 
Cre. ?Tis juſt to each of them he is himſelf. 
Pan, Himſelf ? alas poor Zroilus I would he were. 
Cre. So he 15. 
Pan, Condition I had gone bare-foot to Indra. 
Cre, He is not Hettor, 
Pan. Himſelf ? no? he's not himſelf, would a were 
tinſelf; well. the Gods are above, time mult friend or 
2nd ; well; Troilns, well, I would my heart were in ct bo- 
dy; no, Hettor 1s not a better man than Tro:las, 
Cre, Excuſe me. 
Pan. He is Elder. 
Cre, Pardon me, pardon me. 
Par. TW others not come too'r, you ſhall tell me ano- 
ther tale when thothers come to't; Heitor ſhall not 
haye his will this year. 
Cre. He ſhall nor reed it, if he have his own. 
! Par. Nor his qualities. 
Cre, No mater. 
Pan, Nor his Beauty. 
Cre. ?Twould not become him, his own's better. 
Par. You have no judgment, Neece ;, Helen her ſelf 
ſwore th*other day, that Trorl«s for a brown fayour, (for 
{tis I muſt confets) not brown nelther. 
Cre, No, but brown. 
Faith, to ſay truth, brown and not brown. 
Cre. Tofay the truth, true and not true. 
| Pan, She praig'd his complexion above. 
. Why Paris hath colour enough. 
Pan. So he has. 
Cre. Then T7oilns ſhould have too much, if ſhe prais'd 
him above, his complexion is higher than his, he having 
colour enough, and the other higher , is too flaming a 
praiſe for a good complexion. I had as lieve Helens gol- 
den tongue had commended 7ro:lus for a copper noſe. 
Pan. | ſwear to you, 
[think Helen loves him better than Parzs. 
Cre, Then ſhe*s a merry Greek indeed. 
Par. Nay, I am ſure ſhe does, ſhe came to him tWother 
day into the compaſt window, and you know he has not 
palt three or four hairs on his chin. : 
Cre. Indeed a Tapſters Arithmetique may ſoon bring 
bis particulars therein to a T otal. 
Pan, Why he is very young, and yet will he within 
three pound lift as much as his Brother” Heetor. 
Cre, Is he ſo young a man, and ſo old a litrer ? 
Pan. But to prove to you that Helen loves him, ſhe 
came and puts we her white hand to his cloven chin. 
Cre. Juno have mercy, how came it cloven ? 
Pan, Why, you know tis dimpled, 
[ think his ſmiling becomes him better, than any man in 
all Phrigrw. 
Cre, Oh, he ſmiles valiantly. 
Pan, Does he not ? 
Cre, Oh yes, and *twere a cloud in Autumn, 
Pan, Why go to then, but to prove to you that Helen 
loves Troilus, 
Cre, Troilus will ſtand to the 
Proof, if yow'l prove it ſo. 
Pan, Troilus ? why he eſteems her no more, than I eſteem 
on addie Egg. 
Cre. If you love an addle Egg, as well as you love an i- 
dle head, you would eat Chickens th? ſhell. 
| Pan, | cannot chuſe but laugh to think how ſhe tickled 
his chin, indeed ſhe has a marvell's white hand,l mult needs 
confeſs. 
Cre, Without the Rack. i 
_ And ſhe takes upon her to ſpy a white hair on his 
in, 
Cre, Alas poor Chin ? many a Wart is richer. 
Pan, But there was ſuch laughing, Queen Hecuba laught 
that her Eye run ore. 


pr © IT 


Cs 


—— 


Cre, With Milſtones, 

Pan, And Caſſanaralaught. 

Cre, But there was more temperate fire under 
of her Eyes : did her Eyes run o're too ? 

Pan, And Hettor Jaughr. 

Cre. At what was all this langhing ? 
| _ Marry at the white hair, that Helen ſpied on Tr05- 
HY S CANIN, 


Cre, And?had been a green hair, I ſhould have laught 
too. 

Pan. They laught not ſo much at the hair, as at his 
pretty anſwer, 

Cre. W hat was his anſwer ? 

Pan, Quoth ſhe, here's but two and fifry hairs on 
your chin ; and one of them is white. | 

Cre, This 1s her queltion. 

Pan. That's true, make no queſtion of that: two-and 
hfcy hairs, quoth he, and one white , that white hair is 
my Father, andall the reſt are his Sons. Fupiter, quoth 
ſhe. which of theſe hairs is Paris, my Husband ? The for- 
ked one, quoth he, pluck*r out and give it him: but there 
was ſuch laughing, aud Helen ſo bluſht, and Paris fo 
chafr, andallthe relt fo laughr, that it paſt. 

Ce. So letit now, 

For it has been a great while going by. 

Pan. Well, Cczen, 
| told you a thing yelterday, think ont. 

Cre. Sol do. 

Pan, Ple be ſworn ?tis true, he will weep you an 
*twere a man born in Apr. [Sound 4 Retveat . 

Cre. AndPle ſpring up 1a his tears, an twere a nettle 
againſt May. 

Pan. Heark, they are coming from the field, ſhall we 
ſtand up here and ſee them, as they paſs toward linm ? 
good Neece do, ſweet Neece Creſſida. 

Cre. At your pleaſure. | 

Pan, Here, here, here's an excellent place , here we 
may ſee moſt bravely, Ple tell you them all by their names, 
as they paſs by, but mark 7ro:1us above the reſt. | 

Emer A.neas. 

Cre. Speak not ſo loud. y 

Pan, That's e/£neas, is not that a brave Man ? las one | 
of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you, but mark Troikes, 
you ſhall ſee anon, 

Cre. Who's that ? Enter Antenor. # 

Pan, That's Antenor, he has a ſhrew'd wit, I can, 
you, and hes a man good enough, he*s one o'tly? ſouni 
judgment in Troy whoſoever, and a proper man of perſo 
when comes Troulus ? le ſhew you Tro:lxs anon, it he 
me, you ſhall ſee him nod at me. p- 

Cre. Will he give youthe nod ? 

Pan. You ſhall ſee. 

Cye, If he dp, the rich ſhall have more. ” 

Enter Hector, 

Pan. Thats Hefor, that, that, look you, that, theres aſ#* 
Fellow. Go thy way Hettor, there?s a. brave man, Neece 
O brave Hefor ! Look how he looks? there*s a counte- 
nance; is't not a brave Man ? 

Cre. O brave Man! 

Pan. 1s a not ? It does a Mans Heart good, look y 
what hacks are on his Helmet, look you yonder, do you 
ſee? Look you there? There's no jeſting, laying on, 
tak*t off who will, as they ſay, there be hacks.  * 

Cre, Be thoſe with Swords? | 

Enter Parls. | n 

Pan. Swords, any thing he cares not » andthe Devil 
come to him, it's all one, by Godslid it does ones heart 
good. Yonder comes Paris, yonder, comes Paris: look ye 
yonder, Neece, is't not a gailant man too, ifbnot ? Why, | 
this is brave now : who {aid he came hurt heme to day? 
He's not hurt, why this will do Helen”s herrt good 
now, ha? Would 1 could ſee 7roilus now, youlhall ſee | 
Troilus anon. | 

Cre, Whoſethat ? 
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Enter Helenus. © Atchieument 15 Command : ungain'd, beſeech, 
Pan, That's Helenus, 1 marvel where 1r0:!lus is, that's Therefore this Maxim out of love I teach; 
Helenus, 1 think he went not forth to day * that's Helenus. That though my hearts Content”s firm love doth bear, 
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Cre. Can Helenus hight, Uncle ? Nothing of that ſhall from mine Eyes appear, [Exit 
Pan. Helenus, no: yes hel fight indifferent well, 1 Sozuct, Enter Agamemnon, Neltor, Ulyſſes, Diomedes. 
| marvel where 7roilus is; heark, do you not hear the peo- — Menelaus, w.th others, f 
le cry Troilus ? Helerns 1s a Priclt. Agam, Princes : ; 
Cre, What ſneaking Fellow comes yonder ? What grict hath ſet the. Jaundiſe on your Checks? 
Enter Trollus. The ample Propoſition that hopes makes 


Pan, Where? Yonder ? That's Deiphobus. ?Tis Tr0i- | In all deligns begun on Earch below, 
lus |-There's a man, Niece, hem z Brave 770:l«s, the Prince Fails 1 the promis'd largencſs: checks and diſaſters 
of Chivalry. Grow 11 the veins of Actions highelt rcar®d. 

Cre. Peace, for ſhame, pzacc. As knots by the con:iux of meeticg ſap, 

Pand. Mark him, note him: O brave 1roilus: look Infect the found Pine, and diterts his Grain 
well upon him, Niece, look you how his Sword is bloodied, Tortive and errant from his courſe of growth, 
and his Helm more hack*d than Hefors, and how he Nor, Princes, 1s 1t matter new to us, 
looks, and how he goes, O admirable youth ! he ne*re | I hat we come ſhort of our ſuppoſe fo far, 
| ſaw three and twenty. Go thy way Troiles, go thy way, | 1 hat afcer ſeven years ſiege, yet Troy Walls ſtand, 
1 had I a Siſter were a Grace, or a Daughter a Goddels, | Sith every action that hath goue before, 
he ſhould take his choice. O admirable man ! Paris ? Pa-| Whereot we have Record, Tryal did draw 
ris is durt to him, and I warrant, Helez to change, | Bias and thwart, not arſwcring the aim, 


would give money to boot. And that unbodied Figure of the thought 
Enter common Soulaters, That gav*t ſurmiſed ſhape. Why then (you Princes) 
Cre. Here come more. Do you with Cheeks abaſh*d, behold our works, 


Pan. Aſſes, Fools, Dolts, Chaffand Bran, Chaffand And think them ſhame, which are (indeed) nought elſe 
Bran ; Porridge after Meat. I could live and dye Pc! Eyes But the protra:tive tryals of great Jove, 
of Troilus, Nere. look, nere look ; the Eagles are gone, To find perfſiitive Conſtancy in men ? 
Crows and Daws, Crows and Daws : I had ratherbe ſuch | T ke finenefs of which Meral is not ſound 
a Man as Troilus, than Agamernon, and all Greece, In Fortunes love : for then, the Bold and Coward, 
Cre, There is among the Greeks Achilles, a better Man The Wiſe and Fool, the Arrtilt and un-read, 
than Troiles, ; The hard and ſoft, ſeem all atfin?d, and kin. 
Pan. Achilles? a Dray-man, a Portcr, avery Camel, | But in the Wind and Tempeſt of her frown, 
, Cre, Well, well. Diſtinction with a loud and powerful Fan, 
Pan. Well, well ? Why,haveyouany diſcretion ? Have | Puthng at all, winnows the light away z 
you any Eyes? Do you know what a man is? Is not Birth, | And what hath Maſs, or Matter by it telf, 
Beauty, good Shape, Diſcourſe, Manhood, Learning,Gen- | Lies rich in Virtue, and unmingled. 
tleneſs, Virtue, Youth, Liberality, and ſo forth, the Spice, | Ve. With due obſervance of thy godly Seat; 
and Salt that ſeaſons a Man ? Great Agamemnon, Neſtor ſhall apply 
1 Cre. I, a minC'd man, and then to be bak'd withno Date Thy lateſt words. 
{ in the Pye, for thea the man's date 1s out. In thereproof of Chance, 
Par. You are ſuch another Woman, one knows not at | Lies the true proof of men : The Sea being ſinooth, 
| what ward you lie. How many ſhallow bauble Boats dare fail 
Creſ. Upon my Back, to defend my Belly ; upon my | Upon her patient breaſt, making their way 
Wit, to detend my Wiles ; upon my Secreſie,, to defend | With thoſe of noble Bulk ? 
! mine Honeſty 5 my Mask to defend my Bcauty, and you | But let the Ruiſian Boreas once enrage 
| ta:defend all theſe - and at all theſe wards 1 lie at a thou- | The gentle 7herzs, and anon behold 
ſand watches, The itrong ribb*d Bark, through liquid mountains cuts 
# Pan. Say one of your watches, Bounding between the two molt Elements, 
"Cre. Nay Ple watch you for that, and that's one of the | Like Per/eus Horſe, Where”s then the ſawcy Boat, 
hiefeſt of them too ; if I cannot ward what | would not | Whoſe weak untimber'd ſides but even now 
| have hit, I can watch you for telling how | took the blow, | Co-rivad Greatneſs? Either to harbour fled, 
unleſs it ſwe!l paſt hiding, andrhen it is paſt watching. | Or made a Tot for Neptune, Even fo, 


Enter Boy. Doth Valours ſhew, and Vzlours worth divide 
Pan, You are ſuch another. In ſtorms of Fortune. 
Boy. Sir, my Lord would inſtantly ſpeak with you. For, in her ray and brightneſs, 
Pan, Where ? The Herd hath more annoyance by the Brize 
Boy. Ar your own Houſe. Than by the Tyger : But, when the ſplitting wind 
P Pan. Good Boy, tell him I come, I doubt he be hurt. Makes flexible the knees of knotted Oaks, 
are ye well, good Niece. And flyes fled under ſhade, why then 
Creſ. Adieuv, Uncle. The thing of Courage, 
Pan. Vlebe with you, Nizce, by and by. As rowz'd with rage, with rage doth ſympathuze, 
Creſ. To bring, Uncle. And with an'accent tun'd in felf-ſame key, 
Pan, 1, a token from Trois. Retires to chieing Fortune. 


Creſ. By the ſame token, you are a Bawd. [Exit Pand. | Uly/. Agamennon, 
Words, Vows, Gifts, Tears, and Loves full Szcritice, | Thou great Commander, Nerve, and Bone of Greece, 


He offers in anothers enterprize: Heart of our Numbers, Soul, and only Spirit, 
But more in 7r0//zs thouſand fold I ſee, In whom the tempers, and the minds of all 
Than in the Glaſs of Pardar”s praiſe may be, Should be ſhut up 3 Hear what Ulyſſes ſpeaks, 
Yet holdI off. Women are Angels wooing, Beſides th? applauſe and approbation ; 

| Things won are done, the ſouls joy lies in doing : The which (moſt Mighty) for thy place and merit, 
That ſhebelov'd, knows nought that knows not this: | And thou moſt reverend for thy {tretcht-out life, 
Men prize the thing ungain'd, more than ir is. | give to both your Speeches, which were ſuch, 

| That ſhe wasnever yet, that ever knew As Azamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Love go ſo ſweet, as when delire did ſue : Should hold up high in Braſs : and ſuch again 


As 
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As venerable Neſtor (hatch'd in Silver) 
chould with abond of Air, ſtrong asthe Axletree 
On which the Heavens ride, knir all Greeks ears 

To his experienc'd rongue : yet ler it pleaſe both 


(Thou Great» and Wile) to hear Viyſes ſpeak. 


That matter needleſs of importleis burthen 

Divide thy lips: then we are confident, 

When rank T her ſites opes his Maſtick jaws, 

We ſhall hear Muſick, Wir, and Oracle. 

Ulyſ. Froy, yet upan her Batts, had been down, 
And the great Hef#or*s Sword had lack*d a Malter, 

pat for theſe inſtances. 

The ſpeciality of Rule hath been neglected , 

And look how many Grecian Tents do ſtand 

gollow upon: this Plain, fo many hollow Factions. 

When that the General is not like the Hive, 

To whom the Forragers ſhall all repair, 

What Hony is expected ? Degree bcing vizarded, 
Ti unworthieft ſhevs as fairly in the Mask. 


Obſerve degree, priority, and place, 

laiſture, courſe, proportion, ſeaſon, form, 
Office, and cuſtom, in all line of Ord : 

And therefore is the glorious Planet Sol, 

In noble eminence, enthron'd and ſpheard 

Amidſt the other, whoſe Med*cinable eye 

Corretts the ill Aſpects of Planers evil, 

And poſts like the Command*menr of a King, 

Gans check, to good and bad. . But when the Planets 
[nevil mixture ro diſorder wander, 

What Plagues, and what Portents,, what Mutiny ? 
What raging of the Sea? ſhaking of Earth ? 


Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 

Theunity, and married calm of States 

Quite from their fixture ? O, when Degree is ſhakd, 
(Which is the Ladder to all High defighs) 

[The enterprize is ſick. How could Communittes, 
Degrees in Schools, and Brother-hoods in Cities, 
Peaceful Commerce from dividible ſhores, 

The Primogenitive, and due of Birth, 

Prerogative of Age, Crowns, Scepters, Lawrels, 
(But by Degrce) ſtand in Authentique place ? 
Take but Degree away, tmtune thar ſtring, 

And hark what Diſcord follows : each thing meets 
In meer oppugnancy. The bounded Waters 
Would litttheir boſoms higher than the Shores, 
And make a ſop of allthis tolid Globe : 

Strength would be Lord of imbecillity, 

And the rude Son would ſtrike his Father dead : 
Force would be right, or rather, Right and Wrong, 
(Between whoſe endleſs jar, Juſtice reſides) 

Would loſe their names, and ſo would juſtice too. 
Then every thing includes it ſelf in Power, 

Power into Will, Will into Appegte, 

And Appetite (an univerſal Wolf, 

So doubly ſeconded with Will, and Power ) 

Muſt make perforce an univerſal Prey, 

And laſt, eat up himſelf. 

Great Azamermnon, 

This Chaos, when Degree is ſuffocate, 

Follows the choaking': 

And this negleCtion of Degree, is it 

That by a pace goes backward in a purpoſe 

[t hath to climb. The Generals diſdair'd 

By him one ſtep below ; he by the next, 

That next, by him beneath : ſo every ſtep 
Exampled by the firſt pace that is ſick 

Of his Superiour, grows to an envious Feaver 

Of pale, and bloodleſs Emulation. 

And tis this Feaver that keeps Troy on foot, 

Not her own Sinews. To end atale of lengrh, 

roy in our weakneſs lives, not in her ſtrength. 


Ara. Speak, Prince of /rhaca, and by? of leſs exſpect; 


The Heavens themſelves, the Planers, and this Center, 


Commotion in the Winds ? Frights, changes, horrours, 


" 


\ Now play me Neſtor; hum, and ſtroke thy Beard 


_ Neft, Moſt wiſely hath Ulyſſes here diſcover'd 
NO er all our Power is ſick. 
Aza. 1he Nature of the ſickne 

\What is the Remedy ? COSI 

- Ulyſj. The great At villes, whom Opinion crowns 
The Sinew, andthe Fore-hand of our Hoſt 
Having his car full of his aiery Fame n 
Grows dainty of his Worth, and in his Tent 
Lies mocking our Defigns. With him Patroche. 
Upon a lazy Bed, the live-long day ? 
Btcaks ſcurril Jelts, 
And with ridiculous and aukward ation, 
(\hich, Slanderer, he imitation calls) 
He Pageants us. Sometime, great Aoamemnon, 
Thy topleſs Deputation he puts on ; 
Aud like a ſtruwing Player, whoſe conceit 
Lies in his Ham-ſtring, and doth think it rich 
To hear the wooden Dialogue ard ſound 
*Twixt his ſcrercli2d footing, and the Scaffoldage; 
(Such to be pitied, and orre-reſted ſeeming , 
He aCts thy Greatneſs in) and when he ſpeaks, 
"Tis likea Chime a mending, with terms unſquar's, 
Which from the tongueof roaring Typhon dropt, 
Would ſeem Hyperboles. At this fulty ſtuff, 
The large Achiltes (on his preſt-bed lolling) 
From his deep Cheſt, laughs ovt a loud applauſe, 
Cries, excellent: tis Agamemnon juit. 


As he, being dreit to fome Oration, 
That's done, as neer as the extremeſt ends 
Of Parallels.z as like, as Yulcan and his Wife, 
Yer good Acbilles [till cries, Excellent, 
"Tis Neſtor right. Now play him (me) Patraclus, 
Arming toantwer in a Night-alarm, 
And then (forſooth) the faint defects of Age | 
Muſt be the Scene of mirth, to cough and ſpit; | 
And with a Palfie fumbling on his Gorget, 
Shake in and ont the Rivet : and at this ſport 
Sir Valourdies z cries,. Q enough Patroclus, | 
Or, give me ribs of Steel, I ſhall ſpilt all + "18" 
[n pleaſure of my ſpleen. Apd in this faſhion, 
All our abilicies, gufts, natwTs, ſhapes, 
Severals and generals of Grace exact, 
Atchievements, plots, orders, preventions, 
Excitements to the Field, or ſpeech for Truce, 
Succeſs or loſs, what 1s, or is not, ſerves 
As ſtuff for thefe two, to make Paradoxes. 

Ne. And in the Imitation of theſe twalſh, 
Who (as UVhyſfes ſays) Opinion crowns - | 
With an Impcrial voice, many are infect : 
Ajax is grown ſelf-wilPd, and bears his head 
In ſuch a rein, in full as proud a place, 
As broad Achilles, and keeps his Tent like him 
Makes faCtiqus Fealts, rails on our ſtate.of War, 
Bold as an Oracle, and ſets hay wy A 
A Slave (whoſe Gall coins ers like a Miat,) 
To watch us in compariſons with Dirt, 
To weaken and diſcredit our expoſure, 
How rank ſbever rounded in with danger. | 

Uly}, They tax our policy, and call it Cowardiſe, | '| 
Count Wiſdom as no member of the War, '| 
Fore-ſtall preſcience, and eſteem no aCt | 
But that of hand : The ſtill and mental parts, 
That do contrive how many hands ſtrike | 
When fitneſs calls them on, and know by meaſure | 
Of their obſervant toyl, the Enemies weight, 
Why this hath not a fingers dignity : 
They call this Bedwork, Mapp'ry, Cloſet-War, 
So that the Ram that batters down the Wall @ 
For the great ſwing and rudeneſs of his poize, 
They place before his hand that made the Engine, iÞ - 
Ar thoſe that, with the fineneſs of their Souls, #1] 
By Reaſon guide his Execution. 1 


Neſt. Let this be granted, and Achilles horſe | 
Makes 
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| Midway between your Tents, and Walls of Troy, 
't Torowzea Grecian that is true in love. 


3 


| 238 


The Tragedy of Troilus and Creſlida, 


Makes many Thet:s Sons. 
| ÞArza. What Trumpet ? Look Menelaus. 

Men. From Troy. 

Enter Fneas. 

Aoa. What would you *fore our Tent ? 

4 Is this great Agamemnon*s Tent, I pray you 4 

Aza. Even this. ; 

e/Ene. May one that isa Herald, and a Prince, 
Do a fair meſſage to his Kingly ears ? 

Azat Wirth ſurety ſtronger than Achilles arm, 
Fore all the Greekiſh heads, which with one voice 
Call Azamemnon Head and General. 

e/Ene. Fair leave, and large ſecurity. How may 
A ſtranger to thoſe moſt Imperial looks, 

Know them ſrom eyes of other Mortals ? 

Aza. How ? 

ene. 1-: -I ask, that I might waken reverence, 
And on the Cheek be ready with a bluſh 
Modeſt as morning, whea ſhe coldly eyes 
The youthful Pawbre : 

Which is that God in Office guiding mer ? 
Which is the high and mighty A: antr:57: 7 


Aga. This Trojan ſcorns us, or i''< * \* Troy 
Are ceremonious Courtiers. 
ene, Coartiers as free, as debonairy unarmd, 
As b-:nding Angcls : thavs their Fame, tn peace 
But when they would ſeem Souldiers, ilicy have galls, 
Good Arms, ſtrong joynts, true Swords, ai: Joves accord, 


Nothing ſo full of heart. But peace, e/£: 
Peace Trojan, lay thy finger on thy lips, 


: | The worthineſs of praiſe diſtains his worth, 
, | If that he prais'd himſelf, bring the praiſe forth ; 


What the repining Enemy commends, 


| | That breath fame blows, that praiſc ſole pure tranſcends, 


Aza. Sir, you of Troy, call you your ſelf, «/£neas ? 

eEne. I, Greek,, that is my name, 

Aza. W hat?s' your Afﬀair, 1 pray you ? 

e/Ene. Sir pardon, ?tis for Agamemnor”s ears, 

Aga. He hears nought privately, 
That comes from Troy. 

+A-ne, Nor from Troy come not to whiſper him, 
I bring a Trumpet to awakEhis ear, 
To ſet his ſenſe on the attentive beat, 
And then to ſpeak. 

Aga. Speak frankly as the wind, 
It is not Agariemnor?s ſleeping hour z 
That thou ſhalt know, Trojan, he is awake, 
He tells thee ſo himſelf. 
e/Ene. Trutipet blow loud : 
Send thy braſs voice through all theſe lazy Tents, 
And every Greck of Mettle, let him know, 
W hat Troy'means fairly, ſhall be ſpoke alowd. 

ES. 2 [The Trumpets ſound, 

We have; great Agamemnon, here in Troy, 
A Prince calPd Hettor, Priam is his Father * 
Who in this dull and long continu'd Truce 
Is ruſty grown, he bad me take a Trumpet, 
And to this. purpoſe ſpeak : Kings, Princes, Lords, 
If there be one among[t the fair*lt of Greece, 
That holds his Honour higher than his caſe, 
That ſecks his praiſe, more than he fears his peril, 
That knows his Valour, and knows not his Fear, 
That loves his Miltreſs more than in Confeſſion, 
(W ith truatit vows to her own lips he loves) 
And darc ayow her Beauty, and her Worth, 
ſn other arms than hers : to him this Challenge. 


| or, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 


Shall make it-good, or do his belt to do ir. 
He hath a Lady, wiſer, faircr, truer, 
Than ever Srcek did compals in hjs arms, 
And will to morrow with his"I rumpet call, 


ifany come, Hedor ſhall honour him : 


[Tucket, | If none, hell fay in Troy when heretires, 


rus ww 


— 


The Grecian Dames are ſun-burnt, and not worth 

The ſplinter of a Lance : Even ſo much. 

Aga. This ſhall be told our Lovers, Lord <Aneax, 

If none of them have Soul in ſuch a kind, 

We left themall at home: But we are Souldiers, 

And may that Souldier a mcer Recreant prove, 

That means not, hath not, or 1s not in love; 

If then one is, or hath, or means to be, 

That one meets Hetfor, if none, Ple be he. 

Neſ. Tell him of Neſtor, one that was a Man 

When Hettors Granfire ſuckt ; he is old now, 

| But if there be not in our Grecian mould, 

One Nobleman, that hath one ſpark of Fire 

Toanſwer for his Loye.; tell him from me, 

Ple hide my Silver Beard in a Gold Beaver, 

And in my Vantbrace put this wither'd brawn, 

And meeting him, will tell him, that my Lady 

W as fairer taan his Grandam, and as chaſte 

As may be in the world - his _ in flood, 

Ple pawa Uhis truth with my three drops of Blood. 
e/Ene, Now Heavens forbid ſuch ſcarcity of youth, 
Ul-ſ. Amen. 

Aza, Fair Lord eneas, 

Let me touch your hand : 

To our Pavillion ſhalll lead you firſt : 

Achilles ſhall have word of this intent, 

So ſhall each Lord of Greece from Tent to Tent 

Your ſelf ſhall feaſt with us before you go, 

And find the welcome of a Noble Foe. 

Manent Ulyſſes and Neſtor. 
Ulyſſ. Neſtor. 
Nej. What ſays Ulyſſes ? 
Uly/. I have a young conception in my brain, 
| Be you my time to bring it to ſome ſhape. 
oſ What igt ? 
Uly. This is : 

Blunt wedges rive hard knots: the ſeeded Pride 

That hath to this maturity blown up 

In rank Achzlles, mult or now be cropt, 

Or (ſhedding) breed a Nurſery of like evil 

To over-bulk us all. 

Neſt, Well, and how ? 
Uly/. This challenge, that the gallant Hettor ſends, 

However It is ſprcad in general Name, 

Relates in purpoſe only to Achelles. 

Neſt. The purpoſe is perſpicuous even as ſubſtance, 

Whoſe groſlneſs little Characters ſum up, 

And in the publication make no ſtrain, 

But that Achilſes, were his brain as barren, 

As baiiks of Libya, though (Apollo knows) 

"Tis dry enough, will with great ſpecd of judgment, 

I, with celcrity, find Hc&tw*s purpoſe 

Pointing on him. 

Uly/. And wake him to the anſwer, think you ? 
Nez. Yes, *tis molt mcet; whom may you elſe oppoſe 

That can from Hor bring his honour off, 

If not Achilles ;, though't be a ſportful Combart, 

Yet in this Tryal much Opinion dwells. 

For here the 7r0jans taſte our dear?lt repute 

With their finſt Palate: and truſt to me, Ulyſſes, 

Our imputation ſhall be odly poiz'd 

In this wild aftion. For the ſucceſs 

(Although particular) ſhall give a ſcantling 

Of good or bad, unto the General : 

And in ſuch Indexes, although ſmall Pricks 

To their ſubſequent Volums, there is ſcen 

The baby hgure of the Giant-maſls 

Of things to come at large. It is ſuppogd, 

He that meets Hettor, iſlues from our choice 

And choice being mutual act of all our Souls, 

Makes Merit her election, and doth boyl 

As*rwere from forth us all ; a man diſtilPd 

Out of our Virtues ; who miſcarrying, 


[Excun, 
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What heart from hence receives the conq”ring part 
To ſteel a ſtrong Opinion to themſelves, 
Which entertain'd, Limbs are his inſtruments, 
in no leſs working, than are Swords and Bows 
pireCtive by the Limbs. 
Ulyſ. Give pardon to my ſpeech : 
Therefore *tis meet, Achilles meet not Hettor - 
Let us (like Merchants) ſhew our fowleſt Wares, 
And think perchance they?ll ſell : if not, 
Theluſtre of the better, yet to ſhew, 
chall ſhew the better: Do not conſent, 
That ever Hettor and Achilles meet : 
ror both our Honour, and our Shame in this, 
Are dogg?d with two ſtrange Followers. 
Neft. 1 ſee them not with my old eyes: What are they ! 
Uly. What glory our Achulles ſhares from Hettor, 
ere he not proud) we all ſhould wear with hum : 
But he already 1s too inſolent: 
And we were better parch in Africk, Sun 
Than in the pride and falt ſcornof his Eyes, 
chould he ſcape Hedtor fair. If he were foy[F'd, 
Why then we did our main Opinion cruſh | 
[n taint of our beſt man. No, make a Lottry, 
And by device let blockiſh 4jax draw 
The ſort to fight with Hetftor : Among our ſelves, 
Give him allowance as the worthyer men, 
For that will Phyſick the great Myrmidon 
Who broyls in lowd applauſe, and make him fall 
His Creſt, that prouder than blew 1r:s bends. 
If the dull brainleſs 4jax come ſafe off, 
Well dreſs him up in voices: if he fail, 
Yet go we under our Opinion ſtill, 
That we have better men. But hit or mils, 
Our projets life this ſhape of ſence aſlumes, 
fax imploy*d plucks down Achilles Plumes. 
Neſt. Now Ulyſſes, 1 begin to reliſh thy advice, 
And I will give a taſt of it forthwith 
To Azamemnon, go we to him ſtreight ; 
Two Curs ſhall tame each other, Pride alone 
Muſt tar the Maſtifts on as *twere their bone. 
Emer Ajax and T herlites. 
Aja. Therſues. 
Ther. Agamemnon, how if he had Biles (full) all over 
generally, | 
Aja, Therſaes ! 
Ther. And thoſe Biles did run, ſay ſo; did not the 
General run, were not that a botchy core ? 
Aja. Dog. 
Ther, Then there would come ſome matter from him : 
| ſee none now. | 
Aja. Thou Bitch-Wolfs Son, canſt thou not hear ? 
Feel then. [ Strikes him. 
Ther. The Plague of Greece upon thee, thou Mungrel 
beef-witted Lord. ; 
4ja. Speak then, you whinidſt leaven, ſpeak, I will 
beat thee into handſomnefſs. 
Ther. I ſhall ſooner rail thce into wit and holineſs : but 


[_Exernt. 


I think thy Horſe will ſooner con an Oration, than thou 


learn a Prayer without book : Thou canlſt ſtrike, canlt 
thou? A red Murren o*thy Jades tricks. 

Aja. Toads-ſtool, learn me the Proclamation. 

Ther. Doeſt thou think, I have no ſence thou ſtrik®ſt me 

Aja. The Proclamation. (thus ? 

Ther. Thou art proclain?d a Fool, I think. 

ja. Donot Porpentine, do not : my Fingers itch. 

Ther. 1 would thou didſt itch from head to foot, and 
[ had the ſcratching of thee, I would make thee the loth- 
ſomſt ſcab in Greece. 

Aja. 1 fay, the Proclamation. 

Ther. Thou grumbleſt and rayleſt every hour on Achil- 
les, and thou art as full of envy at his greatneſs, as Cerbe- 
r1 18 at Proſerpina”s beauty. 1, that thou bark'ſt at him. 

Aa, Miſtreſs Therſites. 


| may tutor thee. Thou ſcurvy valiant Afs, thou art here 


Aha. Cobloaf. 
1 her. He would pun thee into ſhivers with his fiſt, as 
a Satlor breaks a bisker. 

Aja. You whorſon Cur. 

Ther. Do, do. 

Aja. Thou ſtool for a Witch: 

Ther. 1, do, do, thou ſodden-witted Lord: thou haſt 
no more brain than I have in mine elbows: An Afinico 


but to threſh Trojans, and thou art bought and ſold a- 

mong thoſe of any wit, like a BarbarianSlave. If thou uſe 

to beat me; I will begin at thy heel, and tell what thouart 

by inches, thou thing of no bowels, thoy. 

Aja. You dog. 

Ther, You ſcurvy Lord. 

Aja. You Cur. | 

{her. A4ars his Idiot: do rudeneſs, do Camel, do, do. 

Enter Achilles, and Patroclus. 

Achil, Why how now, 4jax ? wherefore do yo this ? 

How now, Therfires? what's the matter, man ? 

Ther. You ſce him there, do you? 

Achil. I, what's the matter ? 

Ther. Nay look upon him, 

Achil. $01 do, what's the matter ? 

Ther. Nay, but regard him well. 

Achil. Well, why | do fo. 

Ther. But yet you look not well upon him: for whoſo- 

ever you take him to be, he is 4jax. 

Ach1il, 1 know that fool. 

Ther, 1, but that fool knows not himſelf. 

Aja. Therefore | beat thee. 

Ther. Loy lo, lo, lo, what modicuns of wit he utters, his 

cvaſions have ears thus long. 1 have bobb?d his Brain 

more than he has beat my Bones: I will buy nine Spar- | 

rows for a Penny, and his P:4 Mater is not worth the niatty 

part of a Sparrow. This Lord ( Achilles) Fjax, who wears 

his wit in his belly, and his guts in his head, Ple tell you 

what I ſay of him. 

Achil. What? _. 

Ther. 1 ſay, this 4jax 

Achil. Nay, Good Ajax. 

Ther, Has not ſo much wit ———=< 

Achil. Nay, I muſt hold you. | ©, 

Ther, As will ſtop the Eye of Helens Needle, for 

whom he comes to fight. | 

Achil. Peace, fool. _ 

Ther, 1 would have peace and quietnefs, but the fool 

will not: he there, that he, look you there. | 

Aja. O thou damn*d Cur, I ſhall 

Achil. Will you ſet your wit to a Fool's ? 

Ther, No I warrant you, for a fools will ſhame it. 

Pat. Good words, Therſites. 

Acbil, What's the quarrel ? | | | 

Aja. 1 bad thee, vile Owl, go learn me the tenure of | | 

the Proclamation, and he rails upon me, | 

Ther. 1 ſerve thee not. | 
Ajax. We'll, go to, go to. 
Ther. 1 ſerve here voluntary, , | 
Achil. Your laſt ſervice was ſufferance, *twas not. vo- | 

luntary, no man is beaten voluntary : 4jax was here the 

voluntary, and you as under an Impreſs. | 
Ther, Ene ſo, a great deal of your wit too lies in your || 

Sinews, or elſe there be Liars: Hettor ſhall have a great | 


as good crack a fulty Nut with no Kernel. 

Achkil. What with me too, T herſnes ? 

Ther. Theres Ulyſſes, and old Neſtor, whoſe Witwas 
mouldy ere their Granſires had nails on their toes, yoke 
you like draft-Oxen, and make you plough uÞ the wair. 

Achil, What ? what ? 

Ther. Yes, good ſooth, to Achilles, to Ajax, to 

Ajax. 1 ſhall cut out your tongue. 


catch, if he knock out either of your brains, he were | 


Ther, Thou ſhouldCit ſtrike him. 


em 


afterwards. 


. 


Ther. *Tis no matter, I ſhall ſpeak as much as thow-[ 


Pat, | 


[The paſt proportion of his Infinite ? 


| And reaſon flics the object of all harm : 


| 24.0 - 


—_ —_ 


Put. No more words, 7 herſites. . 
Ther, 1 wilt hold my peace when Achilles Brooch bids 
me. ſhall 1 * 

Achil. There's for you, Patroclus, 

Ther, 1 will ſee you hang'd like Clotpoles, ere I come 
any more to your Tenis, | will keep where there 1s WIL 
[tirring, and leave the Faction ct tools. [ Exit. 
Pat, A good riddance. 

Achil. Marry this,Sir, is proclaim'd through all our hoſt, 
Thar Hettor by the hfth hour of the Sun, 

Will with a Trumpet, *cwixt our Tents and Troy, 
To morrow morning call ſome Knight to Arms, 
That hath a Stomach, and ſuch a one that dare 
Maintain 1 know not what : ?tis traſh, Farewel. 
Ajix, Farewel ? who ſhall anſwer him ? 

Acbil. 1 know not, *tis put to Lot2ry : otherwiſe 
He knew his man . 

Aja. O, meaning you, I will go learn more of it. [ Ext. 


Enter Priam, HeAer, Troilus, Paris, ard Helegus. 


P.;i. After ſo many hours, lives, ſpeeches ſpent, 
Thus once again ſays Neſtor from the Greeks, 
Deliver Hclcn, and all damage elfe 

(As honour, loſs of time, travel, expence, 

Wounds, fricnds, and what elſe dear, that is conſum*d 
In not diſzeſtion of this Cormorant War) 

Shall be {truck off. Hettor, what ſay you tor? 

Heit. Though no man leller fears the Greeks than I, 
As far as touches my particular : yet, dread Priam, 
There is no Lady of more ſofter bowels, 

More ſpungy to ſuck in the ſenſe of fear, 

More ready to cry out, W ho knows what follows, 
Than Hedor is : the wound of peace is ſurety, 

Surety ſecure: but modelt doubt is calld 

The Beacon of the wiſe : the Tent that ſearches 
Toth? bottom of the worſt. Let Helen go. , 
Since 'the firſt Sword was drawn about this Queſtion, 
Every Tithe Soul *mongſt many thouſand diſmes, 
Hath been as dear as Helen, 1 mean of ours : 

*If we have loſt ſo many Tcuths of ours 

To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us 

(Had it our name) the valucof one Ten 

W hat merits in that.reaſon, which denics 

The yielding of her. up ? 

Troi. Fie, he, my Brother : 

Weigh you the worth and honour of a King 

(So preat is our dread Father) in a Scale 

Of common Ounces? Will you with Counters ſum 


And buckle in a waſt, moſt tathomleſs, 

With ſpans and inches ſo diminutive, 

As fears and reaſons? Fye for godly ſhame ? 

Hel. No marvel, though you bite ſo ſharp at reaſons, 
You are-empty of them, ſhould not our Father 

Bear the great ſway of his affairs with reaſons, 

Becauſe your ſpcech hath none, thattells him ſo ? 

Tr6j. You are for dreams and ilumbers, Brother Prieſt, 
You fur your Gloves with reaſon : here are your reaſons, 
You know an Enemy intends you harm : 

You know, a Sword imploy*d is perillous, 


Who marvels then, when Helenus beholds 

A Grecian and his Sword, if he do ſet 

The very wings of reaſon to his heels : 

Or like a Star diforb*d. Nay , if we talk of reaſon, 
And flye like chidden Mercury from Fove, 

Let's ſhut our Gates and fleep: Manhood and Honour 
Should have hard hearts, would they but fat their thoughts 
With this cramni'd reaſon : reaſon and reſpect 
Makes lovers pale, and luſtichood deject. 

Hect, Brother, ſhe is not worth, 

Whar ſhe doth coſt the holding. 

Troi, What's ought, but as tis valu'd ? 

Hett. But value dwells not in particular will, 
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It holds his eſtimate and dignity, 

As well wherein tis precions of it ſelf, | 

As in the prizer : ?Tis made Idolatry, | 

To make the Service greater than the God ; | 

And the will dotes, that is inclinable 

To what infe<Ctioully it ſelf aftects, | 

Without fome image of thy affected merir. 
Toi. | take to day a Wife, and my cl<Ction | 

Is led on in the condutt of my Will ; 

My Will enkindled by mine eyes and cars, | 

Two tradcd Pilots ®twixt the dangerous ſhores | 

Ot Will and Judgment. How may I avoid 

(Although my Will diſtaſt whar 1s elected) 

The Wite 1 choſe, there can be no evaſion 

Toblench from this, and to ſtand firm by honour, . 

We turn not back the Silks upon the Merchanr, 

W hcn we have ſpoil'd them; nor the remainder Viands 

We do not throw in unreſpective place, 

Becauſe we now are full. It was thought meet, 

Paris ſhould do ſome vengeance on the Greeks , 

Your breath of full conſent bellied his Sails, | 

The Seas and Winds (old Wranglers) took a Truce, 

And did him ſervice ; he touch'd the Ports delir'd 

And tor an old Aunt, whom the Greeks held Captive, 

He brought a Grecian Queen, whole youth and treſhneſs 

Wrinkles Apoll”s, and makes itale the morning, 

Why keep we her ? the Grecians keep our Aunt : 

Is ſhe worth keeping 2 Why, ſhe 1s a Pear], 

W hoſe Price hath launched above a thouſand Ships, 

And turn'd Crown?d Kings to Merchants. 

If you'l avouch,:*cwas Wiſdom, Paris went, 

(As you mult needs, for you all cry*'d, Go, go: ) 

If you?l confeſs, he brought home Noble Prize, 

(As you mult needs, for you all clapt your hands) 

And cry*d, ineſtimable ; why do you pow 

The iſſue of your proper Wiſdoms rate, 

And do a deed that Fortune never did, | 

Begger the eſtimation, which you priz*d 

Richer than Sea and Land ? O Theft moſt baſe ! 

That we have ſtollen what we do fear to keep. 

Bur T hieves, unworthy of a thing ſo ſtoln, 

That in their Countrey did them that diſgrace, 

We fear to warrant in our Native place. 

| Emer Callandra with her hair about her ears. 

Cre}. Cry, Trojans, cry. 

Priam, What noile ? what ſhriek 1s this ? 

170i. "Tis our mad Silter, I do know her voice. 

Caſ. Cry, Trojans. 

Hec. It Is Caſſundra. 

Caſ. Cry, Trojans, cry ;, lend me ten thouſand eyes, 

And I will all them with Prophetick tears, 

Hlec, Peace, Siſter, peacc. 


Caf. Virgins and Boys; mid-age and wrinkled old, | 
Soft infancy, that nothing can but cry, 
Add to my clamour : let us pay betimes 

A moiety of that maſs of moan to come. 

Cry, 1r0jans, cry, practiſe your eyes with tears; 

Troy mult not be, nor goodly 1hon ſtand, 

Our Fire-brand Brother Par:s burns us all. 

Cry, Trojanz, cry, a Helen and a woe ; : 
Cry, cry, Troy burns, or elſe let Helen go. [E-xit, 
Hee. Now, youthſul Troilus, do not theſe high ſtrains 
Of Divination 1a our Siſter work 

Some touches of remorſe ? Or is your Blocd 

So madly hot, that no diſcourſe of reaſon, 

Nor fear of bad Succefs in a bad cauſe, 

Can qualihe the fame ? : 

Troi, Why Brother Hettor, 

We may not think the juſtneſs of each at 

Such and no other than event doth form it z 

Nor once deject the courage of our mirids, 

Becauſe Caſſandra's mad, her brainſick raptures 


a. 


Cannot diltaſt the goodneſs of a quarrel, 


Which 


i 


———— —————— 
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Which hath our ſeveral Honours all engag*d 

To make it gracious, For my private part, 

| am no more touch*d, than all Priam's Sons, 
And Jove forbid, there ſhould be done among[t us 
cnch things as might ofiend the weakelt ſpleen; 
To fight for, and maintain. 

Par. Elſe might the world convince of Levity, 
Aswell my undertakings, as your counſels : 

rut] atteſt the Gods, your full conſent 

Gave wings to my propenſion, and cutoff 

All fears attending on ſo direa project. 

For wha: (alas) can theſe my ſingle arms ? 

What propugnation IS inone mans valour 

To ſtand the puſh and enmity of thoſe 

This quarrel would excite? Yer, I proteſt, 

Were | alone to paſs the difficulties, 

And had as ample Power, as | have Will, 

Paris ſhould ne?re retract what he hath done; . 
Nor faint in the purſuit. 

Pri, Paris, you ſpeak 

Like one beſotted on your ſweet delights ; 

You have the Honey [til], but theſe the Gall, 

$0 to be valiant, is no praiſe at all, 

Par. Sir, I propoſe not meerly to my ſelf, 
The pleaſures fuch a beauty brings with it : 

But | would have the ſoyl of her fair Rape 

Wip'd off in honourable keeping her. 

What Treaſon were it to the ranſack*d Queen, 
Diſgrace to your great worths, and ſhame to me, 
Now to deliver her poſleſſion up, 

On terms of baſe compulſion ? Can it be, 

That fo degenerate a [train as this, 

Should once {ct foot in your generous boſoms ? 
There's not the meanelt ſpirit on our party, . 
Without a Heart to dare, or Sword to draw, 
When Helen is defended : Nor none ſo Noble, 
Whoſe Life were ill beſtow?d, or death unfanvd, 
Where Helen is the Subjett. Then I ſay) 

| Well may we fight, for her, whom we know well, 
{ The Worlds large —_ cannot parallel. 

Heft, Paris, and Troilus, you have both ſaid well ; 
And on the Cauſe and Queſtion, now 1n hand, 
Have gloz?d; bur ſuperficially ; not much 

Unlike young Men, whom Ariſtotle thought 
Unht ro hear Moral Philoſophy, 

The Reaſons you alledge, do more conduce 

To the hot paſlion of diltemper*d blood, 

Than to make upa free determination 

'Twixt right and wrong : For pleaſure andrevenge, 
Have Ears more deaf than Adders, to the voice 
Of any true deciſion, Nature craves 

All dues be rendred to their Owners; now 
What nearer debt in all humanity, 

Than Wife is to the Husband ? If this Law 

Of Nature be corrupted through affeCtion, 

And that great minds of partial indulgence, 
Tothgir benummed wills reſiſt the ſame, 

There is a Law in each well-ordercd Nation, 
Tocurb thoſe raging appztites that are 

Moſt diſobedient and refratory. 

lf Helen then be Wife to Sparta's King, 

(ASitis known ſhe is) theſe Moral Laws 

Of Nature, and of Nation, ſpeak aloud 

To have her back return*d. Thus to perſiſt 
Indoing wrong, extenuates not wrong, 

But makes it much more heavy. Hettor's opinion 
IS this in way of truth : yet ne're the leſs, 

My ipritely Brethren, I propend to you 

[a r-ſolution to keep Helen ſtill ; 

Fortis a cauſe that hath no mean dependance, 
pon our joint and ſeveral Dignirtes. 

+01. Why ? there you touch'd the Life of our deſign : 
Were it not Glory that we more affected, 

Than the performance of our heaving ſpleens, 


| would not wiſh a drop of Trojan blood, 
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hefor, | 
She 1s a Theam of Honour and Renown, : 
A Spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds, If 
Whoſe preſent courage may beat down our Foes I 
And Fame, in time to come, canonize us. y 
For | prelume, brave Hettor would not loſe | j 
So rich advantage of a promigd Glory, 
As ſmiles upon the fore-head of this action, | 
For the wide V Vorlds Revenue. | 
Het. Lam yours, | 
You valiant Off-fpring of great Priamus, | 
| have a roiſting challenge ſent amongſt 
The dull and factious Nobles of the Greeks, 
V Vill ſtrike amazementto their drowſie Spirits. 
| was advertigd, their great General flepr, - 
W hiPſt Emulation inthe Army crept : . 
This | preſume will wake him. 
Enter T herfſites ſolas. 
Now, now, 1 herſites ? what loſt in the Labyrioth of thy 
Fury ? Shall the Elephant 4jax, carry it thus ? He beats |' 
me, and l railat him : O worthy ſatisfaction, would it |: 
were otherwiſe : that I could beat him, whiPſt he raiPd}; 
at me - *Sfoot, Ple learn to Conjure and raife Devils, bur 
Ple fee ſome iſſue of my ſpitetulexecrations. Then there*s | 
Achilles, a rare Engineer. If Troy be not raken rill 
two undermine it, the walls will ſtand till they -falf of}; 
themſelves. O thou great Thunder-darter of Olya*pur;4 | 
torget that thou art Jove the King of Gods : and Aertary, 
loſe all the Serpentine craft of thy Caduceus, if thou taki 
not that little little leſs than little wit from them "that 
they have, which ſhort-arn'd ignorance it ſelf knows, is 
ſo abundant ſcarce, jt will not in circumvention delivers} 
Fly from a Spider, without drawing the Irons | 
cutting the web - after this, the vengeance on the "whole" 
Camp, or rather the bone-ach, for that methinks 15th 
curſe dependant on thoſe that war for a Placket. I have [| _ 
ſaid my Prayers, and Devil, Envy, ſay, Amen'; VVhat 
ho ? my Lord Achilles ? RE 3 
Enter Patroclus. 0 þ 
Patr, V Vho'sthere ? Therſtes, Good Therſites coine ] . 
in and rail. | : <3 4 
Ther, 1f1 could have remembred a guilt counterfeit: 
thou would*ſt not have ſlipt out of my Contemplation, | 
but it. is no matter, thy ſelf upon thy ſelf. The commoiny 
Curſe of mankind, folly and ignorance be thine in great} 
Revenue ; Heaven bleſs thee from a Tutor, and Diſcipline |, 
come not near thee. Let thy blood be thy direction till 
thy death, then if ſhe that lays thee out, ſays thou art a} 
fair Coarſe, Ple be ſworn and ſworn uport; ſhe 'never þ 
ſhrowded any but Lazars, Amen. V Vhere*s Achilles ? -. 
Patr. V V hart, art thou devout ? waſt thou in a Prayer ? 
Ther. I, the Heavens hear me. | 
Enter Achilles. SE” 
Achil. V 'Vho's there ? dy 
Patr. Therſues, my Lord, IG 
Achil. V Vhere, where, art thou come ? why, my cheeſe," 
my digeſtion, why haſt thou nox ferv*d thy ſelf into- my 
Table, ſo many meals ? Come, what's Agamenmon.? © 
Ther. Thy Commander, Achilles, then tell me, Patro- 
clus, what's Achilles ? . 
Patr. Thy Lord, Therſites : then tell me, I pray thee, þ 
what's thy If ? F So | 
Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus ; then tell me, Patroclus,} 
what art thou ? | 
Patr. Thou mayſt tell, that know'lſt. = 
Achil. O tell, tell. WITTE . 
Ther. le decline the whole queſtion : Agamemmn come þ 
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Achil. He isa priviledg'd man, proceed, Ther ſites. 
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mands Achilles, Achilles is my Lord, 1 am Parrochu$'} 

knower, and Patroclas is a Fool, 5 
Patr. You Raſcal. i $4.57 
Ther. Peace, Fool, 1 have not done. PLE 5 


Ther, Agamennonis a Fool, Achilles is a Fool, gs + 


| 
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—_ : id. Patroclus is a Fool. And under write in an obſerving kind 

v5 poackag GR | His humorous predominance, yea, watch 

Ther. Agamemnon js aFool to offer to command Achil- ) His pettiſhlines, his ebbs, his flo WS, as if 
les, Achilles is a Fool to be commanded of Agamemnon, | Ihe paſlage and whole carriage of this aCtion 
Therſires is a Fool to ſerve ſuch a Fool: and Parreclus is a | Rode on his tice. Go tell him this, and add, 
Fool poſitive. T hat if he over-hold his price ſo much, SY 
Pair. Why am Ia Fool ? We'll none of him ; but let him, like an Engine 
5 Not portable, = _—_ this report. 

T ; ax, | Bring action hither, this cannot go to war : 
> — yi hy ner, m—— 4 A firing Dwarf, we do allo nn. give, 
; Before a ileeping Gyant : tell him ſo. 

Ther. Make that demand to the Creator, it ſuſfices me | Pat. I ſhall, and bring his anſwer preſently, 
thou art. Look you, who comes here ? Aga. In ſecond voice we'll not be ſatisfied, 

Achil. Patroclus, Vle ſpeak with no body: come in | We come to ſpeak with him, Vhſes, enter you. | 
with me, T herſzes, [Exit, [Exit Ulyſſes 


' "Ther. Here is ſuch Patchery, ſuch Jugling , and ſuch 

Knavery : all the argument is a Cuckold anda Whore, a 

gd quarrel to draw emulatious Factions, and bleed, to 

feath upon : Now thedry Serpigo on the fubject , and 

War and Lechery confound all. 

Agam. W here is Achilles ? 

Patr. Within his Tent, but ill diſpogd, my Lord. 
Agam. Letit be known to him that we are here. 

| yn our nents, and welay by 


— 


ur appertainments, viſiting of him : 

Let him be told of, leſt perchance he think 

We dare not move the queſtion of our place, 

| Or know not what we are. 

Parr. | ſhall ſo ſay to him. 5 

iy. We ſaw him atthe opening of his Tent, 

He is not ſick. TONE 

| | .: Hja, Yes, Lion-ſick, ſick of a proud heart : you may 
{rall-it Melancholy if you will favour the Man, but by my 
on is pride z but why, why, let him ſhew us the caulc ? 


ſ , wy Lord. _ 

' Neſs. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him ? 
Ub, Acbilles hath inveigled his Fool from him, 
. Net. Who, Therſites ? 

'. Uhyſ. He. 


"1 Neſt. Then will Ajax lack matter , if he have loſt his 


Argument. : ; 

/ Uh. No, youſec hes his Argument, that has his Ar- 
Leument, Achulles. 

| Neſt. All the better, their fraftion is more our wiſh 
Fhan ther Faction ; but it was a ſtrong Counſel that a 


could diſunite. 
Vly, The amity that Wiſdom knits not, Folly may 
—_ untye. Enter Patroclus. 
re comes Patroclas. 


| Neſt. No Achilles with him ? 
Uly/. The Elephant hath joints, but none for courteſie ; 
His Legsare legs for neceſſity, not for flight. 

Patr. Achilles bids me ſay, he is much ſorry, 
fany thing more than your ſport and pleaſure, 

id move your Greatneſs, and this noble State, 
Tocall upon him ; he hopes it isno other, 
But for your health, and your digeſtion-ſake ; 
'An after Dinners breath. 

Aga. Hear you, Patroclys : 
We are too well acquainted with theſe anſwers : 
['But his evaſion wing?d thus ſwift with ſcorn, 
Cannot outflye our apprehenſions, 
[Much attribute he hath, and much the reaſon, 
|'Why we aſcribe it to him, yet all his virtues, 
(Not virtuouſlly of his own part beheld) 
'Do in our Eyes, begin to loſe their gloſs 
'Andlike fair Fruit in an unwholſom diſh, 
Arelike to rot untaſted ; go and tell him, 
'We come to ſpeak with him, and you ſhall not ſin, 
If youdo ſay, we think him over-proud, 
And under-honeſt : in ſelf-allumption greater 
Than in the note of judgment : and worthier than himſelf. 
Here tends the ſavage ſtrangeneſs he puts on, 
Difguiſe the holy ſtrength of their command : 


Aja. What is he more than another ? 
Aga. No more than what he thinks he is. 


ſelf a better Man than 1 am? 
Aga. No queſtion. 
4a. V Vill you ſubſcribe his thought, and ſay, ke is? 


more tra{table. 


grow ? I know not what it is. 


in the pralle, 
Enter Ulyſſes. 


of Toads. 
Neſt. Yet he loves himſelf : is't not ſtrange ? 
Uly/. Achilles will nos to the field to morrow, 
Aga, V Vhat's his excuſe ? 
Uly/. He doth rely on none, 
But carries on the ſtream of his diſpoſe, 
V Vithout obſervance or reſpect of any, 
| In will peculiar, and in ſelf-admiſſion. 
Aga. V Vhy, will he not upon our fair requeſt, 
Untent his perſon, and ſhare the Ayr with us ? 


He makes important : poſleſt he is with greatneſs, 
And ſpeaks not to himſelf, but with a pride 
That quarrels at ſelf-breath. Imagin'd wrath 
Holds in his blood ſuch ſwoln and hot diſcourſe, 
That "twixt his mental and his ative parts, 
Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages, 
And batters *gainſt it ſelf ; what ſhouldI fay ? 
He is ſo plaguy proud, that the death-tokens of it 
Cry no recovery. 

Aga. Let 4jax go to him. 
Dear Lord, go you and greet him in his Tent ; 
"Tis ſaid he holds you well, and will be led 
At your requeſt a little from himſelf. 

Uly/. O, Agamennon, let it not be ſo. 
V Vell conſecrate the ſteps that 4jax makes, 
V Vhen they go from Achilles ; ſhall the proud Lord, 
That baſtes his arrogance with his own ſeam, 
And never ſuffers matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts, ſave ſuch asdo revolve 
And ruminate himſelf; Shall he be worſhipt, 
Of that we hold an Idol, more than he ? 
No, this thrice worthy, and right valiant Lord, 
Muſt not ſo ſtaul his Palm, nobly acquir'd, 
Nor by my will aſſubjugate his Merit, 
As amply titled, as Ach:lles is, by going to Achilles, 
That were toenlard his fat already pride, 
And add more Coles to Cancer, when. he burns 
With entertaining great Hyperion. 
This Lord go to him ? Jupuer fort 
And fay in thunder, Achiltes go ro hi! 


— 


EI” _ - — nd 
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Aja. 1s he ſo much ? do you not think, he thinks him- 


Aga. No, Noble Ajax, you are as ſtrong, as valiant, as} 
wiſe, noleſs noble, much more gentle, and altogether | 


Aja. V Vhy ſhould a Man be proud ? How doth Pride 
Aga. Your mind is the clearer, 4jax, and your virtues 
the Fairer ; he that is proud, eats up himſelf, Pride is his 


own Glaſs, hisown Trumpet, his own Chronicle, and 
what ever praiſes it ſelf but in the deed, devours the deed 


Aja. 1do hate a proud Man, asI hate the engendring 


Ulyſ. Things ſmall as nothing, for requelts ſake only * 


| 


The Tragedy of Troilus and Crefſida. 


Neſt. O this is well, he rubs the vein of him. 
D:0. And how his ſilence drinks up his applauſe. _ 
Aja, Ifl goto him, with my armed Fiſt, le paſh him 
ore the Face. 
Aga. O no, you ſhall not go. = 
Aja, And a be proud with me, Ple pheſe his Pride : let 
me go to him. 
Ulyſ. Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel. 
Aja. A paultry inſolent Fellow. 
Neſt. How he deſcribes himſelf. 
Aja. Can he not be ſociable ? 
Ulyſ. The Raven chides blackneſs. 
Aja, Vle let his humours blood. , 
Ara. He will be the Phyſitian, that ſhould be the Patient. 
Aja. And all Men were a my mind. 
Ulyſ. Wit would be out of faſhion. 
Fa. A ſhould not bear it fo, a ſhould eat Swords firſt : 
ſhall pride carry it ? 
Neft. And *rwould, you'ld carry half. 
Uly/. A would have ten ſhares. 
Aja, 1 will knead him, Ile make him ſupple, he's not 
yet through warm. : : 
Neſt. Force him with praiſes, pour in, pour in, his 
Ambition 1s dry. = 
Ulyſ. My Lord, you feed too much on this dillike. 
Neſt. Our noble General, donot do fo. 
Do. You muſt prepare to fight without Achilles. 
Ulyſ. Why, ?ts this naming of him doth him harm, 
Here is a man, bur *tis before his Face, 
| will be ſilent. 
Neſt. Wherefore ſhould you ſo ? 
He is not emylous, as Achilles js, 
Uly/. Know the whole world, he is as yaliant. 
Hja. A horſon Dog, that ſhall paler thus with vs, 
would he were a 1rojar. 
Neſt. W hat a vice were it in Ajax now 
Ulyf. If he were proud. 
Dio. Or covetous of praiſe, 
Ulyſ. I, or ſurly born. 
Djo. Or ſtrange, or ſelf-affeCted, 
Ul. Thank the Heavens L. thou art of ſweet compoſure 
Praiſe him that got thee, ſhe that gave thee ſuck : 
Fame be thy Tutor, and thy parts of Nature 
Thrice fanyd beyond, beyond all erudition 
But he that diſciplin*d thy arms to fight, 
Let Mars divide Eternity in twain, 
And give hitn half, and for thy vigor, 
Bull-bearing Ao his addition yield 
Tolinewy 4jax : I will not praiſe thy wiſdom 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a ſhore, confines 
Thy ſpacious and dilated parts; here's Neſtor 
Inſtructed by the Antiquary times : 
He muſt, he is, he cannot but be wile. 
But pardon, Father Neſtor, were your days 
As green as Hjax, and your Brain ſo temper'd, 
You ſhould not have the eminence of him, 
But he as Hjax. 
Aja. Shall I call you Father? 
Uly/.!, my good Son. 
Djo. Be ruPd by him, Lord 4jax. | 
Uly. There is no tarrying here, the Hart Achilles 
Keeps thicket : pleaſe it our General, 
To call together all this ſtate of war ; 
Freſh Kings are cometo Troy, to morrow 
We muſt with all our main of power ſtand faſt : 
And her&'s a Lord (come Knights from Eaſt ro Welt, 
And cull their flower) Ajax ſhall cope the belt, 
4. Gowe to Council, let Achilles fleep 3 
Light Boats may fail ſwift, though greater bulks draw 
deep. [ Exennt, Muſick ſounds within, 
Enter Pandarus, and a Seryant. 
Pan.. Friend, you, prayyoua word ; -Do not you fol- 
low the young Lord Paris ? 
Ser. I, Sir, when he goes before me. 


, 


| Prince, here is good broken Muſick. 


| 


Pan, You depend upon him, I mean ? 
Ser. Sir, I dodepend upon the Lord. 


Pan. You depend upon a Noble Gentleman : I muſt 
needs praiſe him. | | 


Ser. The Lord be praiſed. 

Pan. You know me, do you not ? 

Ser. Faith, Sir, ſuperficially. | 

Pan. Friend, know me better, I am the Lotd Panyarks, 
Sir, I hope I ſhall know your Honour better. 

Pan. 1 dodeſire it. 

Ser, You arein the ſtate of Grace ? 

Pan. Grace, not ſo, Friend, Honour and Lordſhip ate 
my Titles: What Muſick is this ? 

Ser, I do but partly know, Sir : it is Muſick in patts, 
Pan. Know you the Muſicians ? | 
Ser, Wholly, Sir. 

Pan, Who play they to ? 

Ser, To the hearers, Sir. 

Par, At whoſe pleaſure, Friend ? 

Ser, At mine, Sir, and theirs that love Mufick; 

Pan. Command, I mean, Friend. 

Ser. Who ſhall I command, Sir ? 

Pan, Friend, we iinderſtand not one another : I atn tdo. 
courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whoſe requeſt do 
theſe Men play ? 

Ser, TT hat's tot indeed, Sir : marry, Sir, at the requeſt 
of Paris, my Lord, who's there in perſon; with him the 
mortal Yexus,the heart blood of Beauty, loves inviſible ſoul. 
Pan, Who? my Confin Creſſide. 

Ser. No, Sir, Helen, could you not find out that by her 
attributes ? 
Pan. It ſhould ſeep, Fellow, that thou haſt riot ſeen the | 


- 


my buſineſs ſeethes. | 

Ser. Sodden buſineſs; theres a ſtew*d phraſe indeafh 

Enter Paris and Helena, I 
Pan. Fair be toyou, my Lord, and toall this fair com- 
pany : fair deſires in all fair meaſure fairly guide them; 
—_ to you, fair Queen, fair thoughts be your fair 
illow. | 

. Hel. Dear Lord, you are full of fair words, 


Pan. You ſpeak your fair pleaſure, ſweet Queen : faif | 


VE OR  ORITI * 


Troilus :; 1 will make a complemental aſſault upon him, fey, 


2. 
Par. You have broken it, Coulin : and by my "I | 
ſhall make it whole again, you ſhall piece ic out witli, a 
piece of your performance, Nel, he is full of harmony.” | l 
Pan. Truly, Lady, no. | 
Hel. O, Sir. nc A gy —- 
Pan. Rude in ſodth; in good ſooth very rude, _ 
Par. Well faid, my Lord : well, you fay ſo in fits. , 
Pan. I have buſineſs to my Lord,dear Queen : my Lord 
will you youchſafe me a word ? 


ling certainly. | | Ts OY. R- 
Pan, Well, ſweet Queen, you are pleaſant with me 3 


| but, marry thus, my Lord; my dear Lord, and moſt eſtes- 4 


med Friend, your Brother 7rozlus 


Commends himſelf moſt aftettionately to you. 
Hel, You ſhall not bob us out of our melody ; | 
If you do, our melancholy upon your head, 


Pfaith—— SETTLED | I a] 
Hel. And to make a ſweet Lady fad, is a ſower offence, | 
Pan, Nay, that ſhall not ſerveyour turf, that ſhall Jt: 


him at Supper, you will make his excuſe, 
Hel. My Lord Pandarus, 


Pan, Writ ſays my fweet Queen, ny very, very ſweet 
ueen ? 


TO ET TIT 


Pan. Sweet Queen, fweer Queeny thar's'a ſweet Queen | 


Lady Creſſida. I come to ſpeak with Parts from the Princef 


Hel, Nay, this ſhall nor hedge us out, we'l hear you _ 


Hel. My Lord Pandarns, hony-ſweet Lord. i 
Pan, Go to, ſweet Queen, goto, | 


not in truth 1a. Nay, 1 care not for ſuch words, 0, no. | 
And, my<Lord, he defiresyou, that. if the King call for \ 


| 


1 
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Par. What exploits in hand, whete fups he to night Al 


Fu ""—_—_ : —_ _ 
— FOR 
, —_ "—_ I + A a 


——_—_ 


Hel. Nay, but my Lord. | 

Pan. What ſays my ſweet Queen ? my Couſin will fall 
out with you. 
Hel. You muſt not know where he ſups. 
Par. With my diſpoſer, Creſſida. 
Pan. No, no, no ſuch matter, you are wide, come, 
your diſpoſer is ſick. 
Par. Well, Ple make excuſe. 
Pan, 1, good my Lord : why ſhould you ſay, Creſſida * 
no, your poor diſpoſer's ſick. 
Par. I ipy. - : 
Pan. You ſpy, what do you ſpy ? Come, give me an 
Inſtrument now, ſweet Queen. 
Hel. Why this is kindly done. 
Pan. My Niece is horrible in love with a thing you have, 
ſweet Queen. 
Hel. She ſhall have it, my Lord, if it be not my Lord 
Paris. | 
Pan. He ? no, ſhe?]I none of him, they two are twain. 
Hel. Falling in after falling out,may make them three. 
Pan. Come, come, Ile hear no more of this, Ile ſing 
yon a Song now. 

Hel, 1,1, prithee now : by my troth, ſweet Lord, thou 

haſt a fine fore-head. | 
Pan. I, you may, you may. 
Hel. Let thy Song be Love : this Loye will undo us all. 
Oh, Cupid, Cupid, Cupid. 
Pan. Love ? I, that it ſhall Pfaith. 
Par. I , good now, Love, Love, nothing but Love. 
Pan. In good troth it begins ſo. 


Love, Love, nothing but Love, ſtill more ; 
For O, Loves Bow 

Shoots both Buck and Doe : 

The Shaft confounds not that it wounds, 
But tickles ſtill the Sore : 

Theſe Lovers cry, oh ho they dye ; 

Yet that which ſeems they wound to k;lt, 
Doth turn oh ho, to ha ha he : 

So dying love lives ſtill, 

O ho a while, but haha ha; 

O hogroans out for ha ha ha—hey ho, 


Hel, In Love ifaith to the very tip of the Noſe. 

Par, He eats,nothing but Doves, Love,and that breeds 
hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thonghts, and hot 
thoughts beget hot deeds, , and hot deeds is Love. 

Pay. Is this the gencration of Love? Hot blood, hot 
thoughts, and hot deeds, why they are Vipers, is Love a 
generaiion of Vipers ? 

Sweet Lord, who's a field to day ? 

Par, Hettor, Deiphobus, Helenus, Anthenor, and all the 
gallantry of Toy. I would fain bave arm'd to day, but 


- | my Nel would not have it ſo. 


How chance my Brother Troilus went not ? 

Hel. He hangs the lip at ſomething 3; you know all, 
Lord Pandarus ? 

Pan. Not 1, hony-ſweet Queen : I long to hear how 
they ſped to day : 

You'l remember your Brothers excuſe ? 

Par. To a hair. 

Pan. Farewel, ſweet Queen. 

Hel. Commend me to your Niece. 

Pan. I will, ſweet Queen. [Sound a Retreat. 
Par. They*re come from Field : let us to Priam”'s Hall, 
To greet the Warriors. Sweet Helen, 1 muſt woo you, 

To help unarm our Hettor : his ſtubborn buckles, 

With theſe your white enchanting, Fingers touche, 

Shall more obey, than to the edg of Steel, 

Or force of Greekiſh ſinews, you ſhall do more 

Than all the [land Kings, diſarm great Hetor. 

Hel. *Twill make us proud tobe your Servant, Paris : 


| Yea, what he ſhall reccive of us induty, 
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Gives us more palm in Beauty than we have ; 
Yea, over-ſhines our ſelf. 
Sweet above thought, I love thee. 
Enter Pandarus, and Troilugs Man. 
Pan. How now, where's thy Maſter, at my Couſin 
Creſſuda's ? 
an. No, Sir, he ſtays for you to conduCt him thither, 
| Enter Troilus. 
Pan. O, here he comes : How now, how now ? 
Troi. Sirrah, walk oft. 
Pan, Have you ſeen my Couſin ? 
Tro0;, No, Pandarus : I ſtalk about her door 
Like a ſtrange Soul upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftage. O be thou my Charon, 
And give me ſwitt rranſportance to thoſe Fields, 
Where I may wallow in the Lilly beds 
Propogd for the deſerver. O pentle Pandarus, 
From Cuprds ſhoulder pluck his painted wings, 
And fly with me to Creſſid. 
Pan, Walk here vth* Orchard, Ple bring her ſtraight. 
[Exit Pandarys. 
Tr0i, 1 am giddy ; expectation whirles me round, 
TH imaginary relihh is ſo ſweet, 
That it inchants my ſenſe : what will it be 
When that the watry palats taſte indeed 
Loves thrice reputed Netar ? Death, I fear me 
Sounding deſtruction, or ſome joy too fine, 
Too ſubtile, potent, and too ſharp in ſweetnels, 
For the Capacity of my ruder powers ; 
[ fear it much, and I do fear beſides, 
That I ſhall loſe diſtinftion in my joys, 
As doth a Battle, when they charge on heaps 
The Enemy flying. 


[ Exennt. 


Enter Pandarys. 

Pan. She's making her ready, ſhe'l come ſtraight; you 
muſt be witty now, ſhe does ſo bluſh, and fetches her wind 
ſo ſhort, as if ſhe were fraid with a ſprite: Ile fetch her ; 
it is the prittieſt villain, ſhe fetches her breath fo ſhort as 
a new ta*en Sparrow. [Exit Pand, 

Tr0j, Even ſuch a paſſion doth embrace my boſom ; 
My. Heart beats thicker than a feavorous Pulle, 

And all my powers do their beſtowing loſe, 
Like vaſlalageat unawares encountring 
The Eye of Majeſty. 

Emer Pandarus and Creſlida, 

Pr. Come, come, what need you bluſh ? 

Shame's a Baby ; here ſhe is now, ſwear the oaths now 
to her, that you have ſworn to me. What are you gone a- 
gain, you muſt be watcht ere you be made tame , muſt 
you ? come your ways, come your ways, and you draw 
backward well put you th? Files - why do you not ſpeak 
| to her ? Come draw this Curtain, and lers fee your Pxcture. 
'Alas the day, how loath you are to offend day light? and 
?twere dark yow'ld cloſe fooner. So, ſo, rub on. and kils 
the Miſtrets z how now, a kiſs in fee-farm ? build there 
Carpenter; the Ayr is{weet. Nay, you ſhall hght your 
Hearts out ere | part you. The Faulcon, as the Tercel, 
for all the Ducks Pth? River : go to, goto. 

Troi, You have bereft me of all wards, Lady. 

Pan, Words pay nodebts ; give her deeds :. but ſhe'll 
bereave you &'th' deeds too, if ſhe call your activity 
queſtion : what, billing again ? bere's in witneſs whereof 
the Parties interchangeably. Come in, come in, Vle go 
get a hre. [ Ex» Pand. 

Creſ. Will you walk in, my Lord ? 

Toi, O Creſſida, how ofren have | wiſht me thus ? 

Creſ. Wiſht, my Lord ? the Gods grant; O, wy Lord. 

Troi. What ſhould they grant ; what makes thus pretty 


the Fountain of our love ? ; 
Creſ. More dregs than water, if my tears have eyes. 
Troj, Fears make Devils of Cherubins , they never ice 
truly, . | 

Creſ. Blind fear, that ſeeing reaſon leads , finds fafer 


footing 


tA 


| — 


———— 
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—_ _ — — - - - - —m—_ 


abruption : what too curious dreg eſpies my ſweet Lady 1n | 


footing, than blind reaſon, ſtumbling without fear : to 
e-arthe worlſlt, oft cures the worſe. 

"Tyoi. © let my Lady apprehend no fear, 

[n all C:pid's Pageant there is preſented no Monſter. 

Creſ. Nor nothing monltrons neither ? 

Tr0i. Nothing, but their undertakings, when we vow 
to weep Scas,live in Fire,cat Rocks, tame Tygers, think- 
ing it harder for our Miſtreſs to deviſe impoſition enough, 
than for us to undergo any difficulty impoſed. This is 
the monſtroſity in love ( Lady,) that the will is infinite, 
and the execution confin'd ; that the deſire is boundleſs, 
and the act a ſlave to limit. 

Creſ. They ſay all Lovers ſwear more performance 
than they are able, and yet reſerve an ability that they 
never perform vowing more than the perfeCtion of ten; 
and diſchafging leſs than the tenth part of one. They 
that have the voice of Lions, and the act of Hares, are 
they not Monſters ? 

Troi. Are there ſuch ? ſuch arenot we: Praiſe us as we 
are taſted, allow ps as we prove : our head ſhall go bare, 
till merit crown it : no perfection in reverſion ſhall have a 

aiſe in preſent : we will not name deſert before his birth, 
and being born, his addition ſhall be humble : few words 
to fair faith. Trois ſhall be ſuch to Creſſida, as what En- 
yy can ſay worſt, ſhall be a mock for his truth ; and what 
truth can {peak trueſt, not truer than Troilvs, 

Creſ. Will you walk in, my Lord ? 


Enter Pandarus. 


Pan, What, bluſhing ſtill ? have you not done talking 
et ! 

Creſ. Well, Uncle, what folly I commit, I dedicate to 
ol, 

Par, 1 thank you for that: if my Lord get a Boy of 
you, -youl give him me : be true to my Lord, if he flinch, 
chide me for it. 

Trsi, You know now your Hoſtages: your Unckle%s 
word and my firm faith. 

Pan. Nay, Ple give my word for her too * our kindred 
though they be long &re they are wooed, they: are con- 
ſtant being won : they are Burs, I can tell you, they1 
ſtick where they are thrown. 

Creſ. Boldneſs comes tome now, and brings me heart : 
Prince Troilus, I have lov'd you night and day, for many 
weary Months. 

Troi, Why was my Creſſida then ſo hard towin ? 

Creſ. Hard to ſeem won : but was won, my Lord, 
With the firſt glance that ever : pardon me, 

[f I confeſs much, you will play the Tyrant: 

[ love you now, but not till now ſo much 

But I might maſter it; in faith] lye: 

My thoughts were like unbridled Children, grown 

Too head-ſtrong for their Mother : ſee we Fools, 

Why have I blabd ? who ſhall be true to us 

When weare ſo unſecret to our ſelves ? 

But though lov?d you well, I wooed you not, 

And yet good faith | wiſht my ſelf a Man : 

Or that the Women had mens priviledge 

Of ſpeaking firſt. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue, 

For in this rapture I ſhall ſurely ſpeak 

The thing I ſhall repent : ſee, ſee your ſilence 

Coming in dumbneſs, from my weakneſs draws 

My Soul of Counſel from me. Stop my mouth. 
170i, And ſhall, albeit ſweet Muſick iſſues thence. 

| Pan, Pretty, rtaith. 

{ Creſ. My Lord, 1 do beſeech you pardon me, 

; Twas not my purpoſe thusto beg a kiſs : 

lam aſham'd 3 O Heavens, what have I done ! 

For this time willl take my leave, my Lord. 

170i, Your leave, ſweet Creſſid ? 

| Pan, Leave! and you take leave till to morrow mor- 
NINg— 

Cref. Pray you, content you. 
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- Approve their truths by 7r0:lus, when their Rhimes, 


As falſe as Creſſid, 


Troi. What offends you, Lady ? 
Cre/. Sir, mine own cfnpany. 
Troi, You cannot ſhan your ſelf, 
Creſ. Let me go and try; 
| have a kind of ſelf reſides with you : 
But an unkind ſelf, that it ſelf will leave, 
To be anothers Fool. Where is my Wir ? 
| would be gone: I ſpcak I know not what. 
yu Well know they what they ſpcal, that ſpeak fo 
wiſely. 
Cre/. Perchance, my Lord, I ſhew more craft than love. 
And fell ſo roundly to a large Confcllion, 
To angle for your thoughts : but you are wiſe, 
Or elſe you-love not : for to be wiſe and love, 
Exceeds mans might, that dwells with Gods above. 
Tyci. O thatl thought it could be in a woman; 
And if it can, I wilj preſume in you, 
To feed for ay her lamp and flames of love, 
To keep her conſtancy in plight and youth, 
Out-living beauties outward, with a mind 
That doth renew ſwifter than blood decays : 
Or that periwaſion could but thus cenvince me 
That my integrity 2nd truth to you, 
Might be affronted with the match and weighr 
Of ſuch a winnowed puriry in love : 
How were I then up-lifted ! but alas, 
| am as true, as truths ſimplicity, 
And ſimpler than the infancy of truth. 
Creſ. In that Ple war with you. 
Troi. O vertuous fight, | | 
When right with right wars, who ſhould be moſt right ? 
True Swains in love, ſhall in the world to come 


Full of proteſt, of oath, and big compare, 
Want f{imilies : truth tir*d with iteration, 

As true as Steel, as plantage to the Moon, 

As Sun to day, as Furtle to her mate, 
AsIron to Adamant, as Earth totly Center: 


(As truths Authentick author to be cited) 
As true as Troilus, ſhall crown up the yerſe, 
And fanCtifie the numbers. 

Cvreſ. Prophet may you be 2: 
If I be falſe, or ſwerve a hair from truth, 
When time is old and hath forgot it ſelf, 
When water-drops have worn the ſtones of Troy, 
And blind oblivion ſwallow'd Cities up, | 
And mighty States characterleſs are grated 
To duſty nothing ; yet let memory, 
From falſe to falſe, among falſe Maids in love, 
Upbraid my falſehood, when they*ave ſaid as falle, 
As Air, as Water, as Wind, as ſandy Earth 
As Fox to Lamb ; as Wolf to Heifers Calt 
Pard to the Hind, or Stepdame to her Son; 
Yea, let them ſay, to ſtick the heart of falſchood, 


Pand. Go to, a bargain made: ſeal it; ſeal it, Vle bez 
the witneſs , here I hold your hand: here, my Couſins; 
if ever you prove falſe to one another, ſince I have taken 
ſuch pains to bring you together, let all pitiful goers 
between be call'd to the worlds end after my name: call 
them all Panders ; let all conſtant men be Troiluſſes, all 
falſe Women Creſſida's, and all brokers between, Panders j 
ſay, Amen. 


Yet after all compariſons of truth, q 


Tror. Amen. 
Creſ. Amen. 
Pand. Amen. 
Whereupon I will ſhew you a Chamber, which Bed , bez 


cauſe it ſhall not ſpeak of your pretty encounters, preſs it 
to death : away- 
And Cupid grant all Tongue-ty'd Matdens here, 
Bed, Chamber, and Pander, to provide this geer. 
[ Excuat, 


| my 
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Enter Ulyſſes, Diomedes, Neſtor, Agamemnon, Mene- 
laus, and Calcas. 


Cal. Now, Princes, for the ſervice I have done you, 
Th? advantage of the time prompts me aloud, 
To call for recompence : appear 1t to your mind, 
That through the ſight I bear in things to come, 
| have abandon'd Troy, left my poſſeſſion, 
Ixcurr*d a Traytors name, expos'd my ſelf, 
From certain «nd poſleſt conveniencies, 
To doubtful Fortunes, ſequeſtring from me all | 
That Time, Acquaintance, Cuſtom, and Condition, 
Made tame, and moſt familiar to my nature : 
And here to do you ſervice am become | 
As new into the World, ſtrange, unacquainted. 
| do beſeech you, as in way of talte, 
To give me now a little benefit, _ 
Our of thoſe many regiſtred in promiſe, 
Which you ſay live to come in my behalf. 

Ara. What would'ſt thou of us, Trojan ? make de- 

mand ? 

Cal. Ypu have a Trojan priſoner, calPd Arnthenor, 
Yeſterday took : Troy holds him very dear. 
Oft have you (often have you, thanks therefore) 
Deſir*d my Creſſid in right great exchange, 
W hom Troy hath ſtill den”d : but this Anthenor, 
I know is ſuch a wreſt in their affairs, 


| That their negotiations all muſt ſlack, 


Wanting his manage: and they will almoſt 
Giveus a Prince oth? blood, a Son of Priam, 
In change of him. Let him be ſent, great Princes, 
And he ſhall buy my Daughter : and her preſence 
Shall quite ſtrike off all fervicel have done, 
In moſt accepted pain. 
Aga. Let Diomedes bear him, 
And bring us Creſſid hither : Calcas ſhall have 
What he requeſts of us : good Diomede, 
Furniſh you fairly for this enterchange 
With all, bring word, if Hettor will to morrow 
Be anſwer*d in his Challenge. Ajax is ready. 
Dio. This ſhall I undertake, and*tisa burthen 
Which am proud to bear. FExi, 
Enter Achilles, and Patroclus in their Tent, 


Uly/. Achilles ſtands Pt? entrance of his Tent; 
Pleaſe it our General to paſs ſtrangely by him, 
As if he were forgot : and Princes all, 
Lay negligent and looſe regard upon him z 
I will come laſt, ?tis like he*ll queſtion me, 
Why ſuch unplauſive Eyes are bent ? why turn'd on him ? 
If fo, I have deciſion medicinable, 
To uſe between your ſtrangeneſs and his pride, 
W hich his own will ſhall have deſire todrink ; 
It may do good, Pride hath no other glaſs 
To ſhew it ſelf, but Pride : for ſupple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud mans fees. 
Agam. Weel execute your purpoſe, and put on 
A formof ſtrangeneſs as we paſs along, 
So do each Lord, and either greet him not, 
Or elſe diſdainfully, which ſhall ſhake him more, 
Than if not look't on, I will lead the way. 
Achil. What, comes the General to ſpeak with me ? 
You know my mind. Ple fight no more ?gainlſt Troy. 
Ara, What ſays Achilles, would he ought with us 5 
Neſt. Would yon, my Lord, ought with the General ? 
Achil. No. 
Neſt, Nothing, my Lord. 
Ara. Thebetter. 
Achil. Good day, good Cay. 
Xen. How do you ? how do you ? 
Achil. Whar does the Cuckold ſcorn me ? 
Ajax. How now, Patroclus ? 


non os ww 
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Achil. Good morrow, 4jax. 

Ajax, Ha. 

Achil. Good morrow. 

Ajax, 1, and Good next day too. [Exenm 

Achil. What mean theſe Fellows ? know they not 4. 
chilles ? 

Patr. They paſs ſtrangely : they were ugd to bend 
To ſend their ſmiles before them to Achilles : ; 
To come as humbly, as they usd to creep to holy Altars 

Achil. What am I poor of late ? | 
*Tis certain, Greatneſs once fal'n out with Fortune 
Muſt fall out with Men too : what the declin'd is, * 

He ſhall as ſoon read in the Eyes of others, 

As feel in his own fall ; for Men like Butter. flies, 
Shew not their mealy wings, but to the Summer ; 
And not a Man, for being ſimple Man, 

Hath any Honour, but Honour'd by thoſe Honours 
That are without him ; as Place, Riches, Favour, 
Prizes of accident, as oft as merit : 

W hich when they fall (as being ſlippery ſanders) 
The lovethat lean'd on them as ſlippery too, 
Doth one pluck down another, and together 
Dyein the fall : Bur *tis not ſo with me, 

Fortune and I are Friends, 1 do enjoy 

At ample point all that 1 did poſleſs, 

Save theſe men's looks, who do methinks find out 
Something not worth in me ſuch rich beholding, 
As they have often given, Here is Ulyſſes, 

Ple interupt his reading : How now, Ulyſſes ? 

Uly/. Now, great 1hetss Son. 

Achil, W hat are you reading ? 

Uly/. A ſtrange Fellow here 
Writes me, that man, how dearly eyer parted, 

How much in having, or without, or in, 
Cannot make boalt to have that which he hath 
Nor feels not what he ows, but by refleftion , 
As when his virtues ſhining upon others, 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To the firſt giver. 
Achil. This is not ſtrange, Ulyſſes, 
The beauty that is born here in the Face, 
The bearer knows not, but commends it ſelf, 
Not going from it ſelf, but eye to eye oppog'd, 
Salute each other, with each others form. 
For ſpeculation turns not to it ſelf, 
Till it hath travelPd and is married there 
Where it may ſee it (elf ; this is not ſtrange at all. 
Ulyſ. 1 do not ſtrain it at the Poſition, 
It is familiar; but at the Authors drift, 
Who in his circumſtance, expreſly proves 
That no man is the Lordof any thing) 
(Though in and of him there is much conſilting,) 
Till he communicate his parts to others : 
Nor doth he of himſelf know them for ought, 
Till he behold them formed in th? applauſ*, 
Where they*re extended - who like an arch rcverb”rates 
The voice again , orlike a gate of Steel, 
Fronting the Sun, receives and renders back 
His Figure, and his Heat. I was much rapt in this, 
And apprehended here immediately 
The unknown 4jax. 
Heavens, what a man is there? a very Horſe, 
That has he knows not what Nature,what things there are 
Moſt abject in regard, ard dcar in vſe ; 
W hat things again moſt dear in the eſteem, 
And poor in worth : now ſhall we ſee to morrow, 
And act that very chance doth throw upon him ? 
Ajax renown'd * O Heavens, what ſome men do, 
While ſome men leaveto do ! 
How ſome men creep in $kittiſh fortunes Hall, 
V Vhiles others play the Idiots in her cyes : 
How one man cats into anothers Pride, 
V Vhile Pride is feaſting in his wantonneſs 
To ſee theſe Grecian Lords ; why, even already, . 
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: the lubber 4jax on the ſhoulder, 

2 y, + as were on brave Hetitor's brealt, 
And great 1roy ſhrinking. 

Achil,, 1 do believe It, 
ror they paſt by me, as Miſers do by Beggars, 
Neither gave to me good word, nor good look : 
VVhat, are my deedsforgot ? | 

Ulyſ. Time hath (my Lord) a wallet at hisback, 
VVhercin he puts alms for oblivion - 
A great-1iz'd Monſter of ingratitudes : 
Thoſe ſcraps are good deeds palt, 
Which are devour*d as faſt as they are mad e, 
Forgot a5 ſoon as done: perſeverance, dear my Lord, 
Keeps Honour bright : to have done, 1s to hang 
Quite out of faſhion, like a ruſty Male, 
In monumental mockry : take the inſtant way, 
ror Honour travels in a Streight ſo narrow, 
Where one but goes abreaſt, keep then the path, 
For Emulation hath a thouſand SOS 
That one by one purſue; if you give way 
Or hedge alide from the direct forth-right; 
Like to an entred Tide, they all ruſh by, 
And leave you hindmoſt z 
Or like a gallant Horſe faln in firſt rank, 
Lye there for pavement to the abject, near _ 
Ore-run and trampled on : then what they doin preſent, 
Though leſs than yours in paſt, mult o*retop yours : 
For time is like a faſhionable Hoſt, 
That ſlightly ſhakes his parting Gueſt by th? hand; 
And with his arms out-ſtretch*d, as he would fiye, 
Graſps in the comer : the welcome ever ſmiles, 
And farewels goes out ſighing : O let not virtue ſeek 
Remuneration for the thing it was : for Beauty, Wit, 
igh-birth, vigor of Bone, deſert in Service, 
tore, Friendſhip, Charity, are ſubjects all 
To envious and calumniating time: ; 
| One touch of nature makes the whole World kin ; 
That all with one conſent praiſe new-born gauds, 
Though they are made and moulded of things paſt, 
And go to duſt, that is a little gut, 
More laud in gilt o're-duſted. BE! 
Thepreſent Eye praiſes the preſent object. 
Then marvel not, thou great and compleat Man, 
That all the Greeks begin to worſhip 4jax 
Since things in motion ?gin to catch the Eye, 
Than what not ſtirs > the cry went out on thee, * 
And ſtill it might, and yet it may again, 
If thou would*ſt not entomb thy {ell alive » 
And caſe thy reputation in thy Tent; | 
Whoſe glorious deeds, but in theſe fields of late, 
Made emulous miſſions *mongſt the Gods themlelves, 
And drave great Mars to Faction. 
Achil, Of this my privacy, 
[ have ſtrong reaſons. 
Uly. But *gainſt your privacy, _ 
The reaſons are more potent and heroical : 
'Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love 
VVith one of Priamws Daughters. 
Achil. Ha ? known ? 
Ulyſ. Is that a wonder ? | 
The providence that's in a watchful State, . 
Knows almoſt every grain of Platos Gold 5 
Finds bottom in th? unc@gmprehenſive deeps 
Keeps place with thought ; and, almoſt like the Gods, 
Docs thoughts unveil in their dumb Cradles : 
There is a Myſtery (with whom relation 
Durſt never meddle) in the ſoul of ſtate; 
Which hath an operation more divine, 
han Breath or Pen can give expreſlure to : 
ll the commerce that you have had with Troy, 
As perfectly is ours, as yours, my Lord. 
And better would it fit Achilles much, 
To throw down Heftor than Polyxena, 
But it myſt grieve young Pyrrh«s now at home, 
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When Fame ſhall in her Iſland ſound her Trumpz 

And all the Greckſh Giries ſhall tripping ſing, 

Great Hettor*s Silter did Achilles win ; 

But our Great 4jax bravely beat down him. 

Farewel, my Lord : 1, as your Lover, ſpeak; _. 

The Fool ſlides o're the Ice thar you ſhould break, 
Parr. To this effect, Achilles, have I moy'd you ; 

A woman impudent and manniſh grown, 

Is not more loath'd, than an cffeminate man, 

In time of action : 1 ſtand condemn'd for this ; 

They think my little ſtomach to the war, 

And your great love to me, reltrains yon thus : 

Sweet, rouſe your ſelf: and the weak wanton Cupid 

Shall from your neck unlooſe his amoroys fold, 

And likea dew-drop from the Lions mane, 

Be ſhook to airy air. 
Achil, Shall 4jax fight with Heftor ? 1 64 
Parr. I, and perhaps receive much Honour by him. 
Achil. 1 ſee my Reputation is at ſtake, 

My Fame is ſhrewdly gored. 

Patr. O then beware : ; 
Thoſe wounds heal ill, that men do give themſelves: 
Omillion to do what is neceſlary, 

Seals a Commillion to a blank of danger, 
And danger, like an Ague, ſubtly taints 
Even then when, we ſit idly in the ſun. 3:4 

Ach.l, Go call Therſites hither, ſweet Patroclus, 
Ple ſend the Fool to 4jax, and deſire him 
Teinvite the Trojan Lords after the Combat 
Toſeeus hereunarn'd: 1 have a Womans longing, 
An appetite that I am fick withall, 

To ſee great Hettor in the weeds of peace, 
Enter T herſites. 

To talk with him, and to behold his viſage, 

Even to my full of view. A labour ſay'd. 

Ther. A wonder. 

Achil, What ? NP | 

Ther. Ajax goes up and down the Field, asking for 
himſelf, 

Achil. How ſo ? 

Ther. He muſt fight ingly 
is ſo prophetically proud of an 
he raves in ſaying nothing, 
Achil. How can that be ? 


to morrow with Hettoy, and 
heroical cudgelling, that 


ſtride and a ſtand : ruminates, like an Hoſteſs, that hathno 
Arithmetique, but her Brain to ſet down her reckoning: 
bites his lip with a politique regard, as who ſhould fay, 
there were wit in his head, and *twoud out ; and fo there 
is , butt lies as coldly in him, as Fire ina Flint, which 
will not ſhew without knocking. The man's undone for 
ever z for if Heftor break not his Neck Pth? Combat, hee?} 
break*t himſelfin vain-glory. He knows not me: I ſaid, 
good morrow 4jax. And he replies, thanks Agamemnon. 
W hat think you of this man, that takes me for the Gene- 
ral ? He's growna very Land-fiſh, languagelef, a Monſter, 
a Plague of Opinion, a man may wear it on beth ſides like 
a Leather Jerkin. | : 'F 

Achil. Thou muſt be my Embaſlador to hint; Therſites, 

Ther. Who 1? while hell anſwer no body ; he pro- 


| feſles not anſwering ; ſpeaking is for Beggars ; he wears his 


Tongue ins Arms : I will put on his preſence; let Patroclus 
make his demands to me,you ſhall ſce the Pageant of 4jax. 

Achil. To him, Pazroclxs, tell him, I humbly deſire the 
valiant Ajax, to invite the moſt yalorons Hettor, to come 
unarm'd to my Tent, and to procure fafe conduct for his 
perſon, of the magnanimous, and moſt illuſtrious, ſix or ſe- 
ven times honour*d Captain, General of the Grec:an Ar- 
my» Agamenmnon, &c. do this. ' 

Patr, Jove bleſs great ax. 

Ther. Hum. : 

Patr, I come from the worthy Acbiles, 

Ther.. Ha ? 


Patr. Who moſt humbly deſires you to invite Heftor 
to his Tent. | Ther 


- 
—_— 


. 


| 


Ther. Why, he ſtalks up and down like a Peacock, a | 
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Ther, Hum. 

Patr. And to procure ſafe condutt from Agamemmon. 

Ther. Agamemnon ? 

Patr. I, my Lord. 

Ther, Ha ? 

Patr. What ſay you to't. 
' Ther. God byou, with all my Heart. 

Patr. Your anſwer, Sir. : 
' Ther. If tomorrow be a fair day, by eleven a Clock it 
will go one way or other ; howlſoever, he ſhall pay for me 
ere he has me. 

Patr.” Your anſwer, Sir. 

Ther. Fare you wel with all my heart. | 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he ? | 

They* No, but he's out a tune thus : what Muſick will he 
be in when Hefor has knockt out his brains, I know not: 


to make Catlings on. : 
Achil. Come, thou ſhalt bear a Letter to him ſtraight. 
Ther. Let me carry another to his Horſe for that's the 
more capable creature. ; NE 
Achil. My mind is troubled like a Fountain ſtirr*d, 
And I my ſelf ſee not the bottom of it. 
Ther. Would the Fountain of your mind were clear 
again, that I might water an Aſs at it : I had rather be a 
Tick in a Sheep, than ſuch a valiant ignorance. 


| Enter 4+ one Door Eneas with a Torch, at another Paris, 
Deiphobus, Anthenor, Diomede the Grecian, with Torchcs. 


Patr, See ho, who is that there ? 
Dejp. It is the Lord e/Eneas. 
ene. Is the Prince there in perſon ? 
| Had I fo good occaſion to lie long 
As you Prince Paris, nothing but Heavenly buſineſs, 
Should rob my Bed-mate of my company. 
Diom. That's my mind too: good morrow, Lord c/Encas, 
Par. A valiant Greek, «Aneas, take his Hand, 
Witneſs the proceſs of your ſpeech within ; 
You told how D:omede, in a whole week by days 
Did haunt you in a Ficld. 
e/£ne, Health to you, valiant Sir, 
During all queſtion of the gentle Truce : 
But when I meet you arn'd, as black defiance, 
As heart can think, 'or courage execute. 
Diom. The one and other Domede embraces, 
Our Bloods are now in calm; and fo long health - 
But when contention, and occaſion meet, 
1 By Jove, Ple-phiy'the Hunter for thy life, 
With all my Force, Purſuit, and-Policy.. 
| e/Ene, And thou ſhalt hunt a Lion that will flie 
With his Face backward, in humane gentleneſs : 
Welcome to Troy ; now by ArchiſePs life, 
Welcome indeed : by Venus hand I ſwear, 
No Man alive can love in ſuch a ſort, v 
The thing he means to kill, more excellently. 
Diom. We ſympathize. Fove let e/fneas live 
(If ro my Sword his fate be not the glory) 
A thouſand compleat courſes of the Sun : 
But in mine emulous Honour let him die, 
With every joynt a wound, and that to morroy. 
ene, We know each other well. | 
Dio. We do, and long to know each other worſe, 
Par. This is the moſt deſpightfuPſt gentle greeting ; 
Thenobleſt hateful love, that ere I heard of. . 
What buſineſs, Lord, ſo carly ? 
<Ane, 1 wasſent for to the King; but why, I knownot. 
Par, His purpoſe meets you ; it was to bring this Greek 
To Calch#s houſe : and there to render him, 
For the enfreed Anthenor, the fair Creſſid : 
Lets have your company z or if you pleaſe, 
Haſte there before us, I conſtantly do think 
(Or rather call my thought a certain knowledge) 
My Brother Troilus lodges there to Night. 


” 
—— 


——————_— 


but I am ſure none, unleſs the Fidler 4pollo get his Sinews 


Rouſe him, and-give him note of our approach 
With the whole quality, whercof I fear ; 
We ſhall be much unwelcome, 
Xne. That I aſſure you: 
Troilus had rather Troy were born to Greece, 
Than Creſſid born from 7 roy, 
Par. There 1s no hclIp : 
The bitter diſpoſition of the time will have it ; 
On, Lord, wee'l fellow you. 
Ane, Good morrow all. [Exit Eneas 
Par, And tell me, Noble Diomede ;, faith tell me trye.. 
Even in the Soul of ſound good fellowſhip, ; 
Who in your thoughts merits fair Helen moſt ? 
My ſelf, or Menelaus ! 
Diom, Both alike. 
He merits well to have her, that doth ſeek her, 
Not making any ſcruple of her ſoylure, 
With ſuch a Hell of pain, and world of charge. 
And you as well to keep her that defend her, 
Not pallating the traſt of her diſhonour, 
With ſuch a coltly loſs of wealth and friends 
He, like a puling Cnckold, would drink up 
TheLees and dregs of a flat tamed piece ;. 
You like a letcher, out of whoriſh Loins, 
Are plcagd to breed out your Inheritors : > 
Both merits poiz'd, cach weighs no leſs nor more, 
But heas he, with heavier for a Whore, 
Par. You are too bitter to your Country-woman, 
Dio. She's bitter to her Countrey ; hear me, Paris, 
For every falſe drop in her baudy Veins 
A Grecians life hath ſunk : for every Scruple 
Of her contaminated Carrion weight, 
A Trojan hath been ſlain. Since ſhe could ſpeak, 
She hath not given ſo many good words breath, 
As for her Greeks and Trojans ſuffred death, 
Par. Fair Diomeae, you do as Chapmen do, 
Diſpraiſe the thing that you deſire to buy ; 
But we in filence hold this virtue well ; 
We'll not commend, what we intend to ſell, 
Here lies our way. 
Enter Troilus and Creſſida, 
Troi, Dear, trouble not your ſelf: the morn is cold, 
Creſ. Then, ſweet my Lord, Ple call my Uncle down; 
| He ſhall unbolt the Gates. 
T0, Trouble him not: 
To Bed, to Bed: fleep kill thoſe pretty Eyes, 
And give as ſott attachment to thy Sences, 
As Infants empty of all thought, ; 
Creſ. Good morrow then. 
Troi. 1 prithee now to Bed. 
Creſ. Are you a weary of me ? 
Tr0i, O Creſſida | but that the buſy day 
Wakd by the Lark, has rouz'd the Ribald Crows, 
And qn_ Night will hide our Eyes no longer ; 
I would not from thee. 
| Creſ. Night hath been too brief. (ſtays, 
Troi. Belhrew the Witch ! with venemous weights ſhe 
As hideouſly as Hell.z but flies the graſps of love, 
With wings more momentary, ſwifter than thought : 
You will catch cold and curſe me. 
Creſ. Prithee tarry, you men will never tarry ; 
O fooliſh Creſida, I might have ſtill held off, 
And then you would have tarriedg Heark there's one up. 
Par. within, Whats all the doors open here ? 
| * Troi, It is your Uncle. 
[Enter Pandarus. 
Creſ. A Peſtilence on him ; now will he be mocking : 
I ſhall have ſuch a life, 
Pan, How now, how now ? how go Maiden-heads ? 
Hear, you Maid : where's my Coulin Creſſid ? 
Creſ, Go hang your ſelf, you naughty mocking Uncle: 
You bring me to do——and then you flout me too. 
Pan, Todo what? to do what ? let her ſay, what : 
What have I brought you todo ? 


LExeyn, 
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'Creſ. Come, come, b<[hrew your heart: yowl nere be 
good, nor {uffer others. | 
Pan. Ha, ha : alas poor wretch : a poor Chipochia, haſt 
"ot flept-to night f would he not (a naughty man) ler it 
ſleep: a bug- bear take him, [One knocks. 
Creſ. Did not | tell you ? would he were knock?d Ph? 
head. Who's that at door ? good Uncle, go and ſee. 
Wy Lord, come you again into my Chamber : 
You ſmile and mock me, as it I meant naughtily, 
Troi. Ha, ha. 
Creſ. Come, you are deceiv?d, I think of no ſhch thing, 
dow carneltly they knock : pray you come in. [| K0ck. 
| would not for half 7roy have you ſeen here. [ Exennt. 
Pan. Who's there ? what's the matter ? will you beat 
down the door ? How now, What's the nutter ? 
e/fne, Good morrow Lord, good morrow. 
Pr, Who's there, my Lord eAfneas ? by my troth 1 
knew you not : what news with you ſo early ? 
eAne, Is not Prince {rolus here ? 
Pan, Here ? what ſhould ke do here ? 
Eue. Come, he is here, my Lord, do not deny him : 
[tdoth import him much to ſpeak with me. 
Pan, Is he here fay you ? Lis mare than I know, Plebe 
ſworn: For my own part, I came in late; what ſhould 
he do here ? 
eAne, Who, nay then : Come, come, you'll do him 
wrong, e're y? are ware : you'll be ſo true to him, to be 
falſe to him : Do not you know of him, but yet go fetch 
him hither, go. 
Enter Troilus. 
Tri, How now, what's the matrer ? 
Ane. My Lord, I ſcarce have Jeiſure to ſalute you, 
My matter is ſo raſh : there is at haud, | 
Paris your Brother, and Deipbobms, 
The Grecian Dromede, and our Anthenor 
Deliver'd to us, and for him farth-with, 
Ere.the-firſt Sacrifice, within this hour, 
We muſt give up to Diemedes hand 
The Lady Creſſide. 
Tro, Is it concluded fo ? 
vAne, By Priam, and the general State of Troy, 
They are at hand, and ready 'to effect it. 
Irs, How many atchievments mock me 2? 
| will go meet them: and my Lord eAxeas, 
We met by chance, you did not find me here, 
Arm. Good, good, my Lord, the ſecrets of nature 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. [ Exeunt, 
Enter Pandarus and Creflid. 

Par. 1s*t poſſible ? no ſooner got but loſt : the Devil 
take Anthenor; the young Prince will go mad : a plague 
upon Anthenor 3 1 would they had broke?s neck. 
Creſ. How now ? what's the matter ? who was here ? 
Pan. Ah, ah ? | 

Creſ. Why ſigh you ſo profoundly ? - where's my Lord ? 
gone? tell me, ſweet Uncle, what's the matter 7 
mo. Would I were as deep under the earth, as I am 
above. 

Creſ, O the Gods ! what's the matter ? WEL 
Pan, Prithee get thee in : would thou had{t ne're been 
born; I knew thou would'ſt be his death. O poor Ges- 
tleman : a plague upon Axthenor, 
Creſ. Good Uncle, 1 beſeech you, on my knees, | be- 
ſcech you, what's the matter ? 
Pan, Thou muſt be gone, wench, thou muſt be. gone 7 
thou art chang*d for Antheror : thou muſt to thy Father, 
and be gone trom Troilus ; *twill be his death : *twilt- be 
his bane, he cannot bear it. 
Creſ. O you immortal Gods ! I will not go. 

Paz, Thou mult. | 

Creſ, I will not, Uncle: I have forgot my Father. . 
[ know no touch of conſanguinity : - 
No Kin, no Love, no Blood, no Soul ſo near me, 
As the ſweet Troilas :, Q-you Gods divine ! 
Make Creſiid's name the very crownof falſhood, 


More bright in zeal, than the deyation: which 


Puts back leave-taking juſtles raughly. by -.* - 


CO ——_— 


[f ever ſhe leave Trojlus: time, and death, 

Do to this body what extremity you can ; 

But the ſtrong Baſe and building of my love 

8 as the I of the earth, 
rawing all things toit. I will go i | 
Par. Do, do.. II 
Creſ. Tear my 

cheeks, 
Crack my clear voice with ſobs, and break my heart 
With founding Tr0:4#s, 1 will not go from Troy. [ Exit. 


bright Hair, and ſcratch my praiſed 


Enter Paris, Troilus, Xneas, Deiphobus, Anthenor, 
and Diomedes. 


Par. It is great morning, and the hour prefixt 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes faſt upon : good my Brother Troilns, 
1ell you the Lady what ſhe is to do, | 
And haſte her to the-purpoſe. | 
[ro. Walk into her houſe : | 
[le bring her to the Grecian preſently ; 
And to his hand when I deliver her, 
Think 1t an Altar, and-thy Brother' Tro/las 
A Prielt, there offering to it his heart, 
Par. I know, what 'tis to. lave, 
And would, as I ſhall pity, 1 could help. 
Pleaſe you walk in, my Lords. 
Enter Pandarus and Creſfid. 
Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. | 
Creſ. Why tell you 'me of moderation ? | 
The grief is fine, full perfect thatI caſte, 
And no leſs ina ſenſe as; ſtropg, as that 
Which cauſeth it. How-«an I medrate:tt 8 
If I could temporiſe with-my affeQion, 
Or brew-it to a weak and<alder palat, ' 
The like allayment could 1 givemy grief # 
My love admits do qualifying cro. . _ 
Enter 'Troilus. - | 
No more my grief, amy a precious loſs. - 74 
Pan. Here, here, here he comes, a tweet Duck, 
Creſ. O Troilus, Traqbes::: : 1 0 ,20men f! | 
Pan. W hart a pair of ſpectacles is hate-?-let ma embrace 
too : oh Heart, as the goody fayingisz Q Heart, heavy 
Heart, why ſitteſt thou without breaking ?-, where be an- 
ſwers again 3 becauſe thon capft -not! eaſt ithy fmars by 
friendſhip, nor by ſpeaking : there wes-never a truer +mez 
let us catt-away nothing, for we may liyeto have need of 


LE xemnt. 


CY 


ſuch a Verſe; we ſee it, we ſee it; how-naw, Lambs ? by 


Troi. Creſjid, | love thee in fo ſtrange apprity; / 
That the beſt Gods, -as angry with my. fancy, X 
Cold lips blow to their Deitics, take thee:fxom me. 

Creſ. Have the Gads envy ? 

Pan, I, hb, L *tisxooplaina cafe. +--- 

Creſ. And is it true, that I maſt go fwom roy ? 

Troi. A hateful truth, > 

Creſ. What, and fron Zrou/lns tag f | ©; 

Troi. From Troy, and Trovlns, ; 

Cre. It poſlible Þ'/! 5) > 115:1t3i@& bet 

Troi, And fuddenly, where mjury ab chance 
All time of pauſe: rudely beguiles our bps! | 
Of all rejoyndure : | forcibly prevents» /- -.. | 
Our lock'd embraſbxesz firavgles our dear Yows, | 
Even in the birth of ovr' own labouring dreeatht. | 
We two, that with fo many thauſand lighs 
Did buy each other, _ {}] our ſelves, 

With the rude brevity. and'difchasge 6f' one; | 
[njurious time, now With a Robbers halts get} 
Crams his rich Theeverpup, he knows nat how, 

As many farewels as be thars.in Heavens.  . 

With diſtinct breath, and conlgrd killes to them, 

He- fumbles up in a loaſe adierr: | 


= 


, famiſht ki | 
And ſcants us with a ſingle ; =— Diſtaſtin g | 
S—EEC——————x 
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| Fear not my truth z 
1s plain and true, there's all the reach of ix. 
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Dittalting with the Salt of broken tears. 
Enter FE neas- 

e/Eneas within. My Lord, is the Lady ready? 

Tyo:. Hark, you are call'd : ſome ſay the Genius ſo 

Cries, come, to him that inſtantly muſt die. 

Bid them have patience z ſhe ſhall come anon. _ 
Pan, Where are my tears? rain, tolay this wind, Or 

my Heart will be blown up by the Root. 
Creſ. 1 mult then to the Grecians ? 

' Troi, No remedy. 

. Creſ. A woful Creſid *mongſt-the merry Greeks. 
Troi. When ſhall we ſee again ? 

Hear me, my Love : be thou but true of Heart. 
Creſ. 1 true ? how now? what wicked deem is this ? 
Troi. Nay, we mult uſe expoſtulation kindly, 

For it is parting from us: | 

[ ſpeak not, be thou true, as fearing thee : 

For I will throw my Glove to death himſelf, 

| That there's no maculation in thy Heart ; 

But be thou true, ſay I, to faſhion in 

My ſequent Proteſtation : be thou true, 

And 1 will ſee thee. h 
Creſ. O you ſhall beexpos'd, my Lord, to dan;zcrs 

As infinite, as imminent : but Ple be true. 

Troi. And Vle grow friend with danger ; 

Wear this Sleeve. 

Creſ. And you this Glove. 

When ſhall I ſee you ? | 
Troi. 1 will corrupt the Grecian Centinels ' 

To give thee nightly viſitation : - 

But yet be true. 

Creſ. O Heavens, be true again ? 
Troj. Hear why I fpeak it, Love: 

' The Grecian youths are full of quality, 

Their loving well compogd, with gift of Nature, 

Flowing and ſwdling ore with Arts and exerciſe ; 

How novelties may move, and patts with perſon, 

Alas, a kind of godly jealouſie, 

Which 1 beſcech you call a vertuous {1n, 

Makes me afraid. 

Creſ. O Heavens, you love me not ! 
Tre. Dyel a villain then: 

In this I do not call your Faith in queſtion 

So mainly as my merit: I cannot ling, 

Nor heel the high Lavolt ;' not ſweeten talk; 

Nor play at fubtle : fair Virtues all : 

To which the Grectans are moſt prompt and pregnant : 

But I can tell that in each grace of theſe, 

There lurks a ſtill and dumb-diſcourſive devil, 

That tempts moſt cunningly : but be not tempted, 
Creſ. Do not think, I wil. 

Tro, No, but ſome thing may be done that we will not : 

And ſometimes we are Devils to our ſelves, 


When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 


Preſuming on-their changeful potencie. 
e/Eneas within. Nay, good my Lord. 
Troj, Come kiſs, and let us part. 
Paris within, Brother Troilus, 
Trois, Good Brother, come you hither, 
And bring efneas and the Grecian with you. 
Creſ. My Lord, will you be true ? 
Tros. Who 1? alas it is my vice, my fault : 


1 While others Fiſh with craft for great Opinion, 


I, with great truth, catch meer ſimplicity; 

WhiPſt ſome with cunning gild their Copper Crowns, 
With truth and. plainneſsI do wear mine bare, _. 
Enter the' Greeks. 

the morali'of my Wit 


Welcome, Sir Domede, hers is the Lady 


| Which for Arthenor we deliver you. 


At the Port (Lord) Ile give her to thy hand, 


.| And by the way poſlcis thee what ſhe is. 


Entreat her fair, and by my Soul, fair Greek, 


= 
——_— 


PER 


If e're thou ſtand at mercy of my Sword, 
Name Creſid, and thy life ſhall be as ſafe 
As Priam is in Jhon, | 
Diom, Fair Lady Creſſid, 
So pleaſe you, fave the thanks this Prince expetts; 
The luſtre in your Eye, Heaven in your cheek. 
Pleads your fair uſage, and to Diomede F 
You ſhall be Miſtreſs, and command him wholly. 
1r04. Grecian, thou doſt not uſe me courteoyſly; 
To ſhame the Scal of my Petition towards, 
[ praiſing her. I tell thee, Lord of Greece, 
She is as far high-ſoaring o're thy praiſes, 
As thou unworthy to be calPd her Servant : 
| charge thee uſe her well, even for my charge: 
For by the dreadful Pluto, if thou doll not, 
(Though the great bulk Achilles be thy Guard) 
Ple cut thy Throar. 
Dom, Oh be not mov?d, Prince Troilus ;, 
Let me be privileg*d by my place and meſſage, 
To be a ſpeaker free / when I am hence, 
le anſwer to my luſt : and know, my Lord, 
!'12nothing do on charge : to her own worth 
She ſhall be priz*d : but that you ſay, be't ſo; 
le ſpeak in my Spirit and honour, no. 

Troi, Come to the Port, Ple tell thee, Diomede, 
| This Brave ſhall oft make thee to hide thy Head ; 
| Lady, give me your hand, and as we walk, 
Toour own ſelves bend we our needful galk. 

[Sound Trumpet, 
Par. Hark, Hettor's Trumpet. 
e/&ne. How have we ſpent this morning ? 
The Prince muſt think me tardy-and remiſs, 
That ſwore to ride before him in the Field. 
Par. *TisTroilss fault : come, come, to Field with him, 
[ Extun, 
Dio. Let us make ready ftreight. 
ene, Yea, with a Bridegroom's freſh alacrity 
Let us addreſs to tend on Hefor*s heels : 
The glory of our Troy doth this day lic 
On his fair worth, and fingle Chiyalry. 


Enter Ajax armed, Achilles, Patroclus, Agamemnon, Me-| 
nelaus, Ulyſſes, Neſtor, Calcas, &c. 


Aga, Here art thou in appointment freſh and fair, 
Anticipating time. With ſtarting courage, 
Give with thy Trumpet a loud note to Troy, 
Thou dreadful 4jax, that the appauled-Air 
May pterce the head of the great Combatanr, 
And hale him hither. 

Aja. Thou Trumpet, theres my Purſe ; 
Now crack thy Lungs, and ſplit thy Braſen Pipe : 
Blow villain, till thy ſphered Bias Cheek 
Out-ſwell the Cholick of puft Agqwilon: 
Come, ſtretch thy cheſt, and let thy Eyes ſpout Blood: 
Thou blowelt for Hettor. | 

Ulyſ. No Trumpet anſwers. 

Achil, *Tis but early days- 

Enter Diomede and Crellid, 

Aga. 1st not young Diomede with Calcas Daughter ? 

Uly/. ?Tis he, I ken the manner of his Gate, 
He riſes on the Toe : that Spirit of his 
In aſpiration lifts him from the Earth. 

Aga. Is this the Lady Creſſid ? | 

Dzo. Even ſhe. 

444 Moſt dearly welcome to the Greeks , ſweet 
Lady. 

Neſt. Our General doth ſalute you with a Kils. 

Uly/. Yet is your kindneſs but particular ; *twere better 
ſhe were kift in general. | 

Nezt. And very courtly counſel : le begin. So much 
for Neſtor, 3 

Achil. Ple take that Winter from your Lips: fair Lady» 


Achilles bids you welcome. 
Mee. 
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The Trageay of Torodins zed Crellide. 


Men..I had good argument for killing once. 
Patro. But that's no argument for kiſhng now ; 
For thus pop'd Pares in his hardimenr., 
Ulyſſ. Oh deadly gall, and theam of all our ſcorns, 
For which we loſe our heads, to gild his horns. 
Patro, The firſt was Menelans kiſs, this mine 
Patroclus killes you. 
Men. Oh this is trim. 
Patr, Paris and I kiſs evermore for him. 
Men. Vle have my kiſs, Sir : Lady, by your leave. 
Creſ. In kiſſing do you render, or receive ? 
Patr. Both take and give. 
Creſ. Ple make my match to give, 
The kiſs you take is better than you give : therefore no 
kils. 
| Men. Vle give you boot, Ple give you three for one. 
Creſ. You are an odd Man, give even, or give none. 
Men. An odd Man, Lady ? every man is odd. 
Creſ. No, Paris is not; for you know ?is true, 
That you are odd, and he is even with you. 
Men. You fillip me oth? head. 
Creſ. No, Ple be ſworn. 7-7 ES 
Ulyſ. It were no match, your Nall againſt his Horn - 
May I, ſweet Lady, beg a kiſs of you ? 
Creſ. You may. | 
Uly/. 1 do delire It. 
Creſ. Why beg then. , , 
Ulyſ, Why then for Ven ſake, give me a kiſs: 
When Helen is a Maid again, and his 
| Creſ. I am your debtor, claim it when ?cis due. 
Uly/. Never's my Day, and then a kiſs of you. 
Djom. Lady, a word, Ple bring you to your Father. 
Neſt. A Woman of quick Sence, | 
Ulyſ. Fie, fie upon her : ; 
There's language in her Eye, her Cheek, her Lip; 
Nay, her Foot ſpeaks, her wanton Spirits look out 
Atevery joynt, and motive of her Body : 
Oh theſe encounters ſo glib of Tongue, 
That give a coaſting welcome ere It comes z 
And wide unclaſp the Tables of their thoughts, 
To every tickling Reader - ſet them down, 
For fluttiſh ſpoils of opportunity ; 
And Daughters of the game. 


th. 
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[_Exeunt. 


Enter all of Troy, Hedtor, Paris, Xneas, Helenus, and 
Attendants. 


All, The Trojans Trumpet. 

Aga. Yonder comes the I roop. 

ne, Hail all you ſtate of Greece : what ſhall be done 
To him that Victory commands ? or do you purpoſe, 
A Vietor ſhall be known: will you, the Knights 

Shall to the edge of all extremity 

Purſue each other z or ſhall be divided 

By any voice, or order of the Field : Heitor bad ask ? 
Area. Which way would Hettor have it ? 

eAne. He caresnot, he?ll obey conditions. 

Aga. *Tis done like Hettor, but ſecurely done, 

A little proudly, and great deal diſpriling 

The Kaight oppoygd. 

/Ene.. If not Achilles, Sir, what 1s your name ? 
Achiſ{\f not Achilles, nothing. 

e/Ene. Therefore Achilles : but what ere, know this, 
In the extremity of great and little : 

Valour and Pride excel themſelves in Hettor ; 

The one almoſt as infinite as all, 

The other blank as nothing : weigh him well - 

And that which looks like Pride, is Courtchie : 

This 4jax is half made of Hetitor*s Blood, 

[n love whereof, half Hettor ſtay's at home : 

Half heart, half hand, half He&or, comes to ſeek 
This blended Knight, half Trojan and halt Greek, 
Achil. A Maiden Battel then? O I perceive you. 
Aga. Here is Sir Djomeds : Go gentle Knight, 


— 
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Stand by our Ajax: as you and Lord eAneas 
Conſent upon the order of their fight, 
So be it, either to the uttermoſt 
Or elſea breach : the Combarants being kin, 
Half flints their {rife, before their ſtrokes begin. 
Ulyſ. They are oppogl already. 
Azz. What Trojan is that ſame, that looks ſo heavy ? 
U!y/. The youngelt Son of Priam, | 
And a true Knight ; they call him Trois ; 
Not yet mature, yet matchlefs, firm of word, 
Speaking in deeds, and deedleſs in his Tongue ; 
Not ſoon provokd, nor being provokd, foon calm; 
His heart and hand both open, and both free : 34 
For what he has, he gives; what thinks, he ſhews 
Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty, 
Nor dignities an impair thought with Breath: 
Manly as #Ze#tor, but more dangerous ; 
For Hettor in his blaze of wrath ſubſcribes 
Totender Objects; but he in heat of Attion 
ls more vindicative than jealous love, 
They call him Tro:ls; and on him erect 
A ſecond hope, as fairly built as Hettor. 
Thus fays eneas, one that knows tbe youth, 
Even to his inches : and with private Soul, 
Did in great /l;on thus tranſlate him to me. 
Aga. They are in ation. 
Neſt. Now Ajax hold thine own. 
Trois. Hettor thou flcep'lt, awake thee. 
Aga. His blows are well diſpos'd there, 4jax. [Frumpets 
D:om. You muſt no more. ceaſe. 
e/Ene. Princes, enough, ſo pleaſe you. 
Aja. I am not warm yer, let us hght again. 
Diom. As Hettor pleaſes. 
Hett, Why then will 1 no more : 
Thou art, great Lord, my Father*s Siſter*s Son ; 
A Couſin German to great Prian”s Seed : 
The obligation of our Blood forbids 
A gory emulation*twixt us twain : 
Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan ſo, 
That thou couldſt ſay, this hand is Greczar all, 
And this is Trojan: the Sigews of this Leg 
All Greek, and this all Troy : my Mother*s Blood 
Runs on the dexter Cheek, and this Siniſter 
Bounds in my Fathers : by Jove multipotent, 
Thou ſhouldſt not bear from me a Greekiſh member 
Wherein my Sword had not impreſſure made - 
Of our rank feud : but the juſt Gods gainſay, 
That any drop thou borrow*dſt from thy Mother, 
My ſacred Aunt, ſhould by my mortal Sword 
Be drain*d. Let me embrace thee, Ajer: 
By him that thunders, thou haſt luſty Arms; 
Heitor would have them fall upon him thus, 
Coulin, all honour to thee. | 
Aja. I thank thee, Hettor : | 
Thou art too gentle, and too free a man : 
I came to kill thee, Couſin, and bear hence 
A great addition, earned in thy death. 
Hetft, Not Neoptolemws ſo mirable, | 
On whoſg&right Creſt, Fame with her loud'ſt (O yes) 
Cries, This is hes. c miſe to himſelf; 
A thought of added torn from Hefor. 
eEne, There is e Ice here from both the ſides: 
What further you will do. 
Hett, Well anſwer it : 
The iſſge is embratement : Ajax, farewel. 
Aja. [f I might in entreaties find fucceſs, 
As feld I have the chance; I would defire 
My famous Couſin to our Grecian Tents. 
Diom, *Tis Agamemnon”s wiſh, and great Achulles 
Doth long to ſee unarnm'd the valiant Hettor. 
Hett, eAneas, call my Brother Trozlus to me: 
}And ſignifie this loving enterview 
To the expectors of our 7r0an part : 
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C Alarum, 
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Deſire them home. Give me thy hand, my Couſin * 
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| L will goeat with thee, and ſee your Knights. 


Enter Agamemnon and the reſt, 
Aja. Great Agamermon comes to mect us here. 
. Het, The worthieſt of them, tell me name by name: 
But for Achilles, mine own ſearching eycs 
Shall find him by his large and portly l1ze. 
' 54. Wotthy of Arms: as welcome as to ore, 
That would be rid of ſach an Enemy. 
But that's no welcome : underitan41 more clcar, 
What's paſt and what's ro come, is itrew'd with husk's 
And formleſs ruin of oblivion : 
But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 
Strain*d purely from all hollow bias drawing, 
Bids thee with moſt divine integrity, 
From heart of very heart, great cor, welcome. 
Het. 1 thank thee, moſt imperious Agamemron. 
Aza. My well fad Lord of Troy, no leſs to you. | 
An. Let me confirm my Princely Brothers greeting, 
You brace of warlike Brothers, welcome hither. 
Heit, Whom muſt we anſwer ? 
ene, The Noble enclaws. 
Hef. ©, you my Lord, by /ars his gauntlet, thanks, 
Mock noty that I affect th? untraded Oath, 
Your guondam wife ſwears ſtill by Vexus Glove 
She's well, but bad-me not commend her ro you. 
Men. Name her not now, Sir, ſhgs a deadly Theam. 
Hett, O pardon, I offend. 
- Neſt. 1 have (thou gallant Trojan) ſeen thee ofc 
Labooring for deſtiny, make cruel way 


"p 


| Through ranks of Greckiſh youth z and1 have jeen thee, 


I 


As hot as Perſeus, ſpur thy 7hryoran Ste.d, 

And ſeen thee ſcorning forſeits and ſubduements, 

W hen thou haſt hovg thy advanced Sword Pth* Air, 
Nor letting it decline on the declined : 


S | That 1 have ſaid unto my ſtanders by, 


Lo Fupter is yonder, dealing life. 
And I have ſeen thee pauſe, and take thy breath, 
When that a Ring of Greeks, have hemnvd thee in, 
Like an Olympian wraſtling. ' his have 1 ſcen, 
Bur this thy countenance (till lackt in Steel) 
I never ſaw till now. I knewthy Grandiire, 
And once fought with him z he was a Sonldier good, 
But by great Mars (the Captain of us all,) 
Never like thee. Let an Old Manembrace thee, 
And (worthy Warrior) welcome to our Tents. 
ene, ?Tis the old Neſtor, 
Hi, Let meembrace thee, good old Chronicle, 
That haſt ſo long walkr hand in hand with time : 


! | Moſt Reverend Neſtor, 1 am glad to claſp thee. 


Neſt. 1 would my Arms could match thee in contention, 
As they contend with thee 1a courtelic. 

Hett. 1 would they could. 

Ne, Ba? by this white beard P!d fight with thee to 
morrow. Well, welcome. welcome : I have ſeen the time--- 
Ulyſ. 1 wonder now how yonder City ſtands, 

W hen we hav< here her Baſe and Pillar by us. 

Hef. 1 know your favour, Lord Ulyſſcs, well. 

Ah, Sir., theres many a Greek and 7:cjan dead 

Since firſt 1 ſaw your ſelf and D:omede 

In 7:5, of your Greekiſh Embaſie. 

Uly/. -Sir,, I forctold you then what would enſue, 

My. Propiecy 1s but half his journey yet 

For yonder Walls that partly front your Town : 

Yond Towers, whois wantou tops do buſs the Clouds, 
Muit kiſs their own Feet. 2 

Het. 1 muſt nt believe you : 

There they-ſtand yet: and modeſtly I think, 

Te fall of every Phryz:an Stone will coſt 

A drop of Grecian Blood : the end crowns all, 

Aiid that old common Arbitrator, Time, 

Will one Day end it. 

Ulyſ. Soto him we leave it. 

Molt gentle, and moſt valiant He&or, welcome ; 


After the General, I beſeech you nexc 
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To feaſt with me, and ſee me at my. Tent. 

Achill, 1 ſhall foreſtal thee, Lord Ulyſes, thou :; 
Now Hettor | have fed mine Eyes on thee, 

[ have with exact view perus'd thee, Hettor, 
Ard quorcd joynt by joynt. 

Heet, Is this Achilles ? 

Achil. 1 am Achilles, 

Hi. Stand fair, | prithee, let me look on thee, 

Zchil, Behold thy fill. | 

Hei. Nay, 1 have done already. 

Achil. T hou art too brief, I will the ſecond time 
As I would buy thee, view thee, limb by limb. * 

Hitt, O like a Book of ſport thowIt read me ore: 

But theres more in me than thou underitandſt, 
Why doeſt thou ſo opprets me with thine Eye ? 

Archil, Tellme, you Heavens, in which part of his Body 
Shall 1 deſtroy him £ Whether there, or there, or there, 
I hat | may give the Local wound a name, 

And make diſtinct the very breach, where-out 
Hctors great Spirit flew. Anſwer me, Heavens. 

Fett, It would diſcredit the blelt Gods, Proud Man 
To anſwer ſuch a Queltion : Stand again Y 
ThinKlt thou to catch my life ſo pleaſantly, 

As to prenominate in nice conjecture, 
Where thou wilt hit me dead ? 

Acil, 1 tell thee, yea. 

{{(it, Wert thou the Oracle to tell me ſo, 

P1d not believe thee: henceforth guard thee well, 

For Pie not kill thee there, nor there, nor there, 

But by the Forge that ſtythied Aars his Heh, 

i'le kill thee every where, yea o're and ore, 

You wiſett Grecians, pardon me this brag, 

His infolence draws folly from my Lips, 

But Ple endeavour Deeds to match theſe Words, 

Or may I never 

Ahax. Do not chafe thee, Couſin : 

And you Ach:ltes, let theſe threats-alone 
Till accident, or purpoſe bring you to'r. 
You may have every day enough of Hor, 
If you have Stomach. 
Can ſcarce intreat you to be odd with him. 

H:it, 1 pray you, Ietus ſee you in the Field, 
We have had pelting Wars ſince you retusd 
The Greciar's Cauſe. 

Achil. Do'ſt thou intreat me, Hefor ? 
To morrow do l mect thee, fell as death, 
To Night, all Friends. , 

Hett, Thy hand upon that match. 

>4ga, Firit, all you Peers of Greece go to my Tent, 
There inthe full convive you: Afterwards, 

As Hettor's leiſure, and your bounties ſhall 

Concur together, ſeverally intreat him. Þ. 

Beat loud the Taborins, ler the Trumpets blow. 

That this great Souldier may his welcome know. [_Exeunt, 

Tra, My Lord Ulyſſes, tell me, 1 beſeech you, 

In what place of the Field doth Calcas keep !? 
Ulyſ. Ar Menelans Tent, molt Princely Troilus, 
There Diomede doth fealt with him to Night, 


W ho neither looks on Heaven, nor on Earth, 


But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Creſſid. 
Troi, Shall I (ſweet Lord) be bound to thee much, 
After we part from Azamennon's Tent, 
To bring me thither ? 
Uly/.- You ſhall command me, Sir : 
As gentle tell me, of what Honour was 
This Creſſida in Troy, had ſhe no Lover there, 
That wails her abſence ? 
Troi. O Sir, to ſuch as boaſting ſhew their ſcars, 
A mock is due : will you walk on, my Lord ?. 
She was belov?d, ſhe lov*d; ſhe is, and doth. 
But ſtill, ſweet love is Food for Fortunes tooth. [_Exemt. 
Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 
Achil. Vle heat his Blood with Greekiſh Wine to Night, 


W hich 


The general ſtate, I fear, | 
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' Patroclirs, 4ot us Fealt him to the helghr. 
Far. Here comes Therſites. 
Enter Therfſites. 
Achil, How now, thon core of Envy ? 
Thou cruty batch of Nature, what's thenews ? 
Ther. Why, thou PiQture of what thou ſeenvſt,and Idol 
of Idiot-worthippers, her&sa Letter for thee, 
Achil. From whence, Fragment ? 
Ther. Why, thou full dith of Fool, from Troy. 
Parr, \V ho keeps the Tent now ? 
Ther. The Surgeon's Box, or the Patient's Wound. 
Parr. Well ſaid, Adverſity, and what need theſe tricks ? 
Ther. Prithee be ſilent, Boy, I -profit not by thy talk, 
thou art thought to be Achilies's mate Varlet. 
Parr, Male Varlet, you Rogue ? What's that ? 
| Ther, Why, his maſculine Whore, - Now the rotten 
diſeaſes of the South, Guts-griping, Ruptures, Catarrhs, 
Loads o? gravel Pth? backs, Lethargics, cold Palſies, and the 
like, take and take again ſuch prepoſterous diſcoveries. 
Par. Why, thou damnable box of Envy, thou, what 
mean'(t thou to Curſe thus ? 
Ther. Dol Curſe thee ? 
Patr. Why no, . you ruinous Butt, you whorſon indi- 
tinguiſhable Cur. 
ber, No? Why art thou then exaſperate , thou idle 
immaterial skein of ſleyd Silk ; thou green Sarcenet flap 
for a ſore Eye, thou toſlel of a Prodigals Purſe, thou ? Ah, 
how the poor World is peltred with ſuch water-flies, di- 
ninutives of Nature. % 
Patr, Out gall. 
Ther, Finch Egg. 
Achil, My ſweet Patroclns, I am th*warted quite 
from my great purpoſe in to morrows battel : 
Hereis a Letter from Queen Hecuba, 
AToken from her daughter, my fair Love, 
Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 
An Oath that I have ſworn. I will not break it, 
Fall Greck,, fail Fame, Honour, or go, or ſtay, 
My major Vow lies here z this Ple obey : 
Come, come, Therſites, help to trim my Tent, 
This night in banqueting mult all be ſpent. 
Away, Patroclus, . [Extt. 
Ther. With too much blood, and too little brain, theſe 
two may run mad - but if with too much brain, and too 
little blood, they do, Ile be a Curer of Mad-men. Here's 
Agamemnon, an honeſt Fellow enough, and one that loves 
Quails, but he has not ſo much Brain as Ear-waxz and the 
good transformation of FJapiter there his Brother, the 
Bull, the primitive Statue, and oblique memorial of Cuc- 
kolds, a thrifty ſhooing-horn in a chain ,' hanging at his 
Brothers Leg ; to what form, but that he is, ſhould wit 
larded with malice, and malice forced with wit, turn him 
to? to an Aſs were nothing, he is both Aſs and Ox3 to 
an Ox were nothing, he is both Ox and Aſs; to be a 
Dogg, a Mule, a Cat, a Fitchew, a Toad, a Lizard, an 
Owl, a Puttock, or a Herring without a Roe, I would 
not care: But to be AMenelaus, 1 would Confpire againſt 
Deſtiny. Ask me. not what I would be, if I were not Ther- 
ſites: for 1 care not to be the Lowſe of a Lazar, ſo I were 
not Menetaizs, Hoy-day, Spirits and Fires, 


Enter Hector, Ajax, Agamemnon, ulyſſks, Neſtor, Dio» 
mede, with Lights. 


Aza. We go wrong, We £0 wrong. 
Aja. No, yonder ?tis, there where we ſee the Light. 
Hit, 1 trouble you. 
Ajax, No, not a whit. 

Enter Achilles. 
Ulyſ. Here comes himſelf to guide you. 
Achil. Welcome brave Hettor, welcome Princes all. 
Azam. So, now fair Prince of Troy, I bid good night, 
Ajix commands the Guard to tend on you. 


Men, Good night, my Lord. 

Het, Good night, ſweet Lord Menelans, 
_ {er. Sweet draught: ſweet quoth a 7 
Iweet Sure, 

Achil. Good night, and welcom t | 
—_— — ght, » both at once, to thoſe 

Aga. Good night. | 

Achil, Old Neſtor tarries, and you too, Diomede 
Keep Hettor company an hour or two. ; 

Dio. Icannot, Lord, I have important buſineG 
The tide whereof is now ; Good night, great Her. 

Heir, Give me your hand. | 

Uly/. Follow his Torch; he goes to Calcba#s Tent 
Ple keep you company. 

Troi. Sweet Sir, you honour me. 

Het?. And ſo Good night. 

Achil. Come, come, enter my Tent.  F{Exeun. 

Ther. That ſame Diome@sa falſe-hearted Rogue, a moſt 
unjuſt Knave ; I will no more truſt him when he lcers, than 
I will a —_— when he hiſſes: He will ſpend his mouth 
and promite, like Brabler the Hound z, but when he per- 
forms, Aſtronomers foretel it, that it is prodigious, there 
will come ſome change : The Sun borrows of, the Moon, 
waen Dromede keeps his word. I will rather leave to ſee 
Hector, than not to dog him: they fay, he keeps a Trojan | 
Drab, and uſes the Traytor Calchas his Tent. Vle af. 
ter——Nothing but Lechery ? All incontinent Varlets. | 
[Exemunt, 


ſweet Sink, 
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Enter Diomede. 
Dio, What are you up here, ho? ſpeak. 
Chal. Who calls ? pA. 
Dio. Diomede, Calchas, I think, where?s your Daughter ? | 
Chal. She comes to you. ' | 
Enter Troilus, and Ulyſſes. 
Ulyſ. Stand where the Torch may not difcoyer us. 
Emer Creilid.. £ 
Tr0j, Creſſid come forth to him: # i 
Dio. How now, my charge ? | hue i 
Creſ. Now my ſweet Guardian: hark, a word with you, | 
Tros, Yea, ſo familiar ? 
Ulyſ. She will ſing any man at firſt ſight. —— 
Ther. Andany man may find her, if he can take her 
life : ſhe's noted. atk. 
Dio. Will you remember ? "209 oy þ 
Creſ. Remember ? yes. =p i 
Dio. Nay, but do then ; -and let your mind becoupled 
with your words. | 
Troi. W hat ſhould ſhe remember ? | | 
Uly/. Liſt. | 
Creſ. Sweet honey, Greek, tempt me no more to folly, | 
Ther, Roguery. 
Dio, ' Nay, then. | 
Creſ. Ple tell you what. | 
Djo. Fo, fo, come tell a pin, you are a forſworn—— | 
Creſ. In Faith cannot : what would you have me do? 
Ther, A jugling trick, to be ſecretly open, 
Dio. What did you ſwear you would beſtow on me ? 
Creſ. 1 prethee do not hold me to mine Oath 3 
Bid me do any thing but that, ſweet Greek, 
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Dio.* Good night. £D 
Troi. Hold, Patience. neg 
Ulyſ.. How now, Trojan ? Wes: 


Creſ. Diomede. | 
Djo. No, no, good night : Ple be your Fool no more. | 
Troi. Thy better muſt. | 
Creſ. Hark, one word in your Ear. 
Tros. O Plague and Madneſs! 
Ulyſ. You are mov*d, Prince, let us depart, pray you, 
Leſt your diſpleaſure ſhould enlarge it ſelf 
To wrathful terms : this place is dangerous z 
The time right deadly : 1 beſeech you go. 
Troi, _— you. 


Hett, Thanks, and good night to the Greeks General, 


——. —_—_— —. 
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Ulyſ. Nay, good my Lord go off - 
You flow to great diſtraCtion : come, my Lord. od | 
7 01: 
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Tres. 1 pray thee ſtay ? | 
Ulyſ. You have not patience, Come. 
Tr0j. 1 pray you ſtay ; by Hell, and all Hells torments, 
I will not {peak a word. 
Dio. And ſo good night. | 
Creſ. Nay, but you part in anger. 
Troi. Doth that grieve thee ? O withered truth ! 
Ulyſ. Why, how now, Lord ? 
Troi. By Fove, I will be patient, 
Creſ. Guardian ? why, Greek ? 
Dio. Fo, fo, adieu, you palter. : 
Cre. In faith, 1 do not : come hither once again. 
Ulyſ. You ſhake, my Lord, at ſomething z will you go 4 
You will break out. 
Troz. She ſtroaks his Cheek. 
Ulyſ. Come, come. | 
T0. Nay, ſtay, by Jove, I will not ſpeak a word. 
There is between my will, and all offences, 
A guard of patience, ſtay a little while. 
Ther. How the Devil Luxury with his fat Rump, and 
Potato Finger, tickſes theſe together : fry, Lechery, fry. 
Dio. But will you then ? 
Creſ. In Faith I will go z never truſt meelſe. 
Dio. Give me ſome token for the ſurety of it. 
Creſ. le fetch you one. 
Ulyſ. You have ſworn patience. 
Tro:, Fear me not, ſweet: Lord. 
I will not be my ſelf, nor haye cognition 
Of what I feel : Iamall patience. 
Emer Creſhd- 
Ther, Now the pledge, now, now, now. 
Creſ, Here, Diomede, keep this Sleeve. 
Troi. O Beauty ! where is thy Faith ? 
Ulyſ. My Lord. 
Troi; | witll be patient, ontwardly I will. 
Creſ. You look upon that Sleeve; behold it well : 
Helov'd me : O falſe Wench : give't me again. 
Dio. Whoſe was't ? 
| -- ref. It is no matter now have't again. 
I will not meet with youto morrow night : 
} prithee, Dromeae, viſit me no more. 
' *-Ther. Now ſhe ſharpens : well ſaid Whetſtone. 
Dio. I ſhall haveir. 
Creſ. What, this ? 
Dio. I, that. 
©reſ. O allyou Gods ! O pretty, pretty pledge z 
Thy Maſter now lies thinking in his Bed, | 
Of thee and me, and ſighs, and takes my Glove, . / 
And gives memorial dainty kiſles to it : , 
| AsT kifs thee. 
Dio. Nay, do not ſnatch it from me. 
Creſ. He that takes that, takes my Heart withall. 
Dio. 1 had your Heart before, this follows it. 
T*oi. 1 did frear patience. 
,- Crtf. You ſhall not have it, Dromeae : faith you ſhall not, 
FRET you ſomething elſe. 
, I will have this: whoſe was it ? 
Creſ. It is no matter. 
Dio. Come tell me whoſe it was ? 
Creſ. ?Twas one that lov*d me better than you will. 
' But now you have it, take it. 
| Dio, Whoſe wasit ? 
Cre/. By all Diana”s waiting Women yonder, 
| And by het felf; 1will nottell you whoſe. 
Dio. To morrow will I wear it on my Helm, 
' And grieve his Spirit that dares not challenge it. 
Troi. Wert thou the Devil, and worit it on thy horn, 
It ſhould be challeng'd. 
Creſ. Well, well, *tis done; *tis paſt ; and yet it is not, 
[ will not keep my word. 
| Dio. Why then farewel; 
Thou never ſhalt mock Diomede again. 
| Creſ. You ſhall not go- one cannot ſpeak a word, 
But it ftreight ſtarts you. 


I IEEE = ee. * 
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D340. 1 do not like this fooling. 
Ther. Nor I, by Pho : but that that likes rot mc 


Wa 
ſes me belt. of Rn 
Dio. What ſhall I come ? the hour. 
Creſ. I, come + O, Fove ! do, come: I ſhall be plaewg.! 
Dio. Farewel till then. | [Ex ;| 


Creſ. Good night : I prichee come : "I, 
Troulus, farewel 3 one Eye yet looks on thee, | 
But with my Heart, the other Eye doth ſec-——_ 
Ah poor our Sex ; this fault inusI find, 

The error of our Eye, direCts our mind. 
What error leads muſt err : O then conclude, 
Minds ſway*d by Eyes, are full of turpitude. [Exit 

Ther. A proof of ſtrength ſhe could not publiſh more. 
Unleſs ſhe ſay, my Mind is now turn'd Whore, : 

Ulſ. AIPs done, my Lord. 

Tro, It is. 
Ulyſ. Why ſtay we then ? 
Troi, To make a recordation to my Soul, 
Of every ſyllable that here was ſpoke : 
But if I tell how theſe two did co-act ; 
Shall I not lye in publiſhing a truth ? 
Sith yet thereis a credence in my Heart, 
An eſperance ſo obſtinately ſtrong, 
That doth invert that teſt of Eyes and Ears ; 
As if thoſe Organs had deceptious Functions, 
Created only to calumniare. 
Was Creſſid here ? 
Uly/. I cannot conjure, Tron. 
Troi. She was not ſure. 
Uly/. Moſt ſure ſhe was. 
Troj. Why, my negation hath no taſt of madne.. 
Ulyſ. Nor mine, my Lord : Creſſid was here but now. 

T roi. Let it not be beliey*d for woman-hood : 
Think we had Mothers; do not give advantage 
To ſtubborn Criticks, apt without a Theme 
For depravation, to ſquare the general Sex, 

By Creſſid*s rule. Rather think this not Creſſid, 
Uly/. V Vhat hath ſhe done, Prince, that can ſoyl our 
Mothers ? 

Toi. Nothing at all, unleſs that this were ſhe. 

Ther. V Vill he ſwagger himſclf out on*s own Eyes ? 

Troj, This ſhe ? no, this is D:omed®s Creſſid ; 

If Beauty have a Soul, this is not ſhe: 

If Souls guide vows, if. vows are SanCtimony ; 

If Sanftimony be the Gods delight : 

If there be rule in unity it ſelf, 

This is not ſhe: O madneſs of diſcourſe / 

T hat Cauſe fets up, with, and againſt thy ſelf, 

By foul Authority : where reaſon can revolt 

V Vithout Perdition, and loſs aſſume all Reaſon, 
V Vithont Revolt. Thisis, and is not Creſſid : 
Within tmy Soul, there doth conducea fight 

Of this ſtrange nature, that a thing inſeparate, 
Divides more wider than the Sky and Earth, 

And yet the ſpacious breadth of this diviſion, 
Admits no Orifice for a point as ſubtle, 

As Ariachxes broken woof to enter ; 

Inſtance, Q inſtance / ſtrong as Pluts Gates ; 
Creſſid is mine, ticd with the bonds of Heaven ; 
Initance, O inſtance! ſtrong as Heaven it ſelf; 
The bonds of Heaven are lipt, difſolv*d, and loog'd : 
And with another knot five tinger*d tied, 

The fraCtions of her Faith, orts of her Love : 
The fragments, ſcraps, the bits, and greafie Reliques, 
Of her o're-eaten Faith, are bound to Diomede, 

Uly/. May worthy Tyoilas be half attached 
VVith that which here his paſſion doth expreſs? 

Troi, I, Greek, ane. that ſhall be divulged well 
In Characters, as red as Mars his heart 
Inflam'd with Yenus ; never did young man fancy 
With ſo Eternal, and fo fixt a ſoul. 

Hark, Greek: as much as I doCreſſida love ; 
So much by weight, hate I her Diomede : 


That 


— 
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That Sleeve is mine, that hel bear in his Helm : Unarm thee, go, and doubt thou noz, brave Boy, 
Were it a Cask compog'd by YValcar's $kill, tle !tand to day, for thee, and me, and Zroy. 

| My Sword ſhould birz jt : Not the dreadful ſpout, Trot. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you 5 | 
Which Ship-men to the Hurricano call, Which better fits a Lion, than a Man. . 
Cont{tring'd 1n mals by the Almighty Fenn, Hett, What vice is that ? good 7rolus chide me for it, 
Shall dizzy with more clamour Neprtunt?s ear Tio. When many times the Captive Grecran falls, 
[n his deſcent, than ſhall my prompted Sword Even in the fan and wind of your fair Sword, 
Falling on Dzomede. You bid them riſe, and live. 

Ther. Hel tickle it for his Concupy. Heat, O, ?tis fair play. 

Tros. O, Creſſid ! O falſe Creſſid! falſe, falſe, falſe: } 47%. Fools play, by Heaven, Heer. | 
Let all narruths ſtand by thy ſtained name, Heet, How now ? how now ? | 
And they?l ſeem glorious. Tra. For thi? love of all the Gods, 

Ulyſ. O contain your ſelf ; Ler's leave the Hermit pity with our Mothers 
Your Paſſion draws ears hither. | And when we have our Armors buckled on, 

Enter F.acas. The venond vengeance ride upon our Swords, 
<Ene, 1 have been ſceking you this hour, my Lord: Spur them to rueful work, rein them from ruth. 
Heftor by this is arming him-in Troy. Fleet, Fie, Savage, fic. 
Ajax, your Guard, ſtays to conduct you home. Troi, Hettor, then *tis wars, 
Tru, Have with you,Prince : my courteous Lord, adjeu : Hett. Troilus, | would not have you fight to day. 
Farewel, revoltcd fair : and, Diomede, Troi. Who ſhould with-hold me ? | 


crand fait, and wear a Caſtle on thy hcad. Not Fate, Obedience, nor the hand of Mars, 
Uly/. Ple bring you to the Gates, Beckning with ficry Truncheon my retire | 1 
Troi, Accept diltracted thanks. N ot Priamus, and Hecubaon knees z . 
[Excunt Troilus, Eneas, and Ulyſſes. | 1 hear Eyes ore-galled with recourſe of Tears 
Ther, Would I could meet that Rogue Diomeae, 1| Nor you, my Brother, with your true Sword drawn, 
would croak like a Raven : I would bode, I would bode : | Oppos'd to hinder me; ſhould ſtop my way ; 
Patroclus will give me any thing for the intelligence: of | But by my ruin, 1:30 
this Whore : the Parrot will not do more for an Almond, Enter Priam and Caſlandra., 1:1 iM} 
than he for a commodious drab: Lechery, Lechery, ſtill] Caf.” Lay hold upon him, Prian, hold him faſt : t /[haw 
wars and Lechery, nothing elſe holds faſhion. A burning | He is thy Crutch z now if thou loſe tþy ſtay, 


Devil take them, [CExir. | Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee, A; 
Fall all together. 

Enter He&tor, and Andromache. Priam, Come, Hettor, come, go back : = | 

Thy Wife hath dreamt, thy Mother hath had viſions | 

And. When was my Lord ſo much ungently temper*d, | Caſazara doth foreſee ;, and I my ſelf, +1) 
To ſtop his Ears againſt admoniſhment 7 Am like a Prophet ſuddenly enrapr, 23 
Unarm, unarm, a nd donot fight to day. To tel] thee that this day is Ominous ; 6 91agil 

Hett. You train me to oftend you : get you gone. Therefore come back. 10} 
By the everlaſting Gods, Ple go. Het, e/AEneay is field, | 

And. My Dreams will ſure prove ominous to the day. And 1 do ſtand engag'd to many Greeks, "260 

Heft, No more, I fay. Even in the faith of valour to appear | —_ 

| Enter Caſlandra. This morning to them, "& 

Caſ. Where is my Brother Hecfor ? | Priam, 1, but thou ſhalt not go: 

Ard, Here Siſter, arm? d, and bloody in intent: Hett. 1 muſt not break my Faith : | 
Conſort with me in loud and dear Petition : You know me dutitul, therefore, dear Sir, T 
Purſue we him on knees : for have dreamt Let me not ſhame reſpect ; but give me leave : 

Of bloody turbulence; and this whole night To take that courſe by your conſent and voice; . | 
Hath nothing been but ſhapes, and forms of ſlaughter. Which you do here forbid me, Royal Priarn, | 

Caf. O,*tts true, Caſ. O, Priam, yield not to him. 

Heft, Ho? bid my Trumpet ſound. And. Do not, dear Father. | 

Caf. No notes of tally, for the Heavens, ſweet Brother. | Hef. Andromache, I am offended with you : 

Heft. Be gone, I ſay ; the Gods have heard me ſwear. Upon the love you bear me, get you in. EY 

Caſ. The Gods are deaf to hot and peeviſh Vows; ; [Exit Andromache, | 
They are polluted Offerings, more abhorrd Ty0i. This fooliſh, dreaming, ſuperſtitious Girl, ] 
Than ſpotted Livers inthe Sacrifice, Makes all theſe bodements: , 

| rd. O be perſuaded, do not count it holy, Caf. O farewel, dear Hettor : | : 

| To hurt by being juſt ; it is as lawful : Look how thou dieſt; look how thy Eye turns pale 

| For we would count give much to as violent thefts, Look how thy wounds do bleed at many vents; | 

| And rob in the bchalt of Charity, Hark how Troy roars; how Heenbacries out \ 

| Ca/. It is the purpoſe that makes ſtrong the Vow; How poor Andromache ſhrils her dolour forth ; | 
But Vows to every orgen mult not hold : Behold diſtraCtion, frenzy, and amazement, | 

| Unarm, ſweet Feftor, Like witleſs Anticks, one another meet, | 

| Het, Hold you ſhll, I fay ; And all cry. Hettor, Hettor's dead ::O Hettor ! | 

| Vine Honour keeps the weather of my Fate : Troi. Away, 

 Liſeevery man holds dear, but the dear man Caf. Farewel : yet, ſoft : Hettor, I take my leave 5 - 

t Holds Honour fer more precious-dear than life. | Thou do'lt thy ſelf, andall our Troy deceive. Exit; F 

| Enter Troilus, Heit, You are amaz'd, my Liege, at her exclaim-: 

| How now, young, man ? meanlt thou to fight to day ? Goin and cheer the Town, we'll forth and ſight - | 

| Ard, Caſſangra, call wy Father to perſuade. Do deeds of praiſe, and tell you them at night. 2 Þ 

[Exit Caſſandra} Friam: Farewel : the Gods with ſafety ſtand abont thee; 

| #4. Ns Faith, young Trelus ;, doff thy harneſs, Youth - | 4) [_Alarum, \ F 

{1am ro'day 3b? vein of Chivalry ; T70i. They are at it, hark : proud D:omeat, believe } 

} Let grow thy Sirews till their knots be ſfrongs .. l come to loſe my Arm, or win my Sleeve, ' 


And tempr not yet the bruſhes of the war, fy | 
| Z7 2 |  Entex- 
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The Tragedy of Troilus and Creflida. 


Enter Pandar. 

Pand. Do you hear, ,my Lord ? do you hear ? 
Tr0i. What now ? 
Pand. Here a Letter come from yond poor Girl. 
Troi. Let me read. 
Pand. A whorſon tiſick, a whorſon raſcally tiſick, ſo 
troubles me: and the fooliſh Fortune of this Girl, and 
what one thing, what another, that I ſhall leave you one 
&th*days ; and I have a Rheum in mine Eyestoo, and ſuch 
an 2chin my Bones, that unleſs a Man were curſt I cannot 
tell what to think on*t. What ſays ſhe, there ? 
| Troi, Words, words, meer words, no matter from the 

cart : 

effect doth operate another way. 

o wind to wind, there, turn and change together : 

y love with words and errors ſtill ſhe fceds ; 

ut edifies another with her deeds. 

Pand. Why, but hear you ? 

Troi. Hence, brother Lacky z Ignominy and Shame 

ſue thy life, and live aye with thy name. 
Alarum, 
Enter Therfites in excurſion, 
Ther, Now they are clapper-clawing one-another, Ple 


[ Exennt ; 


as gotthat ſame: ſcurvy, doting,; fooliſh young} Knaves 
leeve of Troy, therein his Helm c- I-would fain ſee-them 


W hore there, might. ſend that Greekiſh W hore-malterly 


4 Villain, withthe Sleeve, back-to the d:{kmbling luxorious 
Drab, of a ſleeveleſgerrant. O®th'tother ſide, the Policy [ 


of thoſe crafty ſwearing Raſcals; that ſtake old Mouſe- 


_ prov*'d worth a Black-berry, They ſet-me-up -in Poli- 
cy, that 


.1a kind, Achilles. Andnowis theCur Hjax- prouder than | 


'the Cur Achilles, and will not'arm to day; Whereupon 
the Grecsans began to -proclaim- Barbariſmz and Policy 
grows into an ill opinion. 

Enter Diomede, and Troilus. 

Soft, here comes Sleeve; andth? other. 

 Troi. Flynot: for ſhouldſ thou take: the River Styx, 
I would ſwim after. 

Diom. Thou do'ſt mifeall; retire: 


']1 do not flye, but advantagious care 


| With-drew me from'the odds of multitnde : 
Have at thee. 
Ther. Hold thy Whore, Grecian : now for thy-Whore, 


| Trojan: Now.the Sleeve, now the'Slecve. 


Enter Hettor. 

Hett. What art thou,Greek'? artthou for Heftor*s match? 
Art thou of Blood, and Honour ? 
Ther. No, no: I ama Raſcal ; a Scurvy railing Knave; 
avery filthy -Rogue. 
Hett. 1 do believe thee, . live. 
Ther. God a mercy, that thou wilt believe me ; but a 
plague break thy neck— for frighting me : what's be- 
come of the Wenching Rogues? 1 think, they have ſwal- 
ina ſort, Lechery eatsit ſelf-: Ile ſeek them, [Extt, 

Dio, Go, go, my Servant, take thou Troiluss Horſe ; 
reſent the fair Steed to my Lady Creſſd : 
ellow, commend myService to her Beauty : 

ell her, I havechaſtis'd the amorous Trojan, 
nd amher'Knightby proof! | 

Ser: I go, my Lord: Enter Agamemnon. 

Aga. Renew; . renew, the fierce Polydamns 
ath beat down Menon: Baſtard Margarelon 
ath Doreus Priſoner, 
Andſtands, Coloſſus wiſe, waving his beam, 
Upon the paſhed courſes of the Kings, 

ſtropus and Cedis, Polyxines is ſlain; 

# Lt opirany and Tbous, deadly hurt ; 
Parroclus tne or ſlain, and Palamedes 


— 


o look on : that diſſembling abominable varler, D:omede, 


meet, that, that ſame young Trojan aſs, that-loves the- 


eaten dry-cheeſe, Neſtor : and that ſame dog-fox Viyſſes is | | 
mungril Cur: Afax, , againſt ithat Dog of as bad | 


lowed one another. I would laugh at-that miracle——-yer- | 


[ 


| 


— — 


Enter Diomede and Servant. | 


| 


Sore hurtand bruiſed ; the dreadful Sagittary 
Appals our numbers, haſte we, Diomede, 
To re-inforcement, or we periſh all. 


Enter Neſtor. 
Ns#. Go bear Patroclus's Body to Achilles, 


And bid the Snail-pac'd 4jax arm for ſhame, 
There is a thouſand Hettors in the Field : 

Now here he fights on Galathe his Horle , 

And there lacks work : anon he's there a-foot, 
And there they flye or dye, like fcaled Sculs, 
Before the belching Whale : then is he yonder, 
And there the ſtraying Grecks, ripe tor his edge, 
Fall down before him, like the Mower's Swath ; 
Here, there, and every where, he leaves and takes; 
Dexterity ſo obeying appetite, 

That what he will, he does, and does ſo much, 
That Proof is calPd Impoſlibiliry. 


Enter Ulyſks. 
Ulyſ. Oh, Conrage, Courage, Princes : great Achilles 


[Is arming, weeping, curſing, vowing Vengeance ; 
Patroclus's wounds have rouz'd his drowſie blood, 
Together with his mangled '/Ayrmidons, 

That noſcleſs, handleſs, hackt, and chipt, come to him; | 
Crying-on Hettor. 
And foatns at Mouth, and he-isarm'd, and at it; 
Roaring for 7Treil#s;, who hath done to day, 
Mad and fantaſtick execution 3; 

Engaging and redeeming of himſelf, 

| With {uch'a'careleſs Force, and forceleſs Care, 
As if that luck; in very ſpight of cunning,bad himwin all. 


Ajax hath loſt a Friend, 


Emer Ajax. 
Aja. Troilus, thou Coward, Troilus. Exit. | 
Dio. 1, there, there. | 
Neſt. So, ſo, we draw together. [Exit, 


Enter Achilles; 
Achil. Where is this Hettor ? 


Come, come, thou Boy-killer, ſhery thy Face : 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. 
Hettor, where's Hettor ? | will none but Hettor, 


Enter Ajax. 
Aja. Troilus, thou Coward Troilus, ſhew thy head. 
Enter Diomede. 
Diom. Troilus, 1 ſay, where*s Troulus ? 
Aja. What would®ſt thou ? 
1. 1 would correct him. 
Hja. Were I'the General, 


Thou ſhouPdſt have my Office, 
E're that Correction : Troilas, I ſay, what, Troilus ? 


Enter Trollus. 
Tro:, Oh Traytor Diomede ! 


Turn thy falfe Face, thou Traitor, 
And pay thy life, thou oweſt me for my Horſe. 


Dis. Ha, art thou there ? 
Aja. Vle fight with him alone, ſtand, Diomede. 
Dio. He is my prize, I will not look upon. 


Troi. Come both you cogging Greeks, have at you both, 
[Exit Trollus. 


Enter Hettor. 


Hell, Yea, Troilus ? O well fought,my youngeſt Brother. 


Enter Achilles. 
Achil. Now dol ſee thee; have at thee, Hefor. 
Hett, Pauſe, if thou wilt. 
Achil. 1 do diſdain thy Courteſie, proud Trojan ; 


'Be happy that 'my Arms are out of uſe : 
'My xelt and negligence befriend thee now, 
But thou anon ſhalt hear of me again : 

Till when, go ſeek thy Fortune. 


Hett. Fare thee well : 


[ would have been much more a freſher Man, 
Had 1 expetted thee : how now, my Brother ? 


Enter Troilus. 
Troi. Ajax hath tne Aneas ; ſhall it be? 


No, by the flame of yonder glorious Heaven, 
He {hall not carry him: Vle be tz*ne too, 


——— 
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Or bring him oft: Fate, hear me whar I fay ; 
| wreak not, though thou end my Life to day. 
Enter one in Armour. 
Heit Stand, ſtand, thou Greek, 
Thou art a goodly Marx : 
No? wilt thou not ? I like thy Armour well, 
Ple fruſh it, and unlotk the Rivets all, 
But Fle be Maſtcr of it : wilt thou nor, beaſt, abide ? 
Why.then fly on, Ple hunt thee for thy Hide. 
Enter Achilles wich Myrmidons : 

Achil. Come here about me, you my Myrmiadon: : 
Mark what I ſay ; attend me where [ wheel : 
crrikenot a ſtroak, but keep your ſelves in breath 
And when I have the bloody Hettor found, 

Empale him with your weapons round about : , 
lg falleſt manner execute yonr Arms, 
Follow..nie, Sirs, and my proceeding Eye ; 
[tis decreed, {e#tor the great mult die. 

Emery Therſites, Menclaus, and Paris. 

Ther. The Cuckold, and the Cuckold-maker are at it : 
now Bull, now Dog, 'loo; Paris, *loo; now my double 
hen'd ſparrow ; 2100, Paris, ?l00; the Bull has the game: 
\yarc Horns, ho. 


Ex7t. 


[Exit. 


[ Exit. Paris, and Menelaus. 
Enter B1ſtard, 
Baſt, Turn, Slave, and hight. 
| Ther. What art thou ? 

Bit. A-Baſtard Son of Priam's. 
Ther, 1 am a Baſtard too, I love Baſtards, I am- a Ba- 
ſtard begot, Baſtard inſtructed, Baſtard in mind, Baſtard 
in valour, in every thing illegitimate : One Bear will not 
bite another, and wheretore ſhould one Baſtard ? Take 
heed, the-quarrel's moſt ominous to us: If the Son of a 
Whore fight for a V V hore, he tempts Judgment : fare- 
wel, Baſtard. 

Baſt. T he Devil take the Coward. 
Enter HeCtor, 

Heft, Moſt putrified Core ſo fair without : 
Thy goodly Armour thus hath coſt thy Life. 
Now is my days work done ; Þle take good breath : 
Reſt Sword, thou halt thy fill of Blocd and Death. 

Enter Achilles, «nd his Myrmidons. 
Achil. Look, Hettor, how the Sun begins to ſet ; 
How ugly Night comes breathing at þ1s heels, 
Eyen with the veil and darking of the Sun. 
Tocloſe the day vp, Hcor?s Life is done. 
Hef. 1 am unarm'd, forgo this vantage, Greek. 
Acbil. Strike, Fellows, ſtrike, this is the Man 1 ſcek. 
S, Hon, fall thou : row, Trey, fink down : 
Here lies thy Hcarrt, thy Sinews, and thy Bone. 
On, Myrmidons, cry you allamain, 
Achilles hath the mighty H.&or llain. 
Hark, a Retreat upon our Grecian part. 
Gree, The Trojan Trumpets ſounds the like, my Lord. 
Achil.The dragon wing of Night,o're-ſpreads the Earth. 
And, Stickler-like, the Armies ſeparates 
My half ſupt Sword, that frankly would have fed, 
Pleagd with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed. 
Come, tye his Body to my Horſes Tall : 
Along the Field, I will the 7roan trail. 


Sound Retreat, 


/ 


[Exeurt, 


[ Retreat, 


[ Exemnt. 
Shout... 


Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaus, Neſtor, Diomede, 
and the reſt marching. 


Ara. Hark, hark, what ſhout is that ? 
Neſt, Peace Drums. ; 
Sold. Achilles, Achilles, Hettoy's ſlain, Achilles, 


[ Exzt. | 


{ _ Dre. Thebruitis, Hettor Nin, and by Achilles. 
| 414. [f it be ſo, yet bragleſs let it be : 
| Great Hitor was a man as good as he. 
| Ara. March patiently along; let one be ſent 
To pray Acn:lles ſee us at out Tent. 
If in his death the Gods have us befriended, 
Great 7 roy is ours, and our ſharp Wars are ended. 
| [Exemnnt, 
Enter Encas; Paris, Anthener and Deiphobus. 


—_— 


| ere. Stand ho, yet are we Maſters of the Field; 

| Never go home ; here ſtarve we out the night. 
Enter Troilus. 

Troi, Hiflor is ſlain. 

All. Hettor ? the Gods forbid. 


[n beaſtly ſort,dragg*d through the ſhameful Field, f 
Frown on, you Heavens, effect your rage with ſpeed: |} 
51t Gods upon your Throns, aad ſmile at Troy. 

| ſay at once, let your brief Plagues be mercy, 

And linger not our ſure deſtruCtiag on. . | 
ene, My Lord, Þpu do diſcomfort all the Hoſt. 
Tro;, Youunderitand me not, that tell me fo: 

[ do not ſpeak of flight, of fear, of death, 

| Bat dare all imminence, that Gods and Men 

Addreſs their dangers in. HettoFs gone : 

Who ſhall tell Priam fo ? or Hecuba ? 

Let him that will a ſcriech-oul ay be calld, 

Goin & ek and ſay there, Heitor's dead © 

There i872 word will Priam turn to ſtone ; 

Make wells, and N06” of the Maids ay Wives ; 

Gpol ſt Ithgs of the youth ; and in a word, 

Scare Troy out ofſelf. But march away, 

Hettor 1s dead : 

Stay yet : you 

Thus proudly 

Let 7:ran riſe, Fearly as he dare, _ , 

le through,and through you, and thou great 

No ſpace of Earth ſhall ſunder our two hates, 

[Plz haunt thee, like a @cked Conſcience ſtill, 

That mouldeth Goblins ſwift, as frenſies thoughts. 


fiz'd coward, | 


Hop? of revenge, ſhall hide our inward woe. 
Ertg Pandarus. - 
Pard. But hear you ? hear you ? BEE 
1rci. Hence brothel, lacky, ignominy and ſhame  - 
Purſue thy Life, and live aye with thy name. [Execant.f 
Pan. A goodly med*cine for mine akiag bones : oh world, 
world, world! thus is the poor Agent deſpig?d ;: Oh Trai- 
tors, and Bawds ; how earneſtly are you ſet a work, 'and | 
how il) requited ? why ſhould our endeavour be fo de- 


lir?d, and the performance ſo loath'd ? What Verſe for 
it ? what Inſtance for it ? let me ſee, | 
Full merrily, the Humble Bee doth ſing, 

Till he hath loſt his honey, and his ſting 3 

And being once ſubdwd in armed tail, 4 
Sweet Honey, and ſweet Notes together fail. . | 
Good Traders :n the Fleſh, ſet this in your painted cloaths, 
As many as be here of Pandars Hall, , 
Your Eyes half out, weep out at Pandar”s Fall, 
Or if you cannot weep, yet give ſome groans; 
Though not for me, yet for your aking bones , 
Brethren and Siſters ofghe hold-dore Trade, 


Some galled Gooſe of Wincheſter would hits : 


And at that time bequeath you my dilcaſes. [ Exeunt, 
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Troi. He's dead: and at the Murtherers Horſes tail, | 


Strike a free march to Troy, with comfort go: ' - -* 


Some two months hence, my will ſhallhere be made 7 
It ſhould be now, but that my fear is this, 


Till then, le ſwear, Ind ſeek about for eaſes | 


Lam. 
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Afﬀus Primus. Scena Prima. 


0 


Enter a Company of Mutinous Citizens , with Stagg, Clubs, 
- and other Weapons, 


1 Catizen. » "Ld 
Efore we proceed any further, hear me ſpeak. 

All. Speak, Speak. | 

1 Cit. You are all reſolv'd mY 


o die than to 


iſh ? 3 T 
All. Reſolv'd, reſolv'd, To 
-4;Cir.' Firſt, yout know, Cairns Martins is chief Enemy 
to the People, - 
All, We know't: 3 
1 Cit. Let us kill him, and we'll have Corn at our own 
price. Ita Verdict ? | 
All. No more talking ont, Let it be done, away, away. 
2 Cit, One word, good Citizens. ih 
1 Cit. We are accounted poor Citizens, the Patrict- 
ans geod : what Authority ſurfeits on, would relieve us ; 
If they would. yield us but the ſuperfluity, while 1 were 
wholeſom, we might gucfs they -relieved us humanly : 
{But they think weare too dear , the leanneſs that afflicts 
us, the object of our Miſery, is asan Inventory to parti- 
icutariſe their abundance, our ſufferance is a gain to them. 
Let us revenge this with our Pikes, ere we become Racks. 
[For the Gods know, I ſpeak this in hunger for Bread, not 
{in thirſt for Revenge. 
'- 2 Cit. Would you proceed eſpecially againſt Cains 
| Martins ? 
| Al. Againſt him firſt : He's a very Dog to the Com- 
monalty. : : 
2 Cit, Conſider you what Services he has done for his 
Country ? 
x Cit. Very well, and could be content to give him good 
report for*r, but that he pays himſelf with being proud. 
All. Nay, but ſpeak not maliciaglly. 
x Cit. I fay unto you , what he hath done Famouſly, 
he did it to that end + though ſoft conſcienc'd men can be 
content to ſay it was for his Country, he did it to pleaſe 
his Mother, and to be partly prou#, which he is, even to 
| the altitude of his virtue. 
'F 2 Cit. What he cannot help in his Nature , you ac- 
count a Vice in him: You muſt in no way ſay, he is Cove- 
rous. 
1 Cit, If I muſt not, I need not be barren of Accuſa- 
tions, he hath faults (with ſurplus) totire in repetition. 
[Shouts within, 


ys 


—_—— 


j What ſhouts are thoſe? The other ſide o*h? City is riſen, 


T 


3 = 


why ſtay we prating here? To th? Capitol. 

All. Come, come. 

1 Cir, Soft, who comes here ? 

Enter Menenius Agrippa. 

2 Cit. Worthy Menenins Agrippa, one that hath always 
lov'd the People. | 

1 Cit, He*s one honeſt enough, would all the reſt were o. 

An. What works my Country-men in hand ? 
Where go you with your Bats and Clubs ? The matter, 
Speak, I pray you. 


have had inkling this fortnight, what we intend to do, 
whichnow we'll ſhew'm in deeds : They ſay, poor Suiters 
have ftrong Breaths, they ſhall know we have ſtrong 
Arms too. 

Men. Why Maſters, my good Friends, mine honeſt 
Neighbours, will you undo your ſelves ? 

2 Cite, We cannot, Sir, we are undone already, 

Men. I tell you, Friends, moſt charitable care 
Have the Patricians of you, for your wants, 

Your ſuffering in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the Heaven with your Staves, as lift them 
Againſt the Roman State, whoſe courſe will on 

The way it takes : cracking ten thouſand Curbs 
Of more ſtrong link*d aſunder, than can ever 
Appear in your impediment, For the Dearth, 
The Gods, not the Patricians make it, and 

Your Knees to them (not Arms) mult help. Alack, 
Youare tranſported by Calamity 

Thither, where more attends you, and you ſlander 
The Helms o*t' State ; whocare for you, like Fathers, 
When you curſe them, as Enemies. 

2 Cit. Care for us ? True indeed, they ne're cared for ns 
yet. Suffer us to famiſh, and their Store-houſes cramm'd 
with Grain : Make Edicts for Uſury, to ſupport Uſurers 
repeal daily any w holeſome Att eſtabliſhed againſt the 
Rich, and provide more piercing Statutes daily, to chain 
up and reſtrain the Poor, If the Wars eat us not up, they | 
will, and there's all the love they bear us. 

Men, Either ycu muſt 
Confeſs your ſelves wondrous Malicious, 
Or be accus'd of Folly. I ſhall tell you 
A pretty tale, it may be you have heard it, 


To ſcale*t a little more, 
2 Cit. Well, of 
c 


2 Cit. Our buſineſs is not unknown to th? Senat, they| 


But ſince it ſerves my purpoſe, Iwill venture | 


| 
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Mc hear it, Sir: yet you mult not think, 
To fobb off our diſgrace witha tale : 
But andt pleaſe you deliver, 
Men, There was a time, when all the bodies Members 
RchellPd againſt the Belly ; thus accus'd it; 
That only like a Gulf it did remain 
Pth' midſt o'th* Body; idle and unactive, 
crill cubbording the Viand, never bearing 
Like labour wich the reſt, whereth* other Inſtruments 
Did ſee, and hear, deviſe, inſtruct, walk, feel, 
And mutually participate, did miniſter 
Uncothe Appetite, and altection common 
Of the whole Body, the Belly an{wer.”d 
2Cit. Well, Sir, what anſwer made the Belly. 
Men. Sir, I ſhall tell you with a kind of ſmile, 
Which ne?er came from the Lungs, bur even thus : 
For look you, 1 may make the Belly ſmile, 
As well as ſpcak; it tauntingly reply*d 
Toth diſcontented Members, the mutinous parts 
That envied his receit : even fo molt fitly, 
A; you malign our Senators, for that 
They are not {uch as you. 
2 Cit, Your Bellies anſwer : What 
, [The Kingly Crown'd head, the vigilant Eye, 
[The Counſellor Heart, the Arm our Souldier, 
Our Steed the Leg, the Tongue our Trumpeter , 
With other Muniments and petty helps 
Inthis our Fabrick, if that they _ 
Men, What then? For me, this fcllow ſpeaks. 
What then ? What then ? 
2Cit, Should by the Cormorant Belly be reſtrain'd, 
Whois the ſink oth? body. 
Men, Well, what then ? 
2 Cit. The former Agents, if they did complain, 
*'Vhat could the Belly anſwer ? 
Men. 1 will tell you, 
If yowl beſtow a ſmall (of what you have little) 
Patience a while ; yow lt hear the Bellies anſwer. 
2Cit. Yare long about it. 
Men, Note me this, good Friend ; 
Your moſt grave Belly was deliberate, 
Not raſh like his Accuſers, and thus anſwered 
True 15 1t, my incorporate Friends (quoth he) 
That I receive the gencral Food at firlt 
Which you do live upon : and hit it 1s, 
Becauſe I am the Store-houfe, and the Shop 
Of the whole body. Bur if you do remember, 
[ ſerid it through the Rivers of your Blood 
Even to the Court, th? Heart, to th? ſeat.o*ch* Brain, 
And through the Cranks and Offices of Man, 
The ſtrongelt Nerves, and ſmall inferiour Veins 
From me receive that nataral competency * 
Whercby they live. And though that all at once, 
(You, my good Friends, this fays the Belly) mark me. 
2 Cit, 1, Sir, well, well. 
Altr. Though all at once, cannot 
Se what 1 do deliver out to each, 
YetI can make my Audit up, that all 
From me do back receive the flowr of all, | 
And leave me but the Bran. Whar ſay you to*t-? 
2 Cit. It was an anſwer, how apply you this ? 
Men, The Senators of Rome, are this good Belly, 
And you, the mutinous Members : For examine 
Their Counſels, and their Care , diſgeſt things rightly, 
Touching the Weal oth? Common, you ſhall find 
No publick benefit which you receive, 
But it proceeds, or comes from them to you, 
And no way from your ſelves. What do you think ? 
You, the great Toe of this Aſſembly ? » 
2 Cit. 1 the great Toe ? Why the great Toe? 
Men. For that. being one o'th? loweſt, baſeſt, pooreſt 
f this moſt wiſe Rebellion, thou goeſt formolt : 
Thou Raſcal, that art worlt in Blood to run, 
Lead'ſt firſt ro win ſome vantage. 


I——C. 


| Ere fo prevaiPd with me ; it will in time 


| Enter a Meſſenger haſtily. 


———_. 


But make you ready your ſtiff Bats and Clubs, 
Rome, and her Rats, are at the point of Battel ; 
The one ſide muſt have Bail. 
Enter Caius Martius. 

Hayl, Noble Martizs. | 

Mar. Thanks. What's the matter, you diſſentious Rogues? | 
That rubbing the poor itch of your Opinion, 
Make your ſelves Scabs. 

2 Cit, We have ever your good word. 

Ar. He that will give good words to thee, will flatter 
Beneath abhorring. What would you have, you Curs, 
T hat like nor Peace, nor War ? The one affrights you, 
The other makes you proud. He that truſtsto you, 
Where he ſhould find you Lions, finds you Hates ; 
Where Foxes, Geeſe you are: No fſurer, no, 
Than is the coal of Fire upon the lce, 
Or Hailſtone in the Sun. Your Virtue is; 
To make him worthy, whoſe offence ſubdues hith; 
And curſe that Juſtice did it. Who deſerves Greatileſs, 
Deſerves your Hate : and your AﬀeCtions are 
A-{ick mans Appetiteg, who deſires molt that 
Which would encreaſe his evil, He that depends 
Upon your favours, ſwims with finns of Le ad, : 
And hews down Oaks with ruſhes. Hang ye: truſt ye 
With every Minute you do change a Mind, 
And call him Noble, that was now your Hate : 
Him vile, that was your Garland. What's the matter, 
That in theſe ſeveral places of the City, 
You cry againſt the Noble Senate, who 
(Under the Gods) keep you in awe, which elſe _ 
Would feed on one another ? What's tifir ſeeking ? 

Men. For Corn at their own rates, whereof they ſay, 
The City is well ſtor?d. | 

Mar, Hang 'em : They ſay, | 
They'l ſit by th? Fire, and preſume to know | 
W hat*s done Pth? Capitol : Who's like to riſe, 
Who thrives,and who declines : Side FaRtions, and give out | 
Conjectural Marriages, making parties ſtrong, | 


And feebling ſuch as ſtgnd nor in their liking 
Below their cobled oy They ſay, theres Grain enough, 


Would the Nobility lay aſide their Ruth; 

And let me uſe my Sword, Pde make a Quarry 

With thouſands of theſe'quarter'd Slaves, as high 

As I could pick my Lance. | 
Men. Nay, theſe are almoſt throughly perſuaded : 

For thovgh abundantly they lack diſcretion, 


Yer are they palling cowardly. But, I beſeech you | 
W hat fays the other Troop? 


Mar. They are diſlolv'd : Hang %em ; | 
They faid they were an hungry, ſigh'd forth Proverbs, | 
That Hunger Stone walls : that Dogs mult eat, | 
That Meat s Mouths. That the Gods ſent not | 
Corn for the R1 n only : With theſe ſhreds | 
They vented their Complainings, which being anſwer'd, | 
And a Petition granted them, a ſtrange one, | 
To break the heart of generoſity, 

And make bold power look pale, they threw their Caps 
As they would hang them on the horns o*th* Moon, 
Shooting their Emulation. 

Men, What is granted thetn ? 

Mar. Five Tribunes to defend their vulgar wiſdoms, 
Of their own choice. One's Junius Brutus, 

Sicinius Velutus, and I ſhow not. S'death, 
The rabble ſhould have firſt unroo?lt the. City 


Win upon power, andythrow forth greater Themes 
For Inſurrections arguing, 


Men. This is ſtrange. 
Mar. Go pet you home, fon Fragments. 


Meſ. Where's Cajns Martins ? 

Mar. Here: what's, the matter ? 

AMeſ. The News is, Sir, the Yolſcies are in Arms. 

Mar. 1 am glad on't, then we ſhall have means to vent 
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Our muſty ſuperfluity. See our beſt Elders. 


Enter Sicinius Velutns, Junius Brutus, Cominius, Titus 
Lucius, with other Senators. 


m_—_—_— 


1 Sen. Martins, tis true, that you have lately told us, 
The Yolſcies are in Arms. 

Mar. They have a Leader, 

Twlls Aufidius that will put you to't : 

L ſin in envying his Nobility : 

And were I any thing but what I am, 

I could wiſh me only, he. 

Com. You have fought together * 

Mar. Were half to half the World by th? cars, and he 
Upon my party, de revolt to make 

Onely my Wars with him. He 1s @ Lion 

That I am proud to hunt. 

1 Sen, Then worthy Matrins, 

Attend upon Cominins to theſe Wars. 

Com, It is your former promiſe. 

Mar. Sir, it is, | 

And I am conſtant : Tirms Lucius, thou 

Shalt ſee me once more ſtrike at 7 ullu,*s Face. 

What art thou ſtiff ? Stand'ſt our ? 

Tit. No, Caius Martins, 

Ple lean upon one Crutch, and fight with Vother 3 
E're ſtay behind this bulineſs. 

Men, Oh true-bred. 

Sen, Your,company to%h* Capitol, wherc I know 


| Our greateſt Frignds attend us. 


Tit. Lead you on: Follow Cominivs,, we mult follow 

you, Tight worthy your Prioritie. 

Com, Noble Martins. 

Sen, Hence to your homes, be gone. 

Mar. Nay, let them follow, 

The Yolſcies have much Corn : take theſe Rats thither 

To gnaw their Garners. Worſhipful Mutiners, 

Your valour puts well forth : Pray, follow. [Exennt, 
[Citizens fteal away. Ment Sicin. and Brutus. 

Sicm, Was ever man ſo proud, as is this Martins ? 

Bru, He has no <qual. 

Sic, When we were choſen Tribunes for the People—- 

Bru, Mark*d you his Lip and Eyes. 

Sic, Nay, but his taunts. | 

Bru. Being mov*d, he will not ſpare to gird the Gods. 

Sic. Be-mock the modeſt Moon. 

Bru, The preſent Wars devour him, he is grown 

[Too proud to be ſo valiant. 

' Sicin. Such a Nature, tickled with good ſuccefs, diſ- 

dains the ſhadow which he treads on at" noon, bur 1 do 

wonder, his Inſolence can brook to begammanded under 

Comms ? Ix | 

\ Bru, Fame, at the which he ayms, 

In whom already he is well grac'd, cannot 

Better be held, nor more attain'd than by 

A place below the firſt : for what miſcarries 

Shall be the General's fault, though he perform 

To rh? utmoſt of a man, and giddy cenſure 

| Will then cry out of Martins : Oh, if he 

Had born the buſineſs. 

S:e. Beſides, if things go well, 

Opinion, that ſo ſticks on Aartivs, ſhall 

Of his demerits rob Cominins, 

| Bru. Come : halt all Commis Honours are to Martins, 

Though A4artixs earn'd them not : and all his faults 

To Marti«s ſhall be Honours, thofeh indeed 

ln ought he merit not. 

Sic, Ler's hence, and hcar 

How the diſpatch is made, and in what faſhion, 

More than his ſingularity, he goes 

Upon this preſent Action - 

Bru. LeVs along. 


[ Exeint, 


That they of Rome are entred in our Counſels, 


Enter Tullus Aufidins with Senators'of Corigys 
x Sen, So, your Opinion is, Aufidius, 


And know hov! we proceed. 
Auf. 1s it not yours ? 
Whatever hath bcen thought on in this State, 
That conld be brought to bodily aft, ere Rome 
Had circumvention ? *tis not four Days gone | 
Since I heard thence, theſe are the words, I think 
| | have the Letter here, yes, here'it 5; 

They have preſt a power, but it ts not known 
Whether for Eaſt or Weſt : the Dearth is great, 
The People Mutinous: And it is rumour'd 
Cominins, Martins your old Enemy, 

(Who is of Rome worſe hated than of you) 
And Titus Lucius, a molt valiant Roman, 

Theſe three lead on this Preparation 
| Whither ?cis bent : moſt likely, ?tis for you: 
Conſider of it. 

1 Sen, Our Army's in the Field : 
We never yet made doubt, but Rome was ready | 
To anſwer us. 

Auf. Nor did you think it folly, 
To keep your great pretences veiPd, ?till when 
They needs muſt ſhews themſelves, which in the hatching 
lt ſeem®d appear'd to Rome, By the diſcovery 
We ſhall be ſhortned in our aim, which was 
To take in many Towns, ere (almoſt) Rome 
Should know we are a-foot. 

2 Sen, Noble Aufidins, 
Take your Commiſlion, hie you to your Bands, 
Let us alone to guard Corjolus : | 
If they ſet down before?s, for the remove | 
Bring up your Army : But (I think) you”l find 
Th? have not prepar*d for us. 

Auf. O, doubt not that, 
[ ſpeak from certainties. Nay more, 
Some parcels of their Power are forth already, 
| And only hitherward. I leave your Honours, 

If we, and Cains Xartins Chance to meet, 

Tis ſworn between us, we ſhall ever ſtrike, 

"Till one can do no more. 
All. The Gods aſliſt you. 

Auf. And keep your Honours ſafe. 

1 Sen, Farewel. 

2 Sen, Farcwel. 
All. Farewel. 


[Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Volumnia ard Virgilia, Mother and Wife ro Martius: | 
They ſet them down on two low Stools, and Sem, 


Vols. I pray you, Daughter, ſing, or expreſs your ſelf 
in a more comfortable ſort: If my Son were my Huf- 
band, I would freelier rejoyce in that abſence wherein he 
won Honour, than in the embracements of his Bed, 
where he ſhould ſhew moſt love. When yet he was but 
tender-bodied, and the only Son of my Womb; when 
Youth with Comlineſs pluck'd all gaze his way : when 
for a Day of Kings entreaties, a Mother ſhould not fell 
him an hour from her beholding, I conſidering how Ho- 
nour would become ſuch a Perſon, that it was no better | 
than Picture-like to hang by th? wall, if Renown made it 
not ſtir, was pleas'd to let him ſeek Danger, where he 
was like to find Fame: Toa cruel War 1 ſent him, from 
whence he returnd, his Brows bound with Oak. I tell 
thee, Daughter, I ſprang no more in joy at firſt hearing 
he was a Man-cluld, than now in firſt ſecing he had pro- 
ved himſelf a Man. ; 

Foes But had he died in the buſineſs, Madam, how 
then ! 

LVolum. Then his good Report ſhould have been my 
Son, I therein would have found iſſue, Heare me pro” 
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«6 ſincerely, had I a dozen Sons each in my love alike, 
and none leſs dear than thine, and my good Martins, | 
had rather had eleven dye Nobly for their Countrey, than 
ane yoluptuouſly ſurfeit out of Action. 


Enter a Gentlewoman. 


Gent, Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to viſt you, 
Virg. Beſeech yor, give me leave to retire. my {clt. 
Flum, Indeed thou ſhalt not : 

Methinks, I hear hither your Husband's Drum : 

gee him pluck Afidins down by tl? Hair: «© 

(As Children from a Bear) the Yolſcies ſhunning him : 
Methinks I ſce him ſtamp thus, and call thus, 

Come on, ye Cowards,” you were got in fear 

Though you were born in Rome ; his bloody brow, 
With his mail'd hand, then wiping, forthrhe goes 
Liketo a Harveſt-man, what?s task'd to mow, 

Or all, or loſe his hire. 

Firg. Bis bloody Brow ? Oh Jupiter, no Blood. 
Volum. Away, you Fool; it more becomes a Man 
Than gilc his Trophy. The brelſt of Hecuba | 

When the did ſuckle Hector, look*d not lovelier 

Than Heitor's Forehead, when it ſpit forth Blood 
at Grecian Swords contending - tell /aleria | 
We are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Gent. 
Firg. Heavens bleſs my Lord from fell Aufideus. 

Yol, Hell beat Afidins's Head below his Knee, 

And tread upon his Neck. 


Enter Valeria with an Uſher, and a Gentlewoman, 


. Val. My Ladies both, good day to you. 

Yd, Sweet Madam. 

/ir, lam glad to ſee your Ladyſhip. 

Pal. How do you both ? You are manifelt Houſe-keep- 
ers, What are you ſewing here ? A fine ſpot in good 
" [faith How does your little fon ? 

Vir, 1 thank your Lady-ſhip: Well, good Madam. 

Vil. He had rather ſee the Swords, and hear a Drum, 
than look upon his Schoolmaſter. 
Va. A my word the Fathers Son : Ple ſwear *tis a 
very pretty Boy. A my trothl look'd upon him a Wed- 
wſdcy half an hour together : tas ſuch a confirm'd coun- 
tenance. I ſaw him run after a gilded Bntterfly, and 
when he caught it, he 1ct it go again, and after it again, 
and over and over he comes, and up again, and caught it 
28ain: or whether his fall enrag?d him, or how *rwas, he 
did fo ſet his teeth, and tear it. Oh, I warrant how he 
mammockt ir. 

Vol. One o's Fathers moods. 

Val. Indeed la, *tis a Noble Child. 

Virg. A Crack, Madam. 

Val. Come, lay aſide your ſtitchery, I muſt haye you 
play the idle Huſwife with me thus afternoon. 

Virg. No(good Madam) 

[ will not out of Doors. 

Val, Not out of Doors ? 

Vol. She ſhall, ſhe ſhall, | 

Vir. Indeed, no, by your patience ; Ple not oyer the 
threſhold, till my Lord, return from the Wars. 

Val. Fie, you confine your ſelf moſt unreaſonably : 
Come, you muſt go viſit the good Lady that lies in. 

Virg. 1 will wiſh her ſpeedy ſtrength, and vilit her with 
my Prayers, but I cannot go thither. 

Vol. Why, I pray you? _ 

Virg. *Tis not to fave labour, nqr that I want love. 
Val. You would be another Penelope : yet they ſay, all 
the Yarn ſhe ſpun in Vlyſes's abſence, did but fill /chaca 
full of Mothes. Come, 1 would your Cambrick were ſen- 
{ible as your Finger, that you might leave pricking it for 
[pity. Come, you ſhall go with us. 


They do diſdain us much beyand our Thoughts, 


Val. In truth la go with 
News of your Husband. 

Fir, Oh, good Madam, 

Val. Verily 1 do not 
from him lalt Night. 

Fir, Indecd, Madam ? 

__ Fat. Incarneſt ils true; I heard a Senator ſpeak ir. 
Thus It 15: the Yolſcies have an Army forth, againſt whom 
Comms the General is gone, with one part of our Ro- 
"an Power. Your Lord, and Titus Lucixs are ſet down. 
before their City Corjolus, they nothing doubt prevyail- 
ing, and to make it brief Wars. This is true on mine 
Honour, and ſo, I pray, go with us. 

Fir. Give me excuſe, good Madam, I will obey you in 
every thing hereafter: 

rol. Let her alone, Lady, as ſhe is now, 
She will but diſcaſe _— mirth, 

Val. ln troth, I thinSſhe would : | 
Fare you well then. Come, good ſiveet Lad 
Prithee, Yirgilia, turn thy folemneſs out a 
And go along with us. 

Virgo: No, 

At a word, Madam; indeedI muſt not, 
| wiſh you much mirth. 

Val. Well, then farewel. 


me, and Vle tell you excellent 


m, there can be none yet. 
jelt with you : there came News 


Door, 


LExeunt Ladies. 


Enter Martius, Titus Lucius, with Drum and Colours, 
with Captains and Souldiers, as before the City Coriolus ; 
to them a Meſſenger. | 


Mart. Yonder comes News : 
A Wager they have met. 

Luc. My Horſe to yours, 10s 
Mar. *Tis done. 

Luc, Agreed. 

Mar. Say, has our General met the Enemy ? 

Meſ. They lye in view ; but have nor ſpoke as yet 

Lac. So, the good Horſe is mine, 

Mart. Ple buy him off you. 

Lac. No,Vle not ſell, nor give him : Lend him 
For half a hundred years; Summon the Town 
Mar. How far off lies theſe Armies ? 

Meſ. Within this mile and half. 

Mar. Then ſhall we hear their Larum, and they Ours. 
Now, Mars, I prithee make us quick in work : 

That we with ſmoaking Swords may march from hence 
To helpour fielded Friends. Come, blow thy blaſt. 


you I will, 


They ſound a Parley. Enter two Senators with others on 
the Walls of Coriqlus. 


| 
Tullus Aufidius, is he within your Walls ? 

1 Senat. No, nor a Man that fears you leſs than he, * } 
That's leſſer than a little ; [Drum afar off. 
Hark, our Drums | 
Are bringing forth our Yauth : We'll break our Walls } 
Rather than they ſhall pound us up ; our Gates, . | 
W hich yet ſeem ſhut, we have but pinn'd with Ruſhes, 
They?l open of themſelves. Hark you far off. 

[Alarwm far of. 
There is Afidins. Liſt, what work he makes 

Amongſt your cloven Army. 

Mar. Oh, they are at It. 

Luc. Their noiſe be our inſtruction. Ladders, hoe. 


b 


| 


þ 


Emer the Army of the Volſcies. 


Mar. They fear ns not, but iſſue forth their City. 
Now put your Shields before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proof than Shields. 

Advance, brave Tins, 


| 


, Pg: No, gopd Madam, pardon me, indeed I will not 
orth, 


Which makes me ſweat with wrath. Come on, my _— 
| e 


w 
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fAlarun, the Romans are beat back to their Trenches, 
Emcr Viartins Curſes. 

Air, Al the ceniezion of the South, I:ght on you, 
You ſhames of Rome : you Herd of Biles and Plagues 
Plailter you ore, that ycu may be avhorr'd 
Farther than ſcen, and cne infect another 
Avyainlt the Wind a mile : You Soul; of Geeſe, 

That bear the ſhapes of Men, how bave you run 
| From Slaves, that Apes would beat ? PFlroand Hell, 
| All hore behind, backs red, and faces pale 
| With light and agued fear ? mend, and charge home, 
Or by the Fires of Heaven, Ile leave the Foe, 
And make my Wars on you - Look to?t: Come, on, 
If you"l ſtand faſt, well beat them to their Wives, 
| As they vs to our Trenches follogred. 
Another Alarum, and Mafius follows them to 
the Gates, and 1s ſhut im. 
So, now the Gatesare ope: now prove good Seconds, 
'Tis for the Followers, Fortune widens them, 
Net for the Flycrs : Mark me, and do the like. 
Enter the Gates. 

1 Sl, Fool-hardineſs, not I. 

2 Sdl, Norl. 

1 Sol. Sec they have ſhut him in. 

All, To tl? pot warrant him. 

Enter Titus Lucius, 

Tit. What is become of Martins ? 

All. Slain (Sir) doubtleſs. 

1 Sol. Following the Flyers at the very heels, 


[ Alarum cont ines, 


{ With them he enters ; who upon the ſudden 


Clapt tothcir Gates : he is himſelf alone, 
To anſwer all the City. 


'f LZuc, Oh Noble Fellow! 


Who ſenbbly out-dares his ſenceleſs Sword, 

And when it Bows, ſtand'ſt up: Thou art left, Martins, 
A Carbuncl: intire, as big as thou art, 

Were not ſo richa Jewel. Thou waſt a Souldier 

Even to Calves wiſh, nct fierce and terrible 

| Only in ſtrokes, but with'thy grim looks, and 

The Thunder-like percuſſion of thy ſounds 

Thou mad?ſt thine Enemies ſhake, as if the World 
Were feavorous, and did tremble, 


Enter Miartius bleeding, aſſaulted by the Enemy, 


1 Sol. Look Sir. 
Luc. O, *tis Martius, 


1 Let's fetch him off, or make remain alike. 


4 


[Thy figbr, and all enter theC ity. 


Entcr certain Romans with ſpoils, 


| © 1 Rom, This will I carry to Rome. 


2 Rom, And I this. 
3 Rom, A Murrain owt, I took this for Silyer. [ Exeunt, 
[ Alarum continues ſtill a far off. 


| Enter Martius, and Titus with a Trumpet. 


Ac. Sce here, theſe Movers, that do prize their hours 
At acrack'd Drachm, Cuſhions, Leaden Spoons, 
irons of a Doit, Doublets that Hangmen would 

Bury with thoſe that wore them, theſe baſe Slaves, 
Ee yet the hight be don?, pack up, down with them. 
Anu hayk, what noiſe the General makes: To him, 
Th-reis the Man of my Souls hate, Arfidins, 

Ptzrang our Komars : Then Valiant Tiras take 
_onverment Numbers to make good the City, 

Wilt I with thoſe that have the Spirit, will haſte 

l 0 help Cominius, 

_ Lac, Worthy Sir, thou bleed'it, 

L ny £xerciſz hath been too violent, 


c— = 


My work hath yet not warned me. Fare you well: 
The Blocd I drop, is rather Phyſical 
Than Dangerous to me. To Arſftains, thus] will 2pnear 
Luc, Now the fair Goddets Fortune, (and h'ahr 
all deep in love with thee, and It great charms 
Mitguide thy Qppoſcrs Swords, bold Gentleman 
Proiperity be thy Page. 
Atar, "Thy Friend no leſs, 
Than thoſe ſhe placeth higheſt: : So farewel, | 
Liic, Thou worthielt farts, 
Go found thy Trumpet in the Market-place, 
Call thither all the Officers o*'th* Town, 
Where they ſhall know our mind. Away, 
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B+ that retires, Ile rake 61m tor a Polſcie, WE 1 For a ſecond courle of Fight. YI © ma | 
And he ſhell feel mine edge. Azr. Sir, praile mc rut : | 

| 


y——_— 


[ Exeunt, 
Enter Cominius as it were in retire, with Souldiers, 


Com. Breathe you, my friends, well fought, we are come! 
Like Komans, neither Fooliſh in our ſtands, (of 
Nor Cowardly 1n retire : Believe me, Sirs, 

We ſhall be charg'd again, Whiles we have ſtruck 
By interims and conveying guits, we have heard 
The Charges of our Friends, The Roman Golls 
Lead their ſucceſles, as we wiſh our own, 
That both our Powers, with ſmiling Fronts encountring, 
May give you thankful Sacrifice. Thy news ? 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meſ. The Citizens of Coriolys have iſſued, 
| And given to Lucius and to Martins Battel, 

I ſaw our Party to their Trenches driven, 
And then I came away. 

Com. Though thou ſpeakeſt truth, 
| Methinks thou ſpeak'ſt not well. How long ivgt ſince? 

Meſ> Above an hour, my Lord. 

Com, *Tis not a mile : briefly we heard their Drums, 
How could*ſt thou in a mile confound an hour, 

And bring thy News ſo late ? 

Mef. Spies of the Yolſcies 
Held me in chace, that I was ford to wheel 
Three or four Miles about, elſe had 1, Sir, 

Half an hour ſince, brought my report. 
Enter Martius, 
Com. Whoſe yonder, 
That does appear as he were Flea'd ? O Gods, 
He has the ſtamp of arts, and I have | 
Before time ſeen him thus, 

Mar, Comel too late ? 

Com. The Shepherd knows not Thunder from a Taber, 
More than I know the Sound of Martinss Tongue 
From every meaner Man. 

Mar. Come I too late ? 

Com, I, if you come not in the Blood of others, 

But mantled in your own. 

Mar. Oh! letmeclip ye 

In Arms as ſound, as whcn 1 woo®d in Heart ; 

As merry as when our Nuptial Day was done, 

And Tapers burnt to Bedward. Fw 
Com, Flower of Warriors, how ift. with Tits Larins? 
Mar, As with a Man bufied about Decrees : 
Condemning ſome to Death, and ſome to Exile, 
Ranſoming him, or pitying, threatning th? other ; 
Holding Coriolus in the name of Rome, 

Even like a fawning Grey-hound in the Leaſh, 

To let him flip at will, 

Com, Wherc 1s that Slave 

Which told me they had beat you to your Trenches ? | 
Where is he ? Call him hither. 

Mar, Let himalone, 

He did inform the truth : But for our Gentlemen, 

The common file, (a Plague Tribunes for them) 

The Mouſe ne're ſhunn'd the Cat, 2s they did budge + | 
From Raſcals worſe than they. 
Com, But how prevail'd you ? 


Aa, 
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Mar. Will the time ſerve to rell? I do not think: 
Where is the Enemy ? Are you Lords oth? Field ? 
If not, why ceaſe you till youare ſo? 

Com, Martins, we have at diſadvantage fought, 
And did retire to win our purpoſe. 

Mar. How lies their Battel ? Know you on what ſide 
they have plaC'd their Men of trult ? 

Com, As I gueſs, Marnus, 

Their Bands Pth? Vaward are the Ancieggs 
Of their belt truſt : O're them Arfid;us, 
Their very heart of Hope. 

| ar. 1 do beſcech you, 

By all the Battels wherein we have fought, - 
By th* Blood we have ſhed together, 

By th? Vows we have made 

To endure Friends, that you directly ſet me 
Againſt Avfidins, and his Antrats, 

And that you not delay the preſent (but 
Filling the Air with Swords advanC'd) and Darts, 
We prove this very hour. 

Com, Though I could wiſh 
You were conducted to a gentle Bath, 

And Balms applied to you, yet dare I never 
Deny your asking, take your Choice of thoſe 
That beſt can aid your action. 

Mar. Thoſeare they 
That moſt are willing ; if any ſuch be here ? | 
(Asit *twere ſinto doubt) that love this painting 
Wherein you ſee me ſmear'd, if any fear 
Leſſer his perſon, than an 1ll report: : 

If any think, brave death out-weighs bad life, 

And that his Country's dearer than himſelf, 

Let him alone, (or, ſo many ſo minded) 

Wave thus, to expreſs his diſpoſition, 

And follow Martizs. | 

They all ſhout, and wave their Swords, take him up in their 
Arms, and cat up their Caps, 

Oh me alone, make you a Sword of me : 

f theſe ſhews be not outward, which of you 

But is four Yol/cies? None of you, but is 

Able to bear againſt the great Aufidins, 

A Shield as hard as his. A certain number 

(Though thanks to all) muſt I ſelect from all : 

The reſt ſhall bear the buſineſs in ſome other fight 

As cauſe will be obey*d: pleaſe you to march, 

And four ſhall quickly draw out my Command, 

Which Men are beſt inclin'd. 

Com. March on, my fellows : 
Make good this oſtentation, and you ſhall 


Divide in all, with us. CExemt, 


Titus Lucius, ou 
with Drum and 1r 


ſet a Guard npon Coriolus, going 
umpet toward Cominius , and Caius 


4 Scont, 


Luc. So, let the Ports be guarded; keep your Duties 
As I have ſer them down. If 1 do ſend, diſpatch 
Thoſe Centuries to our aid, the reſt will ſerve 
For a ſhort holding ; ifwe loſe the Field, 
We cannot keep the Town. 

Lieu. Fear not our care, Sir. 

Lac. Hence 3 and ſhut your Gates upon's : 
Our Guider come, to th? Roman Camp condudt us. [ Ex. 

[ Alarum 4s in Battel, 


Enter Martius and Aufidius at ſeveral Doors, 


Mar. Vle fight with none but thee, for I do hate thee 
Worſe than a Promiſe-breaker. 
Auf, We hate alike : 


|} Not Africk owns-A Serpent I abhor 


More than thy Fame and Envy : Fix thy Foot. 
Mar. Let the firſt Budger die the others Slave, 


" OS 


Martius, Enters with a Lieutenant, other Souldiers, and 


And the Gods doom him after. 
Auf. It I flie, Martins, hollow me like a Hare, 
Mar, Within theſe three hours Tullus 
Alone I fought in your Coriolus Walls, 
And made what work | pleayd : ?Tis not my Blood 
herein thou ſeeſt me, maskt, for thy Revenge : 
Wrench up thy power to th' higheſt, 
Auf. Wer't thou the Hettor, 
That was the whip of your bragg'd Progeny, 
Thou ſhouldſt not ſcape me here. 


Aufid. Martius fights cill they be driven in breathes. 
Officious and not valiant, you have ſham'd me 
ln your condemned Seconds. 


Martius, with his Arm in a Scarf. 


Com, If I ſhould tell thee ore this thy Days work, 
Thow'lt not believe thy deeds: bur Ple report it, 
Where Senators ſha!l mingle tears with ſmiles, 

Where great Patricians ſhall attend, and ſhru 

I"th* end admire : where Ladies ſhall be frighted, 

And gladly quak'd, hear more: wherethedull Tribunes, 
Thar with the fuſty Plebeians, hate thine Honours, 

Shall ſay againſt their hearts, we thank the Gods 

Our Kone hath ſuch a Souldier. 

Yet cam'ſt thou toa Morſel of this Feaſt, 

Having fully din*d before. £ 


Enter Titus with his Power, from the Purſuit. 


Titus Lucins, Oh General : 
Here is the Steed, we the Capariſon : 
Hadlſt thou beheld 
Mar. Pray now, no more : 
My Mother, who has a Charter to extol hcr Blood, 
When ſhe does praiſe me, grieves me : 
I have done as you have done, that's what I can; 
Induc'd as you have been, that's for my Country : 
He that has but effefted his good will, 
Hath overta*ne mine Act. 
Com, You ſhall not be the Grave of your deſerving, 
Rome muſt know the value of her own : 
"T were a Concealment worſe than a Theft, 
No leſs than a Tradncement, 
To hide your doings, and to ſilence that, 
Which to the ſpire and top of praiſes vouch'd, 
Would ſeem but modeſt : therefore, I beſecch you, 
In ſign of what you are, not to reward 
What you havedohe, before our Army hear me. 
Mar. I have ſome wounds upon me, and they ſmart 
To hear themſelves remembred. 
Com. Should they not: 
Well might they felter *gainſt ingratiude, 
And tent themſelves with death: of all the Horſes, 
W hereof we have ta*ne good, and good ſtore of alt, 
The Treaſure 1n this Field atchiev'd, and City, 
We render you the tenth, to bz ta*ne forth, 
Before the common diſtribution, 
At your only choice: | 
Mar. 1 thank you, General : 
But cannot make my heart conſent to take 
A Bribe, to pay my Sword : I dorefuſe it, 
And ſtand upon my common part with thoſe, 
That have beheld the doing; 


A long flouriſh. They all cry, Martius, Martius; caſt up 


bare. 


| Never ſound more : when Drums and Trumpets ſhall 


= 


Here they fizht, and certain Volſcies come to the aid of 


Flouriſh, Alarum. A Retreat is ſounded, Enter at one! 
Door Cominius, wich the Romans : At another Door 


their Caps and Launces : Cominius and Lucius ſtand 


Mar. May theſe ſame Inſtruments, which you prophane, 


Pct? 
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Ph? Ficld prove flattcrers, let Courts and Cities be 
| Made of all i2iſc-fac'd foothing : 
| hen S:cel grows ſoft, as the Faraſires Silk, 
| {ocrhimbe made an Overture for th? Wars : 
No more, I fay, for I have not waſtvd 
My Noſe that bled, or foiPd ſome debile wretch, 
Which without note, here's many elſe have done, 
You ſhout me forth in acclamations hyperbolical, 
As if 11ovy'd my little ſhould be dicted 
In praiſes, ſawc'd with Lies. 
Cem, Too medelt are you : 
More cruel to your good report, than grateful 
To us, that give you truly : by your patience, 
If againit your ſelf you be incens'd, we'll put you 
(Like one that means his proper harm) in Manacles, 
Then reaſon ſafely with yon : Therefore be it known), 
As to us, to all the World, that Cains Martzus 
Wears this Wars Garland - in token of the which, 
My noble Steed, Known to the Camp, I give him, 
With all his trim belonging, and from this time, 
For what he did before Corolus, call him, 
\Vith all th* applauſe and clamor of the Hoſt, 
Martins Cains Coriolanus, Bear th? addition Nobly ever * 
Flouriſh. Trumpets ſound, and. Drums, 
Onnes. Martins Cains Cortlanus, 
Mzy, 1 will go waſh : 
And when my Face is fair, you ſhall perceive 
Whether I bluſh, or no: Howbeit, I thank you. 
I mean to ſtride your Stecd, and at all times 
Tg undcr-creſt your good Addition, 
| Toth fairneſs of my power. 
| Com. So, to our Tent: 
| Where, ere we do repoſe us, we will write 
To Roni of our ſucceſs : you Titus Lucius 
Mult to Cortolus back, ſend us to Rome 
The beſt, with whom we may articulate, 
For their own good, and ours. 
Luc, I ſhall, my Lord. 
Mar. The Gods begin to mock me z 
I that uow refus'd& molt Princely gifts, 
Am bound to beg of my Lord General.» 
Com. Take?t, *tis yours, what is't ? 
Mar. 1 ſometime lay here in Corrolus, 
At a poor mans Houſe : He us'd me kindly. 
He cry*d to me : I faw him Priſoner : 
But then Avrfidins was within my view, 
And wrath ore-whelm'd my pity: I requeſt you 
To give my poor Hoſt freedom. 
Com. Oh well begg'd : 
Were he the Butcher of my Son, he ſhould 
Be free as is the Wind, deliver him, Tits. 
Luc, Martins, his name. 
Mar. By Jupiter, forgot : 
[ am weary, yea my Memory is tir*d : 
Have we no Wine here ? 
Com, Go we to our Tent: 
The Blood upon your Viſage dries, *tis time 
it ſhould be look'd too : come. 
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A Flouriſy, Cornets, Enter Tullus Aufidius, bloody, with 
two or three Souldters, 


Auf. The Town is tne: 
Soul, ? I'will be deliver*d back on good Condition. 
 Avxf. Condition ? 
| would 1 were a Roman, For I cannot, 
Being a /o!{ſc:2, be, that lam. Condition? 
What good Condition can a Treaty find | 
Pc? part that 1sat mercy ? five times, Martins, 
{ | have fought with thee ; ſooſten halt thou beat me: 
i And woulOt do fo, I think,. ſhould we encounter 
5 often as we cat. By the Elements, 
if &re again 1-meet him beard to beard 
He's mine, CT.1 am his: Mine Emulation 
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Hath not that hcnour 1 1t bad : For vlog 
| thought to cruſh himiim an cqual Force, 
True Sword t6 Sword : Pie potch at hum fic wan 
Or Wtath, or Cratt may cert him, 

Sol. Hes the Devil. 

Arf. Bolder, though not io ſubtle : my vator?s peiſo;”Q 
With only ſuffering ſtain by him : for him ; 
Shall flic out of it {elf, nor ileep, nor ſanGuary, 

Being naked, gck ; nor Phane, ror Capitol, 

The Prayers of Prieſts, zur t:me cf Sactiſce : 
Embarquements all of Futy ſhall lift vp 

Their rotten Priviledge, 2nd Cuſtom ?gain't 

My hatc to Martins, Whete Iiind him, were it | 
At home , upon my Brothers Guard, even there 
Againſt the Hoſpitable Cannon, would 1 

Waſh my fierce hand in's heart. Go youto the City 
Learn how ?tis held, and what they are that muſt ry 
Be Hoſtages for Kome. | 

Sol. Will not you go ? 

Auf. I am attended at the Cyprus Grove. I pray you 
(Tis South the City Mil} bring me word thith.r 
How the World goes, that to the pace of it 
I may ſpur on my Journey. 

Sol, 1 ſhall, Sir. 


Attus Serundus. 


Enter Menenius wih the two Tribumes of rhe People, 
Sicinius and Brutus. 


An, The Avgurer tells me, we ſhail have News to 
Night. | 

Bru, Good or bad ? | 

Men. Not according to the Prayer of the People, for 
they love not Martivs, Os 

Sicin, Nature teaches Beaſts to know their Friends, 

Men, Pray you, who docs the Wolf love ? 

Sicen, The Lamb. 

Men. 1, to devour him, as the hungry 7lebeians would 
the Noble Martins. 

Bru. He's a Lamb indeed, that baes like a Bcar. 

Men. He's a Bear indeed, that lives like a Lamb. , -. 
You two are Old Men, tell me one thing that I ſhall ak 


. 


you. 

Both, Well, Sir. 

Men. In what enormity is Martins poor in, that you 
two have not in abundance ? 

Bru, He's poor in no one fault, but ſtor*d with all. 

Scin. Eſpecially Pride. 

Bru. And topping all others in boaſt, 

Men. This is ſtrange now : Do you two know , how 
you arc cenſured here in the City, I mean of us o'th? right 
hand File, do you ? 

Bru. Why? how are we cenſured ? 

Men. Becauſe you talk of Pride now, will you not be 
angry ? 

Both, Well, well Sir, well. ; 

Men. Why *tis no great matter for a very little thief 
of Occaſion, will rob you of a great deal of Patience: 
Give your diſpoſitions the Reins, and be angry at your 
pleaſures (at the leaſt) if you take it as a pleaſure to you, 
in being ſo; you blame Martius for being proud. 

Bru, Wedo it not alone, Sir. 

Men, 1 know you can do very little alone, for your 
helps are many, or elſe your actions would grow won” 
drous ſingle : your abilities are too Infant-like, for doing 
much alone. You talk of Pride : Oh, that you could turn 
your Eyes toward the Napes of your Necks, and make 
but an interior ſurvey of your good ſelves. Oh that you 
could ! | 
Men, What then, Sir ? 

Men. Why then you ſhould diſcover a 


brace of un- 


meriting, 
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neriting, proud, violent, telity Magiſtrates \ alias Fools) 
1: any 1n Kome, 

Si, Afenenins, you are known well enough too. 

1M, 1 am known to be a humorous Patrician, and 
one that loves a cupof hot Wine with not. a drop of allay- 
ing Tiber inc : Said to be ſomething imperfect in faveu- 
ring the firlt complaint, haſty and Tinder-like upon, to 
:rivial motion : One, that converſes more with the But- 
tock of the Night, than with the Fore-head of the Mor- 
ninz. What I think L utter, and ſpend my Malice in my 
Breath. Meeting two ſuch Weals-men as you are ( I can- 
ot call you Lzcurenſſes) if the drink you give mez touch 
my Palat adverſly, 1 make a crooked face at it. 1 can ſay, 


1 
I & 
& 


| 


the Phylician : The moſt Soveraizn Preſcription in Galen 
is but Empericktique , and to-this Preſervative, of no 
better report thana Horſe-drench. ls he. not wounded 7 
he was wont to come home wounded ? 


enen. Has he diſciplivd Aufdius ſoundly ? 


PFolum, Titus Lucius writes, they fought together , but 
Aufidins got off. 


rour Werſhips have deliver?d the matter well,” when 
| find the Ais in compound with the Major part of 
rour Syllables. And though 1 muſt be content to bear 
ith thoſe, that ſay you are Reverend Grave, yet they lye 
deadly, that tell you have good Faces; it you fee This 11 
the Map of my Microcoim, fullows it that l am Kknowr 
well cnough two? VVhart harm can your Belom Con- 
|{pe-tuitics glean out of this Charaftcr, if I be known 
well cnough too ? 

Bru, Come, Sir, come, we know you well enough. 

Men. You know neither me, your ſelves, nor any 
thing : you are ambitious for poor Knaves . Caps and 
Legs : You wear out a good wholeſom Forc-noon , 11, 
hearing a Cauſe between an Orange-wife, and a Faulct- 
ſeller, 2nd then rcjourn the Coutroveriic of three-pcnce 
to a ſecond day of Audience. V Vhen you are Hearirg a 
matter between a Party and Party, if you chance to be 
pinch*d with the Cholick, you make Faces like Mum- 
mers, ſet up the bloody Flag againſt all Patience, and 
inroaring for a Chamber-por, diſmiſs the Controverhlic 
bleeding, the more intangled by your hearing : All the 
Peace-you make in their Cauſe, is calling both tlie Parties 
Knaves. You are a Pair of ſtrange ones. 

Bru, Come, come, you are well underſtood to be a 
perfecter_gyber for the Table, than a neceflary Bencher 
1a the Capitol... . 

Men, Our very Prieſts muſt become Mockers, if they 
ſhall encounter ſuch ridiculous Subjefts as you are ; when 
you ſpeak beſt unto the purpoſe , it is not worth the wag- 
ging of your Beards, and your Beards deſerve not 1o 
honourable a Grave, as to ſtuff a Botchers Cuſhion, or to 
be intomb'd in an Aſſes Pack-ſaddle, yer you mult be 
faying, arts is proud : who in a cheap eſtimation, 1s 
worth all your Predecefiors ſince Dexcal:on, though per- 
adventure ſome of the beſt of ?em were hereditary Hang- 
| men.Good-e'en to your Worſhips, more of your Conver- 
ſation would infect my Brain, bcing the Heardſmen of the 
Bealtly Plebeians, I will be bold to take my leave of you. 

[ Brutus 4zd Sicinius. Aſide. 


Enter Volumnia and Valeria. 


How now(my as Fair as Noble)Ladies,and the Moon were 
ſhe Earthly, no Nobler z whither do you follow your Eyes 
ſo faſt? * 

Volum, Honourable Menenins, my Boy, Adartins, approa- 
che : for the love of Juno let's go. 

Aſn, Ha? Martins coming home ? 

Volum.1,worthy Henenins,and with moſt proſperous Ap- 
probation. 

1cn. Take my Cap, Jupiter, and 1 thank thee : hoo, 
A7zrtins coming home ? 

2 Ladies. Nay, is true. 

Vilam, Look, here's a Letter from him, the State hath 
ancther, his Wife another, and (1 think) there's one at 
home for you. : 

Mcnen, 1 will make my very houſe reel to night: 

A Letter for me ? ” 
Vireil. Yes, certain, theres a Letter for you, kfawt. 
Mcnen. A Letter for me? it gives me an Eltate of ſe- 


{ 


now no more. 


Anen, And®twas time for him too, Ile warrant him 
that : and he had ſtay*d by him, 1 would not have been} 
lo Iiddious'd, for all the Cheſts in Coriolus, and the Gold 
thac'sin them. Is the Senate pollzit of this ? 

Foltum, Good Ladies, let's go. Yes, yes, yes: The 
Senate tas Letters from the General, whercin he gives 
my S2n the whole Name of the War, he hath in this 
Action out-doue his former Deeds doubly. : 

Valez. In troth theres woudrons things ſpokeof him. | 

Menen. Wondrous ? 1, 1 warrant ya, and not wich- 
our his true Pur: hating. ; 

F:rgil. The Gods grant them true. 

LVolum, Irue? pow waw. 

Mee. I rue ? le be ſworn they are true, where is 
he wounded, God fave your good Worlhips ? Martins 
1 coming home : hz has more cauſe to be proud: where 
is he wounded ? 

LYolum, Pt? Shoulder, and th? left Arm, there will 
be large Cicatrices to ſhew the People,wher he ſhall ſtand 
for his place : he receiv*d in the Repulſe of Targuiz ſeven 
hurts th? Body. 

Men. One Pth? Neck, and two Pth? Thigh, there's nine 
that I know. | 

Yolum, He had, before his laſt Expedition, twenty 
five Wounds - upon him. 

Men. Now it's twenty ſeven, every gaſh was an Ene- 
mites Grave. Hark, the Trumpets. 

[4 Shout, and Flouriſh, 

Volum, Theſe are the Uſhers of Martins : 

Before him, he carries Noiſe ; 

And behind htm, he leaves Tears : 

Death, that dark Spirit, in*s nervy Arm doth lye, 
Which being advanCd, declines, and then Mcn dye. 


— 


A Sonet. Trumpets ſound. Enter Cominius the General, and 
Titus Lucius : berween them Coriolanus, Cronn'd with an 
Oaken Garland,with Captains and Sould:ers,and a Herald, 


Hera. Know, Rome, that all alone Martins did fight 
Within Corzolzs Gates : where he hath won, 
With Fame, a Name to Martins Cams : 
Theſe in Honour follows, Martins Cairns, Cortolanns. 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Coridlanus. 
Sound. Flourihh. 
All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Corolarus, 
Corio. No more of this, it does offend my heart ; pray 


Com, Look, Sir, your Mother. 
Corio. Oh! you have, I know, petition'd all the Gods 
for my Proſperity. [Kneels, 
LVolum. Nay, my good Souldier, up : 
My gentle artins, worthy Cairns, 
And by deed-atchieving, Honour newly nam*d, 
W hat is it (Corzolanus) mult | call thee ? 
But oh, thy Wife. 
Corio. My gracious ſilence, hall : 
Would'lt thou have laugh*d, hadI come Coffird home, 
That weep'lt to ſee me Triumph? Ah, my Dear, 
Such Eyes the Widows in Corzolus wear, 
And Mothers that lack Sons. 
AMcn. Now the Gods Crown thee. 


ven years health ; in which time, I will make a Lip at | 
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Com. And live you yet? Oh my ſweet Lady, Pardon. 

Volum. 1 know notFwhere to turn. 
Oh welcome home : and welcome General, 
And yare welcome all. 

Men. A hundred thouſand Welcomes : 
I could weep, and I could laugh, 
I am light, gnd heavy; welcome : 
A Curſe begln at very root on's Heart, 
That is not glad to ſee thee. 
You are Three, that Rome ſhould dote on': 
Yet by the Faith of Men, we have 
Some old Crab-trees here at home, 
That will not be grafted to your Reliſh, 
Yet welcome Warriors : 
We call a Nettle, buta Nettle ; 
And the faults of Fools but Folly. 

Com, Ever right. 

Cor. Menenins, ever, Cver. 

Hera. Give way there, and go on, 

Cor. Your Hand, and yours ? 
Ee in our own Houſe I do ſhade my head, 
' The good Patritians muſt be viſited, | 
From whom I have receiv*d not only Greetings, 
But with them, change of Honours. 
| Volum, | have lived, 
To ſee inherited my very Wiſhes, 
And the Buildings of my Fancy : 
Only there's one thing wanting, 
Which (1 doubr not) but our Rome 
Will caſt upon thee. 

Cor. Know, good Mother, 
I had rather be their Szrvant in my way, 
Than ſway with them in theirs. 
Com, On, to the Capitol. 


| 


CFlouriſh. Cornets, 
CExecunt in State, as befere. 
Enter Brutus ad Sicinius. 
Bru. All Tongues ſpeak of him, and the bleared ſights 
Are ſpectacled to ſee him. Your pratling Nurſe 
Into a rapture lets her Baby cry, 
While ſhe chatshim : the Kitchin 2alkn pins 
Her richeſt Lockram bout her reechy neck, 
- | Clambring the Walls to eye him : 
Stalls, Bulks, Windows, are ſmother*d up, 
Leads filPd, and Ridges horsd 
With variable Complexions ; all agreeing 
In earneſtneſs to ſee him : ſeld-ſhown Flamins 
Do preſs *mong the popular Throngs, and putf 
To win a vulgar ſtation - our veiPd Dames 
Commit the War of White and Damask 
In their nicely gawded Checks, toth* wanton ſpoil 
Of Phebus burning Killes : ſuch a poother, 
As if that whatſoever God, who leads him, 
Were lily crept into his humane powers, 
And gave him graceful poſture. 
S:cin, On the ſudden, I warrant him Conſul. 
Bru, Then our Office may, during his Power, go ſleep. 
Sicin, He cannot temp'rately tranſport his Honours, 
From where he ſhould begin and end, but will 
Loſe thoſe he hath won. 
Bru. In that there's comfort. 
S:ics, Doubt not, 
The Commoners, for whom we ſtand, but they 
Upon their ancient malice, will forget 
With the leaſt cauſe, theſe his new Honours, 
Which that he will give them, make as little queſtion, 
As he is proud to do't. 
Bru, 1 heard him ſwear 
Were he toſtand for Conſul, never would he 
Appear ith? Market-place, nor on him put 
The Naples Veſture of howilicy, 
Nor ſhewing (as the manner is) his Wounds 
To th? people, beg their ſtinking breaths. 
Sicin, ?Tis right. 
Bru. It was his word : 


— | if 


Oh he would miſs it, rather than carry it, 
But by the ſuit of the Gentry to him, 
And the deſire of the Nobles. 
Sicin, 1 wiſh no better, than have him hold that yur 
poſe, and to put It in execution. me” 
Bru, ?Tis molt like, he will. 
Sicin, It ſhall be to him then, as our good wills, 4 furd 
deſtruction. s 
Bru, So it mult fall out 
To him, or our Authorities, for an end. 
We mult ſuggeſt the People, in what hatred 
He ſtill hath held them ; that to?s power he would 
Have made them Mules, filenc*d their Pleaders, 
Ard diſproportioned their Freedoms; holding thein 
In humane Action, and Capacity, 7 
Of no more Soul, nor fitneſs for the World, 
Than Camels in their War, who have their Proyand 
Only for bearing Burthens, and ſore blows 
For ſinking under them. 
Sicin, This (as you ſay) ſuggeſted, 
At ſome time, when his ſoaring inſolence . 
Shall teach the People, which time ſhall not want, 
If he be put upor'r, and thet's as eaſje, 
As to ſet Dogs on Sheep, will be his fire 
To kindle their dry Stubble- and their Blaze 
Shall darken him for ever, 
Enter a Meſſenger, 
Bru. What's the matter ? 
Meſſ. You are ſent for tothe Capitol : 
"Tis thcught, that Martins ſhall be Conſul : 
| have ſeen the dumb men throng to ſee him, 
And the blind to hear him ſpeak : Matrons flung Gloyes, 
Ladies and Maids theirScarfs, and Handkerchiefs, 
Upon him, as he paſsd : the Nobles bended 
As to Joves Statue, and the Commons made 
A Showre, and Thunder, with their Caps, and Shouts :- 
I never ſaw the like. 
Bru. Let's to the Capitol, 
And carry with us Ears and Eyes for th* time, 
But Hearts forthe event. 
Sicin, Haye with you. 


Enter two Officers, to lay Cuſhions, as it were, in the Capitol. 


1 Off. Come, come, they are almoſt here : how. many 
ſtand for Conſulſhips ? 

2 Off. Three, they ſay : but tis thought of every one, 
Coriolanus will carry It. - 

1 Off. That's a brave Fellow, but he*s vengeance proud, 
and loves not the Common People. 

2 Off. *Faith, there have been many great men that 
have flatter'd the People, who ne're loved them,and there 
be many that they have loved, they know not wherefore : 
ſo that if they love they know not why , they hate upon 
no better a ground. Theretore, for Coriolanus neither to 
care whether they love, or hate him, manifeſts the true 
knowledge he has in their diſpoſition, and out of his No- 
ble careleſneſs lets them plainly ſee*r. 

1 Off. If hedid not care whether he had their love, or 
no, he waved indifterently, *twixt doing them neither 
good, nor harm: but he ſeeks their hate with greater 
devotion,than they can render it him ; and leaves nothing 
undone, that may fully diſcover him their Oppoſite. Now 


ple, is as bad, as that which he diſlikes, to flatter them 


tor their love. 
2 Off, He hath deſerved worthily of his Countrey, 


| And his aſcent is not by ſuch caſie degrees as thoſe, who 


having been ſupple and courteous to the People, Bol- | 
netted, without any further deed, to have them at all into 
their eſtimation, and report : but he hath ſo plantcd hs 
Honours in their Eyes,and his A-tions in their Hearts,thaC 
for their Tongues to be ſilent, and not confeſs ſo much, 


were a kind of ingrateful injury : to report otherwiks, 
we 
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[Exeunt, | 


to ſeem to affe*t the Malice and Diſpleaſure of the Peo- | 
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were a Malice, that giving it ſelf the Lye, would pluck 
reproof and rebnke from every Ear that heard ir. 

i Of. No more of him, he's a worthy man : make 
may, they are coming. 


ASonet. Enter the Patricians, and the Tribunes of the Peo- 

- ple, Lidtors before them ,, Coriolanus, Menenius , Comt- 
nius the Conſul : Sicinius.and Brutus take their places by 
themſelves : Coriolanus ſtands. 


Slew three oppoſers: Tarquins ſelf he met, 

And ſtruck him on his Knee: in that days feats, 

When he might aCt the woman in the 9cene, 

He prov*d beſt man ith? Field, and for his meed 

Was Brow-bound with Oak. His Pupil-age | ' 
Man-entred thus, he waited like a Sea, 

And in the brunt of ſeventeen Battels hlnce, | 
He lurcht all Swords o*th? Garland : for this þf, 


Men. Having determin'd of the Folſcies, 
And to ſend for Titus Lucius : it remains, 
Asthe main Point of this our after-meeting, 
To gratifie his Noble ſervice, that hath 
Thus ſtood for his Country. Therefore pleaſe you, 
Moſt Reverend and Grave Elders, to deſire, 
The preſent Conful, and laſt General, 
[nour well-found Succeſles, to report 
Alictle of that worthy Work perforn'd 
By Martins C atus Corilanus : whom 
We met here, both to thank, and to remember 
With honours like himſelf, 

1 Sen, Speak, good Commis : : 

Leave nothing out for length, and make us think 
Rather our State's defective for requital, 

Than we to ſtretch it out. Maſters o*th* People, 
Wedo requeſt your kindeſt Ear, and after, 
Your loving motion toward the common Body, 
To yicld what paſles here. 

$cin, We are convented upon a pleaſing Treaty » and 
have Hearts inclinable to Honour, and advance the T heam 
of our Aſſembly. 

Bru. Which the rather we ſhall be bleſt to do , if he 
remember a kinder value of the People, than he hath 
hereto priz?d them ar. 

1 Mer. That's off, that's off: I would you rather had 
been ſilent : Pleaſe you to hear Cominius ſpeak ? 

Bru, Moſt willingly - but yet my Caution was more 
pertinent than the rebuke you give ir. ; 

Men. He loves your people, but tye himnot to be their 
Bedfellow : Worthy Comms, ſpeak. 

Coriolanus riſes, and offers to go away. 
Nay, keep your place. 

Senat. Sir, Coriolanus, never ſhame to hear 
What you have Nobly done. 

Corio, Your Honours pardon : 

[ had rather have my Wounds to heal again, 
Than hear fay how 1 got them. 

Bru. Sir, I hope my words diſ-bench'd you not ? 

Corio, No, Sir, yet oft, 

When blows have made me ſtay, I fled from words. 
You ſooth'd not, therefore hurt not : but your People, 
| love them as they weigh—— 

Mon. Pray now, fit down. 

Corio. 1 had rather have one ſcratch my Head Pth?* Sun, 
When the Alarum were ſtruck, than idly fit : 

To hear my Nothings montter*d. [Exit Coriolanus. 

Men, Maſters of the People, 

Your multiplying Spawn how can he flatter ? 
That's thouſand to one good one, when you now ſee 
He had rather venture all his Limbs for Honour, 
Than oge 0's Ears to hear it. Proceed Commins. 
Com. I ſhall lack Voice : the Deeds of Corzolanus 
Should not be utter%d feebly : it is held, 

That Valour is the chiefeſt Virtue, and 

Molt dignifies the Haver : if it be, 

The man I ſpeak of cannot in the World 

Be ſingly counter-poys?d. Art ſixteen years, 
When 7arq«in made a Head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others: our then Dictator, 
Whom with all praiſe | point at, ſaw him hight, 
When with his Amazonian Chik he drove 

The brizled Lips before him : he beltrid 

An o&re-prelt Roman, and Pth* ConſuPs view 


— 


OT 


Before, and in Coriolus, let me ſay 

| cannot ſpeak him home: he ſtopt the flyers, . 
And by his rare example made the Coward 
Turn terror intoſport : as Waves before . 

A Vellcl under fayl, ſo men obey'd, IP | 
And fell below his Stem : his Sword (Deaths ſtamp) - 
Where it did mark, it took from Face to Foot : 

He was a thing of Blood, whoſe every motion 

Was trimm'd with dying Gries: alone heentred 

The mortal Gate och? City, which he painted 

With ſhunleſs defamy : aidleſs came off, 

And with a ſudden re-inforcement ſtruck - 


lt. 


Coriolus, like a Planet : now all's this, 


| When by and by the dinof War *gan pierce 


His ready ſence, then ſtre ight his doubled Spirit 
Requickned what irefleſh was fatigate, 
And to the Battel came he, where he did 
Run reeking,o're the lives of Men, as if 
'Twere a perpetual ſpoyl; and till we call'd 
Both Field and City ours, he never ſtood 
Toeaſe his Breaſt with panting, "= 
Men, Worthy man. $i 
Senat, He cannot but with meaſure fit the Honours 
which we deviſe him. " way 
Com. Our ſpoils he kickt at, 
And look*d upon things Precious, as they were 
The common Muck &*th? World: he covets leſs - | 
Than Miſery it ſelf would give, rewards his deeds 


ad” 
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With doing them, and is content 

To ſpend the time, toend it. 
Men. He's right Noble, let him be call'd for, 
Senat, Call Coriolanus. 


Off. He doth appear, 


Men. The Senate, Coriolanus, 
thee Conſul. 
Corio, I do owe them ſtill my Life, and Services. 
Men, It then remains that you do ſpeak to the Peo- 
le, 
Corio. I do beſeech you, 
Let me o*re-leap that Cuſtom * for I cannot 
Put on the Gown, ſtand naked, and entreat them 
For my Wounds ſake, to give their ſuffrage: | 
Pleaſe you that I may paſs this doing. 
Sicin. Sir, the People muſt have their Voices, 
Neither will they bate one jot of Ceremony. 
Men. Put them not to't : 
Pray you go fit you to the Cuſtom, 
And take to you, as your Predeceſlors have, 
Your Honour with your form. 
Corio. It is a Part that I ſhall bluſh in Acting, 
And might well be taken from the People. 
Bru, Mark you that, 
Corio. To brag untothem, thus I did, and thus, 
Shew them th'unaking Skars, whic h 1 ſhould hide, 
Asif 1 had receiv*d them for the hire | 
Oftheir Breath only. , 
Men. Do not ſtand upon't : 
We recommend to you, Tribunes of the People, 
Our purpoſe to them, and to our Noble Conſul 
Wiſh we all Joy, and Honour. 
Senart, To Coriolanus come all Joy and Honour, 
Flouriſh Cornets, | * 
Then Exeunt, Manent Sicinius and Brutus. 
Bru, You ſee how he intends to uſe the People. 
Sice. May they perceive's intent : he will require them 


are well pleavgd to make 


Enter Coriolanus- 4 
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'As ifhe did contemn what he requelted, 
'Should be in them to give. 

Bru. Come, we'll inform them 
Of our proceedings here on th' Market place, 


\ they do-attend us. 
l KNOW J Enter ſeven or eight Citizens, 


1 Cit, Once if he dorequire our Voices, we ought not 
to deny him. Bs 

2 Cit, We may, Sir, if we will. _ 

$ Cit, We have power in our ſelves to doit, but It 1 
a power that we have no power tO do: For ;, if he ſhew 


T'as his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are to put our 


into thoſe wounds, and ſpeak for them : So, 1t 
He his noble deeds, we muſt alſo tell him our noble 
acceptance of them. Ingratitude is monſtrous, and for the 
multitude to be ingrateful, were to make a Monſter of 
the multitude ; of the which, we being Members, ſhould 
bring our ſelves to be monſtrous Members. | 

1 Cit, And to make us no better thought of a little 
help will ſerve : for once we ſtood up about the Corn, 
he himſelf ſtuck not to call us the many-headed Multt- 
74 We have been calld ſo of many , not that our 
heads are fome brown, ſome black, ſome auburn, ſome 
bald ; bur that our wits are ſodiverſly Colour'd, and tru- 
ly, I think, ifall our wits were to iſſue out of one Scull, 
they would flye Eaſt, Weſt, North, South, and their con- 
ſent of one diret way, ſhould beat once to all the points 
o'th* Compals. ; : 

2 Cit. Think, you ſo ? Which way do you judge my 
wit would flye ? 

3 Cit. Nay your wit will not ſo ſoon out as another 
mans will, *tis ſtrongly wedg*d up in a Block-head : but 
if it were at liberty, *cwould ſure Southward. 

2 Cit. Why, that way * : 
3 Cit. To loſe itſelf in a Fog, where being three parts 


{ melted away with rotten Dews, the fourth would return 


for Canſcience ſake, to help to get thee a Wife. 
2-Cit, You are never without your tricks, you may, 
you may. EO ; 

3 Cit. Are you all reſolved to give your Voices ? But 
that's no matter, the greater part carries it, I ſay. If he 
would inclige to the People, there was never a Worthier 
| Man. 


Emer Coriolanus in a Gown of Humility, with Menenius. 


Here he comes, and in the Gown of Humility , mark his 
behaviour : we are not to ſtay all together, but to come 
by him where he ſtands, by ones, by twos, and by threes. 
He's to make his requeſts by particulars, where every one 
of us has a ſingle Honour, in giving him our own. Voices 
with our own Tongues, theretore tollow me, and Pledi- 
| rect you how you ſhall go by him. 

All. Content, content. 

| Aen. Oh, Sir, you are notright; haye you not known 


1] The worthieſt men have don't ? 


Corio. What muſt I ſay, I pray, Sir ? 
Plauge upowt, I cannot bring 
My Tongue to ſuch a pace. Look, Sir, my wounds, 
I got them in my Countries Service, when 
Some certain of your Brethren roar*d, and ran 
From the noiſe of our own drums. wo 
Men. Oh me the Gods, you mult not ſpeak of that, 
You muſt deſire themtothink upon you. 
Corio. Think upon me ? Hang *%em, 
I would they would 1 forget me, like the Virtues 
Which our Divines loſe by %em. 
Men. Yowl mar all, 
Ple leave you : Pray you ſpeak to %em, I pray you 
In wholeſome manner. 

| Enter three 'of the Citizens, 
Corio, Bid them waſh their Faces, 
And keep their Teeth clean : So here comes a brace, 


[ Ext. 


You know the cauſe (Sir) of my ſtanding here, 
3 Cit. We do, Sir, tell us what hath brought you to'. 
Corio, Mine own deſert. 

2 Cit. Your own deſert ? 

$0710. I, not mine own deſire. 

3 Cit. How, not your own deſire ? 

Corio, No, Sir, *twas never my dclire yet to trouble the 
poor with begging. 

3 Cir. You mult think, if we give you any thing, we 
hope to gain by you. 

Corio, Well then 1 pray, your price o'th' Confulſhip, ? 

1 Cit, Theprice is, to ask it kindly, 

Corio, Kindly, Sir, I praylet me hat: I have wounds 
to ſhew you, which ſhall be yours in private: your good 
Voice, Sir, what ſay you ? 

2 Cit, You ſhall ha't, worthy Sir. 

Corio, A match, Sir, there's in all two worthy Voices 
begg'd : I have your Alms, Adieu. 

3 Cr. But this is ſomething odd. 

2 Cit, And *twere to give again : but *tisno matter, 

Execunt, Enter two other Citizens. 

Corio. Pray you now, if it may ſtand with the tnne of 
your Voices, that I may be Canſul, I have here the Cuſto- 
mary Gown. 

I. You have deſerved Nobly of your Country, and you 
have not deſerved Nobly. 

Corio. Your Enigma ? 

1. You have been a ſcourge to her Enemies, you haye 
been a Rod to her F riends, you have not indeed loyed 
the Common People. ; 

Corio, You ſhould account me the more Virtuous, that 
[ have not been common in my Love; I will, Sir, flatter 
my ſworn Brother, the People to earn a dearer eſtimati- 
on of them, *tis a condition they account gentle : and ſince 
the wiſdom of their choice, is rather to have my Hat, 
than my Heart, I will practiſe the inſinuating nod, and be 
off to them moſt counterfeirly, that is, Sir, I will counter- 
feit the .bewitchment of ſome popular man, and give it 
bountiful to the deſires: Theretore, beſeech you, 1 may 
be Conſul. 

2. We hope to find youour Friend : and therefore give 
you our Voices heartily. 

1, You have reccived many wounds for your Coun- 
trey. 

Corio, I will not Seal your knowledge with ſhewing 
them. I will make much of your Voices, and fo trouble 
you no farther. 

Both. The Gods giveyou joy, Sir, heartily. 

Corio. Moſt ſweet Voices: 

Better it is to dye, better to ſtarve; 

Than crave the hire, which firſt we do deſerve. 

Why in this Woolviſh Gown ſhould I ſtand here, 

To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear, 

Their needleſs Vouches ? Cuſtom calls me to't : 

What Cuſtom wills in all things, ſhould we do't ? 

The Duſt on antique Time would lie unſwept, 

And mountainous Error be too highly heapt, 

For truth to o're-peer. Rather than fool ir ſo, 

Let the high Office and the Honour go, 

Toone that would do thus. I am half through, 

The one part ſuffer*d, the other will I do. 

Enter three CitiLens more, 

Here come more V oices. 

Your Voices ? for your Voices I have" fought, 

Watch'd for your Voices : for your Voices, bear 

Of Wounds, two dozen odd : Battels, thrice lix 

I have ſeen, and heard of : for your Voices, 

Have done many things, ſome leſs, ſome more : 

Your Voices ? indeed I would be Conſul. : 

1 Cir, He has done Nobly, and cannot go without any 
honeſt Mans Voice. : 

2 Cit, Therefore let him be Conſul : the Gods give 
him joy, and make him good Friend to the People. 


All, Amen, Amen. God ſavethee, Noble "os 


© ————— 
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Corio. V Vorthy Voices. 


| Enter Menenius, with Brutus, and Sicinius. 


Xn. You have ſtood your Limitation : 
Andthe Tribunes endue you with the Peoples Voice, 
Remains,that in th? Official Marks invelted, 
You anon do meet the Senate, 
Corio. Is this done ? 
Sici, The Cuitom of Requeſt you have diſchare'd : 
The People do admit you, and are ſumman'd 
To meet anon upon your Approbation. 
Corio. Where ? at the Senate-houſe ? 
Sici, There, Coriolanus, 
Cori, May I change theſe Garments ? 
Sicin, You may, Sir. 
Corio. That I"'le ſtraight do : and knowing my (:1f again 
Repair to th* Senate-houle. 
Men, Vie keep you company. Will you along ? 
Bru, We ſtay here for the People. 
Sicin. Fare you well. [Exeunt Coriol. and Men, 
He has it now : and by his Looks, methinks 
Tis warm at's heart. - 
Bru, With a proud heart he wore his humble Weeds: 
Will you diſmiſs the People ? 
Enter the Plebeians. 
Sics, How now, my Maſters, have you choſe this man ? 
1 Cit, He has our Voices, Sir. 
Bru. We pray the Gods, he may deſerve your loves. 
2Cit. Amen, Sir: to my poor unworthy notice, 
Hemock'd us, when he begg*d our Voices. 
3 Cit. Certainly he flowted us down-right. 
1 Cit, No, *tis his kind of ſpeech, he did not mock us. 
2Cit, Not one amongſt us, ſave your ſelf, bur ſays 
He ud us ſcornfully : he ſhould have ſhew?d us 
His Marks of Merit, Wounds receiv'd for's Country. 
Sicin. Why ſo hedid, 1 am ſure. 
All. No, no; no man ſaw %em. 
3Cit, He ſaid he had Wounds, 
Which he could ſhew in private : 
And with his Hat, thus waving it in ſcorn, 
| would be Conſul, ſays he : aged Cuſtom, 
But by your Voices, will not ſo permit me. 
Your Voices therefore : when we granted that, 
Here was, I thank you for your Voices, thank you 
Your moſt ſweet Voices : now you have left your Voices 
[have no further with you. Was not this Mockery ? 
Sicin. Why, either were you ignorant to ſee; ? 
Or ſeeing it, of ſuch Childiſh friendlineſs, 
Toyield your Voices ? 
Bru, Could you not have told him, 
As you were leſlon'd ; when he had no Power, 
But was a petty Servant to the State, 
He was your Enemy, ever ſpake again ſt 
Your Liberties, and the Charters that you bear 
th Body of the Weal : and now arriving 
At place of Potency, and ſway o*ch* State, 
if he ſhould ſtill malignantly remain 
Faſt Foe to th* Plebeis, your Voices might 
Be Curſes to your ſelves. You ſhould have ſaid, 
That as his worthy Deeds did claim no leſs 
Than what he ſtood for : ſo his gracious Nature 
Would think upon you, for your Voices, and 
Tranſlate his Malice towards you, into Love; 
Standing your friendly Lord. 
Sicin, Thus to have ſaid; 
As you were fore-adyis'd, had toucht his Spirit, 
And try'd his Inclination: from him pluckt, 
Either his gracious Promiſe, which you might 
Ascauſe had call'd you up, have held him to 
Orelſe it would have gall'd his ſurly Nature ; 
hich eaſily endures not Article, 
Tying him to ought, ſo putting him to Rage, 
You ſhould have ta'ne th? advantage of his Choler, 


* 
LO  "_ 


And pai-*d him unclcctcd. 

Ern, 114 youperceive, 
He did {olicit you in fre2 Contempt, 
When he d1d necd your Loves : and do you think, 
That his Contempt ſhall not be bruiſing to you, 
When he hath Power tocruſh ? Why had your Bodies 
No Hezrt among you ? Or had you Tongues, to cry 
Azainſt the ReCctorſhip of Judgment? 

S:cin. Have you, ere now, deny*d the Asker : 

And now again, of him that did not ask, but mock, 
Beitow your ſu*d-for Tongues ? 
3 Crt. He's not confirmd, we may deny him yet. 
2 Cit. And will deny him : 
{1c have five hundred Voices of that ſound. 
1Cir,Þtwice tive hendred, and their Friends, to pizce %m. 

Bru, Get you hence inſtantly, and tel! thoſe Friends, 
They have choſe a Conſul, that will from them take 
Their Liberties, make them of no more Voice 
Than Dogs, that are as often beat for Barking, 

As therefore kept todo ſo, 

S:c1, Let them aſlemble: and on a ſafer Judgment, 
All revoke your ignorant Election : Enforce his Pride, 
And his old Hate unto you : beſides, forget not, 

Wirch what Contempt he wore the humble Weed, 
How 1n his Suithe ſcornd you: but -your Loves, 
Thinking upon his Services, took from you 

T apprehenſion of his preſent portance, / 
Which moſt gibingly, ungravely, he <id faſhion 
After the inveterate Hate he bears you. 

Bru, Lay a fault on us, your Tribunes, 

That we labour*d (no impediment between) 

Bur that you muſt calt your Eletion on him. 

S:c4. Say, you choſe him,more aſter our Commandment, 
Than as guided by your own true Afﬀections, and that 
Your minds, pre-occup'd with what you rather muſt do 
Than what you ſhould, made you againſt the grain 
To Voicg him Conſul. Lay the fault on us. 


How youngly he began to ſerve his Country, 
How long continued, and what ſtock he ſprings of, 
The Noble Huuſe o'th* Martians : from whence came 
That Ancus Martins, Numa?s Daughter's Son : 
Who after great Hoſtszus here was King, 
Of the ſame Houſe Publius and Quintus were, 
That our beſt Water brought by Conduits hither, 
And Nobly nam'd, fo twice being Cenſor, 
Was his great Anceſtor. 
Sict. One thus deſcended, 
That hath beſide well in his perſon wrought, 
To be ſet high in Place, we did commend 
To your remembrances: but you have found, 
Scaling his preſent bearing with his paſt, 
That he's your fixed Enemy; and revoke 
Your ſudden Approbation. 


(Harp on that ſtill) bat by our putting on : 

And preſently, when you have drawn your Number, 

Repair toth* Capitol. : 
All. We will ſo: almoſt all repent in their Election. 

[Exennt Plebeians, 

Bru. Let them go on ? 

This Mutiny were better put in hazard, 

Thaa ſtay paſt doubt, for greater : 

If, as his Nature is, he fall in rage 

With their refuſal, both obſerve and anſwer 


The vantage of his anger. 
Sicin, Toth*Capitol, come : 


We will be there before the ſtream o*th' People : | 
And this ſhall ſeem, as partly *tis, their own, 
Which we have goaded onward. 


[CExennt, 


*Aav3 Attus 


be 


nn. Ao 


—_—_@ — 


_—_— 


Bru, |, ſpare us not : Say, we read Lectures to you, 


Brx. Say, you ne're had dowt, | 


] 


—— —— 
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* The Tragedy of Coriolanus. 


Attns Tertins: 


Cornets. Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, all the Gentry, Co- 
minius, Titus Lucius, ard other Senators, 


Corio. Tullus Aufidius then had made new head. 

Lu. He had , my Lord, and that it was which caus?d 
Our ſwifter Compoſition. 

Corio. So then the Yolſcies ſtand but as at firſt, 
Ready when time ſhall prompt them, to make road 
Upon's again. 

Com. They are worn (Lord Conſul) fo, 

That we ſhall hardly in our ages ſee 
{ Their Banners wave again. 

Corio. Saw you Aufidins ? 

Ly. On ſafe-gard he came to me, and did curſe 
Againſt the Yolſcies, for they had ſo vilely 
Yielded the Town : he is retired to Antinm, 

Corio. Spoke he of me ? 

Lu. He did, my Lord. 

Corio, How ? what ? 

Ls, How often he had met yqu Sword to Sword : 
That of all things upon the Earth, he hated 
Your Perſon ntoſt : That he would pawn his Fortunes 
To hopeleſs Reſtitution, ſo he mighr 
Be calld your Vanquiſher. 

Corio. At Antium lives he ? 

Lu, At Antium, 

Corio. I wiſhI had a cauſe to ſeek him there, 

To oppoſe his hatred fully. Welcome home. 

Enter Sicinius, and Brutus. 

Behold, theſe are the Tribunes of the People, 

The Tongues o*th? Common Mouth, I dodeſpiſe them - 
For they do prank them in Authority, 

\ Againſt all Noble ſufferance. 

Sicin, Paſs no further. 

Corio, Hah ? what is that ? 

Bru. It will be dangerous to go on— No further. 

Corio, What makes this change ? 

Men. The matter ? | 

Com. Hath he not paſsd the Noble, and the Commons * 

Bru. Commuts, no. | 

Corio. Have I had Children's Voices ? 

Senat. Tribunes give way, he ſhall to th* Market place. 

Bru. The People are incens'd againlt him. 

Sicin, Stop, or all will fall in broyl. 

. Corio, Are theſe your Herd ? 
Muſt theſe have Voices, that can yield them now, 


——_ 


You being their Months, why rule you not their Teeth ? 
Have you not ſet them on ? 

Men, Be calm, be calm. 

Corio, It is a: purpogd thing, and grows by Plot, 
Tocurb the will of the Nobility : 

Sufter®r, and live with ſuch as cannot rule, 
Norever will be ruled. | 

Bru, CalPt not a Plot : 

The People cry you mock'd them : and of late, 

When Corn was given them, gratzs, you repin'd, 
ÞScandald the Suppliants for the People, calPd them 
Time-pleaſers, F latterers, Foes to Noblenels. 

Corio. Why this was known before. 

-Bru, Not to them all. 

Corio, Have you inform'd them ſithence ? 

Bru, How ? I inform them ? 

Com. You are like to do ſuch buſineſs. 

Bru. Not unlike cach way to better yours. 

Corio. Why then ſhould I be Conſul ? by yond Clouds | 
Let me deſerve fo il} as youz and make me 
Your fellow Tribune. 

Sicin. You ſhew too much of that, 


__— 


For which the People ſtir : if you will paſs 
To where you are bound, you muſt enquire y 
W hich you are our of, with a gentler Spirit, 
Or r:cver be ſo Noble as a Conſul, 

Nor yoak with him for Tribune, 


our way, 


Men, Lets be calm, 

Com, The People are abus'd : ſet on, this nalts; 
Becomes not Rome : Nor has Cariclanus | Paltring 
Deſerv*d this ſo diſhonoured Rub, laid falſely 


| Where it is, not poiſon any further. 


| The horn, and noiſe o'th* Monſters, wants not Spirit 


And ſtraight diſclaim their Tongues?what are your Offices? | 


| Let them have Cuſhions by you. 


Corio, Tell me of Corn ! this was my ſpeech, 


\ 


Ph? plain way of his Merit. 


And I will ſpeak't again. 
1:n., Not now, not now. 
Senat, Not in this heat, Sir, now. 
Corio, Now, as I live, I will. 
My Nobler Friends, I crave their pardons : 
For the mutable rank-ſcented Many, 
Let them regard me, as I do not flatter, 
And therein behold themſelves : I ſay again, 
In ſoothing them, we nouriſh ?gainſt our Senate 
The Cockle of Rebellion, Inſolence, Sedition, 
Which we our ſelves have plowed for, ſow'd and ſcatter? 
By mingling them with us, the honor?d Number ; 
Who lack not Virtue, no, nor Power, but that 
Which they have given to Beggars, 
Men, Well, no more. 
Senat, No more words, we beſeech you. 
Cerio, How ? no more ? 
As for my Country, I have ſhed my blood, 
Not fearing outward force : So ſhall my Lungs 
Coin words till their decay, againſt thoſe Meazels 
Which we diſdain ſhould Tetter us, yet ſought 
The very way to catch them. 
Bru, You ſpeak o'tl People, as if you were 
To puniſh , not a Man of their jnfirmbey. "_P 
S:cin, ? T were well, we let the People know't. 
Men, What, what ? his Choler ? 
Cor. Choler ? Were I as Patient as the midnight-leep. 
By Fove, *twould be my mind, Ry; 
Sicin. It is a mind that ſhall remain a Poiſon 


Corio, Shall remain ? 

| Hear you this, Triton of the 24nmoxes ? Mark you 
His abſolute Shall ? 

| Com, Twas from the Cannon. 

You grave, but wreakleſs Senators, have you thus 

Given Hydra here to chuſe an Officer, 

Thar with his peremptory Shall, being but 


To ſay, hell turn your Current in a Ditch, 

And make your Channel his ? if he have power, 
Then vail your Ignorance : if none, awake 

Your dangerous Lenity : if you are Learn'd 

Be not as common Fools ; if you are not, 

You are Plebeians, 
If they be Senators :- and they are no leſs, 

V Vhen both your voices blended, the great'ſt taſt 
Moſt palats theirs. They chuſe their Magiſtrate; | 
And ſucha oneas he, who puts his Shall 
His popular Shall, againſt agraver Bench , 
Than ever frown'd in Greece, By Fove himſelf, 
It makes the Conſuls baſe ; and my Soul akes 
To know, when two Authorities are up, | 
Neither Supream, how ſoon Confuſion 

May enter *twixt the gap of Both, and take 
The one by tl other. 

Com, VVell, on to tl? Market-place, 
Corio, VVhoever gave that Counſel, to give forth |} 
The Corn o'tÞ? Store-houſe, gratss, as ?twas us'd 
SOMetime IN Greece =—— 

Men. Well, well, no more of that. 

Cor. T hough there the People had more abſolute power 3 | 


— ._ > ce 


Corio, Shall ? O God! but moſt unwiſe Patrictans : why 


_—_—_— 


I ſay,they nouriſh*d diſobedience, fed the ruin of the _ 
THY 


ders _— 


—— 


The Tragedy of Coriolanus. 


"Bru. Why ſhall the People give 

One that ſpeaks thus, their Voice ? 
Corio. Ple give my Reaſons, 

More worthy than their Voices. They know the Corn 
Was not our recompence, reſting well aſlur*d 
They ne're did ſervice fort; being preſt ro tl? War, 
Even when the Navel of the State was touch'd, 
They would not thred the Gates : This kind of Service 
Did notdeſerve Corn Gratis, Being Pth? War, 
Their Mutinies and Revolts, whercin they ſhew?d 
Moſt Valour, ſpoke not for them. Th? Accufation 
Which they have often made againſt the Senate, 
All cauſe unborn, could never be the Native 
Of our ſo frank Donation. Well, what then ? 
How ſhall this Boſom-multiplied, digeſt 
The Senates courteſie ? Let deeds expreſs 
What's liketo be their words. .We did requelt it, 
Weare the greater Pole, and in true fear 
[They gave us our demands. Thus we debaſe 
The Nature of our Seats, and make the Rabble 
Call our Cares, Fears ; which will in time 
Break open the Locks och? Senate, and bring in 
The Crows to peck the Eagles. 
Men, Come, enough. 
Bru. Enough, with over-meaſure: * 
Corio, No, take more. 
What may be ſworn by, both Divine and Human, 
Seal what I end withal. This double worſhip, 
Whereon part does diſdain with cauſe, the other _ 
(ſult without all ſeaſon ; where Sentry, Title, Wiſdom, 
Cannot conclude, but by the Yea and No 
Of general ignorance, it muſt omit 
Real Neceſlities, and give way the while 
To unſtable Slightneſs : purpoſe fo barr'd, it follows, 
Nothing is done to purpoſe. Therefore, beſcech you, 
You that will be leſs fearful, than diſcrect, 
That love the Fundamental part of State 
More than you doubt the change of - that prefer 
ANoble life, before a Long, and wiſh, 
To jump a Body with a dangerous Phyſick, 
That's ſure of death without it : at once pluck out 
The Multitudinous Tongue, let them not lick 
The ſweet which is heir poifon. Your diſhonour 
Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the State 
Of that Integrity which ſhonld beconvt: 
Not having the power to do the good it would 
Forth? ill which doth controuPt. 
Bru, Has ſaid enough. 
Sicin, Has ſpoken like a Traytor, and ſhall anſwer 
As Traytors do. 
Corio. Thou Wretch, deſpight o're-whelm thee : 
What ſhould the People do with theſe bald Tribunes ? 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To th? greater Bench, in a Rebellion : 
When what's not meet, but what muſt be, was Law, 
Then were they choſen- in a better hour, 
Let whatis meet, be ſaid it muſt be meet, 
And throw their power Ph? dult. 
Bru. Manifeſt Treaſon. 
Sicin, This a Conſul ? No: 


Enter an XA dile; 


Bru, The eailes, ho ; Let him be apprehended. 
Sicin, Go call the People, in whoſe name my Self 
Attach thee as a Traiterous Innovator 

A Foe to th? publick Weal. Obey, I charge thee, 

And follow to thine anſwer. 

Corio, Hence old Goat. 

All, We'll Surety him. 

Com, Agd Sir, hands off. 

Corio. Hence rotten thing, or I ſhall ſhake thy bones 
Out of thy Garments. 

Sicin. Help me, Citizens. 


, O—_ 


Entcr a Rabble of Plcbeians with the AXdiles. 


An. On both ſides more reſpect. Q | 

S:c1, Here's he, that would take from you all your 
power. 

Bru, Seize him, eAidiles. 

All. Down with him, down with him. 

2 Senat. Weapons, Weapons, V Veapons: 

| we. [ They all buſtle aboat Coriolanus. 
Tribunes, Patricians, Citizens : what hoe : 
Sicrnus, Brutus, Coriolanus, Citizens. 

Al!, Peace, peace, peace, ſtay, hold, peace. 

Aten. V Vhat is about tobe? Iam out of Breath, 
Confuſion's near, I cannot ſpeak. You Tribunes 
Toth? People : Coriolanus, patience : ſpeak;,good Sicinis. 


S1cir, Hear me, People, peace. 

G =_ Let's hear our Tribune ; peace, ſpeak, ſpeak, 

peak. M 
1c}, You areat point toloſe your Liberties : 

Martias would have all from you ; Martins, 

V Vhom late you have nanvd for Conſul. 
Men. Fie, tie, fie, this is the way to kindle, not to 


] quench. 


Sena. Tounbuild the City, and to lay all flat. 
Sicz. V Vhat is the City, but the People ? 
All. True, the People are the City. | 
Bru. By the.conſent of all, we were eſtabliſhed the 
Peoples Magiltrates. 
All. You fo remain. 
Men. And ſoare like to do. 
Com. That is the way to lay the City flat, 
To bring the Roof to the Foundation, 
And bury all, which yet diſtin&tly ranges, 
In heaps, and plles of ruin. 
Sics, This deſerves death.. 
Bru, Or let us ſtand to our Authority] 
Or let us loſe it - wedo here pronounce, 
Upon the part o'th* People, in whoſe power 
We wereeleCted theirs, Martixs is worthy 
Of preſent Death. 
S:cin, Therefore lay hold of him: 
Bear him to th? Rock Tarpeien, and from thence 
Into Deſtruction caſt him. | 
Bru. e/Ediles ſeize him. 
All Ple. Yield, Marties, yield. 
Men. Hear me one word, *beſeech 
me but a word. 
e/Eailes. Peace, Peace. G. 
Men, Be that you ſeem, truly your Countries friend, 
And tempyrately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redreſs. ; 
Bru. Sir, thoſe cold ways, - | 
That ſeem like pradent helps, are very poyſonous; 


you Tribunes, hear 


Where the diſeaſe is violent. Lay hands upon him, | 
And bear him tothe Rock. [ Corio. draws bjs Sword. 

Corio. No, Ple dye here: . 
There's ſome among you have beheld me fighting, 
Cometry upon your ſelves, what you have ſeen me. 

Men, Down with that Sword, Tribunes withdraw a 
while. 

Bru, Lay hands upon him. | 

Men. Help Martins, help ; you that be noble, help 
him young and old. . 

All. Down with him, down with him. [Exennt. 

[1n this Mutiny, the Tribunes, the XAdiles, and 
the People are beat in, 

Men. Go, get you to our Houſe : be gone, away, 
All will be naught elſe. 

2 Senat, Get you gone. 


Men. Shall it be put to that ? 
Senat. The Gods forbid : 
1 prithee, noble Friend, home to thy houſe, 


—_ 


Com, Stand faſt, we have as many Friends as Enemies. | 


__ A 


— . 
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Leave us to cure this Cauſe. 

Men. For *tis a Sore upon us, 

Yon cannot Tent your ſelf : begone, *beſecch you. 

Com. Come Sir, along with us. 

Men, 1 would they were Barbarians, as they are, 
Though in Rome litter*d : not Komans, as they are not, 
Though calved th? Porch 0? ch? Capitol : 

Be gone, put not.your worthy Rage into your Tongue, 
One time will owe another. 
\. Com, On fair ground, I could beat forty of them. 

An. 1 could my ſelf take up a Brace o'th* belt of them, 
yea, the two Tribunes. 

Com. But now ?tis odds beyond Arithmetick, 
| And Manhood is call'd FooPry, when it ſtands 
Againſt a falling Fabrick. Wull you hence, 

Before the Tag return > whoſe Rage doth rend 
Like interrupted waters, and o*re-bear 
What they are us'd to bear. 


Ple try whether my old Wit be in requeſt 
Withhoſ: var fon but little : this muſt be patcht 
| With Cloth of any Colour. 
Com. Nay, Cole away. EZ 
[Exennt Coriolanus and Cominius. 
Patrj. This man has marr*d his Fortune. 
Men. His Nature is too noble for the World: 
He would not flatter Neptwre for his Trident, 
| Or Fove, for*s power to thunder : his Heart's his Mouth : 
What his breaſt forges, that his tongue mult vent, 
And being angry, does forget that ever 
He heard the name of Death. 


| Men. Pray you be gone : 


[A noiſe within. 


| Here's goodly, work. 


Patrs, I would they were a-bed. 
Men. I would they were in Tyber. 


| What the vengeance, could he not;ſpeak *em fair ? 


Enter Brutus, ard Sicinius vith the Rabble again. 
Sicin. W here is this Viper, 


| That would depopulate the City,and be every man himſelf? 


Men, You worthy Tribunes. 
Sicin, He ſhall be thrown down the Tarpe:an Rock 
With rigorous hands : he hath reſiſted Law, 


{| And therefore Law ſhall ſcorn him further Tryal 
'| Than the ieverity of the Publick Power, 


Which he ſo ſets at nought. 

1 Cit. He ſhall well know the Noble Tribunes are 
The Peoples mouths, and we their hands. 

Al. He ſhall ſure out. 

Men. Sir, Sir, 

Stcin, Peace. 
: Hf. Do notcry;;havock, where you ſhould but hunt 


With modeſt warrant. 


Sicin. Sir, how com?ſt that you have holp 


' To make this reſcue ? 


Men. Hear me ſpeak; As I do know 


| The Conſuls worthineſs, ſo can I name his faults. 


Sicin, Conſul ? what Conſul ? 
Men. The Conſul Corwlangs. 
Bru. He Coniul ? ' 
All. No, no, no, no, no. 
Aten, if by the Tribunes leave, * 
And yours, good People, 
] may be heard, I would crave a word or two, 
The whith ſhall turn'you to no further harm, 
Than ſo much loſs of time. 

Sicin, Speak briefly then, 
For we are pcremptory to diſpatch 
This viperous Traitor : to eject him hence 
Were but one danger, and to keep him here 


| Our certain death : therefore it is decreed, 


He dies to night. 

Men. Now the good Gods forbid, 

That our Renowned Rome, whoſe gratitude 
Towards her deſerved Children, is enrolPd 
- Joves own Book, like an unnatural Dam 


——. —_ 


Should now eat up her own. 
Sicin, He's a Diſeaſe that muſt be cut away, 
en, Oh, he's a Limb, that has but a Diſcaſe 
Mortal, to cut it off, to cure it, eaſe. 
W hat has he done to Rome, that's worthy death ? 
Killing our Enemies, the Blood he hath loſt 
(Which I dare vouch, is more than that he hath, 
By many an Ounce) he droprt it for his Country : 
And what is left, to loſe it by his Country, 
Were tous all that do't, and ſuffer it 
A brand ro th? end o'tt? World. 
Sicin, This 1s clean kam. 
Bru, Meerly awry : 
W hen he did love his Country, it honour*d him. 
Men, The ſervice of the Foot 
Being once gangren'd, is not then reſpetted 
For what before it was. 
* Bru. We'll hear no more : 
Purſue him to his Houſe, and pluck him thence, 
Leſt his InfeCtion being of a catching nature, 
Spread further. 


11 


Men. One word more, one word : 
TT his Tiger-footcd-rage, when it ſhall find 
The harm of unskann'd ſwiftneſs, will (too late) 
Tye Leaden pounds to's heels. Proceed by Proceſs, 
Leſt Parties (as he is beloy*d) break out, 
And fack great Rome with Romans, 
Bru. If it were ſo 
Sicin, What doye talk ? 
Have we not had a talt of his Obedience ? 
Our AXdiles ſmote, our ſelves reſiſted, come: 
Men, Conſider this: He has been bred Pth? Wars 
Since a could draw a Sword, and is ill-ſchooPd 
In boulted Language, Meal and Bran together 
He throws without diſtinction. Give me leave, 
Ple goto him, and undertake to bring him in peace, 
Where he ſhall anſwer by a lawful Form 
(In peace) to his utmcſt peril. . 
1 Sen, Noble Tribunes, af 
It is the humane way: the other courſe 
Wu prove too bloody, and the end of it 
Unknownta the beginning. 
Sic. Noble Menerins, be you then agthe Peoples Officer: 
Maſters, lay down your Weapons. 
Bru. Go not home. | 
Sic. Meet on the Market-place : well attend you there, 
Where, if you bring not artius, well proceed 
In our firſt way. 
Men. Ple bring him toyou. 
Let medeſire your company : he muſt come, 
Or what is worſt will follow. 
Sena... Pray you let's to him. [ Exennt ones. 
Enter Coriolanus with. Nobles. 
Corio, Let them pull all about mine Ears, preſentme 
Death on the Wheel, or at wild Horſes heels, 
Or pile ten Hills on the T arpeian Rock, 
That the Precipitation might down ſtretch 
Below the beam of ſight, yet wall I {till 
Be thus to them. 


Enter Volumnia. 

Noble, You do the Nobler. 

Corio, I muſe my Mother 
Dces not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them Wollen Vaſlals, things created 
To buy and ſell with Groats, to ſhew bare heads 
In Congregations, to yawn, be ſtill, and wonder, 
When one but of my Ordinance ſtood up 
To ſpeak of Peace, or War, I talk of you, 
Why did you wiſh me milder ? Would you have me 
Falſe to my Nature ? Rather ſay, 1 play 
The Manl1 am. 

YVolum, Oh, Sir, Sir, Sir. 
I would have had you put your power well on, 


Before you had worn It out. ; 
Cori. 


The Tragedy of Coriolanus. 


Corio. Let's £0. 
Vol. You might have been enough the man you are, 
With ſtriving leſs to be ſo. Leſſer had been 
The things of your diſpoſitions, if | 
You had not ſhew*d them how ye were diſpos'd 
Prethey lack?d power to crols you, 
Corio. Let them hang. 
Volum, 1, and burn too. 
Enter Menenins with the Senators, 
Min. Come, come, you have been too rough, ſomething 
toorough : you muſt return, and mend ir. 
Sen, There's no remedy, 
Unleſs by not ſo doing, our good City 
Cleave in the midſt and periſh. 
Volum. Pray be counſelPd ; 
| have a Heart as little apt as yours, 
But yet a Brain that leads my uſe of Anger 
To better vantage. | 
Men, Well ſaid, Noble Woman : 
Before he ſhould thus ſtoop to th? heart, but that 
The violent fit o*c* time craves it as Phylſick 
For the whole State ; I would put mine Armour on, 
Which I can ſcarcely bear. 
Corio, What muſt I do ? 
Men. Return to th? Tribunes, 
Corio, Well, what then ? what then ? 
Men. Repent what you have ſpoke. 
* Corio, For them ? I cannot doit to the Gods, 
Muſt I then do't to them ? 
Volum, You are too abſolute, 
Though thcrein you can never be too Noble, 
But when extremities ſpcak. I have heard you ſay, 
Honour and Policy, like unſever'd friends, 
Pth? War do grow together : Grant that, and tell me 
In Peace, what each of them by tWother loſe, 
That they combine not there ? 
Corio. Tuſh, tuſh. 
Men. A good demand. 
Yolum, If it be Honour in your Wars, to ſeem 
Theſame you are not, which for your beſt ends 
You adapt your Policy : How is it leſs or worle 
That it ſhall hold Companionſhipin Peace | 
With Honour, asin War fince that to both K- 
It ſtands in like requeſt. | 
Corio, Why force you this? , 
Volum, Becauſc, that 
Now it lies you on to ſpeak to th? People: 
Not by your own inſtruCtion, nor by the matter 
Which your Heart prompts you to, but with ſuch words 
That are but roated in your Tongue : 
Though but Baſtards, and Syllables 
Of no allowance, to your boſoms truth. 
Now, this no more diſhonours you at all, 
Than to take in a Town with gentle words, 
Which elſe would put you to your Fortune, and 
The hazard of much Blood. 
| would diſſemble with my Nature, where | 
My Fortunes and my Friends at ſtake, requir'd 
| ſhould do ſo in Honour. I am in this 
Your Wife, your Son : theſe Senators, the Nobles, 
And you, will rather ſhew our general Lowts, 
How you can frown, than ſpend a fawn upon ?em, 
For the inheritance of their loves, and ſafegard 
Of what that want might ruine. 
Men, Noble Lady, 
Come go with us, ſpeak fair : you may ſalve ſo, 
Not what is dangerous preſent, but the loſs 
Of whar is paſt. 
Volum. 1 prithee now, my Son, 
Go to them, with this Bonnet in thy hand, 
And thus far having ſtretcht it (here be with them) 
Thy Knee buſling the Stones : for in ſuch buſineſs 
Attion is eloquence, and the Eyes of th? ignorant 
More learned than the ears, waving thy head, 


A... 


———— 


W hich often thus correcting thy ſtout heart, 
Now humble as the ripeſt Mulberry, 
That will not hold the handling: or fay to them, 
Thouart their Souldier, and being bred in broyls 
*'Halt not the ſoft way, which thou do'ſt confeſs 
Were fit for thee to uſe, as they to claim, 
In asking their good loves, but thou wilt frame 
Thy ſelf (forſooth) hereafter theirs ſo far, 
As thou haſt power and perſon. 
Men, This but done, 
Even as ſhe ſpeaks, why their hearts were yours 2 
For they have Pardons, being ask'd, as: free, 
As words to little purpoſe. 
Volum, Prithee now, 
Go 2nd beruPd: although I know thou hadſt rather 
Follow thine Enemy ina Fiery Gulf, 
Than flatter him in a Bower. 
Enter Cominius. 
Here is Commins. 2 
Com, 1 have been ch? Market place, and Sir, *tis fit, 
You make ſtrong party, or defend your ſelf 
By calmneſs, or by abſence : alPs in anger. 
Men, Only fair ſpeech. | 
Com, I think *cwill ſerve, if he can thereto frame his 
Spirit. 
Volum. He muſt and will : 
Prithee now ſay you will, and go about it. 
Corio. Muſt I go ſhew them my unbarb*d Sconce ? 
Muſt I with my baſe Tongue give to my Noble Heart 
A Lye, that it muſt bear well ? I will do*t- 
Yet were there bat this ſingle plot, to loſe 
This Mould of Martins, they to Duſt ſhoald grind it, 
And throw't againſt the Wind. To the Market place : 
You have put me now touch a part, which never 
| ſhall diſcharge to th? Life. 
Com, Come, come, we'll prompt you. : 
Volum. 1 prithee now, ſweet Son, as thou haſt fajd 
My praiſes made thee firſt a Souldier : fo 
To have my praiſe for this, performa parf. 
Thou halt not done before. 
Corio. Well, I muſt d&*t : 
Away my diſpoſition, and poſſeſs me | 
. Some Harlots Spirit : my Throat of War be turn'd, 
Which quier'd with my Drunt into a Pipe, 
Small as an Eunuch, or the in Yoice 
That Babies lull a-!leep : The tmjtes of Knaves 
Tent in my Cheeks, and Schookboys Tears take up 
The Glaſſes of my fight : A Beggars Tongue 
Make motion through my Lips, and my Arny'd Knees - 
Who bow*d but in my Stirrop, bend like his 
That hath receiv*d an Almes. I will not do't, 
Leſt I ſurceaſe to honour mine own Truth, 
And by my Bodies Action, teach'my Mind 
A moſt inherent baſeneſs. 
Volum. At thy choice then : 
To beg of thee, it is my more diſ-honour 
Than thou of them. Come all to ruine, tet 
Thy Mother rather feel thy Pride,” than feat 
Thy dangerous Stoutneſs : For I at Death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou liſt, . 
Thy Valiantneſs was mine, thou ſuck®ſt it from me ; 
But own thy Pride thy ſelf. 

Corio. Pray be content : 
Mother, 1 am going to the Market place: 
Chide me no more. Ple Mountebank their Loves, 
Cog their hearts from them, and come home beloy*d 
Of all the Trades in Rome. Look, I am going ; 
Commend me to my Wife, Ple return Conſul, 
Or never truſt to what my Tongue can do 
Pth* way of Flattery further. 

Volum. Do your Will. 


- 


—_ 


To anſwer mildly : for they are prepar*d 


Wirth Accuſations, as I hear,* more ſtrong 


ti. —— 


: 
| 


[Exit Volumoia. | 


Com, Away, the Tribunes do attend you: Arm your 
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are upon you yet. 
et The 6.99 po Mildly. Pray you let us g0z 
Let them accuſe me by Invention : 1 
Will anſwer in mine Honour. 
Men. 1, but mildly. | 
Corio, Well, mildly be it then, Mildly. 


Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 


Bru, In this Point charge him home, that he affects 
Tyrannical Power : if he evade us there, 
Inforce him with his envy to the People, 
And that the Spoil got on the Avtrars 
Was ne're diſtributed. W hat, will he come ? 

Enter an e/Ealle. 

eAdile. He's coming. 

Bru. How accompanied ? 

e/Xail. With old Menenins, and thoſe Senators 
That always favour*d him. 

Sicin, Have you a Catalogue 


eAidle. 1 have: *tis ready. 

Sicin. Have you collefted them by Tribes ? 
. eXdjl, I have : tis ready. 
' Sicin. Aſſemble preſently the People hither : 
And when they hear me ſay, it ſhall be ſo, 
Pth* right and ſtrength o*ch? Commons: be it either 
For Death, for Fine, or for Baniſhment, then let them, 
IfI fay Fine, cry Fine; if Death, cry Death, 
Inſiſting on the old Prerogative 
And power ith? Truth o*th* Cauſe. 

dil. I ſhall inform them. 

Bru. And when ſuch time they have begun to cry, 
Let them not ceaſe, but witha din contugd, 
Inforce the preſent Execution 
Of what we chance to Sentence. 
e ail, Very well. : 
Sicin, Make them be ſtrong, and ready for this hint 
When we ſhall hap to giv*t them, 
Bru, Go about it, : 1 
Put him to Choler ſtreight, he hath been usd 
Ever to conquer, and to have his worth 
Of Contradiction. ,Being once chafr, he cannot 
| Be rein*d again to Temperance ; then he ſpeaks 
What's in his heart, and that is theres which looks 
With us to break his neck. |, 


Enter Coriolanus , Meninius, and Cominius, with others. 


Sicin, Well, here he comes. 

Men. Calmly, I do beſeech you. !. : oh 
Corio. I, as an Hoſtler, that for the pooreſt piece 
Will bear the Knave by th* Volume! 

Th honour®d Gods bi = 

Keep Rome in ſafety, and the Chairs of Juſtice 


|Supplied with worthy men, . plant love amonglt you, 


Through our large Temples, with the ſhews of Peace, 
And not our ſtreets with War. 

1 Sen. Amen, Ameq. ; . -- 

Men, A Noble wiſh. . 


Enter the Aidile with the, Plebeians, 


Sicin. Draw near, ye People. - 
<Adile. Liſtto your Tribungs : A 
Peace, Ifay. . 
Corio, Firſt, hear me ſpeak. Y 
, Both Ts. Well, ſay : Peace: ho. 

Corio, Shalll be charg*d-no further than this preſent ? 
Muſt all determine here ? 
. zen, . I do demand, 
a ſubmit you to the-Peoples Voices, 
Allow their Officers, and are content. 
Fo ſuffer lawful Cenſure for ſuch faults 


udience 3 


[ Exennt. 


Of all the Voices that we have procur'd, ſet Cown A - 
ole - 


As ſhall be prov?d upon you ? 

Corio, I am content. 

Aene. Lo, Citizens, he ſays he is Content : 
The warlike Service he na's done, conſider; Think 
Upon the wounds his Body bears, which ſhew 
Like Graves Pth* Holy Church. yard. 

Corio, Scratches with Bryars, Scars to move 
Laughter only. 

Men, Conſider further : 

That when he ſpeaks not like a Citizen, 
You find him like a Souldier : do not take 
His rougher Actions for malicious ſounds : 
But as I ſay, ſuch as become a Souldier, 
Rather than enyy you. 

Com, Well, well, no more. 

Corio. W hat 1s the matter, 

That being palt for Conſul with full Voice : 
I am ſo diſhonour*d, that the very hour 
You take it off again ? 

Sics, Anſwer to us. 

Corio, Say then : ?tis true, I ought ſo. 

Sicz, Wecharge you, that you have contriv*d to take 
From Rome all ſeaſoi?d Office, and to wind 
Your ſelf unto a Power Tyrannical, 

For which you are a Traytor to the People. 

Corio, How ? Traytor ? 

Mene, Nay, temperately : your promiſe. 

Corio, The Fires Pth? loweſt Hell, Fould inthe P 
Call me their Traytor, thou injurious Tribune. 
Within thine Eyesſate twenty thouſand Deaths, 
In thy hands clutcht as many Millions, in 
Thy lying Tongue, both numbers, I would ſay 
Thou lyeſt unto thee, with a voice as free, 


—_—————_——__————_——_—_— 


Siczn, Mark you this, People ? 

All, To th? Rock with him. 

Stcin, Peace : 

We need not put new Matter to his Charge : 

What you have ſeen him do, and heard him ſpeak, 

Beating your Officers, curling your ſelves, ' 

| Oppoling Laws with ſtroaks, and here defying 
Thoſe whoſe great power muſt try him, 

Even this ſo Criminal, and in ſuch Capital kind, 

Deſerves th? extreameſt death. 

Bru. But ſince he hath ſerv*d well for Rome—— | 

Corio, What do you prateof Service ? 

Bru, I talk of that, that know it. 

Corio. You ? 

Men. Is this the promiſe that you made your Mother ? 

Com. Know, I pray you. 

Corio, Ple know no farther : 

Let them pronounce the ſteep Tarpeian death, 

Vagabond exile, Fleaing, pent to linger 

But witha grain a day, I would nof buy 

Their Mercy, at the price of one fair word, 

Nor check my Courage for what they can give, 

| To hav*t with ſaying, Good morrow. 

Sicin, For that he ha's 

(As much as in him lies) from time to time 

Envy*d againſt the People z ſeeking means 

Topluck away their Power ;' as now at laſt, 

Given Hoſtile ſtroaks, and that not in the preſence 

Of dreaded Juſtice, but on the Miniſters 

That do diſtribute it. In the name oth* People, 

Andin the power of us the Tribunes, we 

(Evn from this inſtant ) baniſh himour City 

In peril of Precipitation 

From off the Rock Tarpeian, never more 

To enter our Rome Gates. Pth? Peoples name, 

I ſay it ſhall be ſo. 

All. It ſhall be ſo, it ſhall beſo: let him away: 

He's baniſh'd, and it ſhall be fo. | 

Com. Hear me, my Maſters, and my common Friends- 

Sicin, He*sſentenc'd : No more hearing. 


eople: | 


As I do pray the Gods. f 


Com 
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Com, Let me ſpeak : 
[ have been Conſul, and can ſhew from Rome, 
Jer Enemies marks upon me. I do love 
My Countries good, with a reſpect more tend:r, 
More holy, and profound, than mine own life, 
My dear Wives cltimate, her wombs encreaſc, 
And treaſure of my Loyns : then if I would 


Speak that : 
Sicin, We know your drift. Speak what ? 


Bru, There?s no more to be ſaid, but he is baniſd 
As Enemy to the People, and his Country. 
[r ſhall be ſo. 

All, Ir ſhall be ſo, it ſhall be ſo. 

Corio. You common cry of Curs, whoſe breath I hate, 
As reek o'th* rotten Fenns : whoſe Loves 1 prize, 
Asthe dead Carkaſles of unburied Men, 
That do corrupt my Air : I baniſh you, 
And here remain with your uncertainty. 
Letevery feeble Rumour ſhake your Hearts : 
Your Enemies, with nodding of their Plumes 
Fan you into deſpair - Have the power ſtill 
To baniſh your Defenders, till at length 
Your ignorance (which finds not till it feels, 
Making but reſervation of your ſelves, 
Still your own Foes) deliver you 
As moſt abated Captives, to ſome Nation 
That won you without blows, deſpiſing 
for you the City, Thus I turn my back ; 
There is a World elſewhere. 

[Excunt Coriolanus, Cominius, cum altis, 
They all Shout, and throw mp their Caps. 

eAdile. The Peoples Enemy is gone, 1s gone. 
All, Our Enemy 1s baniſh'd, he 1s gone. Hoo, hoo. 
Sicin, Go ſee him out at Gates, and follow him 
As he hath follow?d you, with all deſpight, 
Give him deſery*d vexation. Let a Guard 
Attend us through the City. 
All. Come, come, lets ſee him out at the Gates, come. 
The Gods preſerve our Noble Tribunes, come. [| Exemnt, 


—— 


Aftus uartus. 


Eater Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia, Menenius, Comini- 
us, with the young Nobility of Rome. 


Cor, Come, leave your Tears: a brief farewel : the Beaſt 
With many heads butts me away. Nay, Mother, 

Where is your ancient Courage ? You were ug?d 

Tofay, Extremity was the trier of Spirits, 

That common chances common men could bear, 

That when the Sea was calm, all Boats alike 

Shew*d Maſterſhip in floating. Fortunes blows, 

When moſt ſtruck home, being gentle wounded, craves 
A Noble cunning. You were us'd to load me 

With precepts that would make invincible 

The Heart that conn'd them. 

Virg. Oh Heavens! O Heavens ! 

Corio, Nay, I prithee woman. | 
Vol.Now the Red Peſtilence ſtrike all Trades in Rome, 
And Occupations periſh. 

Corio. What, what, what : 

[ ſhall be lov*d, when 1 am lack'd. Nay, Mother, 
Reſume that Spirit, when you were wont to ſay, 

If you had been the Wife of Hercules, 

Six of his Labours you'd have done, andſav'd 

Your Husband ſo much Sweat. Cominins, 

Droop not, Adien : Farewel my Wife, my Mother, 
le do well yet. Thou old and true Menenns, 

Thy Tears are alter than a younger Mans, 

And venomous to thine Eyes. My (ſometime) General, 
| have ſcen thee ſtern, and thou haſt oft beheld 
Heart.-hardning ſpectacles. Tell theſe ſad women, 


*Tis fond to wail inevitable ſtrokes, 
As tis to laugh at *em. . My Mother, you wot well 
My hazards ſtill have been your ſolace, and 
Believ't not lightly, thoughT goaloney 
Like toa lonely Dragon, that his Fen 
Makes fear*d, and talk'd of more than ſeen : Your Son 
Wil or exceed the Common, or be caught 
With cautelous baits and practice. 
Volum, My firſt Son, 
Whither will you go? Take good Cominixs 
With thee a while ; determine on ſome Courſe 
More than a wild expoſture, to each chance | 
Thar ſtarts Pch? way before thee. 

Corio, O the Gods ! 

Com. Fle follow thee a Month, deviſe with thee 
Where thou ſhalr reſt, that thou may?*ſhear of, us, 
And we of thee. So if the time thruſt forth 
A cauſe for thy Repcal, we ſhall not ſend 
Ore the vaſt world, to ſeek a fingle man, 

And loſe advantage, which doth ever cool 
Pth” abſence of the needer. 

Corio. Fare ye well: | 
Thou haſt years upon thee, and thou art too full 
Of che Wars ſurfeits, to go rove with one 
Thar's yet unbruis?d : bring me but ont at Gate: 
Come my ſweet Wife, my deareſt Mother, and 
My Friends of Noble touch : whenl am forth, 

Bid me Farewel, and ſmile. I pray you,'come : 
Whilel remain above the ground, you ſhall 
Hear from me ſtill, and never of me ought 
But what is like me formerly. 

Atn. That's worthily 

As any ear canhear. Come, let's not weep, 
If I could ſhake off but one ſeven years 
From theſe old Arms and Legs, by the-good Gods , 
[Pd with thee every foot. 
Corio, Give me thy band, come: LExemnt. 


Enter the rwo Tribunes Sicinius ad Brutus, with the «/Edjle. 


Sicin.Bid them all home,he's gone: and we'll no further, 
The Nobility are vexed, whom we ſee have ſtded 
In his behalf. 

Bru, Now we have ſhewn our Power, 
Let us ſeem humbler after it is done, 
Than when it was a doing. | ; 

Sicin, Bid them home, fay their great Enemy 1s gone, 
And they ſtand inTtheir antient ftrengrh. 

Bru. Diſmiſs them home. Here comes his Mother. 


Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, «nd Menenius. 


Sicin. Let's not meet her, 

Bru, Why ? 

Sicin, They ſay, ſhe*s mad. 

Bru. They have ta®ne note of us : keep on your Way. 

Volum, Oh y*are well met : 

Th* hoorded plagne o'th? Gods requite your love. 

Men. Peace, peace, be not fo loud. 

Yelum, If that1 could for weeping, you ſhould hear, 
Nay, and you ſhall hear ſome. Will you be gone ? 

Virg. You ſhall ſtay too I would I had the power 
To ſay ſo to my Husband. 

Sicin, Are you Mankind ?. 

Yolum, 1 Fool, is that a ſhame? Note but this Fool, 
Was not a man my Father ? Had'ſt thou Foxſhip 
To baniſh him that ſtruck more blows for Rome 
Than thou haſt ſpoken words. 

Sicin, Oh blefled Heavens / 

Vol, More noble Blows, than ever thou wiſe Words. 
And for Rome's good, Vle tell thee what; yet go 
Nay, but thou ſhalt ſtay too: I would my Son 
Were in Arabia, and thy Tribe before him, 


His good Sword in his hand. "LY 
S4crn, 


__- 


—E—_—_—_ TER 


PY 


—_ —— Orme cr Enne 
— ——— 
- 


FA "If 


The Tragedy of Coriolanus. 


* 


S:zin, Whar then ? 
Vir» What then? H21d make an end 
Fol, Baſtards, and all. 
Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Ro - 
A7ci:n, Come, come, PoAce. 
Sicin. Lwould he had continued to his Country 
As he began, and not unknit himſelf 
The noble knot he made. 
Bri. 1 would he had. 
Vol. I would he had : ?Twas you incens?d the Rabvle. 
Cats, thct can judge az fitly of his Worth, 
As I can of thoſe Mylteries which Heaven 
| Will not have Earth to know. 
Bru, Pray It's go. 
Fealum. Now, pray Sir, gct yon gone. : 
You have done a brave de:d: Fre you go, hear this : 
As far as doth the Capitol excced 
The meanelt Houſe in R-m ; ſo far my Son 
This Ladics Hasband here ; this (do you ſce) 
\W hom you have baniſ?d, does exceed you all. 
Bru, W<ll, well, weilleave you. 
Sicin,, Why ſtay you to b- baited 
Wirth one that wants -her Wits ? 
Vo'um, Take my Prayers with you. 
[ would the Gods had nothing elle to do, 
But to confirm my Curſes. Could I meet *em 
Burt once a day, it would unclog my Heart 
Of what lics heavy to't.: 
AZen. You have told them home, 
And by my troth you have cauſe : you'l ſup with me ? 
Folam. Angers my Meat : I ſup upon my ſelf, 
And ſo ſhall ſtarve with Fecding - Come, lets go, 
Leave this faint-puling, and lament as I do, 


[ln Anger, - Fano-like : Come, come, come. PLExennt, 
Altn, Fie, fie, he. , LExm. 


; Enter a Roman, anda Volſcie. 

Roni. I know you well, Sir, and-yon know me : four 
Name, 4 think, is Adria”. 

Volſcie. It is ſo, Sir, truly I have forgot you. -*' 

Rem. 1am a Roman, and My. SCrVICES are as you are 
againſt em. Know-you me yet ? * 

Volſcie. Nicanor ? no, 

Rom, The ſame, Sir. | 

Volſcie. You had more Beard when I laſt ſaw you , but 
your Favour is well appear'd by your Tongue. Whar's 
the News in Rome ?. I havea Note from the Yolſciar ſtate 
to find you out here; You have ; well ſaved me. 4 days 
Journey. | | © 008 7 | 

Rom, There hath been in Rome ſtrange Inſurrecti- 
ons : the People, againſt the Senators, Patricians, and 
Nobles. | 

Yol. Bath been; is it ended then ? Our State ,thinks 
not ſo, they are in a moſt warlike preparation, and hope 
to come upon them in the heat of their diviſion. 

Rom. The mainblaze of it is paſt, but a ſmall thing 
would make it tam2 again. For, the Nobles receive ſo 
toheart the Baniſhment of that worthy. Corzolanns, . that 
th.y arc ina ripe aptneſs, totake all Power from the Peo- 
ple, and to pluck from them their Tribunes for ever. 
E his les glowing L can x<cll you, and is.almoſt mature for 
tteviolent breaking out. . x 
Vol. Cor:olanus Banih'd ? 

Rom Baniſh'd, Sir. 

Vil. You will be welcome with. this Intclligence , 1V- 
Cangy,, 

Fc: The day ſerves well for them now. I have heard 
It taid, the fitteſt time to corrupt a Mans V Vife, is when 
h-?s faln out with her Husband. Your Noble Tullzs Au- 
francs will appeer well in theſe V Vars, his great Oppoſer 
Verrilarats Ling now in no requelt of his Country. 

Fil,” Be cannot chuſe: I am moſt fortunite, thus 
2CCiCentaily to encounter you. You have ended my By- 
uncls, and ] will merrily accompany you home. 


f thy poſterity. 


| 


[ Exennt Tribunes, 


IE--arn thinoe treo 4 }J2}"P » = ling & 5 99; 
9g LNINgs irom Rowe: all tcrding to the POcd of 
their Adveriarics. Have von an Army ready, fay you 2 | 
_ hy i] "— *; tf as % - . 2 ' ; } U . | 
ol. A mo!! Royal one. The Centurans, and thcir| 
Charges diclincly billetted already in th? enter: «;; ment | 
d F wWiictii $4 % ] * 
and to be on foct at an hours warniny. D 
Aim, lamyoyful to hear of their rciGineſs, rd 

_ + R | 4 QLU o 
{the man Iinhink, that ſhall fer them in prejent A Obes 
A ”= " -4-2 ; *£ » NB v1 z [ ; es _. UN, 
| So, SIr, heart'ly well met, and molt pgl2d of your Company 
ol. You take my part from me, Sir, I have th« molt 

cauſe to be glad of yours. 

Rom, \\ Cil, let us 20 togcther. 


bag . 
L_ E Xt I'7t. 
Enter Cortolanus in mean Appard, diſcuifd and raufited 


Corio, A goodly City is this £17. City 

'Tis I that made thy Widows : Many an Heir / 
Of theſe fair Editices for my Wars 
Havel heard groan, and drop : Then know 'me not 
Leſt that thy Wives vith Spits,and Boys with Stonzs 
[n puny Battel ſlay me. Save you, Sir. 

Enter a Cit:Xtn, 

Cit, And you. 

Cor10. Direct me, if it be your will, where great A 
dius lies: Is he in Antinm ? 

Cit. He 1s, and Feaſts the Nobles of the State, at his 
Houle this Night. | 

Cor40. \V hich is his Houſe, beſeech you ? 

Cit, T his here before you. 

Corio, T hank you, Sir, Farewel. [ Exit Citizen, 
Oh World, thy ſlippery turns / Friends now taſt ſworn, 
Whoſe double boſoms ſeem to wear one Heart, 

Whoſe Hours, whoſe Bed, whoſe Meal and Exerciſe 
Are ſtill together : who Twine (as *twere) in Love, 
Unſcparable, ſhall within this hour, 

On a diſlention of a Doit, break out 

To bittereſt Enmity. So felleſt Foes, 

Whoſe Paſſions, and whoſe Plots have broke their ſleep 
Totake the one the other, by ſome chance, 

Some trick not worth an Ege, ſhall grow dear Friends, 
And inter-joyn their iſſues. $So with me, 

My Birth-place have I, and my Lover left ; upon 
This Enemy*s Town Þle enter, if he llay mc, 

He docs fair Juſtice : if he give me way, 


[le do his Country Scrvicc. [Exit. 
Muſick plays. Enter a Servingman, 
1Ser, Wine, Wine, Wine: What Service is here? 1 
think our Fellows are alleep. 
Enter another Servingman, 
2 Ser,Where?®s Corus? my Maſter calls for him:Corvs. 
Enter Coriolanus, [ Ext, 
Corio, A goodly Houſe ; 
The Feaſt ſmells; bur I appear not like a Gueſt. 
Enter the firſt Serving-man. 

1 Ser, What would you have, Friend ? whence are you ? 
Heres no place for you : Pray go to the Door. [ Ext. 
Corjo. | have deſery*d no better entertainment, in be- 
ing Cortolans, | 

Enter ſecond Servant, 

2 Ser, Whence are you, Sir ? Has the Porter his Eyes 10 
his head, that he gives entrance to ſuch Companions ? 
Pray get you out. 
Corio. Away. 
2 Ser. Away ? Get you away. 
Corio, Now tÞ? art troubleſome. 
2 Ser. Are you ſo brave : Ple have you talkt with anon. 

Enter three Servingmen, the firſt meets him. 
3. What Fellow*s this ? 
1. Aſtrange one as ever 1 look'd on : I cannot get him 
out o'th* Houſe : Prithee call my Maſter to him. , 


R171 Inatl between this and Supper tcll you moſt 


—— 


3. What have you to do here, Fellow ? Pray you avoid 
the Houſe. 

Corio, Let me but ſtand, I will not hurt your Hearth, 

3. Whatare you ? 

Corio, A Gentleman. 


3A 
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3. A marv']lous poor one. 
Corio, True, ſol am. | 
3. Pray you, poor Gentleman, take up ſome other ſta- 
tion, here's no place for you, pray you avoid : Come. 
Corio. Follow your Function , go and batren on cold 
bits. [ Puſhes him away from him. 
3, What, you will not ? Prithee tell my Maſter, what a 
ſtrange Guelt he has here. 

2. And 1 ſhall, 

3. Where dwelPſt thou ? 
Corio, Under the Canopy. 
3. Under the Canopy ? 
Corio. I. 
3. Where's that ? 

Corio. Pt? City of Kites and Crows. | 

3. Pth* City of Kites and Crows. What an Aſs it 1s, 
then thou dwelPſt with Daws too ? 

Corio, No, I ſerve not thy Maſter. 

3. How, Sir, do you meddle with my Maſter ? 
Corio, 1, *tis an honeſter Service, than to meddle with 
thy Miſtreſs : Thou prat*ſt, and pratſt, ſerve with thy 
trencher : Hence. [ Beats him away. 


LEx1it ſecond Servingman. 


Enter Aufidius with a Servingman. 


Auf. Where is this Fellow ? 
2, Here, Sir, de have beaten him like a Dog, but for di- 
ſurbing the Lords within. (Name ? 
Auf. W hence conſt thou ? What would?ſt thou ? Thy 
Why ſpeak*ſt not ? Speak man: what's thy Name? 
Cori. If, Tuilus, not yet thou know'ſt me, and ſeeing 
me, doſt not think me for the Man I am, neceſſity com- 
mands me name my Self. 

Auf. What is thy Name ? 

Corio. A Name unmulical to the Yolſcians Ears, 

And harſh in ſound to thine. 

Auf. Say, what's thy Name ? 

Thou haſt a grim appearance, and thy Face 

Bears a Command in't: Though thy Tackle's torn, 

Thou ſhew*ſt a Noble Veſſel : What's thy Name ? 

Corio. Prepare thy brow to frown : know'ſt thou me yet ? 
Auf. 1 know thee not ; thy Name ? 

Corio. My Name is Caius Martins, who hath done 

To thee particularly, and to all the Yolſcies, 

Great hurt and miſchief: thereto witneſs may 

My Sir-name, Cor:olamss. The painful Service, 

The extream Dangers, and the drops of Blood 

Shed for thy thankleſs Country are requited : 

Butwith that Sirname, a good memory 

And witneſs of the Malice and Diſpleaſure 
Which thou could'ſt bear me, only that Name remains. 
The Cruelty and Envy of the People, 

Permitted by our daſtard Nobles, who 

Have all forſook me, hath devour'®d the reſt : 

And ſuffer?d me by th? voice of Slaves to be 

Hoop'd out of Rome. Now this extremity, 

Hath broyght me to thy Hearth, not out of hope 

(Miſtake me not) to ſave my Life : for if 

| had fear*d death, ofall the Men Pth* World 

| would have voided thee. But in mcer ſpight 

Tobe full quit of thoſe my Baniſhers, 

Sand I before thee here : Then if thou haſt 

A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge 

Thine own particular wrongs, and ſtop thoſe maims | 
Of ſhame ſeen through thy Country, ſpeed thee ſtraight 
And make my miſery ſerve thy turn : So uſe ir, 

That my revengeful Services may prove 

As benefits to thee. For I will fight 

Againſt my Cankred Country, with the ſpleen 

Of all the under Fiends. Bur if ſo be, 

Thou darſt not this, and that to prove more Fortunes 
Twart tyr?d, then in a word, I alſo am 

Longer to live moſt weary , and preſent 


| in him. He had, Sir, a kind of Face methought. I cannot 


\W hich not to cut, would ſhew thee but a Fool, 

Sincel have ever follow?d thee with hate, | 

Drawn Tuns of Blood out of thy Countries Breaſt, | 

And cannot live but to thy ſhame, unleſs 

[tbe todo thee Service. 

Auf. Oh, Martins, Martins, 

Each word thou halt ſpoke, hath weeded from my Heart 

A root of Anticat Envy. If Jupiter 

Should from yon Cloud ſpeak divine things, | 

And ſay, *tis true : I'de not believe them more 

[Than thee, all-Noble Aartins, Let me twine 

Mine Arms about that Body, where againſt 

My grained Aſh an hundred times hath broke, 

And ſcarr*d the Moon with Splinters : here I cleep 

The Anvile of my Sword, and do conteſt 

As hotly and asnobly with thy Love, 

Asever in Ambitious ſtrength, I did 

Contend againſt thy Valour. Know thou firſt 

[ lov'd the Maid I marricd : never Man 

Sigh*d truer Breath. But that I ſee thee here, 

Thou Noble thing, more dances my rapt Heart, 

Than when I firſt my wedded Miſtreſs ſaw 

Beſtrid my Threſhold. Why, thou Aars, I tell thee, 

We have a Power on foot: and I had purpoſe 

Once more to hew thy Target from thy Brawn, 

Or loſe mine Arm for®t : Thou haſt beat me our 

Twelve ſeveral times, and I have nightly ſince 

Dreanyt of Encounters *twixt thy ſelf and me: 

We have been down together in my Sleep, 

Unbuckling Helms, fiſting each others Throat, 

And wak*d half dead with nothing. Worthy Martins, 

Had we no Quarrel elſero Rome, but thar, 

Thouart thence baniſt?d,we would muſter all 

From twelve toſeventy : And pouring War 

Into the Bowels of ungrateful Rome, 

Likea bold Flood o're-beat. Oh come, go in, 

And take our Friendly Senators by th? Hands, 

Who now are here, taking their leaves of me, 

Who am prepar'd againſt your Territories, 

Though not for Rome it ſelf. 
Corzo. You bleſs me, Gods. . | 
Arf. Therefore, moſt abſolute Sir, if thou wilt have 

The leading of thine own Revenges, take 

Th one half of my Commiſhon, and ſet down 

As beſt thou art experienc'd, ſince thou know?lt 

Thy Countries ſtrength and weakneſs, thine own wales 

Whether to knock againſt the Gates of Rome, 

Or rudely viſit them in parts remote, 

To fright them, ere deſtroy. But come in, 

Let me commend thee firſt to thoſe that ſhall 

Say yea to thy deſires. A thouſand welcomes, 

And mere a Friend, than e*re an Enemy, 

Yet, Martivs, that was much. Your hand : moſt welcome. 

[Exennt. | 


. 


Enter two of the Servinomen, 
1. Here a ſtrangealteration. | 
2. By my hand, I had thought to have ſtrucken him 
with a Cudgel, and yet my mind gave me, his cloaths 
made a falſe report of him. 
1, What an Arm he has, he turn'd me about with his 
Finger, and his Thumb, as one would ſet tpa Top. 
2, Nay, I knew by his Face, that there was ſomething 


tell how to term ir. 

1, He had ſo, looking as it were, would I were hang?d 
but I thought there was more in him, thanl could think, 

2, SoUid1, Ple be ſworn : He is ſimply therareſt man 
th world. 

r. I thinkhe is: but a greater Souldier than he, 
You wot one. 

2, Who, my Maſter ? 

1. Nay, it's noymatter for that. 

2. Worth ſix on him. 


y Throat to thee, and to thy ancient Malice : 


1. Nay, not ſo neither : but | take him to be the greater 
Souldicr, *Bbb 2. Faith 
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2. Faith, look you ore cannot tel] how T0 1ay that : for 


the Defence of a Town, our General is excellent. 


1. Þ, and for an Aſſault roo. 

; Enter the third Servingman. 
3. OhSlaves, I can tell you News, News, you Raſcals : 
Both, What, what, what ? Let's partake, 
3. I would not bea Roman of all Nations ; | had as 
Lieve b:a condemn'd Man. 
Both. Wherefore ? Wherefore ? 
3. Why heres he that was wout to thwack our Gene- 
ral, Cams Martins, ; 
1. Why do you ſay, thwack our General : 
3. I do not ſay thwack our General , but he was al- 
ways gocd enough for him, 
4 ne, we .. Fellows and Friends: he was EVCr too 
hard for him, I have heard him ſay ſo himſelf. 
t. He w3s too hard for him diretly, to ſay the Troth 
ont before Cericlus 3 he ſcorcht him, and notcht him like 
a Carbonado. : 
2: Ard he had been Cannibally given, he might have 
boyÞPd and eaten him too. 
1 But more of ti;y News. 


Son arid Heir to 4fzrs, ſet at upperend oth? Table: No 
Queſtion askt him by any of the Senators, but they ſtand 
bald before him. Our General himſelf makes a Miſtreis 
of him, SanCtifies himſelf with*s Hand, ard turns up the 
white o'tir Eve to his diſcourſe. But the bottom of the 


. - . . c 
| News is, our Geacral is cut Pth? middle, and bur one halt 


of what he was yeilerday. For the other has half by 
the intreaty and grant of the whole Table. Hell go, he 
fays, and ſole the Porter of Kome Gates by th? Ears. He 
will mow all down tefore him, and leave his paſlage 
pouPd. 97 

2. And hs as like to do?t, asany Man I can imagine. 
3- Dot? he will dot : for look you, Sir, he has as ma- 
ny Friends as Enemies : which FriendsSir,as it were,durſt 
not (look you, Sir) ſhew themſelves (as we term it) his 
Friends, whilſt he's in DireCtitude. 

1. DircCtitude ? Whats that ? | 

3. But when they ſhall ſee, Sir, his Creſt up again, and 
the man in Blood, they will out of their Burroughs (like 
Conies after Rain) and revel all with him. 

1 . But when goes this forward ? 

3- To morrow , to day, preſently, you ſhall have the 
Drum ſtrack up this afternoon : ?Tis as it were a parcel 
of their Feaſt, and to be executed &re they wipe their lips- 
2. Why then we ſhall have a ſtirring World again : 
This Peace is worth nothing, . but to ruſt Iron, encreaſe 
Taylors, and breed Ballad-makers. 

1. Let me have War, ſay I, itexceeds Peace, as far as 
day does night , it's fprightly walking, audible, and full 
of Vent. Peace isa very Apoplexy, Lethargie , mulPd, 
deat, fleepy, inſcnſible, a getter of more Baſtard Chil- 
dren, than Wars adeſtroyer of Men. 

2. ?Tis ſo,and as Wars in ſome ſort may be ſaid to be a 
Raviſher, ſo it caunot be denied, but Peace is a great ma- 
ker of Cuckolds. | 

t. I, and it makes Men hate one another. 
3. Reaſon, becauſe they then leſs need one another : 
| The Wars ior my Money. I hope to ſee Romans as cheap as 
Volſcians. They are riling, they are riſing. | 
Both, In, in, in, in. [Excunt. 


Enter the two Tribunes, Sicinius and Brutus. 


Sicin, We hear not of him, neither need we fear him, 
His remedies are tame, the preſent Peace, 
And Qnierneſs of the P.ople, which before 
Were in wild hurry. Here do we make his Friends 
Bluſh, that the World goes well : who rather had, 
Thovug' they themflves did ſuifer by*r, behold 
Diilentious numbers peltring ſtreets, than ſee 
Our TIrades-men linging i their Shops, aud going 


3. Why he is ſo made on h.re within, as if he were þ 


About their Functions friendly. 
Enter Menenius. 


Hail, Sir, Men, Hail to you both. 


do, were he more angry at it. 

Men. AlPs well, and might have been much better 
he could have temporiz'd. 

S1c1m, Where Is he, hear you ? 

Men. Nay, I hear nothing : 
His Mother and his Wife hear nothing from him. 

Enter three or four Cutzens, 

All. The Gods preſerve you both, 

S:cin. Good-Cen, Nei; hbours. 

Bru, Good-c&en to you all, good-een to you all. 


Are bourd to pray for you both. 
Sicin, Live, and thrive, 
Bru. Farewel, kind Neighbours : 

We wiiht Cortolanus had loy'd you, as we did. 
Ai, Now the Gods keep you. 


SiCin, T his isa happier, and more comely time, 
Than whentheſe Fellows ran about the ſtreets, 
Crying, Cofffulion. 

Bru, Cains Martins was 
A worthy Officer ith* War, but Inſolent, 
Orrecome with Pride, Ambitious palt all thinking, 
Self-loving. 


Men. | think not ſo. 

Sic, We ſhould by this to all our Lamentation, 
If he had gone forth Conſul, found it ſo. 

Bru, The Gods have well prevented it, and Rome 
Sits ſafe and ſtill without him. 

Enter e/Eaile. ' 

Adile. Worthy Tribunes, 
There is a Slave, whom we have put into Priſon, 
Reports the Yolſcies wich two ſeveral Powers 
Are entred in the Roman Territories, 
And with the deepeſt malice of the War, 
Deſtroy what lies before %em. 

Men. *Tis Aufidins, 
W ho hearing of our AMartiz9s Baniſhment, 
Thruſts torth his Horns again into the World, 


And durlt not once peep out. 

S:cin, Come, whattalk you of Martins ? 

Bru, Go ſee this Rumourer whipt, it cannot be, 
The Yolſcies dare break with us. 

Men, Cannot be ? 
Wehave Record, that very well it can, 
And three Examples of the like have been 
Within my Age. But Reaſon with the Fellow 
Before you puniſh him, where he heard this, ' 
Leſt you ſhall chance to whip your Information, 
And beat the Meſſenger, who bids beware 
Of what is to be Dreaded. 

Sicin, Tell not me : I know this cannot be. . -- 

Bru, Not pollible. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meſ. The Nobles in great earneſtneſs are going 
All to the Senate-houſe : ſome News is coming 
That turns their Countenances. | 

Sicin, ?Tis thisSlave : 

Go whip him fore the Peoples Eyes : His raiſing, 
Nothing bur his report. | 
Meſ. Yes, worthy Sir, 
The Slaves report is ſeconded, and more, 
More fearful is deliver'd, 
Sicin, What more fearful ? 
Mef. It is ſpoke freely out of many mouths, 


Bru, We ſtood to?t in good time. Is this Menenins ? 
S:cn, *Tis he *tis he : O heis grown moſt zind of late : 


Sicin, Your Cortwlanus 1s not much milt, but with his 
Friends: the Common-wealth doth ſtand, and fo would 


if 


1 Our Selves, our Wives, and Children, on our knees, 


Bath Tri. Farewel, farcwel. LEx. Citizens, 


Sci. And affefting one ſole Throne, without aſſiſtance, 


Which were In-ſhelPd, when Martins ſtood for Rome, 


How 


__—— 


— 
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How probable I do not know, that Martins 
Joyn'd with Aufid:us, leadsa Power ?gainft Rome, 
And vows R:-venge as ſpacious, as between 
The young?fc and oldeſt thing. 
Sicin, 1 Fis is molt likely, 
- Bru. Ra.gd only, that the weaker ſort may wiſh 
Good Martixs home again. 
Sicin, T he very trick on'c. 
Men. T his is unlikely, 
He and -Aufidins can no more 2tone 
Than viclentlt Contrariety. 
Enter Meſſenger. 
Meſ. You are ſent for to the Senate : 
A fearful Army, led by Caius Martins, 
Aſſociated with Avufidinss Rages 
Upon our Territories, and have already 
Ore-born their way, conſun''d with Fire, and took 
What lay before them. 
Enter Cominius. 
Com, Oh, you have made good work. 
Men, What news? What news ? 
Com. You have holp to raviſh your own Davghters,and 
To melt the City Leads upon your pates, 
To ſee your Wives diſhonour*d to your Noſes. 
Men. What's the news? What's the news ? 
Com, Your Temples burned in their Cement , and 
Your Franchiſes, whereon you ſtood, confiwd 
into an Augers bore. 
Men. Pray now the news ? : 
You have made fair work, I fear me: pray, your news * 
If Marti ſhovld be joyn'd with Yolſcians. ; 
Com, If ? Heis their God, he leads them like a thing 
Made by ſome other Deity than Nature, - 
That ſhapes man better : and they follow him 
Againſt us Brats, with no leſs Confidence, 
Than Boyes purſuing Summer Butter-flies, 
Or Butchers killing Flyes. 
Men. You have made good work, 
You and your Apron-men :* you, that ſtood ſo much 
Upon the voice of occupation, and 
The Breath of Garlick-eaters. 
Com, Hell ſhake your Rome about your Ears. | 
Men. As Hereutes did ſhake down mellow Fruit © 
You have made fair work. 
Bru, But is this true, Sir ? 
Com, I, and you'll look pale ; 
Before you find it other. All the Regions 
Doſmilingly revolt, and who reſiſts 
Are mock*d for valiant Ignorance, 
And periſh conſtant Fools: whoigt canb'ame him ? 
Your Enemies and his find ſomething in hum. 
Men. We are all undone, unleſs 
The Noble man haye Mercy. 
Com, Who ſhall $k it ? 
The Tribunes cannt do'r for ſhame ;, the People 
Deſerve ſuch pity of him, as the Wolf ; 
Does of the Shepherds : For his beſt Friends, if they 
Should ſay, be good to Rome, they charg'd hum even 
As thoſe ſhould do that had deſerv?d his hate, 
And therein ſhew?d like Enemies. p 
Me)?Tis true,if he were putting to my Houſe, the bran 
That ſhould conſume ir, I have not the Face 
Tofay, beſeech you ccaſe. You have made fair hands, 
Yon and your Crafts, you have crafted fair. 
Com. You have brought 
A trembling upon Rome, ſuch as was never 
Yincapable of help. ; 
Tri. Say not, we brought it. : 
Men. How ? Wayt we? Welowd him, 
But like Beaſts, and Cowardly Nobles, 
Gave way unto your Cluſters, who did hoot 
Him out oth* City. 
Com, Burt I fear 


They®l roar him in again. 1 «las Aufiatus, 


— 


The ſecond Name of Men, obeys his points 
As if hz were his Officer : Deſperation, 
[s all the Policy, Strength, and Defence 
That Kore can make againſt them. 
Enter a Troop of Citizens. 
Aten. Here come the Cluſters. 
And is Af:d:#5 with him ? You are they 

nat made the Ayr unwholſome, when you caſt 
Your ſtincking, greaſie Caps, in hooting 
At Corzolanus Exile. Now he's coming, 

And not Hairupon a Souldiers Head 
Which will not prove a whip : As many Coxcombes 
As you threw Caps up, will he tumble down, 
Aud pay you for your Voices. Tis no matrcer, 
If he could burn us all into one Coal, 
We have defery'd it. 
Omnnes. Faith, we hcar fearful News. 
1 Cit, For mine own part, 
When I faid baniſh him, I faid *twas pity. 

2, And ſo did I. 

3. And fodid1; and to fay the truth, fodid very ma- 
ny ot us, that we did, we did for the belt : and though we 
— contented to his Baniſhment, yet it was againſt 
our will, 

Com, Yare goodly things : you Voices ! 

Men. You have made you good work, 

You and your cry. Shallsto the Capitol ? 
Com, Oh I, whatelle ? [Exeunt both, 
cm, Go, Maſters, get you home, be not diſmaid, 
Theſe are a Side, that would be glad to have 
This true, which they ſo ſeem to fear. Go home, 
And ſhew no ſign of Fear. 
1 Cit. The Gods be good to us: Come, Maſters, lets 


| home, I ever ſaid we were Pth? wrong, when we baniſh'd 


him- 
. 2 Cit. Sodid we all, but come, let's home. 
Bru. 1 do not like this News. 
S:0m, Nor I. 
Bru, Let's to the Capitol : would half my wealth 
Would buy this for a Lye. 
Sicin. Pray lets go. 


[Ex. Cit. 


Enter Aufidius with bis Li entenant, 


Auf. Do they {till flie to th? Roman ? 
Lieu. | do not know what Witchcrafts in him : but 
Your Souldiers uſe him as the grace?*fore Meat, 
Their talk at Table, and their Thanks at end, 
And you are darkned in this aCtion, Sir, 
Even by your own. 
Auf. 1 cannot help it now, 


Unleſs by uſing means | lame the Foot | 


Of our defign. He bears himfelf more proudly, 
Even to my Perſon, than I thought he would 
When firſt | did embrace him. Yet his Nature 
[nthar's no Changeling, and 1 mult excuſe 
W hat cannot be amended, 
Lick. Yetl wilh, Sir, 
(I mean for your particular) you had not 
Toyn'd in Commillion with him : but either have born 
The action of your ſelf, or elſe to him had left it ſolely. 
Arf. 1 underſtand thee well, and be thou ſure, 
When he ſhall come to his account,. he knows not 
What I can urge againſt him, although it ſeems 
And ſo he thinks, and is nolefs apparent _ 
To th? vulgar Eye, that he bears all things fairly, 
And ſhews good Husbandry for the Yol/cian State, 
Fights Dragon-like, and does atchieve as ſoon 
As draw his Sword : yer he hath left undone _ 
That which ſhall break his Neck, or hazard mine, 
When ere we come to our account. 
Li:x. Sir, I beſecch you, think you he®ll carry Rome ? 
Az. All places yield to bim ere he lits down, 
And the Nobility of Kome are his : 
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\ The Senators and Patricians love him too : 


The Tribunes are no Souldiers : and their People 


| VVillbe as raſh in the repeal, as haſty 
'| Toexpel him thence. 1 think he'll be to Rove, 
| A,is the Aſptay tothe Fin, who takes it 


T 


ature. Firſt, he was 

A Noble Szrvant to them, but he conld not 

Carry his Honours even - whether *cwas Pride 

V V hich ont of daily Fortune ever taints 

The happy Man ; whcther detect of Judgment, 
To fail in the diſpoſing of thoſe Chances 

| V Vhich he was Lord of - or whether Nature, 

Not to be other than one thing, not moving 

From th” Cask toth? Cuſhion : but commanding Peace 
Even with the ſame anſtcrity and garb, 

As he coatrolPd the V Var. Bat one of theſe, 

' (As hx hath fpicesof them all) not all, 

For 1 dare to far free him, made him fear?d, 

$9 hated, and ſo baniſt®d : bur he has a Merit 

To choak it in theutrrance : So our Virtues, 

| { Lic in t!Pinterpretation of the time, 

And Power nnto it ſelf moſt conmendable, 

Hath not a Tomb ſoevidentas a Chair 

T*cxiol what 1c haih done, 

One Fire drives out one Fire; one Nall, one Nail; 


PR 


Come leis away : when, Cans, Rome t> thine, 
Thou art pocr'lt of all, then ſhortly art thou mine. 


- Ex. 


OO Aﬀus Ouintus. 


Enter Mcnenius, Cominius, Sicinins, Brutus, the two Tr1- 
bunes, with others, 


Aen. No, Ple not go: you hear what he hath ſaid 
V V hich was ſometime his General : who loved him 
Ina moſt dear particular. He call'd me Father : 
But what o'that ? Go you that baniſh'd him 
A mile before his Tent, fall down and kneel 
Tot way into his mercy : Nay, if he coy*d 


To hear Commins ſpeak, Ple keep at home. 

Com. He would not ſeem ro know me. 

An, Do you hear ? 

Com, Yet one time he did call me by my name : 
{I urgd our old acquaintance, and the drops 


' | Thatwe haye bled together. Corzalanus, 
' | He would not ayſwerto': Forbad all Names, 


' He was a kind of Nothing , Titleleſs, - 
Till te had forg*d himſelf a Name oth Fire 
Ot burning Rome. 

Atn, Why, fo: you have made good work : 
'A pair of Tribunes, that have wrack*d for Rome, 
To make Coals cheap: A Noble memory. 


LEY 


Com. 1 minded him, how Royal *cwas to pardon 
When it was 1-15 expected. He reply*d, 


' 1]t was a bare Petition of aState 


To one whom they had puniſt'd. 
An. Very well, could he ſay leſs ? 
| Com. | offcred to awaken his regard 
For's private Friends. His anſwer to me was 
He could nor ſtay to pick them, in a pile 


| Of noylome muſty Chatt. He ſaid, ?rwas folly 


For one poor grain or two, to leave unburgt 


| And itidi to noſe th? offence. 


Mcr.. For one poor grain or two ? 
[ am one of thoſe : his Mother, Wife, his Child, 
And this brave Fellow too : we arethe Grains, 
You are the Muſty Chaft, -and you are ſmelt 


| ' Above the Mod6n. We muſt be burnt for you. 


S:cin, Nay, pray be patient: If you refuſe your aid 
In this ſo never-needed help, yet do not 
Upbraid's with our diſtreſs. Bur ſure if you 
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Would be your CountricsPlezder, your good Tongue 
More than the inſtant Army we can make 
Might ſtop cur Country-man, 

AMcn. No : Ple not meddle. 

Sic:n, Pray you go to him. 

Atm, What ſhould 1 do ? 

Bru. Only make tryal what your Love can do 
For Rome, towards Martins, 

Men, Well, and fay that Aartizs return me, 
As Conmins return'd, unheard : what then ? 
But as a diſcontented Friend, griet-ſhot 
Witch his unkindneſs. Say” be fo ? 

S.cin, Yet your gocd wall 
Muit have that thanks from Rome, after the meaſure 
As you 1arended well. 

Men. Vie undertake*t : 
[ think hel hear me. Yer to bite his lip, 
And hum at good Commis, much unhearts me. 
He was not taken well, he had not din'd, 
The Veins unhilPd, our blood is cold, and then 
We powr upon the Morning, are unapt 
To give or to forgive; but when we have ſtuffc 
Theie Pipes, and theſe Conveyances of our blood 
With Wineand feeding, we have ſappler Souls 
Than in our Prieſt-like Faſts: therefore Ple watch him 
Till he bedieted to my requeſt, 
And then Ple ſet upon him, 

Bru, You know the very Rode into his kindneſs, 
And cannot loie your way. 

Men. Good faith, Ple prove him, 
Speed how it will. I ſhall ere long have knowledge 
Of my ſucceſs. 

Com, He'll never hear him. 

S:cin, Not ? 

Com. I tell you, he does fit in Gold, his Eye 
Red as*twould burn Rome : and his Injury 
The Goaler to his Pity, I kneePd before him, 
"TI was very faintly he ſaid, Riſe : diſmiſt me 
Thus with his ſpeechleſs hand. What he would do 
He ſent1n writing after me : what he would not, 
Bound with an Oath to yicld to his Conditions : 
So that all hope is vain, unleſs his Noble Mother, 
And his Wife (who as 1 hear) mean to ſolicite hum 
For Mercy to his Country : therefore let's hence, 
And with our fair intreatics haſte them on. 


[ Exit, 


[Exeun, 


Enter Menenius to the Watch or Guard, 


1 Wat. Stay : whence are you? 
2 Wat. Stand, and go back. 
Men. You guard like men, *tis well. But by your leave 
[ am an Officer of State,and come to ſpeak with Corwlanms. 
1, From whence ? Men, From Kome, 
1. You may not paſs, you muſt rggurn: our General 
will no more hear from thence. of 
2. Yow'll ſee your Kome embrac'd with Fire, before 
You'l ſpeak with Coriolanus, 
Men, Good my Friends, 
If you have heard your General talk of Rome, 
And of his Friends there, it is Lots to Blanks, 
My Name hath toucht your Ears : it is Menenms. 
1, Be itfo, goback : the virtue of your Name 
[s not here paſllable. 
Men, I tell thee, Fellow, 
Thy General is my Loyer : I have been 
The Book of his good Acts, whence Men have read 
His Fame unparallePd, happily ampliticd : 
For I haveever verified my Friends, 
(Of whom he's Chief) with all the ſize that verity 
W ould withour lapſing ſuffer : Nay, ſometimes, 
Like to a Bowl upon a ſubtil ground 


| | have tumbled palt the throw: and in his praiſe 


Have (almoſt)itamprt the Leaſing. Therefore, Fellow, 
[| mult have leave to pals. 


A Faith, 
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1. Faith, Sir, if you hadtold as many lies i his behalf, 

as you have uttered words in your own , you ſhonld not 
aſs here : no, though it were as virtucus to Iyc, as to 

live chaſtly, Therefore go back. Tc 

Men. Prithec, Fellow, remember my name is /enenirrs, 
always Faftionary on the party of your General. 

2. Howſoever you have been his Lyar, as you ſay you 
haye ; I am one that telling true under him, muſt fay you 
cannot paſs. Therefore go back. 

Men, Has he din*d, can'ſt: thou tell? Forl would not 
ſpeak with him, till after Dinner. 

1. You are a Roman, are you ? 

Men. 1 am, as thy General is. 


2. What caule doyou think | have to ſwoon 7? 

Ate. | NELNCT care ior it World, nor your General : 
for ſuch rhings as you, I can ſcrce think there?s aiy, Y*are 
fo light. He that hath @ will to dye by hiunſelt, fears it 
nOtIirom another : Let your General do his worſt. For 
you, bethat youare, long ; and our miſery increaſe with 
your Age. Ifay to you,as I was ſaid to, Away. [ Exit, 

1, A Nedle Fellow, I warrant him. ; 

2. The worthy Fellow is our General, He's the Rock: | 

the Oak not. to he wind-thaken, [ Exit Watch, 
Enter Ceriolanus and Anfidius. 

Cor:0, We will before the \Walls'of Rome to morrow 

5.t down our Holt. My Partner in this Attion, 


1. Then you ſhould hate Rome, as he does. Can you, 
when you have puſht out your Gates the very Defender! 
of them, aud in a violent popular 1znorance, given you! 
Enemy your Shield, think to Iront his Reven.;cs with the 
eaſie groans of O1d Women, the Virgiual p -iN's of yoni 
Daughters, or with the palſicd interccllion of fuch a we 
cay'd Dotare, as you ſcem to be ? Can you think ro biow 
our the intended Fire, your City is ready to flame in, wi:ti 
ſuch weak breath as this ? No,you are deceiv*d, © theretore 
back to Rome, and prepare for your Execution : you are 
Condemn?d, our Gencral has ſworn you out of Reprieve 
and Pardon. 
Men. Sirrah, if the Captain knew I were here, 
He would uſe me with Eſtimation. 
1. Come, my Captain knows you not. 
Mc, 1 mean thy General. 
1, My General cares not for you. Back, I ſay, go : left 
[ let fotth your half pint of Blood. Back, that's the ut- 
moſt of your having, back. 
Men. Nay, but Fellow, Fellow. ; 
Enter Coriolanus with Aufidius. 
Corio. What®s the matter ? 
Men. Now you, Companion : Ile ſay an Errant for you : 
[you ſhall know now that I am in Eſtimation : you ſhall 
perceive, that a Jack-gardant cannot Office me from my 
Son Coriolanus , gueſs but my entertainment with him : if 
thou ſtand?ſt not th? Scate of Hanging, or of ſome death 
more long in Spectatorſhip, and Crueller in ſuffering, be- 
hold now preſently, and ſwoon for what's to come upon 
thee. The glorious Gods ſit in hourly Synod about thy 
particular proſperity, and love thee no worſe than thy old 
Father Memenins does. O my Son, my Son thouart pre- 
aring Fire for us : look thee, here*s Water to quench it. 
you hardly mov'd to come to thee : but being aſlured 
none but my ſelf could move thee, I have been blown 
out of our Gates with ſighs, and conjure thee to par- 
don Rome, and thy petitionary Countrymen. The good 
Gods aſſwage thy wrath, and tnrn the dregs of it upon 
this Varlet here : This, who like a Block hath denied 
my Acceſs to thee. 
Corio,” Away. 
Men, How ? Away ? 
Corio, Wife, Mother, Child, I know not. My affairs 
Are ſervanted to others: Though I owe 
My Revenge properly, my Remiſſion lies 
In Yolſcian Breaſts. That we have been familiar, 
Ingrate forgetfulneſs ſhall poiſon rather 
Than pity : Note how much, therefore be gone. 
MineEars againſt your Suits are ſtronger than 
Your Gates againſt my Force. Yet for I loved thee, 
Take this along, I writ it for thy ſake, | 
And would have ſent it. Another word, Menenms, 
I will not hcar thee ſpeak- 'T his Man, Aufidins, 
Was my belov'd in Rome : yet thou beholdil 
Aif. You keep a conſtant temper. : 
Manent the Guard and Menenins. 
1, Now, Sir, is your name Menenins * 
2, ”Tis a ſpell you ſee of much Power : 
You know the way home again. 
1. Do you hear how we are ſhent for keeping you 


greatneſs back ? 


[ Excunt, 


| 


| Tat chought he conid do more : 


Forgive my Tyranny, but do not-ſay, 
For that forgive our Romans, 
Long as my Exile, ſweet as my Revenge ! 

Now by the jealous Queen of Heaven, that kiſs 
| carried from thee, Dear ; and my true Lip 
Hath Virgin'd it e*re fince. You Gods, I pray; 
And the moſt Noble Mother of the World 
Leave unlaluted : Sink my knee Yth? Earth ; 

Of thy deep duty, more imprellion ſhew 

Than that of common Sons. 


WhiPſt with no ſofter Cuſhion than the flint 
| kneel before thee, and unproperly 

Shew Duty as miſtaken, all this while, 
Between the Child and Parent. 


You mult report to tW Yolſci2n Lords, how plainly 
| h2ve born this Buſineſs. 

£::f. Only their Ends you have reſpected. 
Stopt your Ears againlt the general Suit of Rome : 
Never adr-itted aprivatewhiſper,no not with ſuch Friends} 
that chovght them ſare of you. 

Corio. This laſt old mans 
VUnom with 2 crack*d Heart I have ſent to Rome, 
[,ovd me, abovethe meaſure of a Father, 
v1y, Gouded me indeed. Their lateſt refuge, 
Was to fent him, for whoſe Lovel have 
(Thovgh I!hew*d fow'rly ro him) once more offer'd 
I ne firſc Conditions which they did refuſe, 
And carnct now accepr, to grace himonly, 
A very little 
| have yielded to. - Freſh Embaſſies, angSuits, 
Nor from the State, nor private Friends hereafter 
\W1ll I lend Ear to. Ha ? what ſhout is this ? [Shout withir, 
Shalll be tempted-to- infringe my Vow 
In the ſame time %is made ? 1 will rot. 


Enter Virgilia, Volumnia, Valeria, young Martins, with 
Attendants, 


My Wife comes formoſt, then the honour?®d Mould 
W herein this Trunk was frarm'd, and in her hand 
The Grand-child to her blood. But our Aﬀection, 
All bond and priviledge of Nature break ; 
Let it be Virtuous to be Obſtinate: 
What is that Curt'fie worth ? Or thoſe Doves Eyes, 
Which can make Gods forſworn ? 1 melt, and am not 
Of ſtronger Earth than others : my Mother boys; 
As if Olympus to a Mole-hill ſhould 
In ſupplication nod: and my young Boy 
Hath an aſpect of interceſſion, which 
Great Nature cries, Deny not. Let the Yelſcies 
Plough Rome, and harrow Iraly, Plc never 
Be ſuch a Goſling to obey Inſtin&t : bur ſtand 
As if a man were Author of himſelf; and knew no other kin. 
Virgil, My Lord and Husband. 
Corio, Theſe Eyes are not the ſame | wore in Rome, 
VFirg. The ſorrow that delivers us thus chang'd, 
Makes you think ſo. | 
Corio. Like a dull Actornow, I have forgot my part, 
AndI amout, even to a full diſgrace. Beft of my Fleſh, 


| 


O a kiſs 
CK nels. 
LVolum, O ſtand up blelt ? 


Corio, What's this? your knees to me ? 
*Bbb 3 


__ 


| 


| 
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To your Corrected Sou. ? 

Then let the Pebbles on the hungry Beach 

Fillop the Stars : Then, let the mutinous Winds 
Strike the proud Cedars ?gainſt the ficry Sun : 
Murd”ring impoſlibility, to make 

What cannot be, ſlight work. 

Volum. Thou art my Warrior, I hope to frame thee, 


| Do you know this Lady ? 


Corio. The Noble Siſter of Publicola ; 
The Moon of Rome , Chaſt as the Ihicle 


| That's curdied by the Froſt from purelt Snow, 


And hangs on Day's Temple : Dear Yaleria. 
Volum. This is a poor Epitome of yours, 
W hich by tWinterpretation of fuli time, 
May ſhew like all your ſelf. 
Corio. The God of Soulcters, _ 
With the conſent of ſupream Fove, mntorm | 
Thy thoughts with Nobleneſs, that thou mailt prove 
To ſhameunvulnerable, and ſtrike Pt? Wars 
Like a great Sca-mark ſtanding every flaw, 
And faving thoſe that eye thce. 
Volum. Your knee, Sirrah. 
Corio. That's my brave Boy. 
Volum. Even he, your Wife, this Lady, and my ſelt, 
Are Suiters to you. 
Corjo, 1 beſeech you, Peace : 
Or if yowld ask, remember this before ; 
The thing I have forſworn to grant, may never 
Be held by you gcnial. Do not bid me 
Diſmiſs my Souldicrs, or Capitulate 
Again with Komes Mechanicks. Tell me not 
Wherein I ſeem unnatural : Deſire not Vallay 
My Rages and Revenges, with your colder Reaſons. 
Volum, Oh, no more : no more : 
You have ſaid you will not grant us any thing : 
For we have nothing elſe to ask, but that 
Which you deny already : yet we will ask;, 
That if you fail in our requeſt, the blame 
May hang upon your hardneſs, theretore hear us. 
Corio. Aufiduus, and you, Yolſcics, mark, for we'll 
Hear nought from Rome 1n private. Your requeſt ? : 
Yolum. Should we be ſilent and not ſpeak, our Raiment 
And ſtate of Bodies would bewray what Life 
We have led ſince thy Exile. Think with thy ſelf, 
How more unfortunate than living Women 
Are we come hither ; ſince that thy fight, which ſhould 


| Make our Eyes flow with Joy, Hearts dance with Comforts, 


Conſtrains them weep, and ſhake with Fcar and Sorrow, 
Making th2 Mother, Wite, and Childto ce, 

The Son, the Husband, and the Father tearing 
His Countries Bowels out : and to poor we, 

Thine Enmity*s moſt Capital : T hou barr?it us 
Our Prayers to the Sods, which is a comfort 

That all but we enjoy. For how can we ? 

Alas ! how can we, for our Country pray, 
Whereto we arc bound ? together with thy Victory, 
Whereto we are bound ? Alack, or we mult loſe 
The Country, our dear Nurſe, or clſe thy Perſon 

| Our comfort in the Country. We muſt find 
Anevident Calamity, though we had 

Our wiſh, which ſide ſhould win. For either thou 
Muſt as a Foreign Recreant be led 

With Manacles through our Streets, or clſe 
Triumphantly tread on thy Countries rune, 

And bear the Palm, for having bravely ſhed 

Thy Wife and Childrens blood : For my ſelf, Son, 
| purpoſe not to wait on Fortune, till 

Theſe Wars determine : If I cannot perſuade thee 
Rather to ſhcw a Noble grace to both parts 

Than ſeek the end of one; thou ſhalt no ſooner 
March to aſſault thy Country, than to tread 

(Trulit to*r, thou ſhalcnot) on thy Mothers Womb 
That brought thee to this World. 

Virg. I, and mine, brought you forth this Boy, 


To keep your Name living to time. 

Boy. A ſhall not tread on me : Ple run away 
Tilllam bigger, but then I'le fight. 

Cor10, Notof a Womans tenderneſs to be 
Requires nor Child, nor Womans Face to ſee: 
| have fate too long. 

Volum, Nay, go not from us thus : 

If it were ſo, that our Requeſt did tend 

To fave the Romans, thereby to deſtroy 

The Yolſcies whom you ſerve, you might condemn us, 

As poyſonous of your Honour. No, our Suit 

Is that you reconcile them : While the Volſcies 

May ſay, this Mercy we have ſhew'd; the Romans, 

This wereceiv'd, and each in either ſide 

Give the All-hail to thee, and cry, be bleſt 

For making up this Peace. Thou know'ſt (Great Son) 

Theend of War's uncertain ; but this certain, 

That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 

W hich thou ſhalt thereby reap, is ſuch a Name, 

Whole Repetition will be dogg*d with Curſes : 

W hoſe Chronicle thus writ, The Man was Noble, 

But with his laſt Attempt, he wip'd it out, 

Deltroy*d his Country, and his Name remains 

To tlinſuing Age, abhorr*d. Speak to me, Son : 

T hou halt aſteCted the five ſtrains of Honour, 

To imitate the Graces of the Gods. 

To tear with Thunder the wide Cheeks o*th* Air, 

And yet to change thy Sulphur with a Boult, 

That ſhould butrive an Oak. Why do'ſt not ſpeak ? 

Think'ſt thou it Honourable for a Noble man 

Still ro remember Wrongs ? Daughter, ſpeak you: 

He cares not for your weeping. Speak thou, Boy, 

Pcrhaps thy Childiſhneſs will move him more 

Than can our Reaſons. There is no Man in the World 

More bound to's Mother, yct here he lets me prate 

Like one ”th* Stocks. Thou haſt never in thy Life, 

Shew?d thy dear Mother any curteſie, 

W hen ſhe (poor Hen) fond of no ſecond Brood, 

Has cluck'd thee to the Wars, and ſafely home 

Loaden with Honour. Say my Requeſt's unjuſt, 

And ſpurn me back : But if it be not ſo, 

Thou art not Honeſt, and the Gods will phage thee 

That thou reſtraiwlt from me the Duty, which 

To a Mothers part belongs. He, turns away - 

Down Ladies : let us ſhame him with our Knees. 

To his Sir-name, Coriolanus, *longs more Pride, 

Than Pity to our Prayers. Down : and end, 

This is the laſt. So, we will home to Rome, 

And dye among our Neighbours : Nay, behold's 

| TI his Boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 

But kneels, and holds up Hands for Fellowſhip, 

Does rcalon our Petition with more ſtrength, 

Than thou haſt to deny*t. Come, let us go : 

This Fellow had a Yolſciar to his Mother : 

His Wife is in Cor:olus, and his Child 

Like him by chance : yet give us our diſpatch : 

| am huſhrt until ourCity be afire,and then Vle ſpeak alittle. 
[ Holds her by the hand, ſilent. 

Corio, O Mother, Mother | 
. What have you done ? Behold, the Heavens do ope, 
The Gods look down, and this unnatural Scene 
They laugh at. Oh, my Mother, Mother : Oh! 

You have won a happy Victory to Rome. 
But for your Son, believe it, Oh believe it, 
Moſt dangerouſly you have with him prevaiPd, 
If not moit mortal to him. But let it come : 
Aufidins, though 1 cannot make true Wars, 
[le frame convenient Peace. Now, good Aufidins, 
Were you 1n my ſtead, would you have heard 
A Mother leſs ? Or granted leſs, Aufidins ? 
Auf. 1 was mov*d withal, 
Corio. I dare be ſworn you were : 
And, Sir, it is no little thing to make 


Mine Eyes to ſweat Compallion. But (good SIr,) Wiat 


_————— 
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What Peace youwl make, adviſe me: For my part, 
le not to Rome, Ple back with you, and pray you 
c-2nd to me in this Cauſe. O Mother ! Wite ! 
Af. I am glad thou halt ſer thy Mercy, and thy Honour 
a difterence ia thee : Out of that Ple work 
Myſelf a former Fortune. £ 
Corio, 1, by and by ; but we will drink together : 
And you ſhall bear 
A better witneſs back, than words, which we 
On like Conditions, will have counter-ſeaPd. 
Come enter with us : Ladies, you deſerve 
To have a Temple built you : All the Swords 
In Italy, and ber Confederate Arms 
Could not have made this Peace. 
Enter Menenius and Sicinius. 
Me.See you yond*Coin oth? Capitol,yond*Corner ſtone: 
Sicin, Why, what of that ? 
Men. If it be poſlible for you to diſplace it with your 
little Finger, there is ſome hope the Ladies of Rome, elpe- 
cially his Mother, may prevail with him. Bur I ſay, there 
isno hope in*c, our Throats are ſentenCd, and itay upon 
Execution. 
Sicin. 1s't poſſible, that ſo ſhort a time can alter the 
condition of a Man. 
Men. There is difference between a Grub and a But- 
terfly, yet your Butterfly was a Grub : this Afartzns 1s 
grown from Man to Dragon : He has wings, he's more 
than a creeping thing. 
$:cin, He lov'd his Mother dearly. 
Me. So did heme: and he no more remembers htz 
Mother now, than an eight years old Horſe. The tartneſ; 
of his Face ſours ripe Grapes. When he walks, he moves 
lixe an Engine, and the ground ſhrinks before his 1 rea- 
ding. He is able to piercea Corſlet with his Eye : Talks 
like a Knell, and his hum is a Battery. Heſits 1n his State 
asa thing made for Alexander. What he bids be dene 15 
fniſh*d with his bidding. He wants nothing of a God, bur 
Eternity, and a Heavento Throne in. 
Sicin, Yes, Mercy, if you report himtruly. 
Mc. | paint him in the Charafter. Mark what Mercy 
his Mothcr ſhall bring from him : There is no more Mer- 
cy in him, than there is Milk in a Male-Tyger, that ſhall 
our poor City find : and all this is long of you. 
$:cir, The Gods be good unto us. 
Men. No, in ſuch a caſe the Gods will not be good 
unto us. W hen we baniſh'd him, we reſpected not them : 
and he returning to break our Necks, they reſpect not us. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Me. Sir, if yowld ſave your Life flye to your Houle, 
The Plebeians have got your Fellow Tribune, 
And hale him up and down all ſwearing, it 
The Roman Ldies bring not Comfort home, 
They'l give tim death by Inches. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
Sicin, What's the News ? | 
Meſ.Good News,good News,the Ladies have prevaiPd, 
The Yelſcians are dillodg*d, and Aartizs gone : 
A merrier day didnever yet greet Rome, 
No, not th? expulſion of the 1 arquins. 
Sicin. Fricnd, art thou certain this 1s true ? 
lt moſt certain ? | 
Aefſ. As certain asI know the Sun is Fire : | 
Where have you lurk'd that you make doubt of it ? 
Nerethrough an Arch ſo hurried the blown Tide, 
As the recomforted through th? gates. Why , hark you. 
[Trumpet s, Hoboys, Drums beat, altogether. 
The Trumpets, Sack-buts, Pſalteries, and Fites, 
Tabors, and Cymbals, and the ſhouting Romans x6 
Make the Sun dance. Hark you. [4 ſhout within. 
Men. T his is good News : 
I will go meet the Ladies. This Folunma 
Is worth of Conſuls, Senators, Patricians, 
A City full : Of Tribunes, ſuch as you, 
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This Morning, for ten thouſand of your T hroats, 
| 


[Pd not have given a doit. Hark, how they joy. 
[Sound ſtill with the Shouts. 

S:cin, Firſt, the Gods bleſs you for your Tidings : 

Next , accept my thankfulneſs. 

AMc/. Sir, we have all great cauſe to give great thanks, 

S:icin, T hey are near the City 2? 

ej. Almoſt at point to enter. 

S:c11. Well meet them, and help the joy. 


[ Exennt. 


Enter two Senators, with Ladies paſſms over the Stage with 
other Lords. 


Seat, Behold our Patroneſs, the life of Rome: 

Call all your Tribes together, praiſe the Gods, 

Ard make Triumphant Fires, {trew Flowers before them : 

Unſhoot the noiſe that baniſh'd Martins ; 

Repeal him, with the welcome of his Mother : 

Cry welcome, Ladies, welcome. 

All, Welcome Ladies, welcome. [ Exeunt. 
[4 Flouriſh with Drums and Trumpets. | 


Enter Tullus Aufidius, with Attendants, 


Auf. Go tell the Lords o*th* City, I am here : 
Deliver them this Paper : having read it, 

Bid them repair to th? Market-place, where 
Even in theirs, and in the Commons Ears, 

11] vouch the truth of it. Him I accuſe 

T1 he City Ports by this hath enter®d, and 
Intends appear before the People, hoping 
To purge himſelf with words. Diſpatch. 


Enter three or four Conſpirators of Aufidius's Fattion. 


Moſt welcome. 
1 Con, How ISit with our General 7 | 
Auf. Even ſo, as with a Man by his own Alms impoy- 
ſon'd, and with his Charity ſlain. 
2 Con. Moſt Noble Sir, if you do hold the ſame intent, 
W herein you wilh'd us Parties: Well deliver you 
Of your great danger, 
Auf. Sir, I cannot tell, 
We mult proceed as we do find the People. 
3 Con, The People will remain uncertain, whilſt 
"I wixt you there's difference : but the fall of either 
Makes the Survivor Heir of all. 
Auf. I know it : 
And my pretextto ſtrike at him admits 
A good Conſtruction. I raisg'd him, and I pawnd 
Mine Honour for his Truth : who being ſo heighten'd, 
He watered his new Plants with dews of Flattery, 
Scducing ſo my Friends: and to this end, 
He bow*d his Nature, never known before, 
But to be rough, unſwayable, and free. 
3 Con. Sir, his ſtoutneſs 

When hedid ſtand for Conſul, which he loſt 

By lack of ſtooping. 

Auf. 'T hat 1 would have ſpoke of : 

Being baniſf'd for®t, he came unto my Hearth, 
Prelented to my Knife his Throat : I took him, 

Made him joynt-ſervant with me : Gave him way 

In all his owndeſfires : Nay, let him chuſe 

Out of my Files, his Projects to accompliſh, 

My beſt and freſheſt Men, ſerv*d his Deſignments 

In mine own Perſon : hop'd to reap the Fame 

W hich he did make all his; 'and took ſome Pride 
Todo my ſelf this wrong 3 till at the laſt, 

| ſeem'd his Follower, not Partner z and 

He wag?d me with his Countenance, as if 

| had been Mercenary. 

1 Con, So hedid, my Lord: 
The Army marvelPd at it, and in the laſt, 


Y Seaand Land full : you have pray*d well to day: 


—_ 


— 
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When he had carried Rome, and that we look®d 
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For no Ieſs Spoil, than Glory 
As7. T here was it : | 
For which my ſinews {hall be ſtretcht upon him : 
At 2 few crops of Womens Rheum, which are 
As cheap 2s Lies, he ſold the Blood and Labour 
Ofour great Action ; therefore ſhall he dyc, 
. And Ple renew me in his fall, But hark. 
[ Drums and Trumpets ſound, with great 
ſhouts of the People. 
| Cor. Your Native Town you entzr*d like a Poſt, 
And had no Welcomes home, but he returns 
Snlitting the Air with noyſe. 
2 Con, And paticnt Fools, : 
W hoſe Children he hath lain, their baſe throats tear 
Wirh ziving him Glory. 
3 Con. Therefore at your vantage, 
Zre he expreſs himſelf,. or move the People 
"With what he would fay, let him feel your Sword : 
Which we will ſecond, when he li:s along, 
Afcer four way. His Tale pronounc'd ſhall bury 
His Reaſors, with his Body. | 
Auf. Say no more, here come tic Lords. 


Enter the Lords of the City, 


All Lords. You are moſt welcome home. 

Auf. 1 baye not deferv*d It. 
But, wo: thy Lords, have you with heed peruſed 
What 1 have written to you ? 

All, We have. 
| 1 Lord, And grieve to heart : 
W har faults he made before the laſt, I think 
Might have found eaſie Fines: But there to end 
Where he was to begin, and give away 
The benefit of our Levies, anſwering us 
With our own charge, making a Treaty, where 
There was a yielding z this admits no excule. 
Auf. He approaches, you ſhall hear him, 


- Enter Coriolanus marching with Drum and Colours, the 
Commons being with him, 


Corio. Hail Lords, Iam return'd, your Souldier : 
No more infected with my Countries love, 
Than when I parted hence , but ſtill ſubſiſting 
Under your great Command. You are to know, 
That proſperouſly I have attempted, and 
With bloody paſlage led your Wars, even to 
The Gates of Rome : Our ſpoils we have brought home 
Doth more than Counterpoiſe a full third part 
The charges of the Aftion. We havemade peace . 
With no leſs Honour to the Antares, 
Than ſhame to th* Romans. And we here deliver 
Subſcrib*d by th? Conſuls, and Patricians, 
Together with the Seal o*th* Senate, what 
Ve have Compounded on. 

Aif. Read it not, Noble Lords, 
But tell the Traytor in the higheſt degree 
t32 rath abusd your Powers. 

Corio, Iraytor 2 How now ? 
| Auf. 1, Traytor, Aartins. 

Corio, Martins? 
Auf. 1, Martins, Caius Martius : Do'ſt thou think 
Ple grace thee with that Robbery, thy ſtoln name 
Coriclanus in Cortolus ? 
You Lords and Head oth? State, perfidiouſly 
He has betray'd your bulineſs, and given up 
For certain drops of Salt, your Ciry Rome, 
[ fay your City, to his Wite and Mother, 
Breaking his Oarh and Reſolution like 
A twill of rotren Silk, never admitting, 
ounicl &cth? War : bur at his Nurſes Tears 
He whind and roard away your Victory, 
Phat Pages bluih'd at him, and Men of heart 


—_—_— ———— 


— 
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Look*d wond'ring each at others. 
Corio, Hearlt thou, Mars ? 
Auf. Name not the God, thou Boy of Tears, 
Corio, Ha ? 

Auf. No more. . 

Corio. Meaſureleſs Lyar, thou haſt made my heart 
Too great for what contains it. Boy ? O Slave, 
Pardon me, Lords, ?tis the firſt time that ever 
| was forC'd to ſcould. Your Judgements, my grave 
Muſt give this Cur the Lye : and his own Notion 
Who wears my ſtripes impreſt upon him, that 
Mult bear my beating to his Grave, ſhall joyn 
To thruſt the Lye unto him. 

1 Lord. Peace both, and hear me ſpeak. 

Corio. Cut me to pieces, Yolſcies, Men and Lads, 
Stain all your edges on me. Boy, falſe Hound : 

[t you have writ your Annals true, ?tis there, 

That like an Eagle in a Dove-coar, I 

Flutter*d your Yolſcians in Coriobus, 

Alone I did it, Boy / 

Auf. Why, Noble Lords, 

Will you be put in mind of his blind Fortune, 

Which was your ſhame, by this unholy Braggart ? | 

*Fore your own Eyes and Ears ? 

All Con. Let nim dye fort. 

Alt People. Tear him to picces, do it preſently : 

He kilPd my Son, my Daughter, he kilPd my Couſin 

Marcus, he kilPd my Father. 

2 Lord. Peace, hoe : no out-rage, peace : 

The Man is N oble, and his Fame folds in 

This Orb oth? Earth : His laſt Offences to us 

Shall have Judicious hearing. Stand, Aufidins, 

And trouble not the peace. 

Corio, O that I had him, with ſix Aufidinſſes, or more : 
His Tribe to uſe my lawful Sword. 

Auf. Inſolent Villain. 

Alt Con, Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him. 


Lords, 


Draw both the Conſpirators, and kill Martius, who fals, 
and Aufidius ſtands on him, 


Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold. 
Auf. My Noble Maſters, hear me ſpeak. 
1 Lord, O, Tullus, 

2 Lord. Thou haſt done adeed, whereat 
Valour will weep. 

3 Lord. Tread not upon him, Maſters, all be quiet, 
Put up your Swords. 

Auf. My Lords, 
When you ſhall know, (as in this Rage 
Provok*d by him, you cannot) the great danger 
Which this mans Life did owe you, you'l rejoyce 
That he 1s thus cut off. Pleaſe it your Honours 
To call me to your Senate, Ile deliver 
My ſelf your Loyal Servant, or endure 
Your heavieſt Cenſure. 

1 Lord. Bear from hence his Body, 
And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded 
As the moſt Noble Coarſe, that ever Herald 
Did follow to his Urn. 

2 Lord. His own impatience 
Takes from Aufidins a great part of blame : 
Let's make the beſt of it. 

Auf. My Rage is gone, 
And I am ſtruck with Sorrow : Take him up : 
Help three oth? chiefeſt Souldiers ; Þle be one. 
Beat thou the Drum that it ſpeak mournfully - 
Trail your ſteel Pikes. Though in this City he 
Hath widowed and unchilded many a one, 
W hich to this hour bewail the Injury, 
Yet he ſhall have a Noble memory. Alliſt. 

[Exeunt bearing the Body of Martius. A dead March 
Sounded. 
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Titus Andronicus:. 


Aﬀtus Primus. 


Scena Prima. 
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Enter the Tribunes and Senators aloft. And then enter Satur- 
ninus and his Followers at .one door, and Baſhanus and bs 
Followers at the other, with Drum and Colours. 


Saturninus. 
Oble Patricians, Patrons of my right, 
Defend the Juſtice of my Cauſe with Arms. 
And Country-men, my loving Followers, 
Plead my Succeſlive Title with your Swords, 
l wasthe firſt-born Son of him that- laſt 
Wore the Imperial Diadem of Rome : 
Then let my Fathers Honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine Age with this Indignity. 
Baſſian. Romans, Friends, Followers, 
| Fayourers of my Right : 
If ever Baſſianus, Ceſar's Son, 
VVeregracious in the Eyes of Royal Rome, 
Keep then this paſlage to the Capitol ; 
And ſuffer not Diſhonour to approach 
Th' Imperial Scat to Virtue, Conſecrate 
To Juſtice, Continence, and Nobility ; 
Bu: kt Deſ-rt in pure Election ſhinez _ 
And Romans, fight for Freedom in your Choice. 
Enter \\\arcus Andronicus aloft with the Crown, 
Princes that f{trive by Factions, and my Friends, 
Ambitiouſly for Rule and Empery : 
Know, that the People of Rome, for whom we ſtand 
A ſpecial Party, have by Common Voice 
In Eleftion forthe Roman Empery, 
Choſen Andronens, Sur-nam?d Pius, 
For many good and great deſerts to Rome, 
A Nebler Man, a braver V Varior, 
Lives not this day within the City V Valls. 
He by the S2nate isaccited home 
From weary V Vars againſt the barbarous Gorhes, 
That with his Sons (a terror to our Foes ) 
Hath yoak*d a Nation ſtrong, train*d up in Arms, 
Ten years are ſpent, ſince firſt he undertook 
This Cauſe of Rome, and chaltiſed with Arms 
Our Enemies pride. Five times he hath returu'd 
Bleeding to Rome, bzaring his yaliant Sous 
In Cofhns from the Field, 
And now at laſt, laden with Honours Spoyls, 
Returns the gaod Andronicus to Rome, 
Renowreed Titus, flouriſhing in Arms, 


Let us intreat, by Honour of his Name 

V Vhom(worthily) you would have now ſucceed, 

And in the Capitol and Senates Right, 

V Vhom you pretend to Honour and Adore, 

That you withdraw you, and abate your Strength, 

Diſmiſs your Followers, and as Suiters ſhould, 

Plead your Deſerts in Peace and Humbleneſs, 
Saturnin. How fair the Tribune ſpeaks, 


| To calm my thoughts. 


Baſſia. Marcus Andronicus, ſol do affie 
In thy Uprightneſs and Integrity ; | 
And fo I Love and Honour thee, and thine, 
Thy Noble Brother 7:tzs, and his Sons, 
And her (to whom my thoughts are humbled all) 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome*s rich Ornament, 
That I will here diſmiſs my loving Friends : 
And to my Fortunes, and the Peoples Favour, 
Commit my Cauſe in ballance to be weigh'd. 
Ex, Soulgiers. 
Sat#rnin. Friends that have been | 
TT hus forward in my Right, 
I thank you all, and here diſmiſs you all, | 
And to the Love and Favour of my Countrey, 
Commit my Self, my Perſon, and the Cauſe ; | 
Rome, be as juſt and graczous unto me, | 
As I am confident and kind to thee. 
Open the Gates, and let me in. 
Baſſia. Tribunes, and me, a poor Competitor, | 
| [They £0 up into the Senate-Houſe.) 
Enter a Captain. | 
Cap. Romans, make way: the good Andronicas, | 
Patron of Virtue, Kome”*s belt Champion, 
Succeſsful in the Battels that he fights, 
V Vith Honour and with Fortune is return'd, 
From whence he circumſcribed with his Sword, 


| And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome, 


Sound Drums and Trumpets, And then Enter two of Titus's \ 
Sons : After them, two Men bearing a Coffin covered with 
black, then two other Sons, After them, Titus Androni- | 
cus, and then Tamora, the Queen of Gothes, and her two 
Sons, Chiron 4nd Demetrius, wi*h Aaron the Moor, and 
others, as many as canbe: They ſer down the Coffin, and 
Titus peaks. 


Andromeius. Hail, Rome : EE 
V itorious| 


_— 
—— 


——_—— 
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Victorious in thy mourning Weeds : 

Loe as the Bark that hath diſcharg'd her Fraught, 
Returns with precious lading to the Bay, 

From whence at firſt ſhe weigh*d her Anchorage : 
Cometh Andronicus bound with Laurel Boughs, 
Tore-ſalute his Country with his Tears, 

Tears of true Joy far his return to Rome, 


| Thou great Defender of this Capitol, 


Stand gracious _ Rites that we intead. 
Romags, of five ang twenty Valiant Sons, 

Half of the number that King Priaw had, 

Behold the Poor remains alive and dead ! 

Theſe that Survive, let Rome reward with Love : 
Theſe that I bring unto their lateſt home, 

| With burial amongſt their Anceſtors. 

Here Gothes have given me leave to ſheath my Sword : 
Titus unkind, and careleſs of thine own, 

Why ſuffer*ſt thou thySpns unburied yet, 

To hover on the dreadful ſhore of Styx ? 


| Make way to lay them by their Brethren. 


| There greet in ſilence as the dead are wont, 

And fleep in peace, flain in your Countries Wars : 
O ſacred receptacle of my Joys, 

Sweet Cell of Virtue and Nobility, 

How many Sons of mine haſt thou in ſtore, 

That thou wilt neycr render to me more ? 

Luc. Give us the proudeſt Priſoner of the Gorhes, 
That we may hew his Limbs, and on a Pile, 

| Ad manes fratrum, Sacrifice his Fleſh, 

Before this Earthly priſon of their Bones, 

| | That ſo the ſhadows be not unappea&gd, 

Nor we diſturb*d with Prodigies on Earth. 

Tit. I give him you, the Nobleft that ſurvives, 
The Eldeſt Son of this diſtrefſed Queen. 

Tam. Stay, Roman Brethren, gracious Conquerour, 
Vittorious Titus, pity the Tears Lſhed, 

1A Mothers Tears in paſſion for her Son : 

| And if thy Sons were ever dear to thee, 

Oh think my Sons tobe as dear to me. 

Sufficeth not, that weare brought to Rome, 

To beautifie thy Triumphs, and return 

Captive to thee, -and tothy Roman Yoak ; 

But muſt my Sons be ſlaughtred in the Streets, 
For Valiant dojngs in their Countries Cauſe ? 

1O! If to fight for King and Common-weal, 

{| Were Piety in thine, 1t is in theſe : 

Andronicus, ſtain not thy Tomb with blood. 

1 Wilt thou draw near the Natureof the Gods ? 


-_- 


| Draw near them then in being merciful, 


Sweet mercy is Nobilitics true'badge, 
{ Thrice Noble 7»s, ſpare my firft born-ſon. 
Tit. Patient your ſelf, Madam, and pardon me. 
| Theſe are the Brethren, whom you Gorhes behold 
{ Alive and dead, and for their Brethren ſlain, 
| Religiouſly they ask a Sacrifice; 

To this your Son is markt, and die he muſt, 
To appeaſe their groaning ſhadows that are gone. 

Luc, Away with him, and make a Fire ſtreight. 

And with our Swords upon a Pile of Wood, 
Let's hew his Limbs till they be clean conſum?d. 


—_ 


Tam. © cruel irreligious Piety. 

Chi, Was ever Scythia half ſo barbarous ? 

Dem, Oppoſe me, Scytiia, to ambitious Kore, 
Alarbus goto reſt, and we ſurvive, 
To tremble under 7itz9s threatning looks, 
Then, Madam, ſtand refolv*d, but hope withall, 
The ſelf-ſame Gods that arm'd the Queen of Troy, 
| With opportunity of ſharp Revenge 
Upon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, 
May favour Tamora, the Queen of Gorhes, 
(When Gothes were Gothes, and Tamora was Queen) 
Toquit the bloody Wrongs upon her Foes. 


_— '% I 


Enter the Sons of Andronicus again. 


Lac, See, Lord and Father, hoy we have perfornyg 
Our Roman Rites, Alarbuss Limbs are lopr, 
And Intrals fecd the ſacrificing Fire, . 
W hoſe Smoke, like Incenſe doth perfume the Skye. 
Remaineth nqught but to inter our Brethren, 
And with loud Larums welcome them to Rome, 
Tit. Let at be fo, and let Augrongens 


Make thisfus lateſt farewel to their Souls. 


Then Sound Trumpets, and lay the Coffins in the Tomb. 


In Peace and Honour reſt you here, my Sons, 
Romes readieſt Champions, repoſe you here in reſt, 
Secure from worldly Chances and Miſhaps * 


[ They open the Tomb. 


[ Exeunt Sons with Alarbus. 


Here lurks no Trealon, here no Envy ſwells, 
Here grow nodamned Grudges, here no ſtorms, 
No noiſe, but ſilence and Eterial ſleep : 
In Peace and Honour reſt you here, my Sons. 
Enter Lavinia. 
Lav. In Peace and Honour, live Lord Tits long, 
My Noble Lord and Father, live in Fame : 
| Loe at this Tomb, my tributary Tears 
| 1 render for my Brethrens Obſequies : 
Andat thy FeetI kneel with Tears of Joy 
Shed on the Earth, for thy return to Rome, 
O bleſs me here with thy victorious hand, 
Whoſe Fortune Rome belt Citizens applaud. 
Tit. Kind Rome, 
Thar haſt thus lovingly reſery?d 
The Cordial of mine Age, to glad mine Heart, 
Lavinia, live, out-livethy Fathers days : 
And Fames Eternal date tor Virtues praiſe. 
| AAar. Long live Lord 7:tus, my beloved Brother, 
Gracious Triumpher in the Eyes of Rome. 
f Tit, Thanks, gentle Tribune, 
Noble Brother Marcus. 
| Mar. And welcome N ephews from ſucceſsful Wars, 
You that ſurvive, and you that fleep in Fame: - 
Fair Lords, your Fortunes are all alike in all, 
That in your Countreys Service drew your Swords. 
But ſafer Triumph is his Funeral Pomp, 
That hath aſpir'd to Soons happineſs, 
And Triumphs over Chance in Honour*s bed. 
Titus Andronicus, the People of Rome, 
| Whoſe Friend in Juſtice thou haſt ever been, 
Send thee by me their Tribuge, and rheir truſt, 
This Palliament of white and ſpotleſs Hue, 
| And name thee in EleCtion for the Empire 
With theſe our late deceaſed Emperours Sons: 
Be Candidates then, and put it on, 
And help to ſet a Head on headleſs Rome. 
Tit. A better Head her Glorious body fits, 
Than his that ſhakes for age and feebleneſs : 
What ſhould I d'on this Robe and trouble you ? 
Be choſen with Proclamations to day, 
Tomorrow yield up Rule, reſign my Life, 
And ſet abroach neiw buſineſs for you all. 
Rome, 1 have been thy Souldier forty years, 
And led my Countries ſtrength ſucceſsfully, 
And buried one andtwenty Valiant Sons, 
Knighted in Field, ſlain manfully in Arms, 
In Right and Service of their Noble Country : 
Give me a ſtaffof Honour for mine Age, 
But not a Scepter to controul the World, 
Upright he held it, Lords, that held it laſt. 
Mar. Titus, thou ſhalt obtain and ask the Empery. 
Sat. Proud and ambitious Tribune, can'ſt thou tell ? 
Tits, Patience, Prince Saturninus, 
Sz, Romans, do me right, 
Patricians draw your Swords, and ſheath them not, 
Till Saturninus be Rom©s E-mperour ; 


—— 


——_— 
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And-onicns, would thou wert ſhipt to 2% To do my elf this reaſon, and this right. 
Rathcr than rob me of the Peoples Hearts: — Mar. Sunm cuique, 15 our Roman Tultice : 

Lic. Proud $2117.70, interrup.er of the good This Prince in Juſtice ſeiſeth but his own. | 
That Noble-minded 7 :tus Means tO thee. Luc, And that he will, and ſhall, if Lucins live. -.. : 
Tit. Content thee Prince, | wiil relcore tO thee, Tit. Traytors,,avant, where is the Emperours Guard ? 

The Peoples He2rts, and wean them from themlielves. Treaſon, my Lord, Lavinia 1s ſurpris'd. 
Baj*. Andronc us, 1 do not fiatter thee, Sat. Surpris'd, by whom ? 
But HOROUC thee, and will Co till 1 die : Baſs. By him that juſtly may p- 
wy Faction, f thou ſtrengthen with Thy Friends, Bear his Betroth'd from all the World away. 
| will moſt thankful be, and Thenks to men Aut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away. | 
OfNoble minds is Honourable Meed. | And with my Sword Ple keep the door cloſe. 
Tit. People of Rome, and Noble Tribunes here, | Tit. Follow, my Lord, and Pie ſoon bring her back. 
| ask your V oICCS3 and your Suffrages, Mut. My Lord, you paſs not. here. q 
Will you beſtow them friendly on Andronicus ? Tit. What Villainz Boy, barrſt me my way in Rome ? 
Tri. To gratifie the good Andronicus, Mut. elp, Lucas, help. - [ He kills him. 
And gratulate his ſafe return to Kome, Lu. My Lord, youare unjuſt; and more than ſo, 
The People will accept whom he admits. [n wrongful Quarrel ybu have ſlain your SON- 
Tit, Tribunes, | thank you, and this ſait 1 make, Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any $ons of mine. 
That you Create your Emperours Elceſt Son, My Sons would never ſo diſhonour me. 
Lord Sarurnines whoſe Virtues will, 1 hope» Traytor, reſtore Lavinia to the Emperour. 
Reflect on Rome, AS Titans Rays on Earth, Luc. Dead, if you will, but not to be his VV ife, 
And ripen Juſtice in this Common-weal : That is anothers lawful promi&d Love- 
Thzn if you will Elect by my adviſe, wb 
Crown him, and {ay, Long live our EmPcrour- Enter aloft the Enperour with Tamcra, and her two Sons, and | 
Mar. An. With Voices and applauſe of every ſort, Aaron the Moor. | 
parricians and Plebelans, WC Create 
Lord Saturninus, Romes Great Emperour. Emp. No, Titus, no, the Emperour needs her not, 
And ſay, Long live our Emperour,, Saturnine- Nor her; nor thee, nor any of thy ſtock : 
[A long Fleur ſb t1l they come down. Ple truſt by leiſure him that mocks me once, | 
Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy Favours done» Thee never , nor thy Traiterous haughty Sons» ; 
Tous in our Election this day, Confederates all, thus to diſhonour me. [1 
Lgive thee thanks in part of thy Deſerts, Was there none elſe in Kame to take A ſtale of | 
And will with deeds requite thy gentlenels : But Saturnine? Full well, Andromiens | J 
and for an Onſet, T3t#s, to advance Agree theſe Deeds, with that proud Brag of thine, | 
Thy Name, and Honourable Family, That faid*ſt, 1 begg?d the Empire at thy hands. - > 
Lavinia will l make mY Emperels, Tit. O monſtrous, what reproacktful words are theſe ?{ 
Romes Royal Miſtrels, Miltreſs of my Heart, Sat. But go'thy ways, go give that changing Piece, ; 
And in the Sacred Pantheon her Eſpoule : To him that flouriſh'd for ber with his Sword : | 
Tel me, Andronicus, doth this Motion pleaſe thee ? A Valiant Son in Law thou ſhalt enjoy : ' 
Tit. It doth, my worthy Lord, and in this Match, One, fit to bandy with thy lawleſs Sons, : 
| hold me highly Honour'd of your Grace, To ruffle in the Common-wealth of Rome. ; 
And here in light of Rome, to Saturnine, Tit. Theſe words are Razors to my wounded Heart: |} 
King and Commander of our Common-weal, Sat. And therefore, lovely Tara, Queen of Gothes, |, 
The wide Worlds Emperour, do I Conſecrate Thar like the ſtately Phebe "mengſt her Nymphs, 
MySword, My Chariot, and my Priſoners, Doſt over-ſhine the Gallant'ſt Dames of Rome, 
Preſents well worthy Komes lmperialLord. If thou be pleas'd with this my ſudden Choice, 
Receive them then, the Tribute that I owe, Behold I cbuſe thee, 7 amora, for my Bride) 
Mice Honours Enſignes humbled at my Feet. And will Create thee Emperels of Rome. 
$:t. Thanks Noble Tits, Father of my Life, Speak, Queen of Gorhes, Joſt thou applaud my Choice? 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy Gifts, And here | ſwear by allthe Roman Gods, 
Rome ſhall record, and when 1 do forget Sith Prieſt and Holy-water are ſo near, 
The leaſt of theſe unſpeakable Deſerts, And Tapers burn ſo bright, and every thing 
Romans forget your Fealty to me- | n readineſs for Hymeneus ſtand, 
Tit. Now, Madam, are you Priſoner to an Emperout, | | will not re-ſalute the Streets of Rome, 
To him that for your Honour and your State, Or climb my Palace, till from forth this place 
Will uſe you Nobly, and your Followers. | lead eſpous'd my Bride a me. 
Sat. A goodly Lady, truſt me of the Hue Tm. And here in ſight of Heaven to Rome | ſweat; 
That 1 would chuſe, were | to chuſe a new : If Saturnine adyance the Queen of Gothes, 
Cleer up, Fair Queen, that cloudy countenance, che will a Hand-maid be to his deſires. 
Though chance of War hath wrought this change of cheer, | A loving Nurſe, a Mother to his Youth: 
Thou com'ſt not to be madea ſcorn in Rome: Sat. Aſcend, Fair Queen, 
Princely ſhall be thy uſage every way. Pantheon Lords, accompany 
Reſt on my word, and let not diſcontent Your Noble Emperour, and his lovely Bridez 
Daunt all your hopes : Madam, he comforts you, Gent by the Heavens for Prince Saturnine, 
Can make your Greater the Queen of Gothes ? Whoſe V Viſdom hath her Fortune Conquered, 
Lavinia, you are not diſpitagd with this ? There ſhall we Conſummate our Sponſal Rites: 
Lav. Not 1, my Lord, fith true Nobility [ Exenint omnes. 
Warrants theſe words in Princely Courrtelie. Tit, 1am not bid to wait upon this Bride. 
Sat. Thanks, ſweet Lavinia, Romans, let us go : Titus when wer't thou wont Ik alone, 
Ranſomleſs here we fet our Priſoners free, Diſhonoured thus, and Chall®ged of wrongs i 
Proclaim our Honours, Lords, with Trumpet and Drum. | ; 
Baſs, Lord Tus by your leave this Maid is mine- Enter Marcus ond Titus's Sons. 
Tit. How, Sir ? Are you 1n earneſt then, my Lord ? . 
Baſs. 1, Noble Titns, and reſoly'd withall, | Mar. O Titus ſee, O ſee what thou haſt done ! 
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In a bad quarrel flain a Vertuous Son. : 
Tit. No, fooliſh Tribune, no : No Son of mine, 
Nor thou, nor theſe Confederates in the deed, 
That hath diſhonoured all our kfmily, 
Unworthy Brother, and unworthy Sons. 
Luc. Burt let us give him Burial as becomes. 
Give Mutins Burial with our Brethren. 
Tit. Traitors away, he reſts not in this Tomb: 
This Monument five hundred years hath ſtood, 
Which LI have ſumptuoully re-edified,; _ 
Here none but Souldiers, and Romes Servitor's, 
Repoſe in Fame : None baſely {lain in Brawls. 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here. 
Mar. My Lord, this is Implety in you, 
_| My Nephew Mutins's deeds do plead for him, 
1 He mult be buried with his Brethren. 
[Titus's two Sons ſpeak, 
2 Sons. And ſhall, or him we will accompany. 
Tit. And ſhall ! What Villain was it ſpake that word ? 
; [Titus's Sor ſpeaks. 
1 Son, He that would vouch it in any place bur here. 
Tit. What would you bury him'in my deſpight ? 
Mar. No, Noble Titus, but intreat of thee, 
| Topardon 44tins, and to bury him. _ 
it. Marcus, even thou haſt ſtruck upon my Creſt, 
And with theſe Boys mine Honour thou haſt wounded, 
My Foes, I do repute you every one. 
So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 
| 1 Son, He is not himſelf, let us withdraw. 
2 Son, Not I, till Auti45 Bones be buried. 
[The Brother and the Sons kneel, 
Mar. Brother, for in that name doth Nature plead. 
2 Son. Father, and in that Name doth Nature ſpeak. 
Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the reſt will ſpeed. 
Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my Soul. 
Zxc. Dear Father, ſoul and ſubſtance of us all. _ 
Mar. Suffer thy Brother Marcus to inter n. 
His Noble Nephew here in Virtues neſt, 
That died in Honour, and Lavinias Cauſe. 
Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous * 
The Greeks upon advice did bury Hjax 
That flew himſelf : And Laertes Son 
Did graciouſly plead for his Funerals : 
Let not young «tix then, that was thy joy, 
| Be barr*d his entrance here. 
Tit. Riſe, Marcus, riſe, 
The diſmalPſ day is this that ere I ſaw, 
To be diſhonoured by my Sons in Rome : 
Well, bury him, and bury me the next. 
| [They put him in the Tomb. 
Luc, There lic thy Bones,ſweet Adutius, with thy friends, 
THl we with Trophies do adorn thy Tomb. 
[They all kneel and ſay. 
No Man ſhed tears for Noble 74utivs. 
He lives in Fame, that did in Virtues Cauſe. [ Exit, 
Mar. My Lord, to ſtep out of theſe ſudden dumps, 
How comes it that the ſubtle Quzen of Gothes * : 
Is of a ſudden thus advanc'd in Rome ? 
| Tit.l know not, Marcas : but I know it is, 
(Whether by deviſe or no) the Heavens can tell, 
 j}ls ſhe nor then beholding to the man, 
That brought her for this high good turn ſo far ? 
Yes, . and will Nobly him remunerate. 
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Flouriſh. Enter the Emperour, Tamora , and hcr two Sons, 
with the Moor at one Door. Enter at the other Door Baſlia- 
nus and Lavinia with others. 


Sat. So, Baſſianus, you hage plaid your prizc, 

God give you joy Sir, of y@r Gallant Bride. 

Baſ. And you of yours, my Lord : I ſay no more, 
Nor wiſh no leſs, and fol take my leave. 

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have Law, or we have Power, 
Thou and thy Faction ſhall repent this Rape. 


— — 


B:ſ. Rape call you it, my Lord, to ſciſe my own 
My true betrothed Love, and now my Wife? * 
But let the Laws of Rome determine all, 

Mcan while I am poſleſt of that is mine, 

Sat, *Tis gocd, Sir: you arc very ſhort with ns 
But if we live, we'll be as ſharp with you, , 

Baſ. My Lord, what I have done, asI may, 
Anſwerl muſt, and ſhall do with my Life, 

Only thus much I give your Grace to know, 
By all the duties that 1 owe to Rome, 

tis Noble Gentleman, Lord 7s here, 

[S1n opinion and in honour wrong'd, 

That in thereſcue of Lavinia, 

With his own hand did ſlay his youngeſt Son, 
In zeal to you, and highly moy*d to wrath, 
lobe controlld in that he frankly gave : 
Receive him then to favour, Saturnzne, 


| I hat hath expreſt himſclf in all his deeds, 


A Father and a Friend to thee, and Rome. 

[:t. Prince Baſſianus, leave to plead my Deeds, 
'T is thou, and thoſe; that have diſhonour*d me, 
Komeand the Righteous Heavens be my Judge, 
How I have loy*d and honour®d Sarturnne. 

Tam, My worthy Lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious in thoſe Princely Eyes of thine, 
Then hezr me ſpeak indifferently for all : 

And at my Suit (Sweet) pardon what is palt. 
Sat, What, Madam, be diſhonoured openly, 
And baſely put ic up without Reyenge ? 
1m, Not fo, my Lord, 
The Gods of Rome fore-fend, 
| ſhould be Author to diſhonour you, 
But on mine Honour dare I undertake 
For good Lord 7:tuss innocence in all : 
W hoſe Fury not diſſembled ſpeaks his griets ; 
Then at my Suit look graciouſly on him, 
Loſe not ſo Noble a Friend on vain ſuppoſe, 
Nor with ſowre looks affli*t his gentle Heart, 
My Lord, be ruPd by me, be won at laſt, 
Diſſemble all your Griefs and Diſcontents, 
You are but newly planted in your Throne z 
Leſt then the People, and Patricians too, 
Upon a jult ſurvey take Titus part, 
And fo ſupplant us for Ingratitude, 
Which Roe reputes to be a hainous fin. 
Yield at intreats, and then let me alone : 
"le find a day to maſlacre them all, 
And raze their FaCtion, and their Family, 
The cruel Father, and his Traiterous Sons, 
To whom I ſued for my dear Sons Lite ; 
And make them know what *tis to let a Queen 
Kneel in the Streets, and beg for Grace ia vain. 
Come, come, ſweet Emperour, (come Andronicus) 
Take up this good old Man, and chear the Heart, 
That dies in tempeſt of thy angry trown. 

Sat. Riſe, 1s, riſe, 
My Emperels hath prevail'd. 

Tit. 1 thank your Majeſty, 
And her, my Lord. 
Theſe words, theſe looks, 
lafuſe new Life in me. 

[zm, Titus, lam incorporate in Rome, 
A Roman now adoptcd happily : 
And mult adviſe the Emperour for his good, 
This day all quarrels die, a_—— 
And let it be my Honour, good my Lord, 
That have reconcil'd your Friends and you. 
For you, Prince Baſſtanzs, I have paſt 
My word and promlilc to the Emperour, 
That you will be more mild aud tractable, 
And fear nor, Lords : 
And you, Lawvina, 
By my adviſe all humbled on your Knees, 


| You ſhall ask Pardon of his Majeſty. 


Son, 
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Fon. We do, 
And vow to Heaven, and to his Highneſs, 
That what we did, was mildly, as we might, 
Tendring our Siſters Honour and our own. 
> Mar. That on mine Honour here 1 do proteſt. 
Sat. Away, and talk not, trouble us no more. 
Tam. Nay, nay, 
Sweet Emperour, we mult all be friends, 
The Tribune and his Nephews kneel for Grace, 
[ will not be denied, Sweet-hearrt, look back. 
Sat. Marcus, 
For thy ſake and thy Brothers here, 
And at my lovely T7 amora's intreats, 
[ do remit theſe young mens heinous faults. 
Stand up, Lavinia, though you left me like a churle, 
[ found a Friend, and ſure as death I ſware, 
| would not part a Batchelor from the Prieſt. 
Come, if the Emperours Court can feaſt two Brides, 
You are my Gueſt, Lavinia, and your Friends: 
This day ſhall be a Love-day, 7 amora. 
Tit. To morrow, and it pleaſe your Majeſty, 
To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me, 
With Horn and Hound, 
We'l give your Grace Bon jour. 


Sat. Beit ſo, 1:tus, and Gramercy too. [ Extunt. 


— 


Attus Secundus. 


Enter Aaron alone. 


Aaron, Now climbeth T.zmora Olympus top, 
Safe out of Fortunes ſhot, and fits aloft, 

Secure of Thunders crack, or Lightning flaſh, 
Advanc'd above pale Envies threatning reach : 
As when the golden Sun ſalutes the morn, 

And having gilt the Ocean with his Beams, 
Gallops the Zodiack in his gliſtring Coach, 
And over-looks the highelt piring Hills : 

So Tamora. 

Upon her Wit doth early Honour wait 

And Virtue ſtoops and tremblesat her frown. 
Then Aaron arm thy Heart, and fit thy Thoughts, +. 
To mount aloft with thy Emperial Miſtreſs, 
And mount her pitch , whom thou in triumph long 
Haſt Priſoner held, fettred in amorous Chains, 
And falter bound to Aarons charming Eyes, 
Than is Prometheus ty*d to Carcaſs, 

Away with {laviſh weeds, and idle thoughts, 

[ will be bright; and ſhine in Pearl and Gold, 
To wait upon this new made Emperels, 

To wait, ſaid 1 ? To wanton with this Queen, 
This Goddeſs, this. Semrams, this Queen, 
This Syren, that will charm Kome*s Saturnme, 
And fee his ſhipwrack, and his Common-weals. 
Holla, what itorm is this ? 


Enter Chiron and Demetrius braving. 


Dem. Chiron, thy years want Wit, thy wit wants edge 
And manners to intrude where 1 am grac'd, 

And may for ought thou know?ſt affected be. 

Chi. Demetrius, thou doſt over-ween 1n all, 

And ſo in this, to bear me down with Braves, 

"Tis not the difference of a' year or two 

Makes me leſs Gracious, or thee more Fortunate: 

l am as able, and as fit as thou, 

To ſerve, and to deſerve my Miſtreſs Grace, 

And that my Sword upon thee ſhall approve, 

And plcad my paſſions for Lavinis's love. 

Aar. Clubs, Clubs, theſe Lovers will not keepthe Peace. 
Dem, Why Boy, although our Mother (unadviv'd) 
Gave you a dancing Rapier by your-lide, 


Are you ſo deſperate grown to threat your Friends ? 
Go to: have your Lath glued within your Sheath 
T ill you know better how to handle it. Y 
Chi, Mean while, Sir, with the little skill I have, 
Full wcll ſhalt thou perceive how much I dare. 
Dem. | Boy, grow ye ſo brave ? 
Aar. Why now, Lords ? 
So near the Emperours Palace dare you draw ? 
And maintain ſuch a Quarrel openly ? 
Full well I wot, the ground of all this grudg. 
| would not for a million of Gold, 
I he cauſe were known to them it moſt concerns. 
Nor would your Noble Mother for much more 
Be ſo diſhonoured in the Court of Rome. 
For ſhame pur up. 
Dem, Not I, till I have ſheatt'd 
My Rapier in his Boſom, and withal 
Thrult theſe reproachful ſpeeches down his Throat, 
That he hath breati”d in my diſhonour here. 
C1, For that I am prepar'd, and full reſoly'd, 
Foul ſpoken Coward, 


| That thundreſt with thy Tongue, 


And with thy Weapon nothing dar'ſt perform. 

Aar. Away, | ſay. 
Now by the Gods that warlike Goths adore, 
This ptty brabble will anda us all; 
Why Lords, and think you nat how dangerous 
[tc 15 to ſet upon a Princes fight ? 
W hat 15 Lavinia then. become ſo looſe, 
Ar Baſſianus (0 degenerate, 
Thar tor her love ſuch Quarrels may be broacht, 
W ichout Controulment, Juſtice, or Revenge ? 
Young Lords, beware, and, ſhould the Empreſs know 
This difcord*s ground, the Muſick would not pleaſe. 
Cy; | care not, |, knew ſhe aud all the World, 
| love Lavinsza more thaniall the World. 
Dem, Youngling, « -: 
Learn thou to-make. fone better choice, 
Lavina 1s thing elder Brothers hope. 
Aar. Why.are ye mad? / Or know ye not in Rome 
How furious and impatient they be, 
And cannot brook Competitors in love ? 
| tell you, Lords, you do but plot your Deaths 
By this deviſe. = | 
Chi. Aaron, athouſand deaths would I 
Toatchieve her whon þ do' love. 
Aax...To atchieve her, how 2 
Dem. Why mak*it than it fo ſtrange? 
She is a Woman, therefore may be woo?d, 
She is a Woman, therefare nay be-won, 
Ghe 15 Lauma, therefore mult be lovd. 


propoſe 3 


What man, more Water gliderh bythe Mill 

Than wats the Miller -of/ anT eaſie 2'is:: 

Of a cut Loaf to ſteal a Shive'we know: 

Though Baſſ:anus be the Emperours Brother, 

Better than he have yet worn /alcans badge, 

Aar, 1, and as good as 'Saturnmus tndy. 

Dem, Then why ſhould he deſpair-that knows to court it 
Wirth words, fairlooks, and liberaliry ? 

What halt thou not tull often ſtruck a Doe, 

And born her cleanly by the Keepers Noſe ? 

Aar. Why then it ſeems ſome certain ſnatch or ſo 
Would ferve your turns." 

Chr. 1, ſo the turn were ſerved. 

Dem.- Aaron, thow ht hit it. 

Aar. Would you had hit it too, 

Then ſhould not we be tiFd with this ado : 

Why, hark ye, hark ye, and are you fuch Fools, 

To ſquare for this ? Would it offend you then ? 

Ch:, Faith, not me. 

Dem, Nor me, fol were one. 

Aar. For ſhame be friends, and joyn for that you jar. 
"Tis policy and ſtraragent muſt do | 
Thar you affect, and fo mult you reſolve, 
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That what you cannot as you would atchieye, 
| You mult perforce accompliſh as you may - 
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaſt 
Than this Lavina, Baſſiann?s Love, 
A ſpeedier courſe this lingring languiſhment 
Muſt we purſue, and 1 have found the path : 
My Lords, a ſolemn hunting is in hand, 
There will the lovely Roman Ladies troop : 
The Forreſt walks are wide and ſpacious, 
And many unfrequented Plots there are, 
Fitted by kind for Rape and Villany : 
Single you thither then this dainty Doe, 
And ſtrike her home by force, if not by words : 
This way, or not at al}, ſtand you in hope. 
Come, come, our Empreſs with her Sacred Wit 
To Villany and Vengeance conſecrate, 
Will we acquaint with all that we intend, 
And ſhe ſhall file our Engines with advice, 
That will not ſuffer you to ſquare your ſelves, 
But to your wiſhes height advance you both. 
The Emperours Court 1s like the Houſe of Fame, 
The Palace full of Tongues, of Eyes, of Ears: 
The Woods are ruthleſs, dreadful, deaf, and dull: 
There ſpeak, and ſtrike, brave Boys, and take your turns. 
There ſerve your luſts, ſhadow*d from Heavens Eye, 
And revel in Lavinias Treaſury. 

Chi. Thy Counſel, Lad, ſmells of no Cowardiſe. 

Dem. Si fas aut nefas, till I find the ſtreams 
To cool this heat : a Charm to calm their fits, 
Per Sryga, per Manes venor. 


— O- 


[PExeunt, 


Enter Titus Andronicus and his three Sons, making a noiſe 
with Hounds and Horns, and Marcus. 


Tir. The hunt is up, the Morn is bright and gray, 
The Fields are fragrant, and the Woods are green, 
Uncouple here, and let us make a Bay, 

And wake the Emperour and his lovely Bride, 
And rouze the Prince, and ring a Hunters peal, 
That all the Court may Eccho with the noiſe. 
Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours, | 

To attend the Emperours perſon carefully : 

I have been troubled in my fleep this Night, 
But dawning Day new comfort hath inſpir'd. 


Wind Horns, Here a cry of Hounds, and wind Horns in a 
Peal, then enter Saturninus, Tamora, Baſlianus, Lavinia, 
Chiron, Demetrius, and their Artendarss. 


Tit. Many Good morrows to your Majeſty, 

Madam, to you, as many and as good. 

I promiſed your Grace a Hunters Pecal. 

Sat. And you have rung it luſtily, my Lords, 

Somewhat too early for new married Ladics. 

Baſ. Lavinia, How ſay you ? 

Lev. I ſay, no: _ 

I have been awake two hours and more. 

Sat, Come on then, Horſe and Chariots let us have, 

And to our ſport : Madam, now fhall ye ſee 

Our Roman Hunting, 

Mar. 1 have Dogs, my Lord, 

Will rouze the proudeſt Panther in the Chaſe, 

| And climb the higheſt Promontory top. 

Tit. And I have Horſe will follow, where the Game 

Makes away, and run like Swallows o're the plain. 

Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with Horſe nor Hound, 

But hope to pluck a Gainty Doe to Ground, [Exemnt. 
Enter Aaron alone, 

Aar. He that had Wit, would think that I had none, 

To bury ſo much Gold' under a Tree, 

And never after to inherit it. 

Let him that thinks of me ſo abjcttly, 

Know that this Gold mult coin a ſtratagem, 

Which cuaniagly effeRed, will beget 


= - 
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A very excellent piece of Villany : | 

And ſo repoſe ſweet Gold for their unreſt, 

That have their Alms out of the Empreſs Cheſt, 
Enter T amora to the Moor, 

Tam. My lovely Aaron, 

Wherefore look*ſt thon ſad, 

W hen every thing doth make a Gleeful boaſt ? 

The Birds chaunt melody on every buſh, 

The Snake lies rolled in the chearful Sun, 

The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 

And make a checquer*d ſhadow on the ground : 

Under their ſweet ſhade, Aaron, let us lit, 

And whiPlt the babling Eccho mocks the Hounds, 

Replying ſhrilly to the well-tun*d Horns, 

As if a double hunt were heard at once, 

Let us ſit down and mark their yelping noiſe: 

And after conflift ſuch as was ſuppogd 

The wandring Prince and Dzao once enjoy*d, 

When with a happy ſtorm they were ſurpriz*d, 

And Curtain'd with a Counſel-keeping Cave, 

We may each wreathed in the others arms, 

(Our paſtimes done) polleſs a Golden ſlumber, 

Whiles Hounds and Horns, and ſweet Melodious Birds 

Be unto us, as1s a Nurſes Song 

Of Lallaby, to bring her Babe aſleep. 

Aar, Madam, 

Though Yerws govern your deſires, 

Saturn is Dominator over mine : | 

W hat ſignifies my deadly ſtanding Eye, 

My filence, and niy Cloudy Melancholy, 

My Fleece of Woolly Hair, that now uncurls, 

Even as an Adder when ſhe doth unrowl 

To do ſome fatal Execution ? 

No, Madam, theſe are no Venereal ſigns, 

Vengeance isin my Heart, death in my Hand, 

Blood and revenge are hammering in my Head, 

Hark, 1amora, the Empreſs of my Soul, 

Which never hopes more Heaven, than reſts in thee, 

This is the Day of Doom for Baſſtan ; 

His Philomel muſt loſe her Tongue to Day, 

Thy Sons make Pillage of her Chaſtity, 

And waſh their Handsin Baſſianss's Blood. 

Seeſt thou this Letter, take it up I pray thee. 

And give the King this fatal plotted Scrowl 

Now queſtion me no more, we are eſpied, 

Here comes a parcel of our hopeful Booty, 

Which dreads not yet their lives deſtruction. 


Enter Baſlianus and Lavinia, 


Tam. Ah my ſweet oor, 
Sweeter to me than Life. 

Aar. No more, Great Empreſs, Baſſianus comes, 
Be croſs with him, and Ile go fetch thy Sons 
To back thy Quarrels whatiſoe*re they be. 

Baſ. Whom have we here ? 

Romes Royal Empreſs, 

Unfurniſh'd of our well-beſeeming troop ? 

Or is it Dian habited like her, 

Who hath abandoned her holy Groves, 

To ſee the general Hunting in this Foreſt ? 
Tam, Sawcy controller of our private ſteps: 
Had I the Power that ſome ſay Dian had, 

Thy Temples ſhould be.planted preſently 
With Horns as was A#eons, and the Hounds 
Should drive upon his new transformed limbs, 
Unmannerly Intruder as thou art. 

Lav. Under your _— gentle Empreſs, 
'Tis thought you have Fgoodly gift in Horning, 
And to be doubted, that your Adoor and you 
Are ſingled forth to try Experiments : 

Fove ſhield your Husband from his Hounds to Day, 
"Tis pity they ſhould take him for a Stag.. 


Baſ. Believe me, Queeen, your ſwarth Cymaerian 4 
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Noth make your Honour of his bodies hue, 

gpotted, deteſted, and abominable. : 

Why are you ſequeltred fromall your train ? 

Diſmounted from your Snow-white goodly Steed, 

And wandred hither to an obſcure plot, 

Accompanied with a barbarous Moor, 

if foul deſire had not conducted you ? 

Lv. And being intercepted in your ſport, 

Great reaſon that my Noble Lord be rated 

For Saucineſs 3 I pray you let us hence, 

And let her joy her Raven-coloured love, 

This valley fits the purpoſe palling well. vo 
Baſ. The King my Brother ſhall have notice of this. 
Lav. I, for theſe {lips have made him noted long, 

Good King, to be ſo mightily abuſed. ; 

Tam. Why have I patience to endure all this ? 
Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 
Dem. How now, dear Soveralgn 

And our gracious Mother, 

[Why doth your Highneſs look ſo pale and wan? _ 
Tam. Have I not reaſon, think you, to look pale * 

Theſe two have tic*d me hither to this place, 

A barren, deteſted vale you ſee It 1s. 

The Trees (though Summer) yet forlorn and lean, 

Ore-come with Moſs, and baleful Millelto. 

Here never ſhines the Sun, here nothing breeds, 

Unleſs the nightly Owl, or fatal Raven. | 

And when they ſhew*d me this abhorred Pit, 

They told me, here at dead time of the night; 

A thouſand Fiends, a thouſand hiſling Snakes, 

Ten thouſand'ſwelling Toads, as many Urchins, 

Would make ſuch fearful and confuſed crics, 

Asany mortal body hearing it, 

Should ſtreight fall mad, or elſe die ſuddenly. 

No ſooner had they told this helliſh Tale, | 

But ſtreight they told me they would bind me here, 

Unto the body of a diſmal Yew, 

And leave me to this miſerable death. 

And then they call'd me foul Adultereſs, 

Laſcivious Goth, and all the bittereſt terms 

That ever Ears did hear to ſuch effect. 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 

This vengeance on me had they executed : 

Revenge it, as you love your Mothers lite, 

Or be ye not henceforth calPd my Children. 
Dem, This isa witneſs that I am thy Son. 
Chi, And this for me, 

Struck home to ſhew my ſtrength. 

Lav. 1 come Semiramis, nay Barbarous Tamora, 

forno Name fits thy Nature but thy own. 

Tam, Give me thy Poygnard: you ſhall know, my Boys, 

Your Mothers hand ſhall right your Mothers wrong. 

Dem. Stay, Madam, here is more belongs to her, ., 

Firſt thraſh the Corn, then after burn the Straw: 

This Minion food upon her Chaſtity, _ , 

Upon her Nuptial Vow, her Loyalty, =; 

And with that painted hope ſhe braves your Mightineſs, 

And ſhall ſhe carry this unto her Grave ? 

Chi. And if ſhedo, 

L would 1 were an Eunuch. 

Drag hence her Husband to ſome ſecret Hole, 

And make his dead Trunk Pillow toour Luſt. 

Tam, But when ye have the Honey ye deſire, 

Let not this Waſp out-live us both to ſting. 

Chi, I warrant you, Madam, we will make that ſure; 

Come Miſtreſs, now perforce we will enjoy, 

That nice-preſerved honeſty of yours. 

Lav. O Tanwra, thou bear'ſt a Womans Face. 

Tam. 1 will not hear her ſpeak, away with her. 

Lav. Sweet Lords,intreat her hear me but a word. 

Dem. Liſten, fair Madam, let it be your glory 

To ſee hertears, bat he your heart to them, 

as unrelenting fiints to drops of rain. 

Lav. When did the Tygers young-ones teach the Dam? 


[ Stabs him, 
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O do not learn her wrath, ſhe taught it thee, 

The Milk thou ſuckſt from her did turn to Marble, 
Even at thy Teat thou had'ſt thy Tyranny, 
Yetevery Mother breeds not Sons alike, 


Do thou intreat her ſhew a Woman pity. 


Chi, W hat, 

Would'ſt thou have me prove my ſelf a Baſtard ? 

Lav. *Iis rrue, 

The Raven doth not hatch a Lark, 

Yet havel heard, O: could 1 find it now, 

The Lion mov*d with pity, did indure 

To have his Princely Paws par'd all away. 

Some 1ay, that Ravens foſter forlorn Children, 
The whiPlt their own Birds famiiſh in their neſts : 
Oh beto me though thy hard heart ſay no, * 
Nothing fo kind bur ſomething pitiful. 

Tam, 1 know not-what it means, away with her: : 

Lav. Ohlet me teach thee for my Fathers ſake, 3 
Thar gave thee life, when well he might have ſlain thee : 
Be not obqurate, open thy deaf Ears. ' 

1am, Had'lt thou in Perſon ne*re offended me, 
Even for his fake am 1 now pitileſs : 

Remember, Boys, I pour*d forth tears in vain, 
To fave your Brother from the Sacrifice, 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent, 
Therefore away with her, and uſe her as you will, 
The worſe to her, the better loy*d of me. 
Lav. O Tamora, 
Be calPd a gentle Queen, 
And with thine own Hands kili me in this place, 
For *tis nor life that I have begg'd ſolong, 
Poor I was ſlain when Baſſianas dy*d. 

Tam. What begg?ſt thou then? fond Woman, let me go. 

Lav. ?Tis pretent death I beg, and one thing more, 
That Womanhood denies my Tongue to tell, 

Oh keep me from their worſe than killing luſt, 
And tumble me into ſome loathſome Pir, 
Where never mans Eye may behold my Body : 
Do this, and be a Charitable Murderer. 

Tam. Soſhould I rob my ſweet Sons of their Fee; 

No, let them fatisfie their Luſt on thee. 
Dem. Away. . 
For thou haſt ſtaid us here too long. 
Lv. No Grace ?! | 
No Woman-hood ? Ah beaſtly Creature, 
The blot and Enemy to our general naine, 
Confuſion all , 
Chi. Nay then Ple ſtop your Mouth, 
Bring thou her Husband, | 
This is the Hole where Aaron bid us hide him. © [Exeunt, 

Tam, Farewel, my Sons, ſce that ye make her ſure, 
Ne're let my heart know merry cheer indeed, ' 
Till all the A4ndronics be made away : 

Now will I hence to ſeek my lovely Moor, 
And let my ſpleenful Sons this Trul deflour. 


Ext. 
Enter Aaron with two of Titug's Sons. 


Aaron. Come on, my Lords, the better foot before, 
Straight wii] I bring you to the loathſome Pit, 
Wherel eipied the Panther faſt aſleep. 
' Quin, MN; {ight is very dull what ere it bodes. 
Mar. And mine, I promiſe yon, were it not for ſhame 
Well coulc I leave our ſport to ſleep a while. 
Quin, W hat, art thou fallen ? 
What ſubtle Hole is this, 
W hoſe Mouth is covered with Rude growing Briers, | 
Upon whole leaves are drops of new-ſhed- blood, 
As freſh as morning Dew diſtilÞd on flowers ? 
A very fatal place it ſeems to me 
Speak, Brother, haſt thou hurt thee with the fall ? 
Mar, Oh Brother, 
With the diſmaPſt obje:t ; 
That ever Eye with ſight made Heart lament. 


*ReCY2 Aar, Now 
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| Aar. Now will I fetch the Kiog to find them here, 
That he thereby may have a likely gueſs, 
How theſe were they that made away his Brother, 
Exit Aaron, 
Mar. Why doſt not comfort me and help me out, 
From this unhallow*d and blood-ſtained Hole ? 
win, I am ſurpriz'd with an uncouth fear, 
A chilling ſweat o're-runs my trembling joynts, 
My heart ſuſpe&ts more than mine eye can ſce. 
Mar. To prove thou haſt a true divining heart, 

Aaron and thou look down into this Den, 
And ſee a fearful.ſight of Blood and Death. 
; Quin. Aaron is gone, 
'And my compaſiionate heart 
Will not permit mine Eyes once to behold 
[The thing whereat it trembles by ſurmile - 

h tell me-how it is, for ne*re till now 

asI a Child, to fear I know not what. 

Mar. Lord Baſſianus lies embrewed here, 
11 on a heap like to the ſlaughter*d Lamb, 
n this deteſted, dark, blood-drinking pit. 
/ Quin. If it be dark, how doſt thou know *ris he ? 
i Aar. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
[A precious Ring, that lightens all the Hole : 
W hich like a Taper in ſome Monument, 
'Doth ſhine upon the dead mans earthly Cheeks, 
And ſhews the ragged intrails of the Pit : 
So pale did ſhine the Moon on Pyramw, 
When he by night lay batt®d in Maiden blood : 
O Brother help me with thy fainting hand, 
[If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath, 
Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 
As hateful as-Cocyrus miſtie mouth. 
Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out, 
Or wanting ſtrength to do thee ſo much good, 
I may be pluckt into the ſwallowing womb 
1 Of this deep pit, poor Baſſians Grave : 
[1 have no ſtrength to pluck thee to the brink. 
Mar. Nor l no ſtrength to climb without thy help. 

uin, Thy hand once more, 1 will not looſe again, 

Till thou art here aloft, or I betow : | 
Thou can'ſt not come to me, I come to thee. [Both fall in, 


Enter the Emperour, Aaron the Moor. 


Sat. Along with me, Ple ſee what hole is here, 
And what he is that now is leapt into it. 
| Say, whoart thou that latelydid'it deſcend 
| [nto this gaping Hollow of the Earth ? 

Mar. The unhappy Son of old Andronicus, 
Brought hither in a moſt unlucky hour, 
{ Th find thy Brother Baſſianus dead. 
Sat. My Brother dead ? I know thou do'ſt but jeſt, 
He and his Lady both are at the Lodg, 
| Upon the North-ſide of this pleaſant Chaſe, 
Tis not an hour ſincel left him there. 
Mar. We know not where you left himall alive, 
But out, alas, here have we found him dead. 


Erter Tamora, Andronicus, and Lucins. 


| Tam. Whc&re is my Lord, the King ? 

Sat. Here Tamora, though griev*d with killing grief. 
/ Tam.' Where is thy Brother Baſſianus ? 
T 1 Szt. Now tothe bottom do?ſt thou ſearch my wound, 
Poor Baſſtans here lies murthered. 

Tam,. Then all too late 1 bring this fatal writ, 
The complot of this timeleſs Tragedy, 
And wonder greatly that Man's Face can fold 


in plcaſing ſmiles ſuch murderous Tyranny. 
[She giveth Saturnine 4 Letter. 


| Saturninus reads the Letter, 
| And if we mifi to meet him handſomly, 


—_— 


Do thou ſo much as dig the Grave for him, 
Thou know'ſt cur meaning, look for thy reward 
Among the Nettles at the Elder tree : 

Which over- ſhades the mouth of that fare Pit, 
Where we decreed to, bury Baſlianus ; 

Do this, and purchaſe us thy laſting friends. 


Sat, Oh Tamora, was ever heard the like ? 
This is the Pit,, and this the Elder-tree, 

Look, Sirs, if you can find the Huntſman out, 

That ſhould have murthered Baſſianus here, 

Aar. My gracious Lord, here is the Bagof Gold 
Sat, Two of thy whelps, fell Curs, of bloody kind 
Have here bereft my Brother of his life : 

Sirs, drag them from the Pit unto the Priſon, 
There let them bide until we have devis'd 

Some never heard-of torturing pain for them. 

Tam, What are they in this Pit ? 

Oh wondrous thing ! 

How eaſily Murder is diſcovered ? 

Tit. High Emperour, upon my feeble Knee, 


That this fell fault of my accurſed Sons, 
Accurſcd, if the faults be prov*d in them 
Sat. It it be prov*d ? you ſee it is apparent, 
Who found this Letter, 7amora, was it you ? 


Ti. 1 did, my Lord, 
Yet let me be their bail. 
For by my Fathers reverend Tomb [| vow - 
They ſhall be ready at your Highneſs Will, 
To anſwer their ſuſpition with their lives. 
Sat. Thou ſhalr not bail them, ſee thou follow me : 
Some bring the murthered Body, ſome the Mnrth--o7s, 
Let them not ſpeak a word, the Guilt is plain, 
For by my Soul, were there worſe end than death, 
That end npon them ſhould be executed. 

Tam. Andronicus, I will intreat the King, 
Fear not thy Sons, they ſhall do well enough. 

Tit, Come Lucius, come, 
Stay not to talk with them. [ Exeun. 


Enter the Empreſs 'Sons, with Lavinia, her Hangs cut off, and 
her Tongue cut out, and raviſht. 


Dem. So now go tell, and if thy tongue can ſpeak, 
W ho ?*twas that cut thy tongue and raviſhrt thee. 

Chi, Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning ſo, 
Andif thy ſtamps will let thee play the Scribe. 

Dem, See how with ſigns and tokens ſhe can ſcowl. 

Chi, Go home, 
Call for ſweet water, waſh thy hands.. 

Dem. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to waſh, 
And ſolet's leave her to her ſilent walks. 

Chi. And*rwere my cauſe, I ſhould.go hang my ſelf. 

Dem. If thou had'lt hands to help thee knit the Cord. 

[ Exennt, 


. Wind Horns, Enter Marcus from hunting to Lavigua- 


Mar. Who is this, my Niece, that flies away ſo falt ? 
Couſin, a word, where is your Husband ? 
[f I dodream, would all my wealth would wake me, 
If I dowake, ſome Planet ſtrike me down, 
That I may ſlumber in cternal ſleep. 
Speak, gentle Niece, what ſtern ungentle hands 
Hath lop'd and hew®d, and made thy Body bare 
Of her two branches, thoſe ſweet Ornaments, = 
W hoſe circling ſhadows, Kings have {ought to ſleep 1n» 
And might not gain ſo great a happineſs 
As half thy love? why do'ſt not ſpeak to m2 ? 
Alas, a Crimſon River of warm blood, 
Like toa bubling Fountain ſtir?d with Wind, 
Doth riſe and fall between thy roſed lips, 


I beg this boon, with tears not lightly ſhed, | 


Tam. Andronicus himſelf did take it up. 


Coming and going with thy Honey breath. But 


E weet Huntſman, Baſſianus, *tis we mean, 


Gees. 4 CO—— — 
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Bur ſure ſome Terens hath deffonr?®d thee, 

And leſt thou ſhould'ſt detect them, cut thy Tongue » 
Ah, now thou turmit away thy Face for ſhame ! | 
And notwithſtanding all this loſs of blood, 

A; from a Conduit with their iſſaing Spouts, 

Yer do thy cheeks look red as Titans Face, 

Bluſhing to bz encountred with a Cloud, 

Shall I ſpeak for thee ? Shall I ſay, *cis fo ? 

Ohthat I knzw thy, Heart, and knew the Beaſt, 

That I might rail at him to eaſe my mind. 

$xrrow conceal2d, like an Oven ſtopt, 

Noth burn the heart to Cinders where It 1s. 

Fair Philomctr, ſhe but loſt her Tongue, 

Ard in a tedious Sampler ſewed her mind. 

But lovely Nizce, that mean is cut from thee, 

A crafticr Tercxs haſt thou met withall, 

And he hath cut thoſe pretty Fingers off 

That coufd have better ſewed than -Philomel. 

0h had the Monſter ſeen thoſe Lilly hands 

Tremble like Aſpen Leaves upon a Lute, 

And make the ſilken ſtrings delight to kiſs them, 

He would hot then have toucht them for his Lite. 

Or had he heard the Heavenly Harmony, 

Which that ſweet Tongue hath made 3 

He would have dropt his Knife and fell aſleep, 

As Cerberus at the Thracian Poets feet. 

Come, let us go, and make thy Father blind, 

For ſuch a ſight will blind a Father's Eye. : 

One hours ſtorm will drown the fragrant Meads, 
What will whole Months of Tears thy Father*s Eyes ? 
Donot draw back, for we will mourn with thee : 


Oh could our mourning eaſe thy miſery. [ Exeunt . 


Attus Tertius. 


Enter the Judges and Senators, with Tituss two Sons bound, 
paſſing on the Stage to the place of Execution, and Titus go- 


wig before, pleaging. 


Tit, Hear me, grave Fathers, Noble Tribunes ſtay, 
For pity of mine Age, whoſe youth was ſpent 
[n dangerous Wars, whillt ygu ſecurely llept : 
For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel ſhed, 
For all the froſty Nights that I have watchr, 
And for theſe bitter Tears, which now you ſee 
Filing the aged wrinkles in my Cheeks, 
Be pitiful ro my condemned Sons, _ 
Whoſe Souks are not corrupted, as *tis thought : 
For two and twenty Sons 1 never wept, - 
| Becauſe they died in Honours lofty Bed. - 
Andronieus lyeth down, and the Fudges paſs by him, 
For theſe, theſe, Tribunes, inthe duſt I write 
My hearts deep languor, and my Souls ſad Tears: 
Let my Tears itench the Earths dry apperite, 
My Sons {wcet blood will make it ſhame and bluſh : 
OFEarth! 1 will befriend thce more with rain, [ Exemnt. 
That ſhall diſtill from theſe two ancient ruins, 
Than youthful April ſhall with all his Showers 
InSummcrs drought : Ple drop upon thee {till, 
In Winter with warm Tears Ple melt the Snow) 
Ard keep Eternal Spring-time on thy Face, 
$9 thou refuſe to drink my dear Son's Blood. 


Enter Lucius with his weapon drawn. 


Oh Reverend Tribunes, oh gentle aged men, 

Unbind my Sons, reverſe the doom of Death, 

And let me ſay (that never wept before) 

My Tears are now prevailing Orators. _ 
Ex. Oh Noble Father, you Jament in vain, 

The Tribunes hear you not, no man is by, 

And you recount your ſorrows to a Stone. 


[it, Ah Zxcins, for thy Brothers let me plead, 
Grave Tribunes, once more 1 intreat of you—— 
Ls, My gracious Lord, no Tribune hears youſj 
Tu. Why, *tis no-matter, Man, if they did hear, 
They would not mark me : oh if they did hear, 
They would not pity me. 
Therefore l tell my ſorrows bootleſs to the ſtones, 
Who though they cannot anſwer my diſtreſs, 
Yet in ſome ſort they are better than/the Tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my tale ; 
Whenl do weep, they humbly at. my Feet 
Receive my tears, and ſeem to weep with me, 
And were they but attired in grave wee 
Kome could afford no Tribune like to theſe. 
A ſtone is as ſoft Wax, 
Tribunes more hard than Stones : 
Alſtone is filent, and offendeth not, 
And Tribunes with their Tongues doom men to death. 
But wherefore ſtand*ſt thou with thy weapon drawn ? 
Ls. To reſcue my two Brothers from their death, 
For which attempt the Judges have pronounc'd 
My everlaſting doom of Baniſhment. 
Tir. O happy man, they have befriended thee : 
Why fooliſh Zxc:ns, dolt thou nor perceive, 
T hat Rome is but a Wilderneſs of Tigers ? 
Tigers muſt prey, and Rome affords no. prey 
But me and mine: how happy art thou-then, 
Fram theſe devourers to: be baniſhed ? 
But who comes with our Brother Aarcus, here ? 
Emer Marcus and Lavinia. | 
Mar. Titus, prepare thy Noble Eyes to weep, | 
Or it not ſo, thy Noble Heart to break : 
I bring conſuming Sorrow to thine age. 
Ti, Will it conſume me? Let me ſee it then. 
Mar. T his was thy Daughter. 
Fit. Why, Marcus, ſo ſhe is. 
Zu. Ay me, (this Object kills me. 
Tit, Fainted-Hearted Boy, ariſe, and look upon her, 
Speak my Lavinia, what accurſed hand 
Hath made thee handleſs in thy Fathers fight ? 
What Fool hath added Water tothe Sea ? | 
Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy:? 
My grief was at the height before thou canvlt, 
And now like Nilzs it diſdaineth bounds : 
Give me a Sword, Ple chop off niy hands too, | 
For they have fought for Kome, and all in vain : 
And they have nurs'd this woe, 
In feeding Life; | 
[n bootleſs Prayer have they been held up, 
And they have ſerv*d me to effeCtleſs uſe. 
Now all the Szrvice I require of them, 
Is, that the one will help to cut the other : 
"Tis well, Lavinia, that thou haſt no Hands, 
For Hands to do Kome ſervice, is but vain. 
Lu, Speak, gentle Siſter, who hathmartyr*d thee ? 
Mar. O that delightful Engine of her Thoughts, 
Thar blab*d them with ſuch pleaſing Eloquence, 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow Cage, 
Where like a ſweet melodious Bird it ſung 
Sweet various flotes inchanting every Ear, 
Lu. Ohfay thou for her, 
Who hath done this deed ? 
Mar. Oh thus 1 found her ſtraying in the Park, 
Seeking to hide her ſelf, as doth the Deer 
That hath receiv*d ſome untecuring Wound. 
Tit. It was my Deer, 
And he that wounded her 
Hath hurt me more, than had he killd mg dead ; 
For now I ſtand, as one upon a Rock, 
Environ'd with a Wilderneſs of Sea, 
Who makes the waxing Tide 
Grow Wave by Wave, 
Expecting ever when ſome envious Surge 
Will in his briniſh Bowels ſwallow him. 
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This way to.death niy wretched Sons are gone ; 
Here ſtands my other:Son, a. baniſh'cman, | 
And here my Brother weeping:at my woes. 
But that which gives my:Soul the-greatelt ſpurn 
Is dear Laviniz, dearer.than my Soul. 
Had I but ſeen thy Picture in this plight, 
/It wonld:bave: madidedmec Whar ſhall I do ? 
|\Now I behold thy llively-body ſo ? _ ..: 
hat no: Hands: to wipe away thy 1 ears, 
'Nor Tongue to talkme who hath martyr'd thee ; 
'Thy Husband he is dead,: and for his-death * 
[Thy Brothers arecondemw'd, andidead by this. 
Look Marcus, ab:Son Lucins look on her : 
(When I did nameher: Brothers, then freſh tears 
Stood on her cheeks, as doth the Honey dew, 
er?d Lillie almoſt withered. 
hance ſhe, weeps becauſe they kilPd her Hul- 


Upon a gath 
Mar. Perc 


and. 


(Perchance-becauſe ſhe knows him innocent. 

Tit. If they did kill thy Husband, then be joytul, 
(Becauſe the Law bath tane revenge on them. 

No, no, they would not do ſo foul a deed, 
Witneſs: the forrow that their Siſter makes. 

(Gentle Lavinia, let me kits thy lips, 

(Or make ſome ſigns how 1 may doithee eaſe : 

Shall thy good Uncle, and thy Brother Zac, 

{And thou and I fit round about ſome Fountain, 
Looking all downwards to behold our. cheeks 

w they areſtain'd in Meadows yet not dry 

ith miery ſlime.lefc on'them by a flood : 

And in the Fountain ſhall we gaze fo long, 

Till the freſh taſte be taken from that clearneſs, 
And made a Brine-pit with our bitter tears ? 

'Or ſhall we cut away. our hands like thine ? | 
Or ſhall we bite our tongues, and in dumb Shows 
Paſs the remainder of our hateful days ? 

W hat ſhall we do? Let us that have our: Tongues 
Plot ſome deviſe af Further miſeries 

To make us wondred at in time to come: - 

Luc, Sweet Father, ceaſe your tears, for at your grief 
See how my wretched Silter ſobs and weeps. 

, \ dear Niecez good 1ztus drie thine 


(0) 


by 


Mar. Patience 


Eyes. 


Tit. Ah Marc, 


| Writing deſtruction on the Enemies Caſtle ? 
Oh none of both but are.of high deſert : 

My hand hath been but idle, let it ſerve 

To ranſome my two Nephews from thcir death, 
Then havc'l kept it to a- worthy end. 


Prey 2 


| For fear they die before their Pardon come. 


.Now let me ſhew a Brothers love to thee. 


Marcus, Brother, well I wot, 
Thy Napkin cannot drink: a tear of mine, 
For thou, poor:Man, haſt drown'd it with thine own. 
Luc. Ah, my Lavinia, 1 will wipe thy Cheeks. 
Tir. Mark, Marcus, mark, I underſtand her ſigns, 
Had ſhea Tongue tb fptak, now would ſhe ſay 
That to her Brother whichl ſaid to thee. 
His Napkin with his true tears all bewet, 
Can dono ſervice on her ſorrowful cheeks. 
Oh what a ſympathy of woe is this ! 
As far from helpas Limbo is from Bliſs. 

| Enter Aaron the Moor alone. 
Moor, Titus Andronicus, my Lord the Emperor, 
bends thee this word, that if thou love thy Sons, 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thy ſelf, old Titus, 
Orany one of you chop oft your Hand, 
And ſend it to the King : he for the ſame, 
\Will ſend thee hither both thy Sons alive, 
And that ſhall bethe Ranſom for their fault. 
1it. Ohgracious Emperour, oh gentle Aaron, 
id ever Raven ſing ſo like a Lark, 
hat gives ſweet tydings of the Suns Upriſe ? 
Witch all my heart, Ple ſend the Emperour my hand, 
Good 4x70 wilt thou help to chop it off ? 
Lc. Stay, Father, for that noble handof thine, 
That hath thrown dawn fo many Enemies, 
Shall not be fent: my hand will ſerve the turn. 
My youth can better ipare my Blood than you, 
And therefore mine ſhall ſave my Brothers lives. 
' Ar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And reat*d aloft the bloody Battel-ax, 


I am the Sea. Heark how her ſighs do blow: 


Then muſt my Earth with her continual tcars 
Become a deluge, over-tlow*d and drown'd : 

For why, my Bowels cannot hide her Woes, 

| But like a Drunkard mult 1 vomir them: 

Then give me leave, for loſers will have leave, 
To caſe their Stomachs with their bitter T ongues. 


Moor. Nay, come agree, whoſe hand ſhall goalong, 


Mar. My hand ſhall go. 

Luc, By Heaven it ſhallnot go. 

Ti. Sirs, {trive no more, ſuch wither*d herbs as theſe 
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine, 

Luc, Sweet Father, it I ſhall be thought thy Son, 
Let me redeem my Brothers both from death, 

Mar. And for our Fathers ſake, and Mothers care, 


1:t. Agree between you, I will ſpare my hand, 
Luc, Then Ple go fetch an Ax. | 
Aar. But wili uſe the Ax. [Exemn, 
1it. Come hither, Aarcn, Ple deceive them both, | 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine. 
Moor. It that be call'd deceit, I will be honeſt, 
And never whiPlt 1 live deceive men ſo: 
But Ple deceive you in another ſort, 
And that you?l ſay ere half an hour paſs. 
[ He cuts off Titus's band. 


Enter Lucius aud Marcus again, 


Tit. Now ſtay your ſtrife, what ſhall be, is diſpatcht: 
Good Aaron, give his Majeſty my hand: | 
Tell him; it was a hand that warded him 
From thouſand dangers, bid him bury it, 
More tath it merited : That let it have. 
As for my Sons, fay, I acconnt of them, 
As Jewels purchas'd at an eaſfie Price, 
And yet dear too, becauſe I bonght mine own. 
Aaron. 1 £9, Andronicus, and for thy hand 
Look by and by *: have thy Sons with thee : 
Their Heads i mean : Oh, how this Villany 
Doth fat me with tli: very thonght of it. | 
Let fools do good, aid tair mn ca!! for Grace, | 
Aaron will have his Soul black like his Face. [Extt, 
Tit, O hear, I litt chis one hand up to Heaven, 
And bow this feeble ruine tg the Earth, 
If any Power pitics wretched tcars, 
To that I call: what wilt thou knect with me? 
Do then, dear heart, for Heavcn ſhall hear our Prayers, 
Or with our ſighs we?l breathe the welkin dim, 
And ſtain the Sun with Fogg, as ſometime Clouds, 
When they do hug him in their melting boſoms. 
Mar. Oh, Brother, ſpeak with Poſlibilities, 
And do not break into theſe deep Extreams. 
Tit, Is not my ſorrow deep, having no bottom ? 
Then be my pallions bottomleſs with them. 
Mar. But yet let Reaſon govern thy lament. 
1:t. If there were Reaſon for theſe miſcries, 
Then into limits could i bind my woes : 
When Heaven doth weep, doth not the Earth o're-flow? 
If the winds rage, doth not the Sea wax mad, 
Threatning the welkin with his big-ſwoln Face ? 
And wilt thou have a reaſon for this ccil ? 


She is the weeping welkin, I the Earth : 
Then muſt my Sca be mov<d with her ſighs, 


Enter a Meſſencer with two Heads and a Hand. 


Meſ. Worthy Ardronicws, ill art thourepay'l, =_ 
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ror that good hand thou ſenVIt the Emperour : 
Here are the heads of thy two Noble Sons. 
And here's thy hand in ſcorn to thee ſent back : 
Thy griefs, their ſports: Thy reſolution mockt, 
That wos is me to think upon thy woes, 
More'than remembrance of my Fathers death, 
Mar. Now let hot eAina cool in Sicily, 
And be my heart in ever-burning Hell : 
Theſe miſcries are more than may be born. 
To weep with them that weep, doth caſe ſome deal; 
But ſorrow flouted at, is double death, 
Luc. Ah that this ſight ſhould make & deep a wound, 
And yet deteſted life not ſhrink thereat : 
That ever death ſhould let life bear his name, 
Where life hath no more intereſt bur to breathe. 
Mar. Alas poor heart, that kiſs is comfor. leſs, 
As frozen Water to a ſtarved ſnake. 
Tit, When will this fearful lumber have an end ? 
Mar. Now farewel flattery, die Anaronens, 
{Thou doſt not flumbcr, ſee thy two Sons heads, 
Thy warlike hand, thy mangled Daughter here : 
Thy other baniſht Son with this dear fight 
Struck pale and bloodleſs, and thy Brother I, 
Eyenlike a ſtony Image, cold and num, . - 
Ah now no more will I controul my grieſs, 
Rent off thy Silver hair, thy other hand 
| Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this diſmal fight 
The cloſing up of our moſt wretched eyes 
Now is a time to ſtorm, why art thou {till ? 
Tit, Ha, ha, ha. | ' 
Mar. Why doſt thou laugh ? it fits not with this hour. 
Tit, Why I have not another tear to ſhed ; 
Beſides, this ſorrow is an Enemy, 
And would uſurp upon my watry eyes, 
And make them blind with tributary tears, 
Then which way ſhall I find Revenges Cave ? 
For theſe two Heads'do ſeem to ſpeak to me, 
And threat me, I ſhall never come to bliſs, 
Till all theſe miſchiefs be return'd again, 
Even in their Throats that have commirted them. 
Come let me ſee what task | have to do ; 
You heavy people circle me about, 
That I may turn me to each gge of you, 
And ſwear unto-my Soul t your wrongs: 
The Vow is made, come Bro take a head, 
And in this hand the other wilfT bear, "0 
Lavinia, thou ſhalt be employ*d in theſe things: 
Bear thou my hand, ſweet wench, between thy teeth: 
As for thee, Boy, go get thee from my ſight, 
Thou art an Exile, and thou mult not ſtay, 
Hie to the Gorhes, and raiſe an Army there, 
And if you love me, as I think you do, 
Let's kiſs and part, for we have much to do. 
Manet Lucius, 
Luc. Farewel Andronicus, my Noble Father : 
The woful'ſt man that ever liv*d in Rome - 
Farewel, proud Rome, till Zucizes come again, 
He loves his pledges dearer than his life : 
Farewel Lavinia, my Noble Siſter, 
O would thou wert as thou to fore halt been, 
But now, nor Lucius nor Lavinia lives 
But in oblivion and hateful griefs : 
If Zucizs live, he will requite your wrongs, 
And make proud Saturninus and his Empreſs 
Beg at the Gates like Tarquin and his Queen, 
Now will 1 to the Gothes and raiſe a Power, 
Tobe reveug'd on Rome and Saturnine. 


[E-xit. 


[_Exeunt. 


[Ex:t Lucius. 


A Banquet. 
Enter Andronicus, Marcus, Lavinia, and the Boy. 


An. So, ſo, now ſit, and look you cat no more 
Than will preſerve juſt ſomuch ſtrength in us; 
As will revenge theſe bitter woes of ours. 


LL 


Azreus unknit that forrow-wreathen knot : 
Thy Niece andI (poor Creatures) want our hands 
| And cannot paſſionate our ten-fold grief, 
With foulded Arms. This poor-right hand of mine 
Is left to tyrannize upon my breaſt, 
Who when my heart, all mad with miſery, 
Beats in this hoHow priſon of iny lleſh, 
Then thus I thump ir down. | 
Thou Map of Woe, that thus doſt talk in ſigns; 
When thy. poor heart beats with outragions beating, 
Thou canſt not ftrike it thus to make ir ſti!} : 
Wound it with ſighing, Girl, kill ic vith groans : 
Or get ſome litt]2 knite berween thy tecth, 
And juſt againſt thy heart make then a hole, 
Thar all the tears that thy poor cyes 1.t fall 
May run into that fink, and ſoaking, in, 
Drown the lamenting fool in Sea-j21t tears. , - 
Mar, Fie, Brother, fie, teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent bands upon her tender life. 
An. How now / Has ſorrow made thee doat already ? 
Why, 4fzrcus, no man ſhould be mad but l : 
W hat violent hands can ſhe lay on her life ? 
Ah, whcrefore doſt thou urge the name of hands; 
To bid eres tell the tale twice ore, 
How Troy was burnt, and he made miſerable ? 
O handle not the Theam, to talk of hands, 
Leit we remember {till that we have none. 
Fie, fie, how Frantiquely I ſquare my talk 
As if we ſhould forget we had no hands, 
If Marcus did not name the word of hands ? 
Come, let”s fall too, and gentle Girl cat this, 
Here is no drink : Heark, arcs, what ſhe ſays, 
| can interpret all her martyr*d figns, 
She ſays, ſhe drinks no other drink but tears 
Brew*d with her ſorrows, mc{tvd upon her Cheeks. 
Spe&hlels complaint, O I will learn thy thought. 
| In thy dumb action will 1 be as perfect 
As begging Hermits in their holy Prayers. 
Thou ſhalr not ſigh, nor hold thy ſtumps to Heaven, 
| Nor wink, nor nod;nor kneel, nor makea ſign, 
But I (of theſe) will wrelt an Alphaber, 
And by {till Practice, learn to know thy meaning. 
Boy. Good Grandfiire leave theſe bitrer deep Laments, 
Make my Aunt merry, with ſome pleaſing Tale. 
Mar. Alas, the tender Boy, in paſſion moy'd, 
Doth weep to ſee his Grandfires heavineſs. 
An. Peace tender fapling, thou art made of tears, 
And tears will quickly melt thy life away. 
Marcus ſtrikes the dh with a Knife. 


_—_—_—— 


nl 


| What doſt thou ſtrike at Marrs with thy Knife ? 


Mar. Atthat that I have kilPd, my Lord, a Fly: 
An. Out on thee, Murderer : thou kilPſt my heart; 
Mine eyes are cloy*d with view of Tyranny : 
A deed of death done on the Innocent 
Becomes not 7:ts Brother ; get thee gore, 
I ſee thou art not for my company. | 
ar. Alas, (my Lord) I have but kilPd a Fly. 
An. But, how if that Fly had a Father and Mother ? 
How would he hang his ſlender gilded wings, 
And buz lamenting doings in the Air ? 
Poor harmleſs Fly, 
That with his pretty buzzing melody, 
Came here to make us merry, 
And thou halt k1iiPd him. 
Mar. Pardon me, Sir, 
[t was a black 1l|-favour®d Fly, | 
Like to the Empreſs Adoor, therefore I kiiPd him, 
Az. Q, o, 0, 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 
For t}cu haſt donea Charitable deed : 
Givere thy Knife, I will inſult on him, 
Flattering my ſelf, as if it were the or, 
Come hither purpoſely to poiſon me. 
There's for thy ſelf, and that's for Tamora ; Ah firra, 
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| Yet 1 think we are not brought ſo low, 
But that-between us we can kill a Fly, 


—— 


That comes in likeneſs of a Cole-black Moor. : 
Mar. Alas poor man, grief has ſo wrought in him, 
He takes falſe ſhadows for true ſubſtances. 

And, Come, take away ; Lavinia, go with me, 
Vie to thy Cloſet, and go fead with thee 

Sad Stories, chanced in the times of old. 

Come, Boy, and go with me, thy fight 1s young) 
A nd thou ſhalt read, when mine begin to dazle. 


[ Exeunt, 


Titus and Marcus. 


Sweet Poetry, and 7 les Orator : 


And I have read that Hetuba of Troy 


| moſt willingly attend your Lady-ſhip. 
Mar, Lucins, 1 will. 


| What Book ? 
| 


My mothcr gave It me. 
Mar. For loveof her that's gone, 


This is the Tragick tale of Phzlomel, 


"I 


Afﬀus Quartus. 


Enter young Lucius, and Lavinia running after him, and the 
Boy fucs from her with his Books under his Arm, 


Biy. Help, Grandfire, help, my Aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, I know not why. 

Good Uncle Marcss, ſec how ſwift ſhe comes : 

Alas, {wect Aunt, I know not what you mean. 
Mar. Stand by me, Lucins, do not fear thy Aunt. 
Tit. Sheloves thee, Boy, too well to do thee harm. 
Boy. 1, when my Father was in Rome ſhe did. 

Ma. W hat means my Neece Lavinia by theſe ſigns? 
Tat, Fear not, Lucius, ſomewhat doth ſhe mean : 
See, Lucius, ſee, how much ſhe makes of thee : 

| Some whither would ſhe have thee go with her. 

Ah, Boy, Cornelia never with more care 

Read to her Sons, than ſhe hath read to thee, 


Why lifts ſhe up her Arms in ſequence thus ? 
Aar. 1 think ſhe means that there was more than one 
Confederate in the Fat. 1, more there was : 
{ Or<clſe to Heaven ſhe heaves them to revenge. 
Tit. Lutirs, what Book is that ſhe toſleth ſo? 
Boy. Grandlire, *tis Ovids Metamorphoſss, 


Perhaps ſhe culPd it from among the reſt. 
Ti. Sor, fo buſily ſhe turns the leaves. 
Help hex, what would ſhe find ? Lavma, ſhall I rcad ? 


And treats of Zexexs Treaſon and his Rape, 
| And Rape | fear was root of thine annoy. 
Mar. Sce,Brother,ſce, note how ſhe quotes the 1caves. 
Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus ſurpriz'd, ſweet Girl, 
Raviſh'd and wrong'd, as Philomela was, 
| Ford in the rutkleſ, vaſt, and gloomy woods ? 


Enter 


Canſt thou not gueſs, wherefore ſhe plies thee thus ? 
My Lord, 1 know not, nor can gueſs, 
Unleſs ſome fit or frenſie do poſleſs her: 

For have heard my Grandlire ſay full oft, 
Extremity of griefs would make men mad. 


Ran mad through ſorrow, that made me to fear, 
Alrhough, my Lord, I know my Noble Aunt 
Loves meas dear as ere my Mother did, 

And would not but in fury fright my Youth, 

| Which made me down to throw my Books, and flye 
Cauſleſs perhaps, but pardon me, ſweet Aunt, 
And, Madam, if my Uncle Marcus go, 


| Tit. How now, Lavinia? Marcus, what means this ? 
| Some book there is that ſhe deſires to ſee, 

Which is it, Girl, of theſe? Open them, Boy, 

But thou art deeper read, and better skill'd, 

| Come and take choice of all my Library, 

And ſo beguile thy Sorrow, till the Heavens 

Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed : 


SSD 


See, ſec, I ſuch aplace there is, where we did hunt 

(O had we never, never hunted there) : 
Pattern'd by that the Poet here deſcribes, 

By Nature made for Murders and for Rapes. 

Mar. O, why ſhould Nature build fo toul a Den, 
Unleſs the Gods delight in Tragedies ? 

Tit.Give ſigns, ſweet Girl, for here are none butFriends 
W hat Roman Lord it was durſt do the deed ? , 
Or ſlunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erſt, 

That left the Camp to ſin in Lzcrece bed ? 

Mar. Sit down, ſweet Neece, Brother, ſit 

Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, Ahn. 
Inſpire me that I may this Treaſon find. 

My Lord, look here, look here, Lavinia, 


He writes his Name with his Staff, and guides it with his Feet 
and Month. 

This ſandy Plot is plain, guide if thou canſt 

This after me, whenl have writ my Name, 

Without the help of any hand at all. 

Curlt be that Heart thar forc*d usto this ſhift: 

Write thou, gcod Niece, and here diſplay at laſt, 

What God will have diſcover*d for Revenge, 

Heaven giidc thy pen to print thy Sorrows plain, 

That we may know the Traytors and the Truth. 


She takes the Staff in ber Mouth, and guides it with her ſtuns, 
and writes, 


Tit. Oh do you read, my Lord, what ſhe hath writ ? 
Stupruim, Chiron, Demetrius, 

Azr. What, what, the luſtful Sons of Tamora, 
Performers of this hainous bloody deed ? 

Tit. Magn Dominator Poli, 
1am ulentus audis ſeelera | tam lentus vides ) 

Mar. On calm thee, gentle Lord : Although I knoy 
There is enough written upon this Earth, 
To ſtir a Mutiny in the mildeſt thoughts, 
And arm the minds of Infants to exclaims. 
My Lord, kneel down with me : Lavinia, kneel, 
And kneel, ſweet Boy, the Koman Hetors hope, 
And [wear with me, as with the woful Peer, 
And Father of that chaſt diſhonoured Dame, 


Lord Junius Brutus ſware crece Rape, 

That we will proſecute ood advice) 

Mortal revenge upon theſe Trayterous Gorhee, 

Ard ſee their Blood, or die with this Reproach. 

Tit. *Tisſure enough, and you knew how. 

But if you hunt theſe Bcar-whelps, then beware 

The Dam will wake, and if ſhe wind you once, 

She's with the Lion deeply ſtill in league, 

And lulls him whilit ſhe playeth on her back, 

And when he ſleeps will ſhe do what ſhe liſt. 

You area young Huntſman, Marcus, let it alone: 

And come, I will go get a leaf of Braſs, 

And with a Gad of Steel will write theſe words, 

And lay it by : theangry Northern wind 

Will blow theſe Sands like Sybils leaves abroad, 

And where's your Leſſon then ? Boy, what ſay you? 
Boy. I ſay, my Lord, that if I werea Man, 

Their Mothers Bed-chamber ſhould not be fafe, 

For theſe bad Bond-men to the yoak of Rome. 

Mar. I, thats my Boy, thy Father hath full oft 

For his ungrateful Country done the like. 

Boy. And, Uncle, fo will I, and if I live. 
Tit, Come, go with me into mine Armory) 

Lucius Ple fit thee, and withall, my Boy 

Shall carry from me tothe Empreſs Sons, 

Preſents that I intend to ſend them both, 

Come, come, thou'lc do thy M-ſſage, wilt thou not ? 
Boy. I, with my Dagger in their Boſcme, Grandlire- 
Tit. No, Boy, not ſo,.i*!e teach thee another Courſe, 

Lavinia, come ; Marcus, look to my Houſe, 

Lucius and Ple go brave it at the Court, 


4 
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| marry will we, SIT, 


That hath 
'Than Foe- 


But yet {0 | | 
Revenge the Heavens for old An. ronicss. [ Exit. 
Enter Aaron, Chiron, 4nd Demetrius at one Door : and at 

mother Door young Lucius and another ,, with a bundle Of 


| Weapons, and Verſes writ wpon them, 
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and we'll be waited on. [ Exeunt. 
Mar. O Heavens, can you hear a good Man groan, 

and not relent, Or not compaſllion him ? 

Marcus attend bim in his extaliey _ 

more ſcars of Sorrow in his Heart, 
mens marks upon his battered Shicld, 
juft, that he will not revenge, 


Chi. Demetrius, here's the SON of Lucins, 
de hath ſome meſlage to deliver us. 
Aar, I, ſome mad Meſſage from his mad Grandfather. 
Boy. My Lords, with all the humbleneſs I may, * 
[ greet your Honours from Anaronicus, 
And pray the Roman Gods confound you both. 
Dem. Gramercy lovely Lucius, whar's the News ? 
Boy. For Villains mark*d with Rape. May it pleaſe you, 
My Grandfire, well advisd hath ſent by me, 
The goodliclt Weapons of his Armory) 
Togratihe your Honourable Youth, 
The hope of Rome, for ſo he bad me ſaye 
And ſo 1 do, and with his gifts preſent 
Your Lordſhips, whenever you have need, 


You may be armed and appointed well, 
and ſol leave you both, like bloody V illains. [ Exit. 


Dem. What's here, a Scrole, and written round about ? 
Let's ſee. 


Integer vite 


AICH 
Chir. O'tisa Verſe in Horace, I know It well : 


[read it in the Grammar long ago. 
Moor. 1 juſt, a Verſe in Horace: right, you have it; 
Now what a thing it is to be an Als ? 
Yeres no ſound jeſt, th? o1d Man hath found their Guilt, 
And ſends the Weapons, wrapt about with Lines. 
That wound (beyond their feeling) to the quick ; 
But were our witty Empreſs well a foot, 
She would applaud Ardroncns concelt : 
Bur let her reſt, in her unreſt a while. 
And now, young Lords, wag't not a happy Star 
Led us ro Rome ſtrangers, Ind gore than lo, 
Captives, to be advanCd to this height ? 
[t did me good , before the Palace Gate 
To brave the Tribune in his Brothers hearing. 
Dem. But me more good, .to ſce ſogreat a Lord 
Baſely inſinuat&, and ſend us gifts. 
Moor. Had he not reaſon, Lord Demetrins ? 
Did you not uſe his Daughter very friendly ? 
Dem. 1 would we had a thouſand Roman Dames 
At ſuch a bay, by turn to ſerve our Luſt. 
Chi. A charitable wiſh, and full of Love. 
Moor. Here lacks but your Mother for to ſay, Amen. 
Chi. And that woutd ſhe for twenty thouſand more. 
Dem. Come, letus go, and pray to all rhe Gods 


For our beloved Mother in her pains. 


Moor. Pray to the Devils,the Gods have given us. over. 
[ Flouriſh. 


Dem, Wiy do the Emperours Trumpets flouriſh thus ? 
Chi. Bclike for joy the Emperour bath a Son. 
Dem. Soft, who comes here ? 


ſeeleriſque purus, non eget Mayri jaculis nec 


Enter Nurſe with a black:a-Moor C bild. 


Nurſe. Good morrow, Lords : 
O tell me, did you ſee Aaron the Moor ? 

Aaron, Well, more or leſs, or nerea whit at all, 
Here ron is, and what with Aaron now ? 

Nurſe. O gentle Aaron, we areall undone. 
Now help, or woe betide thee evermore. 


W hat doſt thou wrap and fumbleinthine Arms?  _ | 


Our Empreſss ſhame, and ſtately Romes diſgrace, 
She is delivered, Lords, ſhe is delivered. 


Whar hath he ſent her ? 


| Here is the Babe, as loathſome as a Toad, 

| Amoneſt the faireſt breeders of our clime, 

The Empreſs ſends it thee, thy ſtamp, thy Seal 
And bids thee Chriſten it with thy Daggers point. 


Sweet blowſe, you are a beauteous bloſlom ture. | 


Woe to her chance, 'and damn'd her loathed choice, 
Accur*ſt the off ſpring of ſo foul a Fieud. 


Do Execution on my fleſh and blogd. 
Nurſe, give it me, my Sword ſhall ſoon diſpatch it. 


Nurſe, O that which I would hide from Heavens Eye, 


Aaron, To whom ? 
Nurſe, 1 mean, ſhe is brought to bed ? 
Aarorv, Well, God give her good reſt, 


Nurſe. A Devil. 
Aar. Why then ſhe is the Devils Dam : a joyful iſſue, 
Nurſe. A joyleſs, diſmal, black and ſorrowful iſſue, 


of 


Aaron. Out you Whore, is black ſo baſe a hue ? 


Dem. Villain, what haſt thou done ? 

Aaron, That which thou can'lt not undo. 

Chi. Thou haſt undone our Mother. 

Dem, Aud therein, helliſh Dog, thou haſt undone——= 


Chi. It ſhall not live. 
Aaron, It ſhall not dye. 
Nurſe. Aaron, it mult, the Mother wills it ſo. 

Aaron, What, muſt it, Nurſe? Then let no man but 1 


Dem. Vle broach the Tadpole on my Rapiers point : 


Aaron. Sooner this Sword ſhall plough thy Bowels up. 
Stay murtherous. Villains, will you kill your Brother ? 
Now by the burning Tapers of the Sky, 
That ſhone ſo brightly when this Boy was got, 
He dics upon my Semitars ſharp point, 
That touches this my firſt-born Sag and Heir. 
| tell you, younglings, not Enceladus 
With all his threatning band of Typhor?s brood, 
Nor Great Alcides, nor the God of War, 
Shall ſeize this prey out of his Fathers Hands : 
What, whart, ye ſanguine ſhallow-hearted Boys, 
Ye white-lim?d Walls, ye Ale-houſe painted Signs, 
Cole-black is better than another hue : 
[ln that ic ſcorns to bear another hue, 
For all the Water in the Ocean 
Can never turn the Swans black legs to white, 
Although ſhe lave them hourly in the Flood. 
Tell the Empereſs from me, I am of age 
To keep mine own, excuſe it how ſhe can. 
Dem, Wilt thou betray thy Noble Miſtreſs thus 7 
Aaron. My Miſtreſs is my Miſtreſs : this, my ſelf, 
The Vigour, and the Picture of my Youth: 
This, before all the World dol prefer, 
This, maugre all the World, will I keep ſafe, 
Or ſome of you ſhall ſmoke for it in Kome, 
Dem. By this our Mother is for ever ſham'd. 
Chi. Rome will deſpiſe her for this foul eſcape. 
Nur. The Emperour in his rage will doom her Death. 
Chi. 1 bluſh to think upon this Ignominy. 
Aaron. Why there's the priviledge your beauty bears : 
Fie treacherous hue, that will betray with bluſhing 
The cloſe enatts and counſels of the Heart : 
Here's a young Lad franyd of another Icer, 
Look how the black Slave ſmiles upon the F ather ; 
As who ſhould ſay, old Lad I am thine own. 
He is your Brother, Lords, ſenſibly ted 
| Of that ſelf-blood that firlt gave life to you, 
{ And from that Womb where you impriſoned were, 
He is infranchiſed and come to light : 
Nay, he is your Brother by the ſurer ſide, 
Although my Seal be ſtamped in his Face. 
Nurſe. Aaron, what ſhall I ſay unto che Empreſs ? 
Dem. Adviſe thee, Aaron, what is to be done, 
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Aaron, W hy, what a Catcrwalling dolt thou keep ? 


And we will all ſubſcribe to thy advice : 


—_—— 


Save 


| 
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Save thou the Child, ſo we may all be ſafe. 

Aaron, Then fit we down, and let us all conſult. 

My Son andI will have the wind of you : 

Keep there, now talk at pleaſure of your ſafety. 

Dem. How many women ſaw this Child of his ? 

Aaron.Why ſo, brave Lords,when we all joyn in league 

I am a Lamb: but if you brave the door, 

The chafed Boar, the Mountain Lioneſs, 

The Ocean ſwells not ſo as Aaron ſtorms : 

But ſay again, how many ſaw the Child ? 

 Narſe, Cornelia the Midwife, and my ſelf, 

'And none elſe but the delivered Empreſs. 

Aaron, The Empreſs, the Midwife, and your ſelf, 

Two may keep Counſel, when the thirds away : 

Go to the Empreſs, tell her, this I ſaid, [He ks her. 

Week, week, ſocries a Pig prepar'd to th? Spit. ' 
Dem. "What meant thou, Aaror ? 

Wherefore did*ſt thou this ? 
Aaron. O Lord, Sir, *tis a deed of Policy : 

Shall ſhe live to betray this Guilt of ours ? 

A long-tongu'd babling Goſlip ? No, Lords, no : 

And now beit known to you my full intent. 

| Not far, one uliteus, my Country-man, 

His Wife but yeſternight was brought to Bed, 

His Child is like to her, fair as you are : 

Gopack with him, and give the Mother Gold, 

And tell them both the circumſtance of all, 

And how by this their Child ſhall be advanc*d, 

And be received for the Emperour*s Heir, 

And ſubſtituted in the place of mine, 

To calm this tempeſt whirling in the Court, 

And let the Emperour dandle him for his own. 

Hark ye, Lords, ye ſeeI have given her Phyſick, , 

And you muſt nceds beſtow her Funeral, 

The Fields are near, and you are gallant Grooms : 

This done, ſee that you take nolonger Days 

But ſend the Midwife preſently to me. 

| The Midwife and the Nurſe well made away, 

Then let the Ladies tattle what they pleaſe. 
Chi. Aaron, | ſee thou wilt not truſt the Air with ſecrets. 
Dem, For this care of Tamora, 

Her ſelf, and hers are highly bound to thee. [Exeurr. 
Aaron. Now to the Goths, as ſwift as Swallow flies, 

There to diſpoſe this treaſure in mine Arms, 

And ſecretly to greet the Empreſs Friends : 

Come on you thick-lipt-ſlave, Vle bear you hence, 

For it is you that puts us toour ſhifts : 

Ple make you feed on Berries, and on Roots, 

And feed on Curds, and Whay, and ſuck the Goat, 

| And Cabin in a Cave, and bring you up | | 

Tobea Warriour, and command a Camp. [Exit. 

Enter Titus, old Marcus, youns Lucius, and other Gentle- 
men with Bows, and Titus bears the Arrows with Letters 
on the end of them. 


Tit, Come, Marcus, come Kinſmen, this is the way. 
Sir Boy, now let me ſee your Archery, 
Look ye draw home enough, and tis there ſtraight : 
Terras Aſtrea reliquit, be you remembred, Aarcus. 
She's gone, ſhe's fled, Sirs, take you to your T cols, 
You, Coulins, ſhall go ſound the Ocean : 
And caſt your Nets, haply you may find her 1n the Sea, 
Yet there?s as little Juſtice as at Land : 
No Publius and Serpronius, you muſt do it, 
'Tis you muſt dig with Mattock and with Spade, 
And pierce the inmoſt Center of the Earth : 
Then when you come to Plats Region, 
| pray you to deliver him this Petition, 
Tell him it is for Juſtice, and for Aid, 
And that it comes from old Andronicas, 
Shaken with ſorrows in ungratefnl Rome. 
Ah, Rome! Well, well, 1 made thee miſcrable, 
W hat time I threw the Peoples Suffrages 


= 
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On him that thus doth Tyrannize ore me. 
Go get you gone, and pray be careful all, 
And leave you not a man of War unſearch'd, 
This wicked Emperour may have ſhipt her hence 
And Kinſmen then we may go pipe tor Juſtice. * 
Mar. O, Fublins, is not this a heavy caſe 
To ſee thy Noble Uncle thus diſtratt ? 
Pub. Therefore, my Lord, it highly us concerge 
By Day and Night CVattend himYarctuliy : - 
And feed his humour kindly as we may, 
Till time begert ſome careful remedy. 
Mar. Kinimen, his Sorrows are paſt remedy, 
Joyn with the Gorhs, and with revengeſul War, 
Take wreak on Rome for this Ingratitude, 
And Vengeance on the Traytor Sarrrnine, 
Tit. Publius, how now ? how now, my Maſters 
What have you met with her ? : 
Pub. No, my good Lord, but Plzto ſends you word, 
[f you will have revenge from Hell, you ſhall ; 
Marry for Jultice ſhe is ſo imployd, 
He thinks with Fove in Heaven, or ſome where elſe : 
So that perforce you mult needs ſtay a time. 
Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with delays, 
Ple dive into the burning Lake below, 
And pull her out of £cheron by the heels. 
Aarcus, we are but Shrubs, no Cedars we, 
| No big-bon*d-men, fram?*d of the Cyclops ſize, 
But Metal, Marcus, Steel tothe very back, 
Yer wrung with wrongs more than our Backs can bear, 
And ith there's no Julitice in Earth nor Hell, 
We will ſolicit Heaven, and move the Gods 
To ſend down Juſtice for to wreak our wrongs : 
Come to this Gear, you are a good Archer, arcs, 
[He gives them the Arrows, 
Ad Forem, that*s for you : here ad Apollonem, 
Ad Martem, that's for my ſelf, 
Here Boy, to Pallas, here to Mercury, 
To Saturnine, to Cains, not to Saturnine, 
You were as good to ſhoot againſt the Wind. 
Toit, Boy, Marcus, looſe when I bid : 
Of my word, I have written to effect, 
There's not a God left unſolicited. 
Mar. Kinſmen, ſhoot all your ſhafts into the Court, 
We will attlit the Emperour ip his Pride. 
Tit, Now Maſters, drayy, Oh well ſaid, Lucius : 
Good Boy in Firgo's lap, give it Pallas. 
Mar. My Lord, I aim a Mile beyond the Moon. 
Your Letter is with-7-pirer by this. 
Tit, Ha, ha, Publius, Publius, what haſt thou done ? 
See, ſce, thou haſt ſhor off one of Taurus Horns. 
Mar. This was the ſport, my Lord, when Publius ſhot, 
The Bull being galPd, gave ries ſuch a knock, 
That down fell both the Rams Horns in the Courr, 
And who ſhould find them but the Empreſs Villain: 
She laugl'd, and told the Moor he ſhould not chuſe 
But give them to his Maſter for a preſent. 
Tir. Why there it goes, God give your Lordſhip joy- 


Enter the Clown with a Basket and two Pidgtons. 


Tit. News, News from Heaven. 
Marcus, the Polt is come. 
Sirrah, what tydings, have you any Letters 
Shall I have Juſtice, what ſays Jupiter ? - 
Clow. Ho the Gibbet-maker, he ſaysthat he hath taken 
them down again, for the Man mult not be hang'd till the 
nacxt Week. 
Tit. Tut, what ſays Jupiter, I ask thee ? 
Clow, Alas, Sir, I know not Fupiter, 
| never drank with him in all my Life. 
Tit. Why Villain, art not thou the Carrier ? 
Clow. 1, of my Pidgeons, Sir, nothing elſe. 
Tit, Why, did'ſt thou not come from Heaven ? 
Clow, From Heaven ? Alas, Sir, I never came =—_ 2 
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SY. . 

God forbid I ſhould be ſo bold to preſs to Heaven in my 
roung days. Why [am going with my Pidgeons to the 
Tribunal Plebs, to take upa matcer of brawl, betwixt 
my Uncle, and one of the Emperials Men. 

Mar. Why, Sir, that is as fit as can be to ſerve for your 
Oration, and let him deliver the Pidgeons to the Empe- 
rour from YOU. | : 

Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an Oration to the Em- 

rour with a Grace ? 

Cow.Nay,truly, Sir, I could never fay Grace in all my 

EC. 

UF. Sirrah, come hither, make no more ado, 
But give your Pidgeons to the Emperour. 
By me thou ſhalt have Juſtice at his Hands. 
gold, hold, mean while here*s Money for thy Charges. 
Give me a Pen and Ink. oy = 
cirrah, can you with a Grace deliver a Supplication ? 
Clow. I, Sir. 
\ Tit, Then here is a Supplication for you, and when you 
come to him, at the firſt approach you muſt kneel, then 
kiſs his Foot,then deliver up your Pidgeons, and then look 
for your reward. Ple be at handsSir, ſee you do it bravely. 
Clow. | warrant you, Sir, let me alone. 
Tit. Sirrah, haſt thou a Knife ? Come let me ſee it. 
Here, Marcss, fold it in the Oration, 
For thou haſt made ir like an humble Suppliant, 
And when thou haſt given it the Emperour, 
Knock at my Door, and tell me what he ſays. 
Clow. God be with you, Sir, I will. 
Tit, Come, Marcus, let us go, Publins follow me. 
[ Exeunt, 
Enter Emperour and Empreſs, and her two Sons, the Emperor 
brings the Arrows in hus hand, that Titus ſhot at him. 
Sat, Why Lords, 
What wrongs are theſe ? was ever ſeen 
An Emperour in Rome thus over-born, 
Troubled, confronted thus, and for the extent 
Of equal Juſtice, us?d in ſuch contempt ? 
My Lords, you know the mightYful Gods, 
(However theſe diſturbers of our Peace 
Buz in the Peoples Ears) there nought hath paſt, 
But even with Law againſt the wilfull Sons 
Of old Andronicus, And what and if 
His Sorrows have ſo over-whelny'd his Wits, 
Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks, 
His fits, his frenzy, and his bitterneſs ? 
And now he writes to Heaven for his redreſs. 
See, heres to Fove, and this to Mercury, 
This to Apollo, this to the God of War : 
Sweet ſcrowls toflie about the ſtreets of Rome : 
What's this but Libelling againlt the Senate, 
And blazoning our injuſtice every where ? 
A goodly humour, is it not, my Lords? 
As who would ſay, in Rome no juſtice were. 
But if I live, his feigned Extafies 
Shall be no ſhelter to theſe oiſtrages : 
But he and his ſhall know, that Juſtice lives 
In Saturninus health, whom if he ſleep, 
He'll ſo awake, as he in fury ſhall 
Cut off the proud'ſt Conſpirator that lives, 
Tam My gracious Lord, my lovely Saturnine, 
Lord of my life, Commander of my thoughts, 
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Tirms age, 
THeffetts of Sorrow for his valiant Sons, 
Whoſe loſs hath pierc'd him deep, and ſcarr*d his Heart ; 
And rather comfort his diſtreſſed plight, 
Than proſecute the meaneſt or the beſt 
For theſe contempts. Why thus it ſhall become 
High witted Tamora to gloſe with MI : 
But Titus, I have touch'd thee to the quick, 
Thy life-blood ont : if Aaron now be wiſe, 
Then is all ſafe, the Anchor?s in the Port. 
Enter Clown, 


How now, good Fellow, wouldſt thou ſpeak with vs ? 


- | Nor Age, nor Honour, ſhall ſhape priviledge : 


| The Gorhbs have gather*d head, and with a Power 


Clow. Yea torſooth, and your Miſterſhip be Emperial. 

ſam, Empreſs I am, but yonder ſits the Emperour. 

Clo, *I is he: God and Saint Stephen give you good-&en, 
| have brought you a Letter, and a couple of Pidgeons here. 

[He reads the Letter, 

Sat, Go, take him away, and hang him preſently. 

Clow, How much Money muſt 1 have ? 

{am, Come, Sirrah, thou mult be hang'd. 

Clow. Hang'd? by*r Lady, then I have brought up a 
Neck to a fair end. [ Exit, 

Sat. Deſpigkrful and intolerable wrongs, 
Shall I endure this Monſtrous Villany ? 
: know from whence this ſame device proceeds : 
May this be born ? As if his Trayterous Sons, 
That dy%d by Law for Murther of our Brother, 
Have by my means been butch 1*d wrongfully ? 
Go, drag the Villain hither by the Hair, 


For this proud mock, Ple be thy Slaughter-man : 
Sly frantick wretch, that holp'ſt to make me great, 
[n hope thy ſelf ſhould govern Rome and me. 
Emer Nuntius Amilius. 
Sat, What News with thec, eEmilins ? 
Emil. Arm my Lords, Rome never had more cauſe, 


Ot High reſolved men, bent to the ſpoyl 
They hither march amain, under the condut 
Of Lucius, Son to old Andronicas ; 

Who threats in courſe of this revenge to do ' 

As much as ever Coriolans did. 

Sat, Is warlike Lxcius General of the Goths ? 
Theſe tydings nip me, andlI hang the head 
As Flowers with Froſt, or Graſs beat down with Storms. 
I, now begin our ſorrows to approach, 

"Tis he the common people love ſo much, 

My ſelf hath often heard them fay, 

(Whenl have walked like a private man) 

That Z«ct«s baniſhment was wrongfully, 

And they have wild, that Zucins were their Emperour. 
Tam, Why ſhould you fear ? Isnot our City ſtrong ? 
Sat, 1, but the Citizens favour Zuciks, 

-And will revolt from me, to ſuccour him. 

Tam, King, be thy thoughts imperious like thy Name, 
[s the Sun dim'd, that Gnats do flic in it ? 

The Eagle ſuffers little Birds to fing, 

And is not careful what they mean thereby, 

Knowing that with the ſhadow of his Wings, 

He can at pleaſure ſtint their melody. 

Even ſo may*lt thou, the giddy men of Rome ; 

Then cheer thy ſpirit, for know, thou Emperour, 

| will enchant the old Andronicns, 

Wich words more ſweet, and yet more dangerous 

Than baits to fiſh, or honey ſtalks to (ſheep, 

When as the one is wounded withthe bait, 

The other rotted with delicious Food. 

King. But he will not intreat his Son for us. 

Tam, If Tamora intreat him, then he will, 

For I can ſmooth and kill his aged Ear 

With golden promiſes, that were his Heart 

Almoſt impregnable, his old ears deaf, | 

Yet ſhould both Ear and Heart obey my Tongue. 

Go thou before to our Embaſſadour, 

Say, that the Emperour requeſts a parly 

Of warlike L«cins, and appoint the meeting. 
King. eAmiliues, do this meſſage Honourably, 

Andif he ſtand on Hoſtage for his ſafety, 

Bid him demand what pledge will pleaſe him beſt, 
Emil. Your bidding ſhall I do effeCtually. 
Tam, Now willl to that old Ardroners, 

And temper him with all the Art I have, 

To pluck proud Lucizs from the warlike Goh, 

And now, ſweet Emperour, be blith again, 

And bury all thy Fear in my Devices. 


[Ex#. 


. 
Exit. 


Sat. Then goſucceſſantly and plead for him, 
Aﬀtus | 
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Attus Dumtus. 


Enter Lucius with an Army of Gothes, with Drum and 
——F ? Sonldters. 


Ly.. Approved Warriours, and my faithful Friends, 


| have received Letters from Great Rome, 

Which ſignifies what hatethey bear their Emperour, 
And how defirous of our :ght they are. | 
Ther<fore, great Lords, be as your Titles witneſs, 
Impzrious and impatient of your wrongs, 


And whercin Rewze hath done you any icathe, 


Let him make treble ſatisfaction. | 
Goth, Brave ſlip, ſprung from the Great Arndroricus, 


W ho'e Name was once our Terror, now our Comtort, 
W hoſe high Exploits, and honourable Deeds, 


[ngrateful Rome requites with foul contempt : 


Bc bold in us, we*ll follow where thou lead*ſt, 


Like ſtinging Bees in hotteſt Summers day, 
Lcd by their Malter to the flowred Fields, 
| And be aveygd on curſed Tamora, 


On, And as he faith, ſoſay we all with him. 
Ls. 1 humbly thank him, and I thank you all. 


But v-ho com<s here led by a lulty Gorb ? 


Enter a Goth leading Aaron with his Child in his arms, 


Goth. Renowned Lycirs, from our Troops I ſtraid 


To gaze upon a ruinous Monaſtery, 

Andasl carnzftly did fix mine Eye 

Upon the waſted building, ſuddenly 

[ heard a Child cry underneath a wall : 

| made unto the noiſe, when ſoon | heard, 

The crying Babe controll'd with this diſcourſe : 
Peace, Tawny Slaye, half me, and balt thy Dam, 


Did not thy :-ue bewray whoſe Brat thou art, 


Had Nature lent thee but thy Mothers look, 


Villain, thou mighL{ have bzen an Emperour. 

3ut where the Bull and Cow are both Milk-white, 
They. fever do beget a Colc-black Calt. 

Peace, Villain, pzace, (even thus he rates the Babe) 
For 1 mult bear thee to a truſty Gorh, 

Who when he knows thou art the Empreſs Babe, 
Will hold theedearly for thy Mothers ſake. 

With this, my. Weapon drawn l ruſht upon him, 
Surpriz'd him ſuddenly, and brought him hither, 


1 To uſe,” as you think needful of the Man. 


Ls». Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate Devil, 
That robb”d Andronicus of his good hand : 
This is the Pearl that plcasd your Empreſs's Eye, 


And here's the haſe Fruit of his burning Luſt. 

Say, wall-cy*d Slave, whicher wonld'ſt thou convey 
This growing Image of thy Fiend-like Face 7 

Why doſt not ſpeak ? what deaf? no! Nota word !? 
A Halter, Souldicrs, hang him on this Tree, 

And by his tide his Fruit of Baſtardy. 


Aaron, Touch not the Boy, he is of Royal blood. 
Lu, Tod like the Syre for ever b-ing goad. 


Firſt hang the Child, that he may ſee ac ſprall, 
A light ro.vex the Fathers Soul withal, 


Aaron, Gctme a Ladder, Lucius, ſave the Child, 


Aud bear it from meto the Empreſs: 

if thou do this, Vle ſhew thee wondrous things, 
That highly-may zdvantag: the to hear 3 

If thop wilt not, befall whac may betall, 

le ſpeak no more : but Vengeance rot you all. 
Lu. Say on, and if it plcaſe me, which thou ſpeak*lt 
| Thy Child ſhall live, and 1 will ſee it Nourtſvd. | 

| Aarmn, Andifir pleaſe thee ? why allure thee, Zacius, 


Twill yex thy Soul to-hear wiat I ſhall ſpeak : 


for | mult ralk of Murthers, Rapes, aud Mallacres, 
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Acts of Black-night, abominable Deeds, = 


Complots of Michief, Treaſon, Villanies 

Ruthful to hear, yet piteoully perform'd, 

And this ſhall all be buried by my death, | 

Unleſs thou ſwear to me my Child ſhall live, 

Lu. Tellon thy mind, 

[ ſay thy Child ſhall live. 

Aaron. Swear that he ſhall, and then 1 will begin 
Lu. Who ſhould I ſwear by ? : 

Thou belicveit no God, 

Thatgranted, how can'lt thou believe an Oath ? 
Aaron. What if I do not, as indeed I do nor, 

Yet for I know thou art Religious, 

And haſt athing within thee calPd Conſcience, 

With twenty Popilh tricks and Ceremonies, 

Which I have ſeen thee careful to obſerve : 

Therefore 1 urge thy Oath, for that I know 

An 1diot holds bis Bauble for a Ged, 

And keeps the Oath, which by that God ht ſwears, 

Tothat V'le urge him: therefore thou ſhalt -yow 

By that ſame God, what God ſo ere it be 

That thou adoreit and haſt in reverence, 

Toſave my Boy, nouriſh and bring him up, 

Or elle I will diſcover nought to thee. 

Lu. Even by my GodI twear to thee, I will. 
Aaron, Firlt know thou, ; 
| begot him on thy Empreſs. 
Lu. Oh molt infatiate luxurious Woman ! 
Aaron, Tut, Luc:us, this was but a deed of Charity, 

To that which thou ſhalr hcar of me anon, 

*T was her two Sons that murdered Baſſianus, 

T hey cut thy Siſters Topgue, -and Raviſht her, 

Axd cut her Hands off, aid trimm'd her as thou ſaw'ſt. 
Lu. Oh deteltable Villain / 

Calſt thou that trimming ? 

Aaron. W hy ſhe was waſht, and cut, and trimm'd, 
And twas trim ſport for ther that had the doing of it. 
Ls. Oh barbarous beaſtly Vitlains like thy ſelt ! 

Aaron, Indeed, 1 was their Tutor to inſtruct them, 

That Codding Spirit had they from their Mother, 

As ſurea Card, as ever won the Set : 

That bloody mind I think they learn'd of me, 

As tfue a Dog as ever fought at Head. 

Well, let my Deeds be witneſs of my worth : 

| train'd thy Brethren to that guileful Hole, 

Where the dead Corps of Baſſtanras lay : 

| wrote the Letter that thy Father found, 

And hid the Gold within the Letter mention'd, 

Confederate with-the Queen, . and her two Sons, 

And what not done that thou haſt cauſe torue, 

W hcrein I had no ſtroke of Miſchief in it. 

| plaid the Cheater for thy Fathers hand, 

And when I had it, drew my 1elf apart; 

Ard almoſt broke my Heart with extream laughter, 

| pried me through the Creyice of a Wall, 

When for his Hand, he had his two Sons Heads, 

Bencld his Tears, and laugh*d:ſg beartily, 

Thar both mine Eyes-were rains like to hits ; 

And when 1 told the Emprejs of this {pert, 

She ſwooned almolt at my picaling T ale, 

And for my tydings, gave re twenty kites, : 
Goth, W hat canſt thou lay pl this, 42 never bluſh * 
Aaron. I, likea black vg, #5 the iny ing i; 

Lx. Art thou not ſorry jr thte baingus £8665 ? 
Aaron, I, thatl bad wor dun. & thouting wore, 

Even nowlI curſc the day. an yet 1 think 

Few come within the con:9{5 ot mn: 

Wherein4 did nor ſome Notorious if), 

As kill a Man, orelfſe dveviie his don 
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Raviſh a Maid, or plot the yay tw do ir, 
Accuſe ſome innocent; aud torfwea my teit, 
Set deadly Enmity DA Wwecn tWweu FTends, 
Make poor Mens Catti: brevk ther fects, 
Set Fire on Barns ar} tav-!tacks it ch night, 
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'And bid the Owners quench them with their tears : 
Oft have | digg*d up dead men from their Graves, 
And ſet them upright at their dear Friends Doors, 
ryen when their ſorrow almoſt was forgot, 
And on their Skins, as on the Barque of Trees, 
Have with my Knife carved in*Roman Letters, 
Let not your ſorrow dye, though Iam dead. 
Tut, I have done a thouſand dreadful things, 
As willingly as one would kill a Fly, 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 
But that | cannot do ten thouſand more, 
Luc. Bring down the Devil, for he muſt not dye 
$9 ſweet a death, as Hanging, . preſently, 
Aaron, If there be- Devils, wonld 1 were a Devil, 
To live and burn in everlaſting Fire, 
50 | might have your company in Hell, 
But to torment you with my bitter Tongue.» 
Luc. Sirs, ſtop his Mouth, and let him ſpeak no more. 


Enter Kmilius. 


Goth, My Lord, there is a Meſſenger from Rome 
Deſires to be admitted to your Preſence. 
Luc. Let him come near. 
Welcome, eAmilius, what's the News from Rome ? 
Ami, Lord Lucins, and you Princes of the Gorhs, 
The Roman Emperour greets you all by me, 
And for he underſtands you are in Arms, 
He craves a Parly at-your Fathers Houſe, 
Willing you-to demand your Hoſtages, 
And they ſhall be immediately delivered. 
Goth, What ſays our General? 
Luc, eAcmilins, let the Emperour give his Pledges 
Unto my Father, and my Uncle Afarrus, 
And we will come : March away, [ Excunt. 


Enter Tamora, and her two Sons diſous'd. 


Tam, Thus in this ſtrange and ſad Habiliments, 
| will encounter with Andronicns, 
And fay, I am Revenge ſent from below, 
To joyn with him and right his heinous Wrongs : 
Knock at his Study where they ſay he keeps, 
To ruminate (trange Plots of dire Revenge, 
Tell him Revenge is come to joyn with him; 
And work Confuſion on his Encmies. | 

They knock,, and Titus opens his Study Door. 
Tit. Who doth-moleſt my Contemplation ? 
s it your trick to make me ope the Door, 
That ſo my ſad Decrees may fly away, 
{ And all my Study be to no effect ? 
You are deceiv?d, for what I mean to do, 
Sec here jn bloody Lines I have ſet down : 
And what is written ſhall be executed, 
IT am. Tins, | am come to talk with thee. 
Tit, No nota word : hoy can I grace my talk, 
Wanting a Hand to give it Action ? 
Thou hait the odds of me, therefore no more. 
Tam, If thou did®lt know me, 
Thou wonld'it talk with me. 
Iit, lam not mad, - I kriow thee well enough, 
| Witneſs this wretched ſtump, 
Witneſs theſe Crimſon lines, 
Witneſs theſe Trenches madeby grief and care, 
Witneſs the tyring Day, and heavy Night, 
Witneſs all Sorrow, that I know thee well 
For.our proud Empreſs, mighty Tamora : 
ls not thy coming for my other Hand ? 
Fzm, Know thou, fad man, I am not Tamora, 
She is thy Enemy, and | thy Friend, 
lam Revenge, ſent from the infernal Kingdom, 
| Toeaſe the gnawing Vulture of thy mind : 
By working wreakful vengeance on thy Foes: 
Come down and welcome me to this worlds light, 
| | Conter with me-of Murder and of Death, 


————_— 


There's not a hollow Cave or lurking place, 

No vaſt Obſcurity or Miſty V ale, 

Where bloody Murther or deteſted Rape, 

Can couch for fear, but 1 will tind them our, 

And in their Ears tell them my dreadful Name, 

Revenge, which makes the foul Offenders quake. 
ſit. Art thou Revenge ? andart thou fent tome, 

To be a torment to mine Enemies ? 


1am, 1am, therefore come down and welcome me. 


Tit. Do me ſome Service, ere I come to the: : 
Lo by thy fide where Rape and Murder. ſtands, 
Now give ſome ſurance that thou art Revenge, 
Stab them, or tear them on thy Chariot Wheels, 
And then Vle come and be thy Waggoner; 

And whirl along with thee about the Globes. 
Provide thee two proper Paltries, black as Jet, 
To hale thy vengeful Waggon ſwift away, 
And find out Murder intheir guilty Caves. 
And when thy Car is loaden with their Heads, 
| will diſmount, and by the Waggon wheel 
Trot like a Servile Footman all day long, 
Even from Hyperiow?s riſing in the Eaſt, 
*Uanril his very downfall in the Sea. 

And day by day Ple do this heavy task, 

So thou deſtroy Rapine and Murder there. 


Tam, Theſe are my Miniſters, and come with me. 
Tit, Arethey thy Miniſters; what are they calPd ? - 


Tam. Rapine and Murder; therefore called ſo, 
Cauſe they take vengeance of ſuch kind of men: -. 


Tit. Good Lord, how like the Empreſs Sons they are, 


And you the Empreſs : But we Worldly men, 
Have miſerable mad mittaking Eyes: 
Oh, ſweet Revenge, now'do I come to thee, 
And it one Arms imbracement will:cantent thee, 
[ will imbrace thee in it|by/and by.  . ©... 
Tam, This cloſing: with him fits his Lunacy, ' 
What © re I-forge to feed his 'brain-ſick fits, 
Do you'uphald, and maintain in your Speeches, 
For now he firmly-takes.nie for Revenge, 
And being credulous in this mad thought, 
Ple make him fend for Zacizs his Son, 
And whiPitI at a Banquet hold him ſure, 
Ple find ſome cunning Prattice out of Hand 
To ſcatter and diſperſe the giddy. Goths, 
Or at the leaſt, make them his Enemies: 
See here he comes, and 1 muft- play ary. Theam. 
Tir. Long have l been forlorn, and all for thee, 
Welcome, dread Fury, to my woful Houſe, 
Rapine and Murther, you are welcome too, 
How like the Emprets, 'and her Sons you are, 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor, Ys 
Could not all Hell afford you ſuch a Devil? 
For well I wote the Empreſs never wags, 
But in her Company there 1s a Moor ; 
And would you repreſent our Queen aright. 
[t were convenient you had' ſuch a Devil - 
But welcome as you are, what ſhall we do ? 
Tam, W hat wouldſt thou have us do, Andronicus ? 
Dem. Shew me a Murtherer, Vle deal with him. 
Chir. Shew mea Villaio, that hath done a Rape, 
And I am ſentto be reveng'd on. him. 


Tam, Shew me a Thouſand that have done thee wrong, 


And 1 will be revenged on themall.. , 

Tit. Look round about the wicked ſtreets of Rome, 
And when thou find'ſt a Man that*s like thy felt, 
Good Murder, ſtab him, he's a Murtherer. 

Go thou with him,. and. whenat is thy hap 

To find another that is like to thee, 

Good Rapine, .ſtab-him, he is a:Raviſher, 

Go thou with-them, and in the Emperours Court 
There is a Queen attended by. a Moor, 
Well may*ft chou know.her by thy own proportion, 
For up and down ſhe doth reſemble thee, ' 

| pray thee do on them-ſome violent death, 
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They have been violent to me and mine. 

7am. Well haſt thou leſſon'd us, this ſhall we do. 
But would it pleaſe thee, good Andronicus, 
To ſend for Luc:s thy thrice valiant Son, 
Who leads towards Kome a Band of Warlike Goths, 
And bid hini come and Banquet at thy Houſe. 
When he is here, even at thy ſolemn Fealt, 
L will bring in the Empreſs and her Sons, 
The Emperour himſelf, and all thy Foes, 
And at thy mercy ſhall they ſtoop and kneel, 
And on them ſhalt thou eaſe thy angry heart : 
W het ſays Andronicus to this devile : 

Enter Marcus. 

Tit. Marcus, my Brother, *tis ſad Titus calls, 
Go, gentle Marcus, to thy Nephew Lncms, 
Thou ſhalt enquire him out among the Goths, 
Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefeſt Princes of the Goths, 

Bid him encamp his Souldiers where they are, 
Tell him the Emperour and the Empreſs too, 
Feaſts at my Houſe, and he ſhall Feaſt with them 3 
This do thou for my love, and fo let him, 

As he regards his aged Fathers life. 

Mar. This will 1 do, and ſoon return again. 

- Tam. Now will I hence about thy buſineſs, 

And take my Miniiters along with me. 

T:t. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ſtay with me, 

Or clſe Ple call my Brother back again, 
And cleave to no revenge but Lucius, : 
- Tanf What ſay you, Boys, will you bide with him, 
Whiles I go tell my Lord, the Emperour, 
How [ have govern'd our determined jeſt ? 


[Extt. 


[ Yield to his buniour, ſmooth and ſpeak him fair, 
1 And tarry with him till I turn again. 


Tir. 1 know them all, though they ſuppoſe me mad, 
And will o're-reach them in their own deviles, 
A-pair of curſed Hell-hounds, and their Dam. 
Dem, Madam, depart at pleaſure, leave us here. 
Tam. Farewel, Andronicus, Revetige now goes 
To lay a Complat to betray thy Foes. 
Tit. I know thoudoſt, and ſweet Revenge, farewel. 
Chi. Tell us, Old Man, how ſhall we be employ?d * 
Tir. Tut, I havawork enough for you to do, 
Publias come hither, Cams, and Yalentine, 
Pub. What is your will ? 
Tir. Know you theſe two ? 
P;b.,The Empreſs Sons 
I take them, Chrron, Demetrius. | 
Tit. Fie, Publius, fie, thou art too much deceiy?d, 
The one is Murder, Rape is the other's Name, 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius, 
Cains, and YVakmrime, lay hands on them, 
Oft have you heard me wiſh for ſuch an hour, 
And now [ find it, therefore bind them ſure. 
Chi. Villains, forbear, we are the Empreſs Sons. 
Pub. And therefore do we, what we arc commanded. 
Stop cloſe their Mouths, letthem not ſpeak a word. 
Is he ſure bound? look that ye bind them faſt. [|Exeurr. 


Enter Titus Andronicus with. a Knife, and Lavinia with 
a Baſon. , 


Tit, Come, come, Lavinia, look, thy Foes are bound ; 
Sirs, ftop their Mouths, let them not ſpeak to me, 
But let them hear what fearful words 1 utter. 
Oh Villains, Chiron, and Demetrins, 
Here ſtands the Spring whom you have ſtain*d with Mud, 
This goodly Summer with your Winter mixt, 
You killd her Husband, and, for that vile iault, 
Two of her Brothers wcre condemn'd ro death, 


| My Hand cut off, and made a merry jeſt, 


Both her ſweet Hands, her Tongye, and that more dear 
Than Hands or Tongue, her ſpotleſs Chaſtity, 


Inhumane Traitors, you conſtrain'd and forc'd. 


No COS 


W hat would you ſay, if I ſhould let you ſpeak ? EA 
Villains, for ſhame you could not beg for Grace, 
Heark Wretches, how | mean to Martyr you, 
This one Hand yet is left ro cut your Throats, 
WhiPlt that Lavinia tween her itumps doth hold, 
The Baſon thatreceives your guilty Blood. 
You know your Mother mcans to feaſt with me 
And calls her felt Revenge, and thinks me mad. 
Heark Villains, I will grind your Bones to Duſt, 
And with your Blood and it Ple make a Paſte, 
And of the Palte a Coffin will I rear, 
And make two Paſties of your ſhameful heads, 
And bid that Strumpet, your unhallowed Dam, 
Like to the Earth ſwallow her own Increaſe. 
This is the Feaſt that I have bid her to, 
And this the Banquet ſhe ſhall ſurfeit on, 
For worſe than Ph:lomel you us'd my Daughter, 
And worſe than Progne, I will be reveng'd, 
And now prepare your Throats : Lavima come, 
Receive the Blood, and when that they are dead 
Let me go grind their Bones to Powder ſmall, 
And with this tateful Liquor temper it, 
And in that Paſte ler their wild hcads be bak?d. 
Come, come, be every one officious 
To make this Banquet, which I wiſh might prove 
More {tern and bloody than the Centaurs Feaſt. . 
[ He cuts their Throats, 
So now bring them in, for Ple play the Cook, 
And lee them ready *gainſt the Mother comes. [ Zxem. 
Enter Lucius, Marcus, and the Goths. 


Luc. Uncle Marcxs, ſince tis my Fathers mind 
That I repair to Rome, I am content. 
Goth, And ours with thine, befal what Fortunt will, 
Zac, Good Uncle, take you in this barbarous Mor, 
T his Ravenous Tiger, this accurſed Devil, 
Let him receive no ſuſtenance, fetter him, 
Till he be brought unto the Emperours Face, 
For teſtimony of hi$'foul proceedings. 
And ſee the Ambuſh of our Friends be ſtrong, 
| tear the Emperour means no good to us. 
Aaron. Some Devil whiſper Curſes in my Ear, 
And prompt me, that my Tongue may utter forth 
I he Venemous Malice of my ſwelling Heart. 
| £uc. Away, Inhumane Dog, Unhallowed Slave, 
SIrs, help our Uncle, to convey bim in, [Flowriſþ, 
The Trumpets ſhew the Emperour 1s at hand. 


Sound Trumpets, Enter Emperour and Empreſs, with 
1 ribunes and others. 
Sat. What hath the Firmament more Suns than one? 
Luc. What boots it thee to call thy ſelf a Sun ? 
Mar. Romes Emperour and Nephew break the Parly, 
Theſe Quarrels mutt be quietly debated, 
The Fealt is ready which the careful 7 tus 
Hath ordained to an honourable end, 
For Peace, for Love, for League, and good to Rome: 
Pleaſe you therefore draw nigh and take your places: 
Sarur, Marcus, we will. [. Hoboys, 


A Table brought in. Enter Titus like 4 Cook, placing the 
meat on the Table, and Lavinia with a YVeul over ber Face. 


Titus, Welcome, my gracious Lord, 
We<lcome, Dread Qucen, 
Welcome, ye Warlike Goths, welcome Lucius, 
And welcome all : although the cheer be poor, 
"Twill fill your Stomachs, pleaſe you eat of it. 
Sat, Why art thou thus attir*d, Andromicus ? 
Tit. Becauſe | would be jure to have all well, 
To entertain your Highneſs, and your Einprels. 


Tam. Weare bcholding to you, good Ardronicus: Ti | 


— 
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Tir, And if your Highneſs knew my Heart, you were : 
My Lord, the Emperour, reſolve me this, 
Was it well done of rafh Firgimin, 
'Tofhay his Daughter with his own Right-hand, 
"Becauſe ſhe was enforc'd, ſtain*d, and deflourd ? 
Satur. It was, Andronicus, | 
Tir- Your Reaſon, Mighty Lord ? 
+ $t. Becauſe the Girl ſhould not ſurvive her ſhame, 
And by her preſence [till renew his ſorrows. 

Tir. A Reaſon mighty, ſtrong, and effeCtual, 
A pattern, preſident, and lively warrant, 
For me (molt wretched) to perform the like : 
bye, dye, Lavinia, and thy ſhame with thee, 
And with thy ſhame thy Fathers ſorrow dye. 


Sat, What haſt thou done, unnatural and unkind ? 
Tir. KilPd her for whom my tears have made me blind. 
| am as woful as Virginins was, 
And have a thouſand times more cauſe than he. 
Sat, What, was ſhe raviſht ? tell, who did the deed ? 
Tit, WiPt pleaſe you cat, 
WiPr pleaſe your Highneſs feed ? 
Tam, Why haſt thou lain thine onely Daughter thus ? 
' "Tit. Not, *twas Chiron and Demetrius. 
| 'They raviſht ker, and cut away her Tongue, 
Apgd they, *twasthey, that did her all this wrong. 
Sat, Go fetch them hither to us preſently. 
Tit, Why there they are both, baked in that Pye, 
Whereof thcir Mother daintily hath fed, 
Eating the Fleſh that ſhe her ſelf hath bred. _ 
Tis true, *tis true, witneſs my Knives ſharp polnt. 


Sat.. Dye, frantick wretch, for this accurſed deed. 

* Lac. Can the Sons Eyes, behold his Father bleed ? 

There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 

Mar. "You ſad-fac'd Men, People, and Sons of Rome, 

By uprore ſever®d like a flight of Fowl, 

Satter'd by winds and high tempeſtuous guſts, 

"Oh let me teach you how, to knit again 

This ſcattred Corn into one mutual Sheaf, 

Thoſe broken limbs again into one Body. 

Goth, Let Kome her Telfbe bane unto her ſelf, 

And ſhe whom mighty Kingdoms curtſie to, 

Like a forlorn and deſperate caſtaway, 

Do ſhameful execution on her ſelf. 

bd. But if my froſty ſigns and chaps of age, 

Grave Witneſles of true experience, 

Cannot induce you to attend my words, 

Speak, Kome*s dear friend, aYgerit our Anceſtor, 

When with his Solemn Tongue he did diſcourſe 

' To Love-ſick Didoes ſad attending Ear, 

The ſtory of that baleful burning Night, 

When ſubtile Greeks ſurpriz'd King Prian”s Troy: 

Tell us what Sino hath bewitch*d our Ears, 

Or who hath brought the fatal Engine in, , 

That gives our Troy, our Rome the civil wound. 

My Heart is not compact of Flint nor Steel, 

Nox can I utter all our bitter grief, 

But floods of Tears will drown my Oratory, 

And break my very utterance,even Mm the time 

When it ſhould move you to atrend me molt, 

Lending your kind Hand, Commiſeration. 

Here is a Captain, let him tell the Tale. 

Your Hearts will throband weep to hear him ſpeak. 

Luc. This Noble Auditory, be it known to you, 

That curſed Chiron and Demetrius 

Were they that murdred our Emperours Brother, 

And they it were that raviſhed our Siſter, 

For their fell faults our Brothers were Beheaded, 

Our Fathers tears deſpis*d, and baſely couzen'd 

Of that true Hand, that fought Rome?s Quarrel out, 
And ſent her Enemies unto the Grave. 

Laſtly, my ſelf unkindly baniſhed, | 

The Gates ſhut on me, and turn'd weeping out, 


[ He kills her. 


li 
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[ He ſtabs the Empreſs. | 


To beg rclict among Romes Enemies; .\i1- 
Who drown'd their eamity in miy2rue Tears. 
And op'd their Armsto imbrace me as a Friend * 
And 1 am turn'd forth, be it. known'to you 
That have preſery*d her welfare in-tny'Biood ; 
And from her hoſom took the EnemiesPp6ipt : 
Shcathing the Steel in my adventrous Body, 
Alas, you know, I'am no Vaunter;1;1:c; 
My icars can witneſs, dnmbalthougls they-are 
That my report is juſt and'full of truth; [ 
But foſt, methinks I do digreſs too mech; 
Ciung my worthleſs” praiſe: Oh pardon me, 


= 


A 


Mar. No is my turn to ſpeak: Behold this Chi 
Ot this was 7. —_— ITT - 
The iſſue of an Irreligious 44vor, 
| Chief Architect and plotter of theſe woes, 
| The Villain isalive in Treus's Houſe, 
Aud as he is, to witneſs this is true. 
Now judge what cauſe had 7:rus to revenge 
Theſe wrongs, unſpeakable, paſt Patience, 
Or more than any living man could bear. 
Now you have heard the truth, what ſay you, Romans ? 
Have we done ought amiſs ?' ſhew us, wherein | 
And from the place where you behold us now. 
The poor remainder of Arndronicus, , 
Will Hand in Hand all headlong calt us down, 
And on the ragged Stones beat forth our Brains, 
And make a mutual cloſure of our Houſe ; 
Speak, Romans, ſpeak, and if you fay we ſhall, 
Lo Hand in Hand LZucins and ] will fall. 
eEmili, Come, come, thou reveren'd Man of Rome, 
And bring our Emperour gently in thy Hand, ._ * 


þ 


Lies our Emperour : For well I know, 
The common voice do cry, it ſhall be ſo. 
Mar. Lucius, all hail, Komes Royal Emperour, 
Go, goirſto Old Titus's ſorrowful Houſe, 
And hither hale that misbclieving Adoor, 
To be adjudg?d ſome direful laughtering death, 
As puniſhment for his moſt wicked life. 
Licins, all hail to Rome?s gracious Governour. 
Luc. Thanks: gentle Romans, may4govern ſo, 
To heal Romes harms, and wipe away her woe. 
But, gentle People, give me aima-white, 
Fo Nature puts me to a heavy task ; 
Stand all aloof, but, Uncle, draw you near 
To ſhed obſequious Tears upon this Trupk : 
Oh take this warm kiſs on thy pale cold Lips, 
Theſe ſorrowful drops upon thy Blood-ſtaind Face, 
The laſt true Duties of thy Noble Son. 
Mar. A tear for tcar, and loving kiſs for kiſs, 
Thy Brother Marcas tenders on thy Lips : 
O were the ſum of theſe that I ſhould-pay- 
Countleſs and infinite, yet would 1 pay them. _ 
Luc. Come hither, Boy, come, come, and learn of us 
To melt in ſhowers : thy Grandiire lov*d thee well, 
Many a time he danC'd thee on his Knee: 
Sung thee alleep, his loving Breaft, thy Pillow : 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 
Meet and agreeing with thine Infancy : 
[n that reſpect then, like a loving Child, 
Shed yet ſome ſmall drops from thy tender Spring, 
Becauſe kind Nature doth require it ſo : "IN 
Friends ſhould aſlociate Friends, in Grief and Woe ; 
Bid him farewel,”commit him to the Grave, 
Do him that kindneſs, and take leave of him. | 
Boy. © Grandlire, Grandlire : even with all my Heart 
Would I were Dead, ſo youdid live again. 
O Lord, I cannot ſpeak to him for weeping, 
My tears will ch6ke me, if I ope my mouth. 
Romans. You ſad Andronics, have done with woes, 
Give ſentence on this execrable Wretch, 
That hath been breeder of theſe dire events. 
Luc. Sct him breaſt deep in Earth, and famiſh him: 
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There let bim ftand, and rave, and cry for Food : = Father, and Lavinia, ſhall forthwith 
- | If any one relieves, or pivics him, Be cloſed in our Houſholds Monument : 
4 For the offence, he dies. T his is our doom : As for that heynous Tyger Tamora, 
1 Some ſtay, to ſee himifaſtned in the Earth. No funeral Rite, nor Man in mournful Weeds, 
Aaroz. © why ſhould wrath be mute, 2nd fury dumb ? | No rhournful Bell ſhall ring her Burial : 
I am no Baby, 4;;that with baſe Prayers But throw her forth to Beaſts and Birds of Prey : 
| ſhould repent-the Eyils | have done. Her Life was Beaſt-like, and devoid of pity, 


Ten thouſand worſe tharever yet I did, And being ſo, ſhall have like want of pity. 
Would I perform if L might have my Will : See Juſtice done on Aaron that damn*d Moor, 

Lf one good Deed in all my life 1 did, From whom, our heavy haps had their beginning : 
{ I do repent it from my very Soul. . Then afcerwards, to Order well the State. 

' Luc. Some loving-Frieads convey the Emperour hence, | That like events may nere it ruinatec. 

1 And give him buriat-in bis Fathers Grave. 


| [E Xeunt 0mnes, | 
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the Houſe of Capulet. 
Sampſon, 


Revory, ® my word wellnot carry Coals. 
| Gree, No, for then we ſhould be Colliers. 


b 
, 


Sanp. 1 ſtrike quickly, being mov?d. : 

Greg. Bat thou art not-quickly mov?d to ſtrike. 

Samp. A Dog of the Houle of ountague moves me. 

Greg. To move, is to ſtir j and to be valiant; is to ſtand: 

Therefore, if thou art mov?d, thou rant 'away. 

Samp, A Dog of that Houſe ſhall moyemeto ſtand : 

L will take the Wall of any Man or Maid of Mantagae's, 
Greg, That ſhews the&weak, Slave, for the weakeſt goes 

to the Wall. | 

$.--p. True, and therefore Women, being the weakeſt 

Veſſels, are ever thruſt to the Walb: therefore 1 will puſh 

| Mountague?s Men from the Wall, and thruſt his Maids to 

| the Wall. 

Greg. The Quarrel is between our Maſters , and us, 

their Men. 

Samp. *Tis all one, Iwill ſhew my ſelf a Ty 

| have fought with the Men, I will be 

Maids, and cut off their Heads: 

| Greg, The Heads of the Maids ? : Ip 
Samp. Ay the Heads of the Maids, or their Maiden-heads, 

Take it ii what ſenſe thou wilt. : 

Greg. They muſt take itinſenſe that feel it. 

Sanip. Me they ſhalt feel while Iam able to ſtand : 

And *tis known I anr a pretty piece of Fleſh. 

Greo. ?Tis well thouart not Fiſh: if thou had'ſt, thou 

haſt been Poor John, Drawthy Tool, here comes of 

the Houſe of the” Aonntagues. 


—_—_— 


th the 


Enter two other Servingmen. 


Samy. My naked weapon is out; quarrel, I willback thee. 
Gre, How ? Turn thy back and run ? 

Samp. Fear menot. "Rr 

Greg, No, marry : I fear thee: : 
Samp. Let us take the Law of our ſides : let them begin: 
Gre, 1 will frown asI paſs by,& let them take it's they lit: 


Abra.. Do you bite your Thumbat us,/Sir ? 
| Sam; I do bite'my thumb, Sir: 

Abra. Do you bite your thumb at us, Sir ? 
Sam, Is the Law offvur ſide, if 1 fayAf” 
Greg, No. | 


I bite my Thumb; Sir. 
Greg. Do you' quarrel, Sir? - 
Abra. Quarrel; Sir ? no, Sir. 
Man as you.” 
Abra. No better?” 
Sam. Welk, Sir: 


Enter Benvalio. 


Sam, Yes, better, T 
Abra, You Lye. 


Enter Tybalt. 


/Hinds ? Turn thee,” Benvolwo, look-upeti thy death; 
Zen, 1 do'but keep the Peace; put up thy'Sword, 
Or manage it to part theſe men with'me. 


As I hate Hell, alt Afomnragnes, and thee : 


Enter three or four Citizens with Clubs, 


Down with the Capmlers, down with the Mountagnes,/ 


Enter Old Capulet in his Gown, and his Wife, 


Cap. A Sword, 1 ſay: Old Montagne is come, 
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| | ; Samp. Nay, as theyidare. I will bite my Thumb 
Enter Sampſon «nd \Gregory, with Smords and Buckſers, of | which isa fr nos rr dnt they wa. 4 at them, 


14 Y 
Sam, No, Sir, It6- not bite my thumbat you, Sir; but 


Sam, If you' do; Sir, Iam foryou; I ſerve as good 4 


Gr. Say better:here comes oneof my Maſters Linſmen.| 


Sam. Draw,if you be Men. Gregory, remember thy 
aſhing blow. [They fight, 
Ben, Part; Fools, put up your Swords, you know not 
: when| what you do. 


Tyv. What, art thou drawn, among theſe heartleſs 


1b. What draw, and talk of Peace? I hate the word 


Have at thee, Coward. [Fight 


Offic. Clubs, Bills, and Partifans, ſtrike/ beat them down! 


Cap. What noiſe is this? Give me my long Sword, 
Wife. 'A' Crutch, a Crutch: why call you fora Sword ? 


And 
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The Tragedy of Romeo and Juliet. 


And ticuriſhes his Blade in 1pight of me. 


Enter Old Mountagyue, and his Wife. 


Moun. Thou Villain, Capulet—Hold me not, let me g0- 
2 Wife, Thou ſhalt not [tir a foot to ſeek a Foe. 


Enter Prince Exkales with his Train, 


Prin. Rebellious Subjects, Enemies to Peace, 
Prophaners of this-Neighbour-ſtained Steely —— 
Will they not hear ? What hoe, you Men, you Beaſts, 
That quench the Fire of your pernicious Rage, 
With purple Fountains iſſuing trom your Veins : 
/On pain of Torture ,from theſe bloody hands, 
'Khrow. your miftemper*d Weapons to the ground, 
And hear the Sentence of your moved Prince. 
Three civil Broils,' bred of an Aiery word, 

By thee, old Capuler, and Mount ague, 

Have thrice diſturb'd the quiet of our Streets, 

And made Yerona's ancient Citizens 

Caſt by their grave beſeeming Ornaments, 

To weild old Partizans, in hands as old, 


If ever you diſturb our Streets again, | 

Your lives ſhall pay the forfeit of the Peace. 

For this time all the reft depart away 

You, Capwlet, ſhall go along with me; 

And, Mountague, come you this afternoon, 

To know our Father's pleaſure in this caſe, 

To old Free-town, our common Judgment-place : 
| Qnce more, on pain of death, all men depart. 
/ AMoun. Who ſet this ancient Quarrel new abroach ? 
Speak, Ncphey, were you by when it began ? | 

.. Ben. Here were the Servants of your, adverſary, 
And yours, cloſe fighting ere I did approach; 

[drew to part them; in the inſtant came; 

The hery oat with his ſword prepar'd, 

W hich,as he breattd defiance to my Ears, 

He ſwong about his Head, and cut the Winds, 


While we were interchanging thruſts and blows, 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 
Till the Prince came, ither 

Wife. O,where is Romeo, ſaw you him to day ? 
Right glad am I, he was not at this Fray. 

Ben. adam, an hour before the worſhipp'd Sun 
Peer'd e golden window of the Ealt, 
A troubled mind drgve me to walk abroad; 
| Where underneath the grove of Sycamour, 
That Weſt-ward rooteth from this City ſide, 
So early walking did 1 ſee your Son yg 
Towntds him1 made, but he was ware of me, 
And ſtole into the Covert of the Wood g 
[ meaſuring his AﬀeCtions by my own, 


4:4 Purſued my H not purſuing hin; 


And gladly ſhun'd, who-gladly fled from me. 


+;4* Aount, Many amorning hath he there been ſeen, 
£25 With tears augmenting the freſh morning Dew, 


| Butall ſo ſoon as the all-cheering Sun, : 


Should,in the fartheſt Eaſt begin to Craw 
The ſhady Curtains from Auror's Bed, 
Away from light ſteals home my heavy Son, 
And private in his Chamber pens himſelf; 
Shursup his Windows, locks fair Day-light out, 
And makes himſelf an artificial Nighte 
Black and portentous mult this humour prove, 
Unleſs good Counſel may the Cauſe remove. 
Ben, My Noble Uncle, do you know the Cauſe ? 
Man, | neither know it, nor can learn of him. 
Bea. Have you importun'd him by any means ? 


— 


[Exennt, 


d, 


Moun, Botltmy ſelf, and many other Friends: 
But hehis own afteCtions Counſellor, R 
Is to himſelf; will not ſay how trueF, 

But to himſelf ſo lecret and focloſe, 

So far from ſounding and diſcovery. 

As 1s the bud bit with an envious worm, 

Ere he can ſpread his ſweet Leaves to the Air, 

Or dedicate his Beauty to the fate: 

Could we but learn from whence his Sorrows grow, 
We would as willmgly give cure, as know. 


Enter Romeo. 


Zen. See where he comes; ſo pleaſe you ſtep aſide 
PlEknow his grievance. or be = deay'd, n : 
Moun, I would thou wert fo happy by thy ſtay, 
To hear true Shrift. Come, Madan, lec's away. [Exeun, 
= Good morrow, Couſin. 
om, Is the day ſo young ? 
Sen, But new ſtr __ 
Rom. Ay me, ſad hours ſeem long { 
Was that my Father that went hence ſo faſt ? 
Ben, It was; what ſadneſs lengthens Romeo%s hours ? 
Ro. Not having that, which having, makes them ſhort, 
Ben, In love. 
Rom, Ott ___—__—_ 
Ben. Of Love? 
Kom. Out of her favour, where I am in Love. 
Bern. Alas,that Loveſo gentle in his view 
Should be fo Tyrannous and rough in proof] 
Kom, Alas, that Love, whoſe view is muffled ſtill, 
Should without Eyes, ſee path-ways to his will / 
Where {hall we dine+-O me ! what fray was here? — 
Yet cell me not, for I have heard it all + 
Here's much to do with hate, but more with love : 
Why then, O brawling Love O loving Hate/ 
Oany thing of nothing firſt create + 
heavy lightneſs! ſerious Vanity 
Miſhapen Chaos of well-ſceming forms, 
Feather of Lead, bright Smoke, cold Fire, ſick Health,/ 
Still-waking Sleep, that is not what it is { 
This Love feel, that feel no Love in this. 
Doſt thou not laugh ? 
Sen, No, Coz, I rather weep. 
Rom, Good Heart, at what ? 
Ben. At thy goud Hearts oppreſſion. 
Rom. | 
Griefs of mine own lye heavy in my.Breaſt ; 
W hich thou wilt propagate to have ## prelt 
V Vith more of thine; this Love that thou haſt ſhewn, 
Doth add more, grict .to too much of mine own. 
Love is a ſmoke +the fume of ſighs, 
Being purg'd, a fire ſpatfing in Lovers Eyes, 
Being vext, a Sea nouriſh'd with loving tears; 
V Vhat is itelſe? amadneſs moſt diſcreet, 
- RY gall, anda preſerving ſweet : 
arewel my Cogzen- R 
Ben. Sott, I ell goalong, #1 a g;) 
And it you leave me fo, you do me wrong. 
Km. But I have loſt my ſelf, I am not here, 
This is not Romeo, he's ſome other where. 
Ben, Tell me in ſadneſs, who 15 &a2 you love ? 
Rom. V Vhat ſhalll grqhe,and tell thee ? 
Ben, Sr e? why,no ; but ſadly tell me, who. 
a Alick man in gaae ſadneſs makeg his wilt—— 
O, wordjll urg'd to one that is ſo ill; | 
In ſadneſs, Couſin, Ido lovea woman. 
Ben. 1 aim'd ſo near, when I ſuppos?d you lov'd. 
Rom, Aright good Marks-mansand ſhe's fair 1 love. 
Ben, Aright fair mark, tair Coz, is ſooneſt hit. 
Rom, in that hit you ifs; the*Ynot be hit 
V Vith Cupids Arrowg ſhe hath D:.. wit : 
And in ſtrong proof of Chaltiry well arid 


From Loves weak childiſhBow, ſhe lives ungharnyd. whe 
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"or | 


2 will not ſtay the Siege of Loving terms, 
Nor bide th* Encounter of aſlailing Eyes, 
- ope her Lap to Salnt-{educing Gold e 
Oe 1s rich in Beauty, only poor, |, 
That when ſhe dies, with Beautysdies her ore, 
Zen, Then ſhe hath ſworn, that ſhe will ſtill live chaſte ? 
Rom. She hath, and in that ſparing makes huge waltes 
cor Beauty ſtary?d with her ſeverity; 
Cuts Beaury off from all poſtgrity, 
She is100 fair, too wiſe; wiſely too fair, 
To merit bliſs by making me deſpair ; 
che hath forſworn to love, and in that Vow 
Do 1 live dead, that live to tell it now. 
Ben. BeruPd by me, forget to think of her. 
Rim, O teach me how ] ſhould forget to think, 
Ben. By giving liberty unto thine Eyes ; 
Examine other Beauties. 
Ro.? Tis the way to call hers (exquiſite )in queſtion more: 
Thoſe happy Masks thart kiſs fair Ladies brows, 
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair ; 
He that is ſtrucken blind cannot forget 
The precious Treaſure of his Eye-ſight loſt « 
chew mea Miſtreſs that is paſſing fair ; 
What doth her Beauty ſerve but as a Note, 
Where | may read who paſt that paliling fair 
Farewel, thou cawſt not teach me to forget. 
Ben. IE pay that dodtrine, or cle die in debt. [Exeurrt. 
CZLEPL 11 
Enter Capulet, County Paris, and the Clown. 


Can? Noountague is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike; and tis not hard think, 
For Men ſo old as we to keep the Peace. 
| Par. Of honourable reckning are you both, 
And pity *tis you liv'd at odds fo long : _ 
But now, my Lord, what ſay you to my ſuit ? 
Cp. But ſaying o're what have ſaid before 
My Child is yet a ſtranger in the World, 
She hath not ſeen the change of fourteen years; 
Let two more Summers wither in their pride, 
Ere we may think her ripe to be a Bride. 
Par, Younger than ſhe, are happy Mothers made. 
Cap. And too ſoon marr'd are thoſe ſo wa avg 
Wert w#phath ſwallowed all my hopes butthe . 


|But woos her, gentle Paris, get her Heart, 
Myzwill to her conſent, is but a part; 
ſhe agree, within her ſcope of choice, 

Ligs my conſent, and fair according voice : 

snight,l hold an old accuſtonrd Fealt, 
Whereto 1 have invited many a Gueſt, 
Such as I loyg, and you among the ſtore, 
One more} tzx6&-welcome makes my number more « 
Atmy poor Houſe, look to behold this night, 
Earth-treading Stars, that make dark Heaven light, 
Such comfert as do luſty young Men feel, 
When well apparel]'d Apr on the heel 
Of limping Winter treads, evenſuch delight 
Among freſh Female buds ſhall you this night 
lnherit at my Houſe; hear all, all ſee 
And like her moſt, whoſe merit moſt ſhall be : 
Which one more view, of many, mine being ones. 
May ſtznd in number, though in reck*ning none. 
Come, go with me # go, firrah, trudge avout,, 
Through fair Verona, find thoſe Perſons out, 
Whoſe Names are written there, and to them ſay, 
My Houſe and Welcome, on their pleaſure ſtay. [CExit. 

Ser. Find them out whoſe Names are written: Hers. It 
Is written, that the Shoe-maker ſhould meddle with his 
Yard, and the Taylor with his Laſt, the Fiſher with his 
Penbl, and the Painter with his Ngts. But 1 am ſent to 
ind thoſe perſons whoſe Names are, writ, and can never 
find what Names the writing perſon hath here writ, fl 


Enter Benvolio, and Romeo. 


Ben. Tut man/ one Fire burns out anothers burning, | 
One pain is leſs*ned by anothers anguiſh ; 
Turn giddy, and be holpby backward turning j 
One deſperate grief Cures with anothers languiſh : 
Take thou ſome new infection to the Eye, | 
And the rank Poyſon of the old will die. 
Rom. Your Plantan leaf is excellent for that. 
ben, For what, I pray thee ? 
kom. For your broken ſhin. 
Ben, Why, Romeo, art thou mad ? 
Rom, Not mad, but bound more than a Mad man is: 
Shut up in Priſon, kept without my Food, p 
Waiprt and tormented ;-and&Good-&en, good Fellow. / 
Ser, God gr Good-e%cn; I pray, Sir, can you read ? 
Kom, Aygmine own Fortune in my miſery. 
Ser, Perhaps you have learn'd it without Book; 
But, I pray, can you read any thing you ſee ? 
. — if L know the Letters and the Language. | 
Ser, Ye ſay honeſtly; reſt you merry. 
Kom, Stay,Fellow, 1 can read. 


Hereads the Letter. 

dg £:74er Martino,and bis Wife and Daughters: County An- 
ſelm and his Beanteous Siſters ; the Lady Widow of V itru- 

vio, Sezzneer Placentio, and his lovely Nveces : Mercutio,and 

his Brother Valentine; mine Uncle Capulet, his Wife and 

Daughters ; my fair Niece Roſaline, Livia, Seignter Valen- 

tio, andhis Conſm Tybalt ; Lucio, and the lzvely Helena. 


A fair Aſſembly; whither ſhould they come ? 
Ser. Up. 
Rom,_ W hither ? (to Supper ? 
er, 100ur Houſe. 
Rom, Whoſe Houſe ? 
Ser, My Maſters. 
Rom. Indeed I ſhould have askt you that before. 
Ser. Now PlEtell you without asking. My Maſter is 
the great rich Capuler, and if you be not of the houſe of 
Mountagues, 1pray come and craſha cup of Wine. Reſt] 
you merry. [ Exit. 
Ben, At this ſame ancient Feaſt of Capulers, | 
Sups the fair Roſaline, whom thou fo loveſt F 
With all the admired Beauties of Verona, 
Go thither, and with unattainted Eye, 
Compare her Face with ſome that I ſhall ſhow, 
And I will make thee think thy Swan a Crow. 
Rom, When the devout Religion of mine Eye 
Maintains ſuch falſe-hood, then turn Tears to Fires 
And thoſe who often drown'd could never die, 
Tranſparent Hereticksþbe burnt for Liars. 
One fairer than my Love ! the all-ſeeing Sun 
Nere ſaw her Match, ſince firit the World begun. 
Ben, Tut, tut, you ſaw her fair, none elſe being by, 
Her ſelf poys'd with her ſelf in either Eye : 
But 1n oF Crytal ſcales, let there be weigh'd, 
Your Ladyslove againlt ſome other Maid, 
That I wM ſhew you, ſhining at this Feaſt, 
And he ſhew ſcant well; that now ſhews beſt. 
Rom. PIEgo along, no ſuch ſight tobe ſhewn, 


But t9 rejoice in ſplendor of mine 0 
SON, | / ajuidels TLuse.. | 
Enter Capulet's Wife, and Nurſe. *® 


Wife.Nurſe,where*s my Daughter ? call her forth to me, 

Nurſe. Now by my Maiden-head, (at twelye years old 
1 bad her come; what,Lamby what, Lady-bird/ God forbid; 
Where's this Girl 2 what, Fdzer / | 

Enter Tuliet, 

7uliet, How now, who calls ? 

Nurſe. Your Mother. 

Juliet, Madam, 1 am here, what is your will? 


muſt to the Learned)-in good time.” 


Wife. 


i 
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| Wife. This is the mater +Nurfſe, give leave a while, we | 'T he Fiſh Iiyes in the Sea, angPris much pride 
muſt talk in-ſecret;, Nurſe, come back again, I have remem- | For fair wit 
bred me, thou'ſtyhear my Counſel : Thou knowelt my | That Book in 


anies Eyes doth ſhare the glory, 


Daughter*s of a pretty age. | 'That in Gold OlaſpsAocks in the Golden ſtory : 
Nurſe. Faith,l can tell her age unto an hour. So ſhall you ſhare'gH that he doth polſleſs, 
Wife. She's not fourteen. By having him king your ſelf no leſs. 
|. Nurſe. Viblay fourteen of my teeth, Nurſe, N Y bigger : Women grow by men, Sh 
(And yet to my teeth be ir ſpoken, Old La. Speak briefly, can you like of Parss loye ? px 
have but four) ſhes not G—— . Juli, PlElook to like, if looking liking move. d1 
How long is.it now to Lammas.tide ? But no more deep will I endart mine Eye, th 
Wife. A fortnight and odd days. Than your conſent gives {trength to make it fly. Ne 
Nurſe. Even or odd, of all days in the year, come Lam- T 
as Eve at night ſhall ſhe be fourtcen. S»ſarn and ſhe{God Enter a Servingman. M 
| reſt all Chriſtian Souls,)were of an age. Well, Suſan is with it 
God, ſhe was too godd for me. But as I ſaid, on Lam-| Ser. Madam, the Gueſts are come, Supper ſery'd up, you G 
mas Eve at nightſhallſhe be fourteen, that ſhall ſhe, mar- | calYd, my young Lady ask*'d for, the Nurſe curſt in the tl 
ry, I remember it well. ?Tis fince the Earthquake now ele- F Pantry, and every thing in extremity ; I muſt hence to if 
ven years, and ſhe was wean'd, [ never (hall forget it, of | wait, | beſeech you follow fraight.  [Ext. 0 
all the days in the year, upon that day ; for I had then laid | J46-—We follow thee- Fires, theCounty ſtays. p 
| Worm-wood tomy Dug)litting in the Gun under the Dove- t 


houſe wall, my Lord and you were then at Aanrma, nay, | / [Exeunt, ( 
do bear a brain. But asI faid, when ir did taſt the Worm- So CEN /. Ae, befor = | - 
wood on the Nipple of my Dug, and felt" it bitter, pretty | Enter Romeo, Mercutto, Benvolio, with five or fix aher|| | |* 
fool, to ſee it teachy, -and fall out with the Dug. Shake, Mackers, Torch-bearers, | 
quoth the Dove-houſe,2twas no need I trow to bid me | ; | 0 
trudge; and ſince that time it is eleven years, for then ſhe Rom, What ſhall this Speech be ſpoke to our excuſe? ( 
could-ſtand alone, nay, byth? Rood,ſhe could have run, and Or ſhall'we- on without Apology ? ( 
wadled all about ; for even the day before ſhe broke her Ben. The date is out of ſuch prolixity,, ( 
Brow, and then my HusbandGod be with his Soul, a was | We'[have no Cupid hood-winkt with a Scarf, | 
a merry many) took up the Child; yea, quoth he, doſt thou; B-aring a Tartars painted Bow of Lath, 
fall upon thy Face? thou wilt fall, backward when thou: haſt | Þcaring the Ladies likea Crow-keeper, GA | 
more wit, wilt thou not, Ju##? And by my Holy-dam, | But let them meaſure us by what they will, | 
the pretty wretch left crying, and ſaid Ay; -toſee now how Welmeaſure thema Meaſure, and be gone. | 
2 Jeſt ſhall- come about. 1 warrant, ahd I ſhould live a || £9 Sive-mea Torch, I am not for this ambling, | 
choyſand years, I never ſhould forget it: Wilt thou not, v5 : 
Julfes, quoth he? and pretty fool, it ſtinted, and ſaidAy. |! Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we muſt have you. dance, | 

Old La. Enough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace. | Kom, Not 1, believe me; you have dancing Shoes | 

Nur. Yes, Madam, yet I cannot chuſe but laugh, to think With nimble Soles, \I have aSole of Lead, 
it ſhou!d.leave crying, and ſay,Ay, and yet I warrant it had | 2? Stakes me to the ground, I cannot move. an | 


upon its Brow a bump as big as a young Cockrels Stone : A Mer. You are a\Lover, Sorrow Cupids Wings, 
periioys knock, and it cried bitterly. Yea, quoth my And ſoar with them\boye-a common bound. 
Husband, falſt upon thy'Face? thou wilt fall backward Kom. 1 am too fore pierced with his ſhaft, | 
= thou comeſt to age : wilt thou not, F-##? 1t ſtinted, = you en => lt R_—_ _ to bound: | 
and ſai : nnot bound a ve dull woe, | 

Full. AF4d ſtint thee too, I pray thee, Nurſe, ſay I. Under loves heaxry burdenido'l fink. 

Nur. Peace, I have doe: God mark thee to his Grace, | __ #4974 Andzxoink in it, Hould you burden love, 
chou waſt the prettieit Babe that e*re I nurſt, an& I might Too great opprellion for a tenger thing, 


live to ſee thee married once, I have my wiſh. Kom, IsA.ove a tender thingy? it 1s too rough, 
O14 La. Marry that marry is the very theeme Too rude, too boyſterous, itprikks like T hora, 
| cameto talk of, tell me, Daughter Juliet, . Mey. If Love be rough with yoty, be rongh with Loye, 
How Pea 5 your diſpoſition to be Married ? PricK Love for pricking, and youbext Love down, 
' Fuli?®Tisan hÞvs that I dream not of, Give me a Caſe to put my Viſage in, 
Nur. An hewt, were not 1 thine onely Nurſe, I would A Viſor for a Viſor , what care l 
ſay that thou had{t ſuck'd wiſdom from thy teat. What curiousEye doth quote deformities, 
Old La. Wellthink of Marriage now; younger than you | Here are the Beetle-brows ſhall bluſh-tor me. 
| Here in Verona, Ladies of eſteem, Ber Come knreckendtenterandnofooncttn, 
Are made already Mothers. By my count, Buterer, manbetakehtriobis ess. | 
1 was your Mother, much upon theſe years, Rom, A Torch'for mes let Wantons light of Heart, 
That you arenow a Maid, thus th-n in brief, Tickle the ſenſeleſs Ruſhes with their Heels ; 
The valiant Paris ſeeks you for his Love. For Pam proverb'd with a Grandſire Phraſe; 
Nurſe. A Man, young Lady, Lady, ſuch a Man as all the PIEbe a Candle-holder, and look on, 
world Why,jhe'sa Man of Wax. Game wanmners lo lar and lam bDient 
Old La. Verona's Summer hath not ſuch a flower. Mer. T1 ut, Dn the Mouſe, the Conſtables own word, | ' 
Nurſe. Nay he's a flower, in faith,a very flower. If thou art Dun, $&1 draw'thee from the mire. 


Old L4 VV Ide ſayy 
This night you ſhaV be 
Read o're the Voln 


u; can you lovethe Gentleman ? | Or, ſave your rg#&ence, Love, wherein thou ſtickelk 
Id him at our Feaſt, Up to the Eary: cotke, we burn day-light, ho. 
of young Paris Face, Rom. Nay; that's hot ſo. 


Ard find delight wrfhere with Beautics Pen : Mer, 1 mean, Sir, delay. 
Examine every ſevetal Kneament, We waſte/our Lights imyain, lights, lights, by day 3 
And ſee how one ahotheNNends content : Take oup' good Meaning, \for our Judgment ſits 
And what obſcuyd in this Kir Volome lies, Five ties in that, ere onxe in our fine Wits. 
Finde written | of his Eyes. Kofi, Ahd we mean well i\going to this Mask, 

| | This precious Book of Love, dhis unbound Lover, But/tis no wit to go. , 
Tobcautifichim, only lacks a Over. Mer. Why, may one ask ? 


Roms. | | 


OY 
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Kym, 1 dreamt a Dream to Night. 

Aer. And ſodidl. 

Rom. Well: what was yours ? 

Mer, That Dreamers often Ie. 

kom-AIn Bed alleep-while they do dream things true. 

Mer. O thep I ſee Queen Mab hath been with you: 
che is the Fares Mid-wife, and ſhe comes in ſhape no big- 
zer than an Agar-ſtone on the fore-finger of an Alderman, 
drawn with a teffm of little Aromies, over Mens Noles as 
they lj: aſleep : her Waggon Spoke?s made of long gpin- 
ners Legs ; the Cover of the Wings of Gxalhoppers 3 
Traces of the ſmalleſt Spiders Web ; her Collars, of the 
Moon-ſhines watry beams z her Whip of Creckets bone, 
the Laſh of filme, her Waggongrz a ſmall gray coated 
Gnat, not half ſo big as nd little Worm, prickt from 
the Lazy finger of a n. Her Chariot is an empty Ha- 
ſel-aut, made by the Joyner Squirrel or old Grub, rime out 
of mind, the Fayries Coach-makers : and in this ſtate ſhe 
zallops Night by Night, throu Lovers Brains and then 
they dream of Love. On Co Knees, that dream on 
Cuthes ſtrait : O're Lawyers Fingers, who ſtrait dream on 
Fees : o're Ladies Lips, who ſtrait on Kifles dream, which 
oft the' angry Mab with Bliſters plagues, becauſe their 


Breathowith $weet-meats tainted Are. Sometimeſhe gal- - 
ops O're a OY Noſe, and then dreams he of {inelling | 


out a Suit : and ſometimescomes ſhe with a Tith-pigs tale, 
tickling a Parſons Neſs as he ljes aſleep, then he dreams 
of another Benefice. Sometime ſhe driveth o're a Souldiers 
Neck, and then dreams he of cutting Foreign Threats, of 
breaches, Ambuſcadoes, Spaniſh Blades z Of Healths five 
Fathom deep; and then anon drums in his Ears, at which 
he ſtarts and wakes, and being thus frighted, ſwears a 
Prayer or two,and fleeps again + this is that very Mabthar 
plats the maves of Horſes in the Nighty and&vqxes the Elt- 
locks in foul ſluttiſh Hairs, which oncetintangled z much 
misfortune bodes. 
Thisis the Hag, when Maids he on their backs, 
That preſſes them, and learns them firſt tobear, 
Making them womeg of good Carriage : 
Thigis Ihe— 
| Rom. Peace, peace, Mercntio, Peace. 
Thou calk*ſt of nothing, 

Mer. True, I talk of Dreams ; 
Which are the Children of an idſe Brain, 
Begot of nothing, bur vain phantaſie, 
Which is as thin of ſubſtance as the Air, 
And more unconſtant than the Wind, who wooes 
Even now the frozen boſom of the North j 
[And being anggr*d, puffs away from thence » 
Turning his #&s fo the dew-dropping South. 
| Zen. This wind youtalk of blows us from our ſelves; 
Pupper is done, and we come too late. 

Rom. | feayroo egrly, for my mind miſgives, 
5ome conſequence;yet hanging in the Stars, 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
With this Nights Revels; and expire the term 
Of adeſpiſed Life clos'd in my Breaſt, 
By ſome vile forfeit of untimely death, 
| But he that hath the Reerage of my courſe, 
Dire my ſite : On, luſty Geatlemen. 


| Ben, Strike, Drum. 
'r® cane Vi. A Wall 

They march about the Stage, ani Servingmen come forth with 
| their Napkins. 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. Wherc?s Potpan, that he helpsnot to take away ? 
He ſhift a Trencher 7 He ſcrape a Txencher. 

1. When good Manners ſhall He" one or two Mens 
hands, and they unwaſt'd too, *tis a foul thing. 

Ser. Away with the Jopafltools, remove the Court- 
cupbdd, look to the Plate : good thou, fave me a piece of 


March-pane; and as thou loveſt me, let the Porter 1et in 


Suſan Grindſtore, and Nell —Ancbony, and Potpan. 
2./Ay, Boy, ready. 


for, in thegreat Chamber. 
1, We cannot be here and there too; cheerly Boys, * { 
Be brisk a while, 2nd the longer liver take all. 


SCMNGRS V1! 


Enter all the Gueſts and. Gentlewomen to the 
Akers, 


[ Excunt, 


A. In ' 
h - OS —_ Gentlemen, 
ales that have I & 
Unplagy'd with Gorns, w 
Ah me,Miltreſles, which of you all 
Will now deny to Dance ? She that makes dainty, 
She, le $5 hath Corns ; Am I come near ye now ? 
WelcomgGenttemen, I kdve ſeen the day 1 
That I have worna Viſor, and could tell 
A whiſpering Tale ina fair Ladies Ear, . 
Such as would pleaſe : "ris gone; *cis gone; tis gone,! 


t with you : | 


[Manſich, plays : and they dee. 


More light, ye Knaves, aud tura the Tables up; 
And quench the Fire, the Room is grown too 
Ah, Sirrah, this unlook*d for ſport comes well» _ - 
Nay, ſit, nay fit, good Couſin Capules, | 
For you and I, are paſt our dancing daigs : + bf 
How long &'t now lince laſt your ſelf and I 

Were in a Mask ? | 

2 Cap. By*r Lady, thirty years. . 

1 Cap. What, man! *is not ſo much, *tis not fo much; 
*Tis ſince the Noptial of Zacenzio,  - 
Come Pentecoſt, as quickly as it will, * 
Some five and twenty years, and then we Maskd. 

2 Cap. *Tis more, tis more; his Son is Elder, Sir ; 
His Son1s thirty. | 


t. 


3 Cap. Will you tell me that ? 
His Son was but a Ward two years ago. - 


of yonder Knight ? 

Ser. I know not, Sir. | : 

Rom, Oſhe doth teach the Torches to burn bright; 
Her Beauty hangs upon the cheek of night, 
Like a rich Jewel in an «Ehrops Ear ; 

Beauty too rich for uſe, for Earth too dear 
So ſhows a Snowy Dove trooping with Crow 
As yonder Lady ore her Fellows ſhows + . 
The meaſure done, Pl&watc lace of ſtand, 

And touching hers, make pſt rude hand. | 
Did my heart love till now? fo wear it, ſight; 

Fex-l never ſaw true Beauty till this Night. 

Tib. This by his voice ſhould be a Mountagae. 
Fetch me my Rapier, Boy; what!dares the Slave 
Come hither cover*d with an Antigue Face, 

To fleer and ſcorn at our Solemnity ? 
Now by the ſtock and honour of my kin, 
Toſtrike himdead I hold it not a fin, 

Cap. Why, how now, Kinſman, 
Wherefore ſtorm you ſo ? 

Th. Unclegthis is a Adountague, our Foe ; 
A Villain that is hither come 1n ſpight, 
To ſcorn at our Solemnity this Night. 

— Young Romeo, isAt ? 
Tiv. *Frohe, that Villain Romeo. 

Cap. Content thee, gentle Conz, let him alone, 
A bears him like a portly Gentleman : 

And to fay truth, Yerone brags of him, 

To be a vertuous and well-govern'd Youth - 

| would not for thewealth of all the Town, 

Here in my Houſe do him diſparagemente 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him; 


£4 


, 
'» 


It is my will, the which if thou reſpect, 


Ser. You are took'd for, cald for, askd for, and ſought | - 


Rom, What Ladyls that which doth enrich the hand | 
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Shew a fair preſence, and put; off theſe frowns, 
Anill beſeeming ſemblanceXof a Fealt. 
-. Tib. Ithits, + Ir ſuch a Villain is a Gueſt, 
PICnot endure him. 
Cap. He ſhall bz&ndurd. 
a11, goto, 
Am1l the Maſter here, or you/# go tp, 
Yow'l not endur$ him, Godſhall mend my Soul, 
You'l make a mutipy amoyg the Guelts : 
You will ſet cock a Ngopy you'l be the Man ? 
Tib. Why, Uncle, Vis a ſhame. 
Cap. Go to, go tg \ < 


| You are a ſawcy Boy; ®th ſo endeed ? 
| This trick tay chance toFcathe you, I know what, 
You mult contrpfy me; "ris time. 


Well ſaid, 1 earts, Kb INCOX, £0, 

Be uicrot Ore light fo Fe) / 

PlE make yOu quiet—W har cheerly my Hearts. _ 
Tib. Patience perforce,' with willfvl choler MeeUtng> 

Makes my fleſh tremble in their different greeting « 

I will withdraw, butthis intruſion ſhall, 

Now ſeeming'ſweer, convert to bitter gall- 


This holy ſhrine, the gentlefas this $27 
My lips two bluſhing Pilgrimsready ſtand, ” 
Toſmooth'that rough touch with a tender kiſs. 
Fl. Good Pilgrim, 

You do wrong your Hand too much, 
Which mannerly devotion ſhews in this; 
For Saints have hands, the Pilgrims hands. do touch, 
And palm to palm, is holy Palmers kiſs. 

Rom. Have not Saints Lips, and holy Palmers too ? 
J Jul, AyPilgrim, lips that they muſt uſe in Prayer. 

Rom.—O then, dear Saint; let Lips do what Hands do, 
They prayxgrant thou, leaſt Faith turn to Deſpair. 

Fal. Saints &þ not mgve; 
Though grant fd Prayers ſake. 

Rom, Then moke ylot while my Prayers effeft do take : 
Thus from my LipX, by thine my fin is purg'd. 

Fl. Then havg my, Lips the-fin that they have took. 

Ron. Sin fronfmy Lips? © treſpaſs ſweetly urg'd : 
Give me my fi Again. 


 __ 


Nur. Madam, your Mother craves a word with you. 
Rom, What is her Mother ? (9 the Wake) 
Nur, Marry, Batchelor, 

Her Mother is'the Lady of the Houſe, 

And a goodady, and a wiſe, arid vertuous, 


{ 1 Nurs*d heFDaughter that you talk withal : 


I tc} you, - he that can lay hold of her, 
Shall have the Chinks. 
Rom, Is ſhe a Capuler ? 


' O dear account! my Life is my Foes debt. 


Ben. Away, be gone, the ſporrt is at the beſt. 
RomAyfo | fear, the more is my unrelt. 
Cap. Nay, Gentlemen, prepare not to be gone, 
We havea triflipg fooliſh Banquet towards « 
Is it e&'en ſo? why:then, I thank you all. 
I thank you, honeſt Gentlemen, good Night: 
More Torches herscome on, then lets to Be 
AhSirrah, by my Faig it waxes late. 


PiEto my reſt. [bxeunt) 


Jul. Come hither, Nurſe, 
Whar is yon@? Gentleman ? 
Nur. The Son and Heir of old Tyberio. 
Jad. What's he that now is going out of door? 
Nur, » thatTl think young, Perruchio, 
Tl. What's he that follows here, that would not dance ? 
Nur. | know not. 
Jul. Go.ask his Nameg if he be Married, 
My Grave is like to be my wedding Bed. 
Nur. His Name is Romeo, and a'Mountague, 
The only Son of our great Enemy. | 


j 


Rom, If l prophane with.my unworthieſt hand Tg 


e 
” Jul. My only Love ſprung from my only Batel 


Too early ſeen, unknown; and known, too late: 
Prodigious birth of Love it is to me, ; 
That 1 muſt love a loathed Enemy. 

Nur, What's this ? what's this ? 

Ful. A Rhimel learn'd cven now 
Of one I danCd withalk o 

[ One calls within 

Nur. Anon, anon f _ 

ComeJlct's away, the Strangers all are gone. 


[Excunt, 


Enler. Chorus. 


Now old defire dothan his Death-bed he, 

And young Aﬀettion gapes to be his Heirg 

That fair, for which Love groan'd Joweand would die, -- 
With tender Falice match'd, is now not fair, 

Now Romeo is belovQd, and loves again, 

A like bewitched by the charm of looks: 

But to his Foe ſuppogd he muſt complain, 

And ſhe ſteal Loves ſweet bait from fearful hooks, 
Being held a Foe, he may not have acceſs 

To breathe ſuch Vows, as Lovers uſe to ſwear ; 

And ſhe as much in Love, her means much leſs, 

To meet her new Beloved any where : 

But paſſion lends them Power, time, means to meet, 
Tempting extremities with extream ſweet. (Ex F, 


LN. Seem. |. The Stree 


Enter Romeo alone. 


Rom, Canl go forward, when my, Heart is here ? _ 
Turn back, Dull Earth, and find fy Center out {Eu 
c 
Entey Benyolio wich Metcutio. 


Ben, Romeo, my Couſin Romeo! Roms. 

Mer. He is wile, 
And,on my life,hath ſtoln him home wo bed. 

Ben. He ran this way, and leap'd this Orchard wall. 
Call, good Mercurio: 


= 
AY Nay, VIEconjure too. V/ 


orhern Komeo,H Umours, adany! Paſſion) Lover/ 
Appcar thou jy the likeneſs of a fighk 
Sp.ak but onthe, and I am fatisficd s 
Cry me butaim, Couplgbut Love and D&,” 
Speak to my Goll Yenus one fair word, :; 
One Nick-name foe hex pur-blind Son and her, B 
Young, Abraham Cupid, he that ſhot ſo true, ” 
When King Copherua lov'd the Beggar-maid,— —— 
He heareth not, he ſtirreth not, he movghF not, 
The Ape is dead, and I muſt canjure hi 
I conjure thee by Roſalin®s bright Eye 
By her high Fore-head, and her Scarlet lip, : 
'By her fine Foot, ſtreight Leg, ang quivering Thigh, 
And the Deſmeans that there adjacent Tz | 
That in thy likeneſs thou appear to us. ; 
Ben, And if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him- - | 
Mer. This cannot anger him *twould anger Ris. . 
To raiſe a Spirit in his Miſtreſss Circle, 
Of ſome ſtrange Nature, letting it there ſtand 
Till ſhe had laid it, and conjur*d it down; 
That were ſome ſpight. : 
My Invocation 5s Fei honeſt, and in his Miſtreſs's name 
| conjure only but to raiſe up him. 
Ben. Come, he hath hid himſelf among theſe 1 recs 
To be conſortcd with the humorous Night : 
Blind is his Love, and beſt befits the dark: 
Mer. 1f Love be blind, Love cannot hit the mark, 
Now will he fit under a Medlar-tree, ae 
And wiſh his Miſtreſs were that kind of Fruit, 
As Maids call Medlars when they laugh alone,.— 


Arr Dpen-orihouePoprinPcar, 
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The Trapedy of Romeo and Juliet. 


Romeo, good night; | PICto my Truckle-bed, 
This Fie1d-bed is too cold for meto lleep : 


ame. ſhall we go ? : 
> Go then, for tis in vain to ſeek him here 
That means pot to be foun 

Wo, Hf, IN ajealel7 
Rom, He jeſts at Scars that never felt 
Buy ſoft, what light through yonder window breaks? 


— 


fare en . [ Exeunt. 


That thow her Maid, art far more fair than ſhe « 
Benot her Maid ſince ſhe is enviousg 
Her veſtal Livery is but ſick and green, | 
And none but Fools do wear it, caſt it offs 
[tis my Lady,O it is my Love, O that ſhe knew ſhe were, 
che ſpeaks, yet ſhe ſays nothing; what of that ? 
Her Eye diſcourſes, 1 will anſwer it + ——— 
| am too bold, ?tis not to me ſhe ſpeaks : 
Twoof the faireſt Stars Mall the Heaven, 
Having ſome buſineſs, dointreat her Eyes 
Totwinckle in their Spheres till they return. 5 
What if her Eyes were there, they in her Head, 
The brightneſs of her Cheek would ſhame thoſe Stars, 
as Day-light doth a Lamp; her Eyesin Heaven, 
Would through the airy Region ſtream ſo bright, 
That Birds would fing, and think it were no Night: 
See how ſhe leans her Cheek upon her Hand. | 
0 that I were a Glove upon that hand, 
That I might touch that Check? 
Jul. Ay me! 
Rom, She ſpeaks. 
Ohſpeak again, bright Angel, for thou art 
As glorious to this Night, being o're my Head, 
Asisa winged Meſlgaggr of Heaven , 
Unto the white upturned wondring Eyes 
Of Mortalgthat fall back to gazg,on him, 
When he belſtrides the lazy & Clouds, 
And fails upon the boſom of the air. 
Jul. O, Romeo, Romeo,wwherefore art thou Romeo ? 
Deny thy Father, and refuſe thy name : 
Or if thou wilt not, be but ſworn my Love, ; 
And Ple no longer be a Capuler. Re \ 
Rom, Shall Il hear more, or ſhall I ſpeak at this Are e 
Juli, Tis but oy name that is my Enemy : 
Thou art thy ſelf; though nes a ountague, 
What's Aountag we ? it is nof, hand nor {go "IR => 
Nor arm, nor face, /* . 
Whar's in a pame ? that which we call a Roſe; 
3yany other would ſmell as ſweet, 
So Romeo would, were he not Komeo calPd, 
Retain that dear perfeCtion which he owes, 
Without that Title rae thy Name, 
And for thy Name, whichis fo part of thee, 
Take all my ſelf. 
Rom, 1 take thee atthy word : ; 
Call me but Love, and I'IE be new baptiz?d, 
Henceforth 1 never will be Romeo. 2 
Jul, What Man art thou, that thus beſcreer'd in Night, 
50 itumbleſt on my Counſel ? 
Rom. By a Name, 
| know not how to tell thee who I am - 
My Name, dear Saint, is hateful ro my ſelf, 
Becauſe it is'an Enemy to thee, 4 
Had 1 it written, I would tear the word. p 
Jul, MyEars have yet not drunk a hundred words 
Ot thy [Tongues uttering, yet 1 know the ſound. 
Art thou not Romeo, anda Afountague ? 
Kom, Neither, fair aan either thee diſlike. 
Jul, How cam?lt thou hither, 


Tell me, and wherefore ? ; ; 
The Orchard Walls are high, and hard toclimb, 


quell 


| 


rev? 


2 WORN Gmomoonamennnt 


itis the Eaſt, and Fulter is the Sunſ (ret PUIPY - 
Ariſe, fair Sun, and kill the envious Moon,] fee. /i«20w | 
Who is already lick and pale with grief,. as 


Ifany of my Kinſmen find thee here, 

. Rom, With Loves light wings 

Did I o*re-perch theſe Walls, 

For ſtony Limits cannot hold Love out, 

And what Love can do, that dares Love attempt : 

Therefore thy Kinſmen are no ſtop to me. 

Jul. If they do fee thee, they will murder thee. 

Rom, Alack there yes more peril in thine Eye, 

Than twenty of theif ſwords; look thou but ſweet, 

And I am proof againſt their Enmity. 

Jul. 1 would not for the World they ſaw thee here. 

Rom. 1 have Nights cloak to hide me from their Eyes, 

And bur thou love me, let them find me here; 

My Life were better ended by their Hate, 

Than Death prorogued,wanting of thy Loye. 

Jul. By whoſe direction found*ſt thou our this place? 

Rom, By Lovegthat firſt did promps meto enquire 

He lent me Counſel, and [lent him Eyes : 

| am noPilot, yet wert thow as far 

As that vaſt-ſhore,, waſt'd with the fartheſt Sea, 

I Fould adventure for ſuch Merchandiſe. 

l, Thou knowelt the mask of Night is-on my Face, | 

Elie would a Maiden bluſh bepaint my Cheek,. 

For that which thou haſt heard me ſpeak to Night, 

Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain, deny 

What I have ſpokeaybut farewel, Complements; 

Doſt thou LoveZ-©, I know thou wilt fagAy, . 

And 1 will take thy word,.yet if thou fwearſt, 

Thou may?lt prove falſe ;. at Lovers perjuries 

They ſay Fove laughs, oh gentle Romeo, 

[f thou dolt love, pronounce it faithfully : 

Or jf thou thinked 1 am too quickly won, 

lEfrown and be perverſe, and ſay thee nay, 

So thou wilt wooe : Butelſe not for theworld. 

In truth, fair Adowntague, I am too fond.; 

And therefore thou mayeſt thi 

But truſt me, Gentleman, .PIE prove more true, if 

Than thoſe that have more cBwming to be ſtrange, © \ ; 

[ ſhould have been more ſtrange, I muſt canfeſs, 2 MY 

But that thou over-heardſt;e're Þ was ware, "- 

My true Loves paſſions therefore pardon the, | 

And not impute this yielding to light wth | 

Which the dark night hat iſco | a wb . 
Rom. Lady, by yonder, Moon, I vows $1 bal 

That tips with Silver all theſe Fruit-tree tOp$—' 

Jul. O ſwear not by the Moon, th*unconſtant Moon, 

| That monthly changes in her circled Orbg - / Rk 

Leſt that thy Love prove likewiſe yariable. 


: 


Rom. What ſhall I ſwear by ? LE FL 
Jul. Do not ſwear at all; } 
Or if thou wilt, ſwear by thy gracious ſelf} 


| Which is the God of my Idolatry, 
And I IEbelieye ghee. - 
Rom. If my, Hearts veer loye—__— wt 
Jul. Welldo not ſwearalthough Tjoy ini thee, 
[ have no joy of this contract to Nighr; | 
[t is too raſh, too unadvigd, tooſudden, - 
Toolike the lightning which doth ceaſeto be, | 
E're one can ſay, it lightens, Sweet, good Night, 
This bud of Love by Summers ripening breath, 
May prove a beauteous F lower when next we meet: 
Good night z good nights-as ſweet repoſe and reſt, 
Come to thy Heart, as that within my breaſt "1 
Rom, O,wilt thou leave me ſo unſatisfied ? — 
Jul. What ſatisfation cauſt thou have:to Night? 4 | 
Rom. T Iv exchange of thy-Loves faithful Vow -«& mine. 
Ful. 1 gave thee mine before thou didſt requelt it : 
And yet 1-would it wereto giye again. 
Rom, . Would*ſt thou withdraw it ? 
For what purpoſe, Love? : 
Jul, But tobe frank, and give it thee again, 
And yet I wiſh but for the thing I have; 
My bounty is:as boundleſs as the Sea, 
My Love as deep, the morel give to thee, 


wy © 


*7 the place Death, conſidering who thou art, 


. 
| EY 


__— — 


* 


- 5 3 I have forgot why I did call thee back. 
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The Tragedy of Romeo and Juliet. 


The morel havey for both are infinite. 


| hear ſome noiſe within; dear Love adieu. : 
| [Calls within. 


Do cc re e——_—_ 


Anon, good Nurſe, ſweet Mountagug be true ; 
Stay bur a little, 1 will come again. 
| Rom. O bleſſed, bleſſed Night} Iam afear'd, 
| —_ in night, all this - w_ A =o 
00 flattering ſweet, to be ſubſtantial. 
XI ' ReEnter. Sul A-;dove 
Ful. Three words, dear Romeo, 
And good night indeed, 
If that thy bent of Love be Honourable, 
{ Thy purpoſe Marriage, ſend me word to morrow, 
By one that IIEprocure to come to thee, 
Wheres. and what time thov wilt perform the Rite, 
$9d all my Fortunes at thy Foot IiElay, 
nd follow thee, my Lord, throughout the World. 
[ See, anon+-but if thou meaneſt not well, 
[ do befeech thee ———__ 
[Within :; Madam. 


L4Byapdby, 1 come 
TEES thy Baie and are me to my grief 
| To moxgow, will | ſend. / 


Rom. So thrive my Soul.. 


” 
—— ——= - 


Rom. A thoyſand times the worſe to want thy light, 


.| But Love from Love, towards School with heavy looks. 


" \ 
: + Enter Julict again. | 
8 Ful. Biſt/ Romeo, hint! O for a Falkners Voice: *--' 
To lure this Taſſekgentle back again, _—_— - * 
Bondage is hoarſgand: may not ſpeak aloud; * «5+ * * 
Elſe wonld:l-tear the Gaye where Eceho jjes, Md” 
| And inake her. agry Tongue more hoarſe, than 6 
che repetition of gy Romeo. | 
Roni.” [t is my $$ that calls upon my Name; 
p How filver-ſweer, found Lovers Tongues by Nigtit, 
- | Like ſofteſt Muſick to attending Ears./ 
+ Ful. Romeo./ 


# FX 4 Rom \ 


ly Sweet: 
'F4 July hat a Clock to morrow 
| Shall f ſeyd tothee ? 
Rom. By the hour of Nine. 
5-1, I will not fail, *tis twenty years till theny- 


- |-© Rom. Let me ſtand here 2cill thou remember it. 
4 - JF, 1 ſhall forget, to have thee ſtill ſtand there, 
Remembring how I love thy Company. 
Rom, And PIEtill ia to have thee ſtill forget, 

Forgetting any other ee put this. 

Fl. * Tis almoſt morning, ' would have thee gone, 
And yet no further then a wantons Bird, 
That lets it hop a little from harhand, 
"Like a poor Priſoner in his twiſted Gyves, 
And with a ſilkem thre plucks it again, 
So loving jealous of his Liberty. 

Rom, 1] would I were thy Bird. 

Jul. . Sweet, fo would I; 
{| Yet | ſhould kill thee with much cheriſhing » 
| Good night, good night.! 
q K&om. Parting is ſuch ſweet ſorrow, 
} That [ hall ſay,Good night, yll it be morrow. 


TEE Ee te 


a- 


(6x. 


Rom. Would I were Sleep and Peace ſo ſweet to rel, 


* 


| Hence will I ro my Ghoſtly Frifrs cloſe Cell, 


4.His help tocrave, aud my dear hap to tell. LExtt. 


dat 
” 3 = — 


[Within ; Madam. 


Jul. A.thouſand times; good Night! [Exit, 
Love goes fowarS, Love,,as School-boys from their Books, 


-Jw. Slecp dwellupon thine Eyes, peace in thy Breaſt / 
| "tiwetr 


bt 


4 


(Small. Ado ls, 
| 25her, 


Enter F rig alone with'a B, 


Fri, Now ©re the Sun advance his burning Eye, 
The day tg chcar, and Nights dank dew to dry, 
| muſt o&6h1 this Olier Cage of ours, 
With bateful-Weeds; and precious juiced Flowers, 
The Earth that's Natures Mother, is her Tomb, 
What is ber burying Grave, that is her Womb: 
And from her Womb Children of divers kind 
We ſucking or her natural Boſom find : 
Many for many Virtues Excellent 
None but for ſome, and yet all different, 
O mickle is the powerful Grace, that yes 
In Plants, Herbs, Stones, and theirtrue Qualitiesy 
For nought ſo vile, that on the Earth doth live, 
Bur to the Earth ſome ſpecial good doth give: 
Nor ought ſo good, but,ſtrain*d from thar fair uſe, 
Revolts from true Birth,. ſtumbling on abule. 
Vertue it ſelf turns vice being miſapplied, 
And Vice ſometime by action dignitied. 


-EmerR-vmes. 


Within the infant Rind of this weak Flower, 
Popgſon hath reſidence, and medicine Power - 
For this, being ſmelt, with that part chears each part; 
Being talted,ſlays all Senſes with the Heart. 
Two ſuch op encamp them ſtill, 
[n Man as well as Herbs; Grace and rude Will ; 
And where the worſer is predominant, 
Full ſoon the Canker Death eats up that Plant. 
Rom. Good morrow, Father/ &*1f*r Romeo, 
Fri, Benedicite./.. * - \ F ; 
Whatearly Tongue ſo ſweet clus _ 
Young Son, it argues a diſtempat he 4k 3 
So ſoon to bid Good morrow to Bedy 7. /- 
Care keeps his watch in every old Mans Eye, 
And where Care lodgeth, Sleep will never ye; 
But where unbruiſed Youth with unſtuft-Brain 
Doth couch his Limbs, there golden ſleep doth Tygiy 
Therefore thy carlineſs doth me aſſure 
Thou art up-rouz'd with ſome diſtemptrature ; 
Or if not ſo, then herel hit it right, 
Our Romeo hath nor been in bed to Night. | 
Rom. That laſt istrue, the weeter reſt was mine. 
Fri. God pardon fin { waſt thou with Roſalire ? 
Rom. With Roſaline, my Ghoſtly Father ? Noy/ 
| have forgot that Name, and that Name's woe. : 
Fri. That's my good Sonzbut where halt thou been then: 
Rom. 1% tell thee &re thou ask it me again j 
[ have been feaſting with mine Enemy, 
Whcre on a ſudden one hath wounded me, 
That's by me wounded ; both our Remedies 
Within thy help and holy Phylick lies ; 
| bear no hatred, Bleſſed man, for lo 
My interceſſion likewiſe [teas my F oc. 
rt, Be plain, good Scn, homely in thy drifr, 
idling confeſſion finds but ring ſhrift, : 
Rom, Then plainly know my heart*s dear Love 1s ſet 
On the fair Daughter of rich Caper ; 
As mine on hers, ſo hers is ſet on miney _ 
And all combin'd, ſave what thou muſt combine 
By holy Marriage : when, and where, and how, 
We met, we woo*d, and made exchange of vow, 
PlEtell thE&as we paſs; bur this 1 pray, 
That thou'conſent to marry us to day. ) 
Fri, Holy Saint Francis, what a change is here! 
Is Roſaline,” Aethou didſt love ſo dear, _ | 
So ſoon forſaken ? young mens Love then = 
Not truly In their Hearts, but in their Eyts. 
Jeſu Mariaf whay a dcal of brine 
Hath waſht thy fallow Cheeks for Roſaline ? 
How much ſalt Water thrown away in waſte, To 


, 
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Fri, Wiſely angl flow; 


not home to night ? 


Riſalinetorments him ſo, 


ter to his Fathers houſe. 


being dared. 


balt ? 


Ben. The what ? 


with theſe ſtrange flies, 


bones./ 


that Petrarch flowed in : 


Of an'old tear that is not waſhr off yet. 
ff ere thou waſt thy ſelf, and theſe woes thine, 
Thou and theſe woes were all for Roſaline, 


Mer. A Challenge on my life. | = 
Ben, Romeo will anſwer It. ' Rom: | ſfretch it out for that word, broal. 
_ Mer, Any man that can write, may anſwer a Letter. : 

Ben,Nay he will anſwer the Letters Maſter, how he dares,  44r./Why is not this better now, then 2 


Mer. Alas poor Romeo, he is already dead! ſtabb*d with a | art thou, what thou art, by Art as well asdy 
white whenches black eye, ran through the ear with a | this friveling Love is like a-great Natural ur 
Love-ſong, the very pin of his heart clefr with the blind 
Bow-boyes-butKhatr; and is he a man to encounter Ly- Gen. Stopthere, ſtop there. 7 


wench\ marry ſhe had a better love to betJme her: Dido| Nur. By my troth it i um 
2 Dowdy, Cleopatra, a Gipſie, Helen and Hero, hildings and | Gentlemen, can any .of you tell me where | may 
| harlots ; Thisby.a gray eye or ſo but __ the purpoſe. | the young Romeo? 


Signior Romeo, Bonjour / there's a French [alutation to your | Aomeo, I.can tell I young Romeo will be. older | 
| ee 


To ſeaſon Love, that of it doth not taſte ? French ſtop : you gaveus the counterfert fairly laſtnjfht 
The Sun not yet thy ſighes from heaven clears, Komeo, Good motrow to you both; what counterf: did 
Fly: old:groans-yet ring'in my ancient ears , | give you? it 

Eo here upon thy cheek the ſtain doth fir, Mer. T he llip Sir, \he-ſlip, can you not.conceive 'F ls 


Andart thou chang'd ? Pronounce this ſentenge then, [trains a man to bow inthe hams, 

Women may fall, when there?s no ſtrength in men. Kom. Meaning to courtkiie. 
Rom. Thou chiddiPft me oft for loving Roſaline. Atr. Thou haſt moſt Kndly hit it. | 
Fri, For dqting, not for loving, Pupil mine, Kom.' A molt courteous Expoſition. 

Rom, And bad"It me bury Love. | Mer. Nay, 1 am the very pinck of couptefie. - 
Fri. Not ina grave, Rom. Pinke tor flower. | 

Tolay one in, another out to hay "FB Mer, Right. 

Rom; | pray thee,chideqne not,&t1 Love now Kom. Why.then is my.Pumy well fowrd; - .. . | 

Doth grace for grace, and Love for Dove allow : Mer. Sure wit, follow me Yhis- jſt now-till thou haſt? 

The other did not ſo. | worn out thy Pump, that? when phe ſingle: ſole of -ir'is;} 


Fri, Ohſhe knew well,. W worn, the jelt may remain afth 
Thy-Love did read by rote, thatcould not ſpell « lar, 
But come young waverer, come go with me, Rom, O ſingle-ſol'd jeſt.: MN; 
kd reſpect PIEthy aſſiſtant be : | Solely ſingular, for the ſinglengfs. 's 
For this-alliance may ſo happy prove, Mer. Come betweenus ggod Bdzvolro, my wit faints. 
To turn. your houſhold-rancour to pure Love. Kom, Swits and Spurs, 
Rom. O let us hence, Iſtand on ſudden haſte. } SWItS and Spurs, or Ple gf y a match 


they ſtumble that run faſt. Mer. Nay, it our wityrun the 


Govſe 7-7 
Rom. Thou was fever with ime for\ any: 


Mer. Where the devil ſhould this Romeo be ? came he | thou walt not there for the'Gooſe. '! 
| | Mer. 1 will bite thee by the ear for thhr jeſt ud 

Ben, Not. to his Fathers, I ſpoke with higman. Kan, Nay, gopd Goole bite not. 

Mer. Why that ſame pale hard-hcarted wench, that | 44er. Thy wif is a very bitter-ſweeting; 


. 


4 


that he wil ſure-run mad. [tisamoit thafp ſawce. 


Ben. Tybalr, the-kinſman to old Capmlet, hath ſent a Let- | Rom. And igic not wel ſerv'd into a ſWeet Gooſe F 1+ 
| Mer. Oh here's a wit of Cheverell, that\ ſtretches from} | 


an inch naryow, to an eth broad. 


Love //now art thou fociable, now art" thon 


. 


Ben. Thou would? 


Ben. Why,what is Tybale ? A) Aer. Thou delireſt | ſtop in my. Tale agkight the'} 

| Mer. More then Prince of CatS,Oh, he's the Couragi- el | 
ous Captain of Complements; 'REtghts as you ſing pric 
ſongs, keeps time, diſtance, and proportion ; ke reſts 
minum, one, two, and the third in your Boſom; the very _ 
butcher of a ſilk button, a Duelliſt,a Doellift ; a Gentleman 
| of the very firſt houſe of the firſt and ſecond cauſe; ah the 

' immortal Paſſado, the Punto reverſo, the Hay./ 


"0 $ 1G al gNnLen 10 p 
v0 Mu rm bf ow o fk 
Emer Nitſe and her Man, 


indeed 


0: 


" Rom, Here's goodly gear; 


Mer. The Pox of ſuch antigue liſping affetizg phanta-, | A ſale, a ſaule, WY Ig | 
ies, theſe new tuners of accents: J clupa very good blade, | 44er. I wo, two, a Shirt anda Smock, 


avery tall man{a very good Whore | 
mentable thing Grandſirg that we ſhould be thus afflicted | Peter. Anon. 


Why is not this ala- | Aw. Peter f 


eſe faſhion-mongers, theſe par- þ Nur. My Fan Peter, 


don-Motpwho ſtand fo much on the new form, that they Mer. Good eter,to hide her | e: 
cannot, fit at eaſe 0n the old bench, O their bones, their | For her Fan's the fairer ſaee?, lre hoo, 


Nur,God ye good mortow,Gentlemen. 
Mer. God ye gooden, fair Gentlewotuan, 


x Ente Romeo, Nur. Is it gooden ?. Lo | F =— go 1 | 
TT | Mer. Tis no leſs I telt your for the bawdy hand of the | 
Ben, Here comes Romeo, herecomesRemes: Dyal is now upon the prick ofNoon. 4 


Mer. Without his Roe, like 2 dried Herring, O fleſh, | Nr. Out upon you! what a man are you ? 
fleſh, how art thou fiſhified ? Now is he for the numbers Rom, One, Gentlewomany”” 


Lara to his Lady yyas a Kitchen- | That God, hath made hi 'to mar. 


Kom. Pardon Merciito, my. buſineſs was 'grear/ and-in 
ſuch a caſe as mine, a m4n may ſtrain courteſie: I 
Mer. That's as muchas to ſay, ſach a caſt ay/yours con: | 


/the wearing, ſole-fingu- 


ild-gooſe chaſe, ham: 
CSemn 11: She hee þ- FExemnnt. | done b For thou haft yiare of the W jld-gooſe in one off 

: 1-8 £ " | thy wits, thenlam ffireI have in nly whole five. Was 1] 
Enter' Benvolto and Mercutio. with you there for | 


to the Ggbſe, proves the far and wide," abrdg 


— L 
_ OY 
7” 4 \"j 
.HOMeO NOW PR. 
>. 
% 


up znd down to hide his bauble in hel” * 


le made thy-cate-lar » 1 
Mer. © thou art deceiv'd, 1 walls adyar Hort, ! 
for I was come to the whole depth of my Tale,ang, grant. 


z for himſelf to mar quorha? li 


if 


thing, "when 


4 
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314 The'Tragedy.of Romeo and Juliet. 


| him {1am the youngelt of that Name, for:fault of a worie- 


| Aer. Yea, isthe worlt well? . 
Vety well took, Ifaith, wiſely, wiſely. 


{1 deſire ſome Confidence with you. 
Ben. $he will invite him to.ſome Supper. 
Mer. A Baud, a Baud, a Baud. So ho. 


: 
— 4 


that is ſomephiny Stale and Hoar ere it be ſpent. 
re hoaKand an old Hare hoar is very good meat 


, is too muchfor a Score, when it 
-Woars ©re it be ſpe, | 
| Zarweo, will you come to your Fathers ? Wee'l to Dinner 
| thither. 
| Rom, 1 will follow you. 
'Þ Aer. Farewel ancient Lady : ' 

Farewel Lady, Lady, Lady. 


| was fo full of his Rogyery ? 


EE" FX 


toin a Month. - _ 


eo» - 


And if I cannot, PlEfind thoſe that ſhalle Scurvy Knave, 


me at his Pleaſure. To her (MN eun.. A 
Pet. I ſaw no Man uſe you at his Pleaſure : if I had, my 


dart draw as ſoon as another Man, if I ſee occaſion in a, 
good Quarrel, and the Law on my fide. 
Nur. Now afore God, I am ſo vext, that every part 


ws <4 
——_— .. 


- 


what ſhe bid me fay, I will keep,to my ſelf : But firſt let mc 
tell ye, if ye ſhould lead her inÞ fools Paradiſe,as they ſay, 
it were a very groſs. kind of behaviour, as they fay z For| © 
the Gentlewoman is young; and therefore, if you ſhould 


=» 
nw, 


fered to any Gentlewoman, and very weak dealing. 
Rom. Nurſe, commend me to thy Lady and Miltreſs, 1 


+ Nr.” Good heart, and I Pfaith I will tell her as much : 
Lord, Lord, the will be a joyful Woman. 


ene. Mi. — _— -. c<c— 


e ” aw a*. + ws 


| And there ſhe ſhall at Frifjr Lawrence Cell (afternoon 


pair'a and married: here is for thy pains. ['s 
ar. No truly,Sir, not a penny. 
Rom. Go to, ſ 


Nur. This afternoon, Sir ? Well, ſhe ſhall be there. 


1 Within this hour my Man ſhall be with thee, be 
And bring thee Cords made like a tackled ſtair, 
+ | Which tothe high top-gallant of my joy 


Rom, What ſapit thou, ” my dear Nurſe ? 
Nur.1s your man eras. a ne're hear ſay, Two may |-It 
keep Counſcl, putting ene Uwqy ?. 


| | Lord, when ?ewas a little pratirig thing-O, there 1s a No- 


I know it begins with ſome other 
Rom, What haſt thou found ? | | | prettieſt ſententious of it, of 
re Sir, unleſsa HareSir in a Lenten Pie, | would do you good to hear it, 


: _n _- : ys a Ce I ns, 
when you have found him, than he:was when (you age ble man in Town, one Paris, that would fain lay Knifz 

board ; But ſhe, , good Soul, had as life fee a Toad 2y n 

Nur. You fay well. ; Toad, as fee him : I anger her ſometimes, and tel] her-tha 
| Paris is the properer man; but PlEwarrant yop, when If 

(0, ſhe looks as pale as any Clout in the vfþ{al w; i 

Nur. If you be he,Sir, _ Doth not Roſemary and Romeo begin both with aletter # 


Rom. Ay urſe, what of that? Both with an R.,, 
Iur, 


Rom, Commend me to thy Lady 
Nur, Ta thouſand times. Peter 


Ex1Þ-. 


Pet. Anon. 7, 50 
—_, ©— | LEx. Nurſe and Peter. 


SCENE V. Cap ulels Howse. 
Enter Juliet. 


Juli. The Clock ſtr&k nine,when I did ſend the Nurſe 


In halfan hour ſhe promiſed to retutn, 
Perchance ſhe cannot meet him+That's not ſo- 
CEx.. Mercutio, Benvolio. | O 
Nur, I pray you Sir, what ſawcy Merchant was this that | Whic | 
Driving back ſhadows over lowring Hills. 
Rom. A Gentelman, Nurſe, that loves to hear himſelf | Therefore do nimble Pinaion'd Doves draw Love, 
talk, and will ſpeak more in a minute, than he will ſtand | And therefore hath the wind-ſwift Capid Wings e 
| | | Now is the Sun upon the highmoſt Hill 
Nur. Anga ſpeak any thing againſt me, PIC take him Qf this days journey, and' from nine till twelye,. 
| down, anda were luſticr than he is, and twenty ſuch Jacks: 7 ree uy hours; yet ſhe is not come; 
ad. ſhe afteftions and warm youthful Blood, 
'{ 1 am noffe of his flart-gils, 1 am none of his skains-Mates. | Shed be as ſwift in motion as a Ball, 
| And thou muſt ſtand by too, and ſuffer every Knaveto uſe | My words wou}d bandy her to my ſweet Love, 


hyſhe is Lame, Loves Herazlds ſhould be thoughts, 
hich ten times faſter glide than the SuneBeams, 


nd his tome; bntoldFotks, 


5 


Meny-tait-es they wgre-Dead 
« |] Weapon ſhould quickly have been out, 1 warrant you, 1 Unmieley Allow heary;-endpatrartead. 
l . 


Enter Nurſe, 


about me quivers--ſcurvy Knave { Pray you,Sir a Word : | © God,ſhe comes. O-heney-Nurſe, what News? 
And asI told you;my young Lady bid me enquire you- out ; | Halt thou met with him ? Send thy Man awpyr 
N | . 


Nur. Peter, ſtay at the Gate. 
Fault. Now good ſweet Nurſe +— —, — 
Lord why look?lt thou ſad ? 


Thengh News belad;—pet-rellthemmerrily-- 
deal double with her, truly it were an ill thing to be of- | 1f-good;-thoutharfttheMukekof fect News; 
BD, - lol : 


Nur, 1 am a weary, give me leave a while ; 


proteſt unto thee——— Fie, how my Bones ake, what a Jaunt have I had 


Juli, I would thou hadſt my Bones, and I thy News : 


: ar age LD LOGU , Pee 
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thy News gocd or bad ? Anſwer to that; 


Say either, and I ſtay the Circumſtance: 
ſay you ſhall. Let me be ſatisfied, is't good or bad ? 


Nur, Well, you have made a ſimple choices you know 


Rom, And ſtay, thew,good Nurſe, behind the Abby-wall;] ot how to chuſe a man : Romeolno,not hez though his Face 


better than any mans,yet his Legs exceK all mens, 2nd 


for a Hand and a Foot,and a Bakdy, though they be not to 
be talk*d on, yet they are paſt compare: He isnot the Flower 


Muait be my Convoy in the ſecret Night. of Courteſie, but I warrant him as gentle a Lamb+Go thy 
| [Farewel, be truſty, and Pl&quite thy painse "gs Wench, ſerve Godywwhat have you din'd at home ! 
| als, No, now-Butall this did. I know before : 


Nur. Now God in Heaven bleks thee { Hark you Sir. | What faies heof our Marriage ? What of that ? 


Nur, Lord how my Head akes, what a Head havel 7 
beats as It would fall in twenty Peices. 


My back-a tother ſide =O my back, my back: 
Aem, | warrant thee.my mates true as Steel. Beſhrew your Beartfor {ending me aboutz = 
Nur, Well Sir, my Miſtreſs 1s the ſweeteſt Lady;Lord, | To catch my Death with jaunting up and down. 
Juli, Vfaith Iam forry that thou art ſo ill, | 


Sect 


—— 


: Net. Guy Wt- / 0 mu Arg Ka. Vite 


IR er 


- = _— 
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orld. 


Kom. What wilt thou tell her, Nurſe ? Thou doſt not] _ 2 Jeſu, hap haſte ? can you not Tay a while! 
t mark me g wav ſon ” Ya +453 6- PEE 
Nur, I will tell her, Sir, that you do proteſt, which, as 1 ; ous breath 
*{rake it, is a Gentleman-like offer. ah ? 

Rom, Bid her deviſe ſome means to come to ſhrift this fy 


pocker: thats the Dogs name. R. is for themo 


Letter; and ſhe hath the 
you and Roſemary, that ir 


_— ——— 
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Nur. Your Love ſays like an honeſt Gentleman, 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handſomg , 
And 1 warrant a vertuous-—where is your Mother ? 

Fuli, Where is my Mother ? 

Why ſhe is within, where ſhould ſhe be ? 

How odly thou replylt ? | 

: IYour Love ſays like an honeſt Gentleman : 
Where is my Mother ? — — — — 

] Nur. O;Gods Lady dear, 

Are you ſo hot ? marry come upl1 trow, 

{ls this the Poultis for my aking bones 7 

Hence forward do your meſlages your ſelf. 

Tali, Here's ſuch a coil; come, what ſays Romeo ? 

Nur. Have yon got leave to go to ſhritt'to day ? 

Juli. 1 have. 

Nur. Then 
There ſtaiesa Husband to make you a W ife e 
Now comes the wanton blood up in your Cheeks, 
Theyllbe in Scarlet ſtraightarafſy news: 

Hie you to Church, I muſt another way, 

To fetch a Ladder, by the which your Love 

Muſt climb a Birds neſt ſoon, when it is dark « 

| am the drudge, and toil in your delight 

But you ſhall bear the Burthen ſoon at night. 

Gojl'lEto Dinner, hie yon to the Cell. 
Jus. Hie to high Fortune honeſt Nurſe, 


=: tf | p 
CERES Vh 0 


Enter Frigg and Romeo. Mo 


farewell, 


Fri, So ſmile the Heavens upon this holy 
That after hours with ſorrow chide us not. 
Rom. Amen, amen £ but come what ſorrow can, 
It cannot countervail the exchange of joy, 

That one ſhort minute gives me in her ſight : 

Do thou but cloſe our Hands with holy words, 
Then Love-devouring Death do what he dare, 

It is enough I may-but call her mine. 

Fri. Theſe violent delights have violent ends, 
And in their trivpph die like Fire and Powder, 
Which as hey ſj conſume The ſweeteſt honey 
ls loathſom in #f own deliciouſnefs, 

And in the taſte confounds the appetite : 
Therefore love mod?rately, long Love doth ſay 
Too ſwift arrives as tardy as too ſlow. 


r 


Enter Juliet. 


Here comes the Lady. Oſo light a foot) 

Will ne*er wear out the everlaſting flint ; 

A Lover may beſtride the Goſlamour * 

- | That idles in the wanton Summer Air, 

And yet not fall, ſo light is vanity. 

Fuli, Good-even to my ghoſtly Confeſlor. 

Fri. Romeo ſhall thank hee yaghterztor us both. 
Fali, As much to him, elſe #,.his thanks too much. 
Rom. Ah Faliet, if the meaſure of thy joy 

Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
Toblafon it; then ſweeten with thy breath 

This neighbour Air, and let rich Muſicks Tongue 
Unfold the imagin*d happineſs, that both 

Receive ineither, by this dear encounter. 

Falj. Conceit more rich in matter then in words, 
\Brags of his Subſtance, not of Ornament * 

They are but beggars that can count their worth, 
But my true Love 1s grown to ſuch exceſs, 

| cannot ſum up EE half my wealth. 


For by your leaves, you ſhall nor ſtay alone, 
Till holy Church incorporate two in one. 


3,ncet, ſweet, ſweet Nurſe, tell me what ſays my Love? 


hie you herice to F rier Lawrence Cell, 


| [ Exeunt. 


Fri, Come, come with me, and we will make ſhort work; 


[_Exeunt, 


| 


5 


—_—— — F1 
Al AH IT Me FS an SET 
Enter Mercutio, Benvolio, und An; 


Ben, 1 pray theg, good Mercwtio,lets retire, 
The day is hot; the. Capalets abroad 
And it we meer, we ſhall not ſcapea b 
hot days is the mad blood ſtirring. 


; | 
Mer. Thou art like one of thoſe /Fellows, that. when | 
up- | 


2 enters the confines ofa: Tavernzclaps-me his ſwo 
on the table, and ſaigs, God ſend me no need of thee f and 
by the operation bf the ſecond Cup, draws kint*on the 
Drawer, when indeed thete is no need. ... F 

Ben, Am 1 like ſuch a fellow? : 


: ws 
Mer. Come, come; thou art as hot a Jack in thy mood, 


as any in /taly ;, and as ſoon moved to be moody, and as 
ſoon moody to be moy*d. Et, 

Ben. And what toes ? | ” 

er, Nay, andthere were two ſach, we ſhould have 
none ſhortly,for one wonld kill the othere thou/why thou 
wilt quarrel with aman-that hath-a hair-more, or achair 
leſs in his Beard than thou haſt : thow wilt quarrel with a 
man for cracking Nuts,.having no other reaſon, but. be» 
cauſe thou, haſt haſel Eyes; what eye; but ſuch an eye, 
would ſpy out ſuch a quarrel ? thy head is as full of quar- 
rels, asan Egg is full of meat, and yer thy head hath been 
beaten as addle as anEgg for quarrelling : thou haſt quar» 
relPd with a man forCoughing in theſtreet;becauſe he hath 
wakened thy Dog that hath lain aſleep in the Sun. Did'ſt 
thon not fall out with a Faylor for wearing his new Doub- 
let before Eaſter ? with another, for tying his new Shoes 
with old Ribband? and yer thou wilt 
quarrellingz 

Ben. were ſoapt to quarrel as thou art, any min 
ſhould buy the Fee-ſimple' of my Life for an hour and a 


quarter.. vs, 
Ar, The Fee-ſimple ? O fimple !' 


Enter Tybalt;Petruchio, and others, - 
Ben. By my head;here come the Capulets, 


Mer. By my heell care not. | | | 


Tyb. Follow me cloſe, for I will ſpeak to' them, 
Gentlemen, Good-den, a word with oneof you, 

Mer, And but one word withone of us ? couple jt with 
ſomething, make it a word and a blow. f— 

Tyb. You ſhall find me apt enough to that Sir, and+.you 
will give me occaſion. & 

Mercu. Conld you not take ſonie occaſion without 
giving ? | 

Tyb. Mercutio, thou conſort®ſt with Romeo, — . 

Mer. Conſort Þ what doſt thou make us Minſtrels ? and 
thou make Minſtrels of us, look to hear nothing but Diſ- 


cords :_herg?s my Fiddleſtick ; here?s that nap prey ou 

tance EYeontorr! (bayung Fs hang on a : 
Ben. We talk here in the public& haunt of men : | 

Either withdraw unto ſome private place, 

Or reaſon coldly of your grievances, 

Or elſe depart; here all Eyes gaze on us. | 
Mer. Mens Eyes were made to look, and let them gaze; 

[ will not budge for no mans pleaſurg|]. | 


Enter Romeo. 


Tyb. Well, pgace be with you Sir, here comes my man, 
Aer, But PIE be hang'd,Sir he wear your Livery : 
Marry go before to field, heEFde;your follower, 
Your Worſhip in thatſenſe mayealFhi 
Tyb. Romeo, the love I bear thee, ga 
No better term than this 3 Thowarta Villain. 
Rom. Tybalt, the reaſon that Þ have to love thee,.. 
Doth much excuſe thy appercathin rage © > 
To ſuch a greeting : aur - ann ts 
Therefote farewelt; I ſee thon know®lt me not, 
Tyb. Boy, this ſhall not excuſe the injuries 
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utor me from 


fl 


: | 


rawl; for now theſe 


| 
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| 216 The Tragedy of Romeo and Juliet. 
} That thou haſt done me, therefore turn and Draw. | Rom, This ſhall determine that. 5 OD y 
' Rom, 1do proteſt I fiever injur'd thee,” - | They fight.. Tybalt falls. - 
| But lov'd thee better than thou can'ſt deviſe z Ben. Romeo, away, be gone : | 
Till thou ſhalt know the Reaſon of my Love. The Citizens are up, and Tybal: ſlain, ____ El 
1] And fo,good Capuler; which Name 1 tender Stand not amaZz'd; the Prince will doom thee Death - 
Asdearly as my own, be ſatisfied. | If thou art taken : Hence, be gone, away. ] a 
Mer. O calm, diſhonourable, vile ſubmiſſion ! Rom. O! I am Fortunes Fool, 
pj ev gone pgatr way FP He./ ts -hoccab Ben, Why doſt thou ſtay ? 
Tybkir;,\ You'Ra-rqtther;” will you wa | : Exe 
| "736: Whatwonbderho6 have with mc? J WMe- INI LExit Romeo. 
- Ms. Good Kiig of 'Cats, nothing but one of your nine Enter Citizens, | 7 
Lives, that I mean to make bold withalz/ and as you ſhall - + So | 
uſe me hereafter,dry beatthe reſt of the eight. Will you Citi, Which way ran he that kilPd ercnrys 7 A 
| your Sword.out of his Pilcher by the Ears? Make Tybalr that Murtherer, - which way ran he ? A 
F ny -leſt mine be about your Ears ere it be ont. Ben, There ljes that 7ybalr, y 
Tib. 1 am for you. { Draw mm Citi, UpSir; go with me : T 
Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy Ropicr up. | charge thee in the Princes Name obey. 1 
Ge es em 
{ Rom. Draw ,Benvolio,bcat down their Weapons : —— Enter Prince, old Mountague, Ca ; 
rs po ay ſhame forbear this outrage, Wives "I all. pulet, cheir - 
Tybutr,—24erentio;-the Prince exprelly hath n 
| Forbidden mg.in Verona Streets, Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this Fray ? | 
| Hold Tybairgood Atrenrio. Ben. O Noble Prince,l can diſcover all Pl 
L- 15 wa ; [Exit Tybalt. The unlucky mannage of this fatal Brit ; ; 
1- fr. I am hurt. pat There - the man {lain by young Romeo, V 
IA Plagueof both the houſes/ Iam ſped - T hat [ew thy Kinſman braye Aercurro, ; 
14s he gonegand hath nothing * Cap. Wi. 1yoalt my, h ? O my Brothers Child, E 
|. F$en. What, art thou hurt ? 2-Prince; FOO: #>—459a#&<I the Blood is ſpilPd Y 
-. Ater. a Scratch, a Scratch; marry *tis enough, - | Of my dear Kinſman.Princegzas thou art true, "4 lc 
Where iT my Page ? Go Villain,fetch a Surgeon. For Blood of ours, ſhed Blood of Montague. c 
Rom. Courage,wan, the hurt cannot be much. ; | O Cozen, Cozen. ; 
Mer. No, ?tis not ſo deepas a Well, nor fo wide as:'a| #£rin. Benvolio, Who began this Fray ? 4 
| Church-door, bur *cisenough, *twill ſerve : ask for me to Ben. Tybalt here Slain, whom Romeo's hand did Slay, | fy 
mobrrow,and you ſball find me a Grave Man. I am pepper%d,| Romeo tharſpoke him fair, bid him bethink s þ 
{1 warrantyfor this World : a Plague of both your Houſes/| How nice the Quarrel was, and urg'd withal | c 
| What, a Dog, aRat; a Mouſe, a Cat toſcratch a Man to | Your High Diſpleaſure : All this uttered, | F 
Death? a Braggart, a Rogue, a Villain, that fights by the With gentle Breath, calm Look, Knees humbly bow'd, \ 
{ book of Arithmertick. Why the Devil came you between us ? Could nottake Truce with the unruly Spleen } 
| [| was hurt under your Arm. ' Of Tybalr, deaf to Peace,, but that he Tilts (1 
{ Rom, Ithought all for the beſt. 7 With Piercing Steel at bold AMercutio's Breaſt; | 4 
1 Ar. Help me into ſome Houfe ,Bervoko, Who all as hot, turns deadly Point to Point, 
1Or 1 ſhall faint; aPlague o'both your Houſes,/ And with a Martial ſcorn, with one hand beats 
They have made worms-meat.of me, / Cold Death aſide, and with the other ſends 
' -” [I haveit, and ſoundly too,-your Houſes. It back to Tybalt, whoſe Dexterity [ 
's SCERL NN. [Exit, | Retorts it : Romeo, he cries aloud, I 
oh "Rom, Fhis Gentleman, the Princes near Allie, Hold/F nds] Friends,part/ and ſwifter than his Tongue, ) 
My very Friend, hath got his mortal Hurt His a98&Arm beats down their fatal Points, , 
| in-mmy behalf; my Repuration ſtain'd And twixt them Ruſhes, underneath whoſe Arm, | 
With Tybal:*s ſlander; Tybale, that an Hour An envious thruſt from 7ybalt,. hit the Life | 
Hath been my Cozeri ; O Sweet Fultet, Of ſtout Mercurio; and then Tybate fled, \ 
Thy Beauty hath made me Effeminate, But by and by comes back to Romeo, 
And in my Temper ſoftned Valour”s Steel. Who had but newly entertaindd Revenge, ſ 
boy £1 Ato't they go. like Lightning, for e'rel 
Enter Benvolio. Could draw to part them, was ſtout Tybale Slain ; 
| And as he fell, did Romeo turn and Fly : / 
| Ber. O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercntios dead; This is the Truth, or tet Benvolio Die. | 
, That Gallant Spirit hath aſpir*d the Clouds, Cap. Wi. He is a Kinſwan to the Afountague, 
Which too untimely here did ſcorn the Earth. Aﬀection makes him falſe, he ſpeaks not true. 
Rom. This days black Fate, on more days does depend; | Some twenty of them fought in this black ſtrife, 
| This but bcgias the'Woe, others muſt end. And all thoſe twenty could bur kill one Life. | 
| beg for Juſtice, which thou Prince muſt give; = ty | | 
Enter Tyvalt. Romeo ſlew Tybalt, Romco muſt not Live. | 
Prin, Romeo flew hin, he ſlew Aero { 
Ben. Here,gom us 7 ybalt back agiin. Who now the Price of his dear Blood do 'owe.) 
| Kon, Ls ARE and Mercuto Slain ? Cap. Not Romeo Prince, he was AMercatzos Friend, 
Away to en re{petifeTxnity / His Fault concludes but what the Law ſhould end, 
And Fires fea ryf Conduct now 2 TheLifeof Tybate, 
| Now Tybalt take they ack again , Prin, And for that Offence, 
That late thou gar Eferentto's Soul Immediately we do Exile him hence : 
Is but a little way #bawe | have anIntereſt in your hearts Proceeding, 
Staying for thine tq;keep um ny : My Blood for your rude Brawls doth lye a Bleeding, 
Either thou ord}, or both, mult ith him.  ButI'lEamerce you with ſo ſtrong a Fine, | 
Tyb. Thonqwretched Boy that didit conſort him here, | That you ſhall a]l Repent the loſs of Mine. 
qStalt with him hence, | will be deaf to Pleading and Excuſes, E 
BE 1 ; or 
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Nor Tears, nor Prayers ſhall purchaſe our abuſes, To Priſon Eyes] nc?:e look on Liberty; — 

Therefore uſe none, let Romeo hence in haſte, Vile Earth to Earth reſign; end motio -/ | 

Elſe wben he is found, that hour is his laſt, And thou and Romeo reds one heavy Bter/- 

Bear hence this Body, and attend our Will : Nur, O Tybalt, Tybale, the beſt Friend I had : "I | 

Mercy but Murftts, pardoning thoſe that Kill. O courteous Tybalt , honeſt Gentleman, ——_ 
SCENL IV CExennt.| That ever I ſhould live to ſee thee Dead,/ & 


| 5 Homge. Fl. What ſtormis this that blows ſo contrary f? 4 
An Aj c en FI pate v0 o Cafe ule Is Romeo (laughter'd ? and is Tybalt dead ? f 


My dea zen, and my dearer Lord : 
Juli. Gallop apace, .you hiery _ DOOM: 725 hl © ound the general Doom, 


Toware- Phabus lod; ſuch a Wagdner For who is living, if thoſe two are gone ? 
As Phaeton would whip you to the Welt, Nur. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo bagiſhe 
And bring in clondy night immediately, Romeo that kilPd him he is Baniſhed. | 
5p thy cloſe Curtain, Love-performing night, Tuli, O God! 
That run-aways eyes may wink; and Romeo Did Rome&*s hand ſhed Tybalr*s Blood ? 
| {Leap to theſe Arms, untalkr of 'and unſeen, Nur. It did, it did, alas the day! =... : 
Lovers can ſee to do their Amdrous Rites, F«li, O Serpent Heart, hid with a floyfing face; | 
By their own Beauties ; Orif Lovebe blind, Did ever Dragon keep ſo fair a Cave ? | 
[t beſt _ with night » Come civil night, Beautiful Tyrant, Fiend Angelical/ = 
Thou ſober-ſuted Matron, all in black,  |Ravereny Dove, feather'd $A 7 J 
And learn me how to loſe a winning Match, Wolviſh-ravening Lamb/ EP o | 
Playd for a pair of ſtainleſs Maidenheads, Deſpiled ſubftanceof-Diyineſtſhow-: F215) 1. 
Hood my unmann*d Blood baiting in-my Cheeks, Jall-oppoluetewintihewjulthyfeenrt, SEr3Y , | 
With thy black Mantle; till range Love, grow bold, A-datned—S2trt— ae Honoweble lam : 
Thiakstrue Love acted, ſimple Modeſly « | O Nature !. What hadſt thou to do in Hell, 
Come night, come Komeo,/ come thou day in night,/ When thou didſt bower the Spiric of a Fiend 
For thou wilt lje upon the Wings of night, In mortal Paradiſe of fuch ſweer fleſh ? 
| Whiter than new Snow on a Ravens back: Was ever Book containing ſuch vile matter 
Come gentle night,/. come loving black-browd night, So fairly bound ? O that deceit ſhould dwell "6 
Give we my Romeo, and when Kſhall die, | In ſuch a gorgeous Pallace | | id v3 
Take him and cut him ot in little Stars, Nur. There's yo Truſt, no Faith, no honeſty in men; } 
And he will make the Face of Heaven fo fine, All perjur*d, all forſworn, all noughtZall dilembl | 
{That all the World will'be in Love with night, Ah, where's my man? Give me ſome Aqaa-vited——;: : 
And pay no Worſhip to the Gariſh Sun. | Theſe Griefs, theſe woes, theſe ſorrows make me 0147 
OI have bought the Manſion of a Love, Shame come to Romeo,/ 
But not poſſei&d it; and though I am ſold, Fair. Bliſter?d be thy Tongue LEY | 
Not yt enjoy*d; fo tedious is this Day, | For ſuch a wiſh] he was'not born to ſhame z . 
As is the night before ſome Feſtival, Upon his Brow ſhame is aſhanvd to fit : 
| Toan impatient Child that hath new Robes, . } For *tis a Throne where Honour may be Crown'd 
And may not wear them. O here comes my Nurſe ! Sole Monarch of the Univerſal Earth » %. 
| O what a Beaſt was 1 to chide him ſo-? | 
Enter Nurſe with Cords. Nur, Will you ſpeak well of him. - k 
| That kilPd your Cozen ? + 7 a. 
| And ſhe brings news, andevery Tongne that ſpeaks Tuls. Shall I ſpeak ill of him that is my Husband ? 
But Romeo*s name, ipeaks Heavenly Eloquence ; . + Ah poor my Lord, what Tongue ſhallſmooth thy name, | 
Now Nurſe, what News ? What haſt thou there ? When I thy three hours Wife have mangled it ! + 
The Cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ? || But wherefore Villaig,didſt thou kill my Cozen? 
Nur. Ay, Nthe Cords. That Villain Cozen would have kill'd my Husband « 
Fw y me, what : w ? 4.9 : Back —_ _ _ to your F_ Spring; 
hy doſt thou wring thy Hands. Your Trib ro ong to Woe, ' 
Nor. Ahweladay he's dead, he%s dead, Le VWoad / | Which cnrialinkng offer up to Joys 
We are undone, Lady, we are undone. My Husband lives that Zybels would have Slain, 
Alack the day, he*s gone, he's kilPd, he's dead. And Tybalzdead that would have kilPd my Husbands 
Juli. Can Heav*n be fo envious ? Allthis is Comfort, wherefore weep1then? 
Nur. Romeo can, / Some word ghere was worſer then Tybgh*s Death , 
Though Heaven cannot. O Romeo, Romeo, That Murqertd-me;-1 would forget it fain, 
Who ever would. have thought it,, Romeo ? But,ovit preſſes tomy Memory, + | 141858. 4 
Juli, What D&rfl art thou, _ Like damned guilty deeds to. ſinners minds; | 
That doſt torment methns? Tybalt is dead, and Romeo Baniſhed / _ t | 
This Torture ſhould &e roar'd in diſmal Hell, hat Baniſhed, that one word Baniſhed, _- - 1 
Hath Romeo ſain himſelf ? Say thou butl - - - {| Hathſlainten thouſand'Zybalts ; Tybalt*s death | 
And that bare Vowel / ſhall poyhe more Was woe enough it had ended there: 
Than the Death-darting eye of Cockatrice, Or if ſowtr woe delights in Fellowſhipgu.. . TEL” 

4 And needly will be rank*d with other Gtiefs, | 
OrtheoſeEyesſthotthat makes theanfwert; Why followed not, when ſhe ſaid Tybatr'; gead, >> 
[-hebeftainfayt;-orif notyne- Thy Father, or thy Mother, nay or m9 k 

Nur. 1 ſaw the Wound, I fon it with mine Eyes, But with a Rere-ward fullowing Tybalt?rdeatty; © ; | 
God ſave the Mark, here on his manly Breaſt. - | Romeo is baniſhed, to ſpeak that wondy's! 1 - | 
A pitteous Coarſe, a bloody pitteous Coarſe ; Is Father, Mother, Tybalt, Romeo, ' Fijer, EY 
Pale, pale as Aſhes, all bedawb'd in Blood, All Slain, all Dead+Komeo is baniſhied# |. ata] 
All in gore Blood; I ſwooned at the light. There is noend, nolimit, meaſure, baund,., . - h 

| Ju, O break my beart| [n that words death; no words can thatzwoe ſound, - | | 
Poor Bankrupt tak at once, Where is! my Father and my Mother, Nurſe? . PL 
ec 3 _ 
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IEG 
*Nur. Weeping and wailing over Tybalrs Coarſe. 
Will you go to them ? I will bring you thither: . 


] When theits-are dry, for Romeo; Banifhment. 


1 


#r. Hie to your'Chamber, PIE find Romeo 
| To comfort youl;-4wot well where he is e 
}} Hark ye, your Romeowill be hereat Night, 
Plfto him, he is hid at Lawrence *Cell. * | 
Fuli. O find him, give this Ring tomy true Knight, 
And bid him cb#%;: to take his laſt Farewel. 


EF"TTACEOREL L ſhe Monatter 


Enter Frier, and Romeo. 


| Fri. Romeo, come forth; 

4 Come forth, thou fearful Man, 

1 Aflition is enamour*d of thy Parts j 

| And thou art wedded to Calamity. 

[| Rom, Father, what News? 

What is the Princes Doom ? 

W hat Sorrow craves admittance at my hand, 

That I yet know-not ? 
Fri. T oo familiar . 

| Is my dear Son with ſuch ſowr Contpany + 

Fbring tliee Tydings of the' Princes Doom. 
Ko; Whar leſs" than  Dooms-day, 

'Is the Princes Doom ? : 

\BYs; Agemberſudgment vaniſht from his Lips, 
Nat Bodi th, but Bqdigs Baniſhment. 


- 


+ 


> natn. not: Terre 
_ GL * 
FO -/4 


wo arethan Death, do not lay DantHamer 1 
Fri, Hifrom #Herona artthou baniſhed : . 
Be patient, for the '!world is broad and wide. 
Rom. There is no'world without Yeronawalls, 
But Purgatory, Torture, Hell it ſelf + 
Hence baniſhed, js baniſht from the World; 
And worlds Exild'is death. Then baniſhed m2 eG 
6 Death misterm'd; calling Death Baniſhed/+.c-1/-— 
Thou cur'Itimy. Head off with a Golden Ax, 
And ſmiPſt upon the'ſtroak that Murders me. If 

Fri... deadly: fin O rude unthankfulnefs ! 

Thy fault our Law calls Death; bur the kind Prince 
Taking thy part hath ruſhdaſide the Law, . 
And turn'd that black word Death,: to Baniſhment, 
This is deatiMercy; 'ahd /thon-{ecft ic not. 

Rom? Tis Tortire,and not Mercy, heaven is here 
Where Fuler lives; and (every iCarand Dog, | 
And little Mwwulſe, "every unworthything 
Livehere in he#ved; and may look bn. her, 

But Romeo may not. More Validity, 

More honourabte8tnte; "more Courtſhip lives 

[n Carrion Flics, than Romeo: [They may ſeize 
| {On the white wonterofdear Fulcers | RET 
And ſteal inittigeral\bleflings fromiher'lips; 


IOn; 


"bars room iememutrenomnrty 
he's baniſhed.-i/ 177 
wAoamixt,. noſharp-groand knife 
22 \ gabofDeath, L | | 7 


—_— —— 


0 Fries, the Dammiſed uſe that, wordin Hell; . 

; | Howlings attend isþ-how haſt thou the heart, 

| { Bring a Divigep Ghoſtly Confeſlor, - 

A Sin-Ab{olver;-and my:Friendprofeſt, 

To mangle tnetwith chat word Baniſhed 2#-; 


L -—— i 
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Fali. Waſh they his wounds with rearsmine ſhall be ſpent, 


LE. 1 


j 


;» Fri. Fond Mad-man, hear me ſpeak. 

Rom, O thou wilt ſpeak again of baniſhment. 

Fri. Plegive thee Armour to keep off that word 

Adverſities ſweet milk, Philoſophy, , 

To comfort thee, though thou art baniſhed. 

Rom, Yet, baniſhed ? Hang up Philoſophy; 

Unleſs Philoſophy can make a 7 «lzer, 

Diſplant a Town, reverſe a Princes Doom, 

I: helps not, 1t prevails not, talk no more +——— 

Fri, O then 1 ſee, that mad-men have no ears, 
Rom. w ſhou'd they, 

ro 7.7 ons haveno eyes ? | 

Fri. Let med ith thee of thy Eſtate. 


| Wert thouas young, aSgF=ler thy Love : 
{ An hour but married, Tybalt murdered, 


{ Kom, Thou canlt not rk of that thou doſt not feel, 


Doting like me, and like me baniſhed; 

1 Then mighOſt thou. ſpeak, 

1 Then migt#ſt thou- tear 'thy hair, 

1 And fall npon the ground as I do now, 


Throwmg hm 
Enter Nurſe and kniks. 


Fri. Ariſe, one knocks, 
Good. Komeo, hide thy elf. 


[Kmack, 


| Thou wilt be. taken>ftay a while, ſtand up ; 


Run to my, ffudy «By and byg-Gods will 7 
| What > 1s this come,-I come. 


Who knocks fo hard ? 
Whence come you ? what's yoar Will ? 


Enter Nurſe, 


Nur, Let me come in, 


| And you ſhall know my Errand: 


{ come from lady Filer, 
Fri. Welcom then. 
Nur,. O holy Friar, Oktell-me holy Frier, 


| Wheres my Ladigs Lord ? wheres Romeo? 


FriFT here on the ground, 
With his own tears made drunk. 
Nur. O he js cever in my! Miſtreſs caſe, 
Juſt in her caſe, O'wofut Sympathy! 
Piteous. predicament? even ſo lies ſhe, 
Blubtring and weeping, weeping and blubBring, 
Stand up, ſtand up, ſtand ans you be a Man: 
For Fuler?s ſake, for her ſake rife and ſtand : [ 
W hy ſhould you-tall into fo deepian Sr. / 
Rom.O Nurſe! 1g] 
Nur, Ahfir, ah ſir] death% the-end of all. | 
Rom. Speak*Iſ'thou of Fulice ? How it with her ? 
Doth not ſhe think mean old Murtherer, 
Now I have ſtain*d the Child-hood of our joy i 
V Vith blood,” removed but little from her own? _- ! 
Where is ſhe ? and how does ſhe ? and what ſays 
My conceal'd Ladyto'our conceal'd Love ? / 
Nur. Oh ſhe ſays nothing, Sir, but weeps and weep 
And now falls on her bed, andthen ſtarts up, 
And Tybalt cAlls, and tha? Romeo cries, | 
And then down falls'again.* 

Ro. Asif that Nameſhot from the deadly level ofa GW 
Did murder her; as'that Names curſed hand he th 
Murdered her Kinſman. © @k tell me, Frier, tell, | * 
in what vile part of this Anat omy | 
Doth my Name lodge ? Tell mc, -thap may fack - The 


i ———_—_—— 
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| Taking the meaſure of an uamade Grave. 
self-on, Hu 


[ 


—l—— 


| The hateful Manſion. 

Fri. Hold thy deſperate hand : 

Art thou a man ? Thy form cries out, thou art : 
Thy tears are womaniſh, thy wild Acts do note 
The unreaſonable fury of a Beaſt. 


Unkemly—Women; —t—aſeeming—Man, 


7 
Thou halt amaz'd me. By my holy Order, 
| thought thy diſpoſition better temper*d. 


Haſt thou ſlain Tybalt ? =P thou ſlay thy ſelf? 
And ſlay thy Lady/®that: lives, 


By-deing-damned—hate-rpor—thyAett+ 
Wirg-rattftrhowronthybirch=ricttcarorandExnrth ? 
ineebrths 5 £ 
ncheontone nbichtheraioncewelldliilele 
Fete theu-dharnfttiythape thor, ahy Wit : 
. 3 > pa 

Witte tire=en ture! abound in all. 
_ , m_ rere —_—_ 5 me-mfe _ ee dhbae 
FiryNobtcthape—is but-a—borm ot War, 

| 
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What, rouſe thee, Man, thy Fulzet is alive, 

| For whoſe dear ſake thou walt but lately dead- 
There art thou happy. Tybalt would kill thee, 

But, thou ſlew'ſt Tybalt; there «#4 thou happy too, 
TR Law that threatned Death became thy friend, 
And turn'd it to Exile; there art thou happy. 

p A pack of Bleſlings light upon thy back, 

| Happineſs courts, thee/Jn. her beſt Array, 

Buty like a | (of a-ſullen Wench, 

Thou p upeThy : Fortune and thy Loves 
Take heed, take heed, for ſuch die miſerable. 
Go get thee to thy Love, as was decreed, 

Aſcend her Chamber, hence and comfort her : 

But look thou ſtay not till the Watch be ſet, 
For then thou canſt not paſs to Mantua, 
Where thou ſhalt live till we can find a time 
To blaze your Marriage, reconcile your Friends, 
-|Beg pardon of thg& Prince, and: call thee back, 
With twenty hundred thouſand times more Joy, 
Than thou wentſt forth in Lamentation. : 
Go before, Nurſe; commend me to thy Lady, 
And bid her haſten all the Houſe to Bed, 

Which heavy Sorrow makes them apt unto. 
Romeo 1s coming, 


To hear good Counſel : Oh what Learning is ? 

My Lord, PIE tell my Lady you will come. 
Rom. Do ſo, and bid my Sweet prepare to chide. 
Nu, Here, Sir, a Ring ſhe bid me give you, Sir: 

Hie you, make. haſte; for. it gras. very late. j 
Rom, How well. my comfort o by this. 

| Fri. Go-henee. 


| | ( 
Sojourn in Mantua; PIEknd out your mans 


| And he ſhall ſignifie from time to.time,. 
Every good hap to you that chances here: 
Give me thy hand, 2tis late, farewel, Good night. 
Rom, But that a. joy: palt, joy, calls out on me, 
It were a grief, ſo. brief to part with thee: 


Enter old Capylet, his Wife, and Paris. 
| Cap. "Things ave fala out, Sir, ſo ynluckily, 
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| = kergaelr « HEMEL. Ll. Gt H eouge. Exe unt. | 
| Some ſay, the ger In 


That we have*ff& time to move vr Daughter 8 
Look you, ſhe*lov'd her Kinſman Tybatle dearly, 
And ſo did I Well, we were born to die —_—— 
'Iis very late, ſhelI'net-come down-to Night « 


3 


Par. Theſe times, of woe afford no times to wooe ? 
Madam; Good night, cotnmend me to your Daughter. 
? 

15 me vIrefs; Y 
Cop. Sir Paris, | will make'a deſperate tender - 
Of my Childs Love: I think ſhe will be roPd  .. 
In all reſpects by me, hay meser- 1 debt it not. - 
Wik p | ba 9 


rme—bex- J Denis] my 

5 z 
But ſoft, what day is this ? ; 
Par, Monday, my Lord. 
Cap. Monday, ha, ha, well, Wedneſday is too ſoon, + 
@rT hurſday let it*bet 4 | 


ſhall be marrigd. to-thisNoble-karl: 


Wee?l keep .no great. a-doa friend or two, — -. 
For, hark you, Tybale being flain fo late, Gy 


Being our Kinſinan, if- we revel much: 1711 
Therefore we'll have ſome half a dozen Friends,” 
And there an- end. But what: {ay ybu-to'Thurſ 74} 
Par. My Lord, . =—MNV&. 32S IF 5 
| would that Thurſday: were to” morrow. 
Cap. Well, get you gohe;73 Thurſday: it then's'\ |] 
Go you to-Faliet -Ore-you 80 to bed,” ; i Jeri 1 
Prepare her Wife, againſt» this- wedding - day, ; 3 791 
Farewel, my Lord-light to my Chamber, hoa.l 24 


—————— 


[t may b2: thought we held him careleſly, 02A 


Good night. | ry, L -*Y 
Ot aSDem,.. Fa 


Juli. Wilt, thou be gone ? {47 nora nent 
It was the Nightingale, ahd not- the Lark, = 
That pierc'd the fearful heflow of "thig&Eary, **\. : 
Nightly ſhe ſings on' yond Pomgrandtse Treeg” > : 
Belicve- me, Love, it-was the Nightitigale;, & | VP 
Rem. It. was the 'Lark, the Heranld&f/Morny == 
No Nightingale z Look; -Love, what envious 
Nights Candles are burnt out, and: 'day 

Stands tiptoe on the':mity-Mountair £2 38 


To be to thee this vight 'a:'Torch-bearer} 2100 __ 
ight- 2n-.thy:'way'ito Marth 01207 5017 20s 

Ang L he thee ts rs +5) 4 

Rom. Let m/WEAR; let. e be NES 

[| am content, fo. thou: wittthave ir {6 9i5'!: - 

PIE ay yon gray is nat*the:Mornings. 

. 4 but the Dale reney £ | 
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Enter Romeo and Juliet daft; & (LI Dur of | 


Do lace the: ſevering Clouds in yonder--Eaſt : > %as 


| muſt be gone and live, or ſtay and Whey 1 nor 
| Ful;, Yon light is not Day-light,"Tkew'it, - | 
Nur. © Lord, I could have ſtaid here all night org [t is ſome Meteor that -the'Sun exhale %# > 19+ 


EZ ih 


O now I w they 


Eec4 


* - = 


——— 


—— — - 


Fi 


| Heating thee hence, 6hti-Buarbp eaedey- 
* oF 


ry Ai 
. - 


| - | What unaccuſtond cauſe P 


_ "I 


Ab Shab give bir ii tram ynaccuſtow'd drani, 
ED That ho alt keep 7 you Company : 


: 


320 The Tragedy. of Romeo and Juliet. 
O now be gone,, more light, and itlight grows. - Cnus-Recee henkbegmarreceiyrtiaven, 2 
= | fave : one kers Y-HUOerceh UV. Tehearbimnancd; 
, / = W 
Enter Madenmande Nurſe, [lo Pex Tonxzal-theloretbore-my Confin Thbat 
he . porhis Body-chethatirftmogimentd tim: 
| 18 —JAdo-Find tou the means, and lefind ſuch 
hems ut now Þle'fcll thee joyful tidings, Girl. am, 


li... Nurſe? - _-. + 
Nas Your, Lady Mother4s coming to your Chamber, 


; Day is broke, be wary, lpok about, | 


T 


c 


7a, Art thou gone ſo? LoyelLordlah Husband] Friend/ 
1 muſk hear fromahee every day in rhe hour, . 
For in a mipute:there are many Gays, ' 


' 1-O by this count, I ſhall be much in years, 


E're I azain behold my Romeo. 
Rom. Farewel : 
I will omit no opportunity, 
"That may convey my greetings, Love, to thee. 
7. O thinkeſt thou we ſhall eyer meet again ? 
Rom. I doubt it not, and all theſe woes ſhall ſerve 
For ſweer-Diſcourſes, In our time to come. 

Fali, O God !, ] have an ll DIVIZINS Soul; 
Methinks I ſee thee now, thou art && low, 
As one dead in the bottom of a Tomb; 
Either my Eye-ſight. fails» or thou loot pale. 
Rom; And:trult mc, oh may Eye - G0yon: 
| ſorrow grinks our . ieu; adicu. 

Dry jgrrow grink +» +» B. yoann, no 


EALt. VI. [Extt. 
Sl O COW Fortune, all men call thee fickleg 


| If thoyaxs fickle, what doſt-thou with him 
bake, 


That is re for Faith ? be fickle Fortune: 
For then I hope thou wilt not keep him long; 


But ſend him back--:.. 
ad bas 4d hoo dition wo 
by Enter Mother. 
avay.. 


"LY: 
'{ La. Ho Daughter, are you up? 


. Jul; Whoigtthat calls ?. isitm Lady Mother ? 
& ſhe not down fo late, orupſa go ? Ws 
La. Why how now, Fwlict ?. 
: Jabs. Madam, 4m notwell: ! 
Ea. Evermore weeping for your Couſins death ? 

What wilt thon waſh him from his Grave with tears ? | 


La. Well Gizh;thau weepiſt not.ſo much for his death, 
As that«the Vii ters which-ſlaughter'd him: '- | 
| Juli, WhetY Ylain, Madam 2 » | + 


La.: That Ulain, IPOs | .a& 
Fuls, Villain 5 he bhfny miles aſunder (Arie 


« : 
- - 
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Juli. And joy comes well, in ſuch a nee 
What are they, I beſeech your Ladyſhip ? 
Mo. Well, well, thou halt a careful Father, Child ; 
One, who to put thee from thy heavineſs, ey 

Hath ſorted out a ſudden day of joy, 
That thou expects not, nor I look*d not for. 
Juli. Madam, in happy time, what day is this? 
Mo, Marry, my Child, early next Thurſday morn 
The gallant, Young, and Nobie Gentleman, 
The County Parisat St. Peter's Church, 
Shall happily make thee a joyful Bride. 
Juli, Now by Saint Perer*s Church, and Perer too, 
He ſhall not make me there a joyful Bride. 
{| wonder at th ale that 1 muſt wed 
E're he that Bate e Husband comes to wooe. 
| pray you tell my Lord and Father, Madam, 
| will nat marry yet, and when I do, Liwear- 
It ſhall be Rozreo, whom you know 1 hate, 
Rather than Parzs. Theſe are News indeed. 
440. Here comes your Father, tel him ſo your ſelf, 
And ſee how he will take it at your hands. 


Ine, 


Enter Capulet and Nurſe. 
Cap. Vihea-theSunfetstheEartirdethrerizzlc Dew; 
Bit-ter-che-Somfer ot my Brotier'sSen, - 
How now? a Conduit Gitl, what till, in tears? 
— on ſhowring 1a one little Body & | 
ThFCounterfeit?sa 


Bark, a Sea, a Wind; 

For Itill thy Eyes, which I may call the Sea, 

Do ebb and flow with tears; the Bark thy Body 
Sailing in this Salt floodg the Winds thy Sighs, 
Whs, raging with thyTears, and they with them, 
Withoupg aſudden Cm, will over-ſet * 

Thy tempelt-toſſed Body— How now, Wife ? 
Have you delivered to her our Decree? | 


: Ln - p 
But ſhe Will none, ſhe gives you thanks f 
| would the Fool weremarried to her Grave. 

Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with you, Wile, 
How, will ſhe none ? "doth ſhe not give us thanks? 
Is ſhe not proud ?. doth ſhe not count her bleſt, 


lends as ſhe is, that we have wrought 


So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroom ? 
Fuls, Not proud,you have; En | 


| But thankful that you hakws-- | 


Proud can I never be of what ] hate 
But thankful even-for 'Hate, that is meant-Loye, 


. Cap, Hownow?! -- n; 
Proud? and I thank 7 and I thank-you not] 


Thank me no hank nor proud me no prouds, 
But ſettle your fine joints *gainſt Thurſday nexty 


To go with Par: to Saint Peters Church: 


Or 1 will drag thee on a Hurdke thithet. 


Lad. Fie, fie! what are you mad ? 

Jul. Good Father, 1 beſcech you on my Knees, 
Hear,me with patience, but to ſpeak a word. | 

Fa. Hang thee, Young Baggage,) diſobedient wretch, 
I tell thee what, get thee to Churchg' Thurſday, 
Or never after look me in the Face. | 


Speak not, reply wot, .do not anfwer me, 


| My Fingers itch, Wifez we ſcarce thought us bleft, - 
| That Gad had fe | 


nt us but this only Child, 


no & Yea X Tov 1 fcle Te, Coorg 
wn ang 77 Po 1gdrs- 7 nkated 
Thus 


thy) — Us 


for a Kiny man pe /— PAP 


ud, 


F] 4 _ _ $ - 
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t now | ſee this one 1s one too much, | Jl, Well, thou half, comforted 'me maryTous much: 
nod that we have a Curſe in having her : | Go in, and tell tny Lady jan Pn oh n- lous much ;, 
Out on her, Hilding; | Having diſpleawd my Father, to Lawrence'Cell, 
Nur. God in Heaven bleſs herſ '| To make Confeſſion, and to be Abfolyed. 
You are to blame, my Lord, to rate ker ſo. Nu#, Marry I will, and this is wiſely done. 
Fa. And why, my Lady Wiſdom ? hold your tongue, 77, ETA ry 
Good Prudence, ſmatter with your Gollipz,go. Ful.- Ancient Damnationſ O moſt wicked: Fiend. la 
Nur. | ſpeak no Treaſon, {1s it more Sin to wiſh me thus Ax: 1D TReTAn | 
- cod i uy iN Or to diſpraiſe my Lord with that ſame Tongue **.. | 
| May noCone {| ? | Which ſhe hath prais'd him with above compare, 4 
| Fa, Peace umbling Fool; We 50 many thouſand times ? Go, Counſellor, . . "ic 
Utter your Gravity 0're a Gollips bowl, Thou and my boſom henceforth ſhall be twain : | , 
| For here WE need it nor, PlCto the Friar to know his remedy..." | | | 


[fall elſe fail; my ſelf have power to dig. 


we mad eek, At 1k SeEne 1. The Mordolory, OE: 


La, Youare yoo hot. 


Day, night, Z c :  babot $* | 
| Aloge, in company, TtHIMY care hath been Enter Frier and Count Paris, (| 
| To have her macht'd, and having now provided Dt Rs; - 7 7 
[A Gentleman of Noble Parentage, ; Fri, On Thurſday, Sir, the time is very ſhort: » C20 © 
Of fair Demeahs, Youthful, and Nobly Allied, Par. My Father Capmlet will have, itſo,."..; : 
| Stuf, as they ſay, with Honourable parts, And I am nothing ſlow to Hlack his haſte. ons 
Proportion*d as ones thought would wiſh a Man: -| Fri. You ſay you do, not know:the Ladigemind :* - | 
And then to have a wretched puling Fool, Uneven is thexcourk, 1 like. it.not., SS cos 
A whining Mammet, in her Fortunes tender, Pa. Immoderately ſhe vockggor Tybale's death, 1 
To anſwer PlE not wed, cannot Loveg— And therefore haye I little talKdf Lov bs ects 3: Lett 
| am tog youngy-l pray you pardon me—— Far Venus ſmiles not in a Houſe. 0 NS <0c's NIN 
But, you will not wed, II pardon you: Now, Sir, her Father counts it, dangerons..r .... .... 
Graze where you will, you ſhall not Houſe with me : That ſhe ſhould give hex {arrow ſo.myci 5 Fr | 
Look tot, think ont, I do not uſe to jeſt. | And in bis Wiſdom, h: OE MATTIBBES vnxernug, cy ]- 
Thurſday is near, lay Hand on Heart, adviſe 3 To ſtopthe inundation & er. Teqrsz- 110; Alewh..c | 
ſ | Ay. you be mige, PlEgive youto my Friens Which too.mpch minded by-er JH AIPORk..5 br: 1-3-2140 | 
al you be not Hang, Beg, Starve2 dic itheStrects, May be pa from her by,$ 4s AE hy attgd 
Fot, by my Soul, PlEne*reiacknowledge thee, , | Now do you know the reajon. « Rune NN | 
Nor what ismine, ſhall never,do thee goqd : | #74. I would 1 khew not why it ſhoul be Amy: 11 
Truſt tot, bethink you, -1'1Cnot be forſorn. _ Look, Sir, het comes the Lady towards my Cell. _ -. < 
4 i xit. ? Omar y. 2 
Jul. Is there no-pity ſitting in the Clouds, | br is ner Ke | 
That ſees into the bottom of. my. grief ? | it 
| ol 2 


0 ſggt ny Mather, caſt me.not away, 
Delay this Marriage for:a-Month, a Week: | 


Or if you do not, make al ke 195 _ 
la that dim Monument where £ yva/t yes. ' -; INH T1 
Mo. Talk not to me; for !\Emot ſpeak a word; , |' 2 So 
Do 4s thou wilt; for Thave done with ghee. © # on tgthis, TO 
| 2 LE. nfl AT LL ASEL ED 146 Ne " : (0 A 'F- 
Tu, O God | ; !::0::: c: ot 5 TS 1 Inat. {#2 þ 
O Nurſe, how ſhall this/be prevented ? i of 2 ” 
CY n+.) | ] $114 1. $45 £74 " * " 
ow-lhall-chatEaith-retura again to-Eatyh 2:4 5d. If Idofo, itwill begf more Prices... . -- 
Mae ted and Gad-ie-me.from Heaven, | Being ſpoke bei fe , than rt hg ; M601 
. | Par. Poor Soul, thy Face is, much abus'd with Tears. ..-, |. 
By eay Ful. The Tears have nal Vi that & > it. A | 


a rm —— A424 
Alacks alack, that Heaven ſhould rogue Stratagems | ! 
Upon ſo ſoft a Subjeft, as my ſelf/ + P 24 
2 {+ 


For it was bad enou h b Ken - 
Pa.Thou wrong'lt iymar han ea 


— — 


Ful., That is n0; 


| And what 1 ſpeak, 


Par, Thy Face is mine, ,a 


- _ —— —— 


Nur, Faith, here it 15; ; 
Romeo is baniſh#d; «a&all the Warld to, nothing, 
That he dares ne're come back to challenge you : 
Or if he d&, it needs-mult be by ſtealth. | 
Then fince the caſe fo ſtands as now it doth, | ag [on 
| think it beſt you married with the.Count, ri, M nal 

0 a lovely Gentleman : My Lord, 1 muſt ingr 
Romeo a diſh-clout to him; an Eagle, Madam, 


bs 
-—_4 
a 
cc 
© 
ct 
— 
VM 
— 
= 
my 
H 


lan ; '| Fuliet aw ih X * 
Hath not ſo eFeen {6 quick, fo fair an Eye | Juliet, ywTP 6 T79 TW | 
As Paris hath, beſhrew my oo y m_ , Fittvhen agjeu,, and keep fhis bo tHcrffgaturt hag? | 
| think you ave happy in this ſecond match, | TT One = * For 
For it L aac nfs, :: or if it. did not, | Jae ſhut rag Dopr, 3Rc whe choo aſl: don io, - 
Your firſt is dead, or *twere as good: he were... _ 0% War | ah? Jo k N ap {Ty DOR: 3 © 
As living here, and youno uſe of him. - put 4 1, O, Juliet, L already KNOW WP Exch! 1-3 
l. keſt thou-from thy Heart * $ Is NY OTE CP EORIEST Wp— Sa, 5 
Nor. And roman ty | |. hear thoy malt, and AYERS Rey Prof OG Ut, o149p2 © 
Or elſe beſhrew them both On Thur ſday next be married xo this, ouſt... .,., of 0 
' ; '] Jul, Tell me not, Frier, that thou hearelt1 JI this, if 


z ——— 


Tul.. Amen. | | | ' 
k Nu7® What >{:57 yi s NY _ me how 1 may prevent Ita. 
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; If nogiconſtant Toy nor Womanilh fear, 
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[t' in thy witdom,.. thou canſt give no help, 

Do thou but call my reſolution Wiſe, 

And with this Knife, PlChelp it preſently. 

God joyn'd my heatt. and Romeo's, thou our hands; 
And &re this hand, by thee to Romeo ſeaÞd, 
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1 If what thou ſpeak*it ſpeak not of Ren 
Fri. Hold, Daughter, I do py a kind of hope, 

cution, 


| A thing like Death to chide away this ſhame, 


; | Fulji. O bid mx leap, Rey 4: marry Paris, 
'} From off the Batflements of any Tower; 


me nightly in a Charnel Houſe, 
quite with dead Mens ratl ing Bones, 

{| With reeky ſhanks, and yellow chapleſs staffs : 

| Or bid me go into a new made Grave, -- 

4 And kide me with, a dead Man in his Grave, SfrT1u } 
Things that to hear them told, have made metremble; 
And 1 will do it without fear or doubt, 


1 To live an voſtain'd Wite to. 
| Fri, Hold Ee: EC Emat 2% 


- 


weet Laye. 


"AR 
He NCk | ber} 
{Let not thy Nurſe lae, with thee jp th 
ake thouThis V. oo REN Wo eo 29s __ 
And -this diſtilz Liquor drink thou off 


Shall keep.his NatTProgreſs, but Surceaſe  8cat-' 
No warmth, 'no breath ſhall teſtifig thou liveſt; 
The Roſes in'thy Lips and Cheeks ſhall fade 
To -alhes; the eyes windows fall 
"- Deatl,when he ſhats up the day of Life ; 
Pa VerF TE , 24-4. at, 
tit andAlt 


. 1-6 Horn = - »y mY 
And in this borrowed likeneſs of ſhrunk Death, 
hou ſhalt continue two and forty Hours, 
| And then awake;*as from a pleafant Sleep, 
i Now when the,Bridegroom im the morning comes 
4 To rowſe thee from thy Bed,. there art thou Dead : 
| Then as the ntanher of our Conntry is, - 
[ln thy beſt Robes uncoyver*d on the Beer, 
{| Be born to Byrial in. thy Kindreds Grave, 
Thot Rate Be Bork to that dame Ancient Vault, 
| W here all the Kingred of the Capulers Jye, 


4 In the meantirne; againſt thon thalt awake, . 


'| Shali Zomeo by my Letters knog qurx dri . 
| And hicher Mal he cnn API > w_ 


; |Shall* Komeo bear thee henceto': 


antuas 


| Abate thy Valour in the afting ir. 

| - Fub. Give me, give me, O tell not me of fear. ſhaky 
Hold, ger you gone, be ſtrong and proſperous * U% vs 
In this reſolve; VIEſend a Frier with ſpeed 

1 To Mwmtwawith my Letters to thy Lord. 

Jul, Love give me ſtrength? 


| 


| . ? . . 
time : What is my Daughter gone to Frier Lawrence ? 


Wheh preſently t rough all thy,Vei h , F 
4 A cold and drowſie Hpmour FORD book, pelo | 
U 


| Andall things ſhall be well, I warran tthee, wife: | 


| 


| And gave him what becom 


1 This is agt ſhould be, let meſee the County : 
genarry, go 1 ſay, and fetch him hither. 


| As you think fit to furniſh me to morrow ? 


— 


And ſtrength ſhall help afford : 


Farewel, dear Father. _ 
Cap ulls Wrud [Exit 


SSUNL ll. 


Enter Father Capulet, Mother, Nurſe, and 
ſerving-men, two or three, 


_ Cap. So many Gueſts invite as here are writ, 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning Cooks. | 
. Ser. You ſhal\hayeione ill, Sir, for Vle try if they can 
lick their fingers, 


un try them ſo ? 

n 11] Cook that cannot lick his own 
herefore he that cannot lick his fingers, goes 
me, 


a , we ſhall be much unfurniſt”d for this 


Nur. Aytorſooth. 
Cap. Well he may chance to do ſome good on her; 
A pceviſh ſelf-wlt Harlotry ir is. 


Enter Juliet. 


Nur. See where ſhe comes from ſhrift 
With merry look. 

Cap. How now, my Headſtrong/ 
Where have:you been gadding ? 

Fals, Wherel have learnt me to repent the Sin 
Of diſobedient Oppoſition 
To you and your beheſts; and am enjoyn'd 
By holy Lawrence, to fall proſtrate here, | 
To: beg your Pardon : Patdon 1 beſeech you, 
Henceforward I am ever ruPd by you. 

Cap. Send for the County, go tell him of this, 
PlEhave this Knot knit upto morrow morning, 

Jul. 1 met the youthful, Lord at Lawrence Cell, 

| oFLovel might, 

Not itepping o're the boundsof Modeſty. 
Cap. Why am glad ont, 'this is well, ſtand up, 


ow afore God, - This reverend Holy Frig, 
All our whole City is much bound to him. 

Juli. Nurſe, will you go with-me into my Cloſet, 
Tohelp me ſort ſuch needful Ornaments, 


Mo. Nojnot till Thurſday; there is time enough. 

Fa. Go Nur, go with her, 
Wee?llto Church to morrow. 
eli) | [Exeunt Juliet and Nwſe. 
Mo. Weſhall be ſhort in-our - Proviſion; " BR 
Tis now near Night. | 
Fa, Tuſh, I will ſtir about, | 


Go thou to Julicr,, help to deck up her, 
PICnot to bed to night, let me alone: 
I'Eplay the Huſwife for this on ce-—What, hoÞ 
They are all forth; well I will walk my ſelf 
To County Paris, to prepare him up of 
Againſt to morrow, my heart is wordrous light, 
Since this ſame way-ward Girl is fo reclaim'd. : 


| xenn d Mather. 
Jeent ll. Sula Sho 


Enter Juliet ana;Nurſe, 


Juli, Ay, thoſe attires are beſt, but gentle Nurſy 
| pray thee leave me to my felt: to Night : 
For | have need of many Orifons, bay. | 
To move the Heavens to ſmile yupon my ſtate, 
W hich well thou know'lt is croſs and full of fin. 


Enter Motner, 


(| a OY help? 
Mo. What are you buſie, hey Need you my netP Full 


| 
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Juli. No, Madam, we have culPd ſuch neceſlaries 
As are behoveful for our ſtate to morrow : 
G9 pleaſe you, let me now be left alone 3 
And let the Nurie this night fit up with you; 
Forl am ſure you have your hands full all, 
In this ſo ſudden bulineſs, 

Mo. Goodnight, 
Get thee tb bed and reſt, for thou haſt need. 


Fuls, Farewel ——— 
| God knows, when we ſhall meet again! 
11 have a faint cold fear thrills through my Veins, 
| That almoſt freezes upthe heat of Kiz&+ Ute : 
PICZcall them back © comfort me. 
Nurſe]-what ſhould ſhe do here ? 
My diſmal Scene, I needs muſt at alone : 
Come Vial-y whar if this-mjxturedo npt work at all ? 


Shall 1 


Subt-ly hath Miniſtred to have me Dead, 

Leſt ia this Marriage he ſhould be diſhohour'd, 
Becauſe.he Married mebefore to Romeo ? 

| fear it 133 and yet methinks it ſhould not, 

For he hath ſtill been tryed a Holy Man 
How, if when Fam laid into the Tomb, 


lwake before the time that Romeo 
Come to redeem me ?. Theres a fearful Point ! 
Shall I not then be ſtifled in the Vault 5 , 


To whoſe foul mouth no healthſome Air breath$in;. 


Or if 1 live, is it not very like, 
The horrible conceit of Death and Night, 
Together with the Terror of the Place, 
$1n a Vault, an ancient Receptacle, 
here for theſe many hundred years,the Bones 
| Of all my buried Anceltors are packt; 
Where bloody Tybatr, yet but green in Earth, 
ys feſt?ing in his Shrow'd; where, as they ſay, 
t ſome hours in the night, Spirits reſort-—) 
Alagk,' alagkis it not like that I * 
So early waking, what with loathſome ſmells, 
And ſhrieks like Mandrakes torn out of the Earth, 
That living Mortals, hearing them, run mad. —— 
Or if 1 wake, ſhall I not be diſtraught 
Invirondd with all theſe Hideous fears 
nd madly play with my fore-fathersJoynts © ' 
And pluck the mangled Tybalr from his ſhrow'd ? 
{ And in this rage, with ſome great Kinſmans Bone, 
Aswith a ClubJgdaſh out my deſperate Brains? 
O look] methinks | ſee my Cozens Ghoſt, 


Seeking out Komeo- 


Upontye RePprr BD Stay, Tybalt ſtay a 

} - ink-—Fdrink to t 

—weoOronc 7 
' Enmter Lady of the houſe and Nurſe. 


Lady. Hold, 
Take theſe Keigs and fetch more Spices, Nurſe. 
Nur. They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paltry. 


\: Enter old Capulet. = 


Cap. Come, ſtir, ſtir, ſtir, 
The ſecgnd Cock hath. Crowd, -.: i F;Be; 
The Cu Bell hath rung, tis three-a Clock: 
Look to the Bak?d Meats, good Angelica. 
Spare not for coſt, 21620 þ 

Nur; Gof You Cot-quean, 80s :-.! 1. 
Get you to Bed; faith-, yowl be fick tomorrow 
For this nights Watchi br 
| Cap. No,not a whit: 1 have watch'd &rg now 
All Night for a leſs Cauſe, and ne're been-hck. 
La. Ay you have been a'Mouſe-hupt4n your time,. 


[ Exennt, 


| 
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| Death lh 
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Make haſte, I ſay. 


Alas 


Fa. Death 


| - 
. 
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Fa, For ſhame bri 
Nur. She's dead : 


But I will watch you from ſuch watching now: 
[Exit Lady and Nurſe, 

Cap. A jealons-hood, a jealous-hocd, 
Now, Fellow, what's there ? 


Enter three or four with Spits, and Loos, and Badkets. 


Fel, Things for the Cook, Sir, but I know not what. 
Cap. Make haſte, make balte, firrah, fetch.drier Log / 
| Call Peter, he will ſhew thee where they are. 

Fel. I have a head, ir, that will find out'Logs 
And never trouble Peter for the matter, , 
Cap. Maſs and well ſaid, a'merryWHorſon, ha. 
Thou ſhalt be Logger-head, good Faith, *tis day. 


[Play Mufeck, 


Enter. Nurſe. 


Go waken Falict, go and trim herup, 
PIE 80 + chat with Paris : Hie, make haſte, 
Make haſte, the Bridegroom, he is com __ | 
UNE V. b; m_ 8 
Nur Miſtreſgwhat Miſtreſs ? Fulzer##aſt | warrant her; 
Why Lamb,why,Ladye-tie you flug-a-bed— 
Why Love, [| ſay &MadamySweet-heare Why Bridev— 
W har, not a word } You take your Pennjworihs now. | 
Sleep for a week; for the next night L warrant ial 
The Caunty Parts hath ſet up his reſt, 
That you ſhal! reſt but little God forgiygeme -— 
Marry and Afnen--How found is ſhe aſleep f 
| mult needs wake her : Madam, Madam, -Madam, 
Myer the County take you in your Bed q—: 

eel fright you up faith: Will itnotibe? 
What drelt, and 1n yout\Clottisend:-down: again ? 
needs wake you: Lady, Lady, Lady +—— 
! alas! help help, ty:Lady?s dead. 
Oh welha-day, that ever was borh 
Some Aqua-vite ho, my Lord; my Lady ? 


Enter Mother. 


Mo. What ' noiſe is here ? 

Nur. O lamentable day. 

Mo. What bs the matter? 

Nur. Leek, look, oh heavy day. * * 
Mo. O me, O me, my Child, my only 
| Revive, look up, or 1 will die with hee : 
Help, help! call help. | 


Enter Father. 


D Filizr forth, her Lord'is cothe 
eccaſt, ſhe's dead ! Alack the 


ay 


Enter Frier and the County, 


Fri. Come, is the Bride ready to go to: Charch ? 
Fa. Ready to go, but never to return. 
O Son, tht wght before-thy Wedding day, , . --.- ; 
1 Hath Death lain with thy Wike : Secs, thexe ke 5 


ne County will be here with Muſick ſtraight, 
| For ſo he ſaid he would, I hear bim near, 
1 Nurie, Wife, what ho ? What, Nurſe,1 ſay ? 


No, no, this ſhall forbid it. "ye thou there,l; 16 nl A 
What if it be a PoWſon, which the Frier, to & 940 


life! 


Life and theſe Lips hav& long been ſeparated; 

on her like an untimelyFroſt © a F 

Upon the ſweeteſt flower of-all-the Field, Aeersreo hoep 
Nus.—O-lametitable-day | ef hw ntl 


Mo. "O-wotul-rime. 


PY 


, 


| 


| 
| 


4 


Fa, Ha? Let me ſecher Out alas, ſhe*s'cold,, ©, 
Her blood is ſeed, and her jofnts are ſtiff © 


- 
F 
. 


- 


es 


——Y 


- 
* > 


% 
— 


ij Fri, Ar goyouingand 
'| And go SIP Paris, evely 0 


—— 
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The Tragedy of Romeo nd Julier. 


Flower as ſhe was, Deflowr*d now by himy 
Death is my Son in Law, DeathiomyHetr, 
ods err rerrgnt Frveaat yr tr 


i, . ' . 2 . j . 9 


1 Pa. Have Ith6ught long to ſee this mornings face, 
} And doth it give me ſuch aſight as this ? 

Mo. Accurit, unhappy, wretched, hateful day, 
Moſt miſerable Hour, that Ort tie ſaw 
|Gaſting Labour of his Pilgrimage. : 
| But one, poor one, one poor and loving Child, 
But one thing to rejoyce and ſolace in, 
1 And cruel Death hath catchtir from my ſight. 
Nur..O wot O woful, woful, woful Day, 
' Moſt lamentable Day/ moſt woful Day, 
That eyer, ever, 1 did yet behold,! : 
O day! O day) © day! O hateful day, 
Never was ſeen ſo blzck a day as this: 
-1 O woful day,/ O woful day./ ; 
Pa. Begw1d, divorced, wronged,” ſpighted, ſlain, 
{ Moſt deteitaDle death, by thee bgguiPd, 
By cruel, crueÞ hee quite overxhrown : 
O love, O life; pt Life, bat Love in Death. 

Fa. Deſpigd, diftreſlpd, hated, martyr'd, kill'd, 
| Uncomfortable time,yyrhy cam'lt thou now 
To murther, murtþc&r ur Solemnity ? 
© Child, O Chjtd ; mySoul and not my Child, 
Dead art thoy/alack my QEhild is Dead, 
| And with pry Child, my joNgare Buried. 
q Peace t r. ſhame, M7 Her 'S - Toe 
| eaven and your ſc 
Had part in this fair Maid, now Heaven hath all, —— 
| And all the better\is it for the Maig/* 
Your part in her, You could notKeep from Death, 
But Heaven keeps Nis part in/Eternal Life : 
1 The moſt you ſough\ was hEr Promotion, 
{ For *twas your Heaveh 3hat ſhe ſhould be adyanc'd ; 
And weep ye now, ſegthg ſhe is advanc'd 
Above the Clouds, 


" PR 


h.- 
[we] 
7 
5 


uſtom 


Oa this fair Coarſe, and as thi 


'| For though fo 
:| Yer Natures 
Ea. All things that we ordained Feſtival} Aur ances tor- 
Turn from theig Office to black Funeral : 
Our Inſtruments,to melancholy Bells, 

| Our wedding Chear, to a ſad burial Feaſt ; 
Our ſolzmn Hymns, to ſullen Dyrges change; 
Bridal Flowers ſerve for a buried Coarſe , 


adam, go RY=ES 


prepare 

unto her Grave : 

you, for ſome ill : 

g their high Will. 


4 & Sum hue «/ 
ature bids all us lament, # /** 


went o 


--w 


To follow this fair Coa 
The Heavens do lowr 
Move th:m no More 


Mu. Faith we may put up our Pipes and be gone. 
{ Nur, Honelt good fellows - Ab put up, 
For wcll you know this is a pittiful Caſe. 

Mu. Ay my Troth, the caſe may be amended. 


Enter Peter. 


Per, Muſicians, oh Muſicians, 

Hearts caſe, hearts caſe, ' * 

O, an&$you will have me live, play hearts eaſe. 
An, Why hearts caſe ? 
Pet. O Muſigans, 


Becauſe my heart it ſelf plays, my heart is full#/-ev 0c. 


[ | Als. Nota dump we, ?tis no time to play now; 


our Ml 
'} Andin her pn bezr her to Church : 9» «44 Ker bc. 


rs\re Reaſons merriment. auocy hor were s 


howb's 


ins 41 = "Borg 


| 


Pet. You willnot then? . 
| Au, No. 


Pet. 1 will then give it you ſoundly, 


plu Abnghc—roger ions 


do you Note me ? 
Me. And youRe us, and Fa us, you Note us. 
2 Ms, Pray you pnt up your Dagger, 

| And put out your Wit. 

Then have at you with my Wir 


Anſwer me like Men : 
When griping griefs the Heart doth wound, then Muſick 
With her ſilver fourd— — —- 
Why Silver ſound ? V Vhy Muſick with her Silver ſound ? 
What fay youS:;mon Cathlng ? 

Mu. Marry Sir, becauſe Silver hath a ſweet ſound. 


Pet. P 1 what ſay you Hugh Rebirk ? 
2 M1. 1 ſay Silver ſound,becaule Makgiaes nd-4or Sil. 
Per, P too, what ſay you 5 Sound. (ver. 


3 Ms. Faith I know not what to ſay. 
Pet. Ol cry you mercy, you are the Singer. 


123 tn fan | I will fay pr Jobs : is Muſick with her Silver ſound, 


4d Gold for ſounding + 


7 


Becauſe 


lend-redreſs. 
[Ext, 
M14, What a peſtilent Knave is this ſame ? 
2 Ms. Hang him Jack, come we'll in here, tarry for 
the Mourners, and ſtay dinner. . | 


Exit, 
At i Sent. Mantua, Of 


Enter Romeo. 


Rom. If I may truſt the Aatteriag-trath of ſleep, 
My Dreams pany ſome joyful news at hand : 


My boſe ord {its lightly6n his Throne : 
And all this unaccultom?d Spirir, 
Lifts me above the ground with chearful Thoughts. 


[ dreamt my Lady came and fouhd me Dead, 
(Strange Dreamthat givesa dead man leave to think) 
And dbreath'd ſuch life with Kiſſes in my lips, 

That | reviv'd, and was an Emperoar, 

| Ah me, how ſweet is Love it ſelf polleſt, 

W hen but Loves Shadows are ſo rich in Joy.” 


Enter Romeo's Man. 


News from Yerona-how now)Bakhazar ? 

Dolt thou not bring me Letters from the Friar ? 
How doth my Lady ? Is my Father well ? 

How doth my bady Julie: > That 1 ask again, 
For nothing can be ill, if ſhe be well, - 

Man. Then ſhe is well, and nothing can be ill; 
Her Body ſleeps in Capers Monument, 

And her immortal part with Angels lives; 

L ſaw her laid low in her Kindreds Vault, 


| And preſently took Poſt to tell it you: 


| O pardon me for bringing theſe ill News, 
by es S foe.—bip. 


Rom, 1s it even ſo ? 


Then defy you Stars: 
has knowelt my Lodging, get me Ink and Paper, 
And hire Po ſes, I wi ioht.” 

' ro abp 35 Had 


Your looks are'palz and wild, and do import 
Some miſadyentare. 


Rom, Tuſh, thou art deceiy*d, 4 


{ Fg Crone: marry Frum To erm fot Fe 


% 


FRome 


Au, What will you give us ? 4 
Pet. No Money on my Failth,' Sn oc 
Ito mewvtinifieel. 


yourPRate davileanraprocretehtts, leReyou,VleFa you, | 


th. 


S——_—_—_— 


| The Tragedy of Romeo andJulict, E: 


| leave ey and do the thing 1 bid thee do : 
gaſt chou no Letters to me from the Friar ? 
Man. No, my good Lord. 


[ Exit Mays. 
Rom, No matter : Get thee gone, 1g 
And hire thoſe Horſes, PlEbe with chee ſtroight. 
Well;F-liet, 1 will liz with thee to Night j 
Let ſee for m2ans+O miſchief]thou art fwift 
Toenter in the Thoughts of deſperate Mene 

| doremember an Apothecary 

And hereabouts he dwells, with late I noted 

In tatter*d Weeds, with overwhelming Brows, 
Culling of Simples; Meager were his Looks, 

Sharp Miſery had worn'htm tothe Bones : 


Or if Kind be writ, giveme his Letter. 
Toh. Going tofind/a bare-faor Brother out; 
One of our Order, to allaciate me, 
Here in this City viſiting the'Sick,; 
And finding him; the Searchersof the Town 
SuſpeCting that we both were int a Houſe 
Where the infectious Peſtilence did reign, 
SeaPd up the Doors, and would not let us forth, 
So that my'fpecd-to Maitrothere was Raid; 
Law. Who'bare my Letter:ohtn to Romeo ? 
Foh. I could not ſend-it; hete it is again; 


| Nor get a Meſfenger tobringir thee, 


So fearful were they of Infeftion. | 
Law. Unhappy Fortune !-by'my Brothethovd, 


And in his needy Shop a Tortoiſe hung, 

An Algator ſtuft, and other Skins 

Of ii ſhap'd Fiſhes, and about his Shelves 
Abeggarly Acconnt of empty Boxes ; 

Green earthen Pots, Bladders, and muſty Seeds, 
Retmmants of Packthref, and old Cakes'of Roſes 
Were thinly ſcattered, 'to make up a ſhew. 

Noting this Penury, to my Self I faid, 

Ang it a Man did need a Poyfon now, 

Whoſe ſale is preſent Death in Mantra, 

Here lives a Caitiff Wretch would fell it him. 
Ofthis ſame Thought did bat fore-run my need, 
And this ſame needy Man mult fell it me- 

As] remember, this ſhould be the Houſe, 

Being holy day, the Beggars Shop is ſhut. | 
What, ho # Apothecary | 


c—— —— ——c—_— 


Enter Apothecary. 


Az. Who calls fo load ? 

Rom, Come hither, Man, I ſee that thou art Poor, 
Hold, there is forty Duckg#ts, let me have 

A Dram of Poyſon, ſachioon-ſpecding Geer, 

As will difperſe it ſelf through all the Veins, 

That the Life-weary-taker may fall Dead; _ 

And that the Trunk may be diſcharg'd of Breath, 

| As violently, as haſty Powder fir®d 

Doth hurry from the fital Cannons Womb. 

Ap. Such Mortal Drugs 1 have, bat Mantas*s Law 
Is Death to any he that utrers them. 

Rom, Art thou fo bare and full of Wretchednefs, 
And fearſt to die ? Famine is in thy Cheeks, 

Need and Oppreflion fta In thine Eyes, 
Contempt and Beggary hang on thy Back £ 

The world is not thy Friend, nor the world's Law ; 
The world affords no Law to make thee Rich, 

Then be not Poor, burbreak it,.and rake this. 

Ap. My Poverty, but notmy Willconſents. 

Rom, 1 peay thy Poverty, and not thy Will. 

Ap. Put this in any Liquidthing you will, 

| And drink it off, and if yon had the Strength 

| Of twenty men, it woutd diſpatch you ſtraght. 
Rom. ThereB thy Gold, | 

Worſe Pogſon tq Mens Souls, 

Doing more Murter m this JoathſomeWorld, 

| Than theſe poor Compottnds that thou maſt not ſell : 
1 ſell thee Pogfon, thou haft fold me none. 

Farewel, buy Food, and gert thy ſelf in Fleſh, 
ComeCordial, and not Poylon, go with me 

| To Fulier”s Grave, for, there mult I uſe thee. 


cer tell. She. SMonastoery at Yer 0 h&  [Exeunt. 


Enter Frir Tohn to Friar Lawrence. 


—_ = 


/ 
C Py 


John, Holy Franciſcan Frior,/ Brother, ho / 
Enter Friar Lawrence. 


Law. This ſame ſhould be the Voice of FriagFubn,— 


| Hath had no notice of theſe Accidents: 
But I will write again to Manna, 


gr = 
[2 ſhall no foot upon the Charch-yard treads” i 4 


The Letter was not nice, butfull of charge, /. 
Of dear Import, and the neglefting it | 
May do much Danger « Friag:Jobm,/ go heuce,. 
Get mean Iron Crow, and brizig.it ſtraight: |. 
Unto my Call 7:6 


Law. Novi muſt 1 to the Monument alcnts 
VVithint Hours will fair J«dier wakey 
She will beſhrew'me muctythat Romeo: - . -! '>+ 7+ 


- - 
. : 


And keep her at my Cell rill Bordeo comes « ou AN 
Poor living Cagrſe, clos ina deat Man's Tomb.. 


Ye 11h 


$1: 9Woh 2 .”:. | 


Par, Give me thy Torch. Boyz henctyand ſtand aloofe. 
be feen:- ] 


Trees lay thee all 4 
Laying thy Ear cloſe to the holli 


- 
* 
—T . 


f . 
— 'S 
"N . 


Under yoad. 


eing loafe,. infirm, withdigging upof Gray 
But thon ſhalt hear i : nor terns 


As ſignal ———— 
——_ thoſe Fliwers. - Dots {bi [x ypony 
Pag. I am ainvoft afraid 6 ſtan alone Þ- 
Here 1n the Church+yard,:yeol will advrencure.- - | - 4 
ot? > 7153 Gli et \ . LExtb. 
P.s. Sweet Flowdriwith Etowers thy Bridal-bedt 1 ſtrews: 
Quoc, .thy-Gandpyisdubaidirancs,. 1:11; 2 


—_ * Ju 
a 1 * « $1 | 'S. 1 "ny 
, W0 


. 
ol 

: Fo 
coir 3 


DW bile Boy. 


| The Boy gives warning, ſorterhing doth approach— 


| V Vhat curſed Foot wanders this way to rights 
Tocroſs my Obfequies,/'and Lore Rs s it A 
V Vhat with a Torch 7 Melee Nigh = | n9 
+ | CENA. / '»# =, 7 'S 
Emer Romeoand Peter. - 7574 
Rom. Give me that Mattock, and the wrenching Irony! 
Hold, take this Letter, early in the Mornifg 


See thou deliver it to my Lord and Fathery 45 
Give methe Light ; upon thy Life I'charge theeg' 7 © 
What-e're thou hear?ſt or ſeeſt, ſand all aloof; * + © + 
-And donot interrupt nie in my Courſe, : 
Why 1 deſcend into this Bed 'of Death, 


in dear Employmenty therefore hence be gode': 
But if thou, Jealous, dofſt return'to Pry. ** 
[In what I further ſhall intend ro Us, 

By Heaven | wilt tear es by jopnty 


Welcome from Mantua; ' what ſays Romeo'? 


| The time, and my intents are Savage, 


And ſtrewthis hungry Churtt-yard wich thy Limbs ; 


John, Brother, PICgo and bring itah6es/ | 


: 


i {\ 


| 


Enter Pavisund bis P age. n0) | 111 : 


=y 


— —— 


Aece 
r Uiing he ng 


Favor Tubet MaFoo rn Angeli Tei Roman 
His Cater fa owr ah 


0beag und a7 


Dea 


Has, lt 6 
be mb 


[s partly to behold my Lady*% Fare: - " 
But chiefly to take thence from-her dead finger, - 
A precious Ring; A Ring that muſt uſe ae: t HEB 


O_ 
4. + 
- 


a. 


tas. th. 


: 
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326 —_— Tragedy of Romeo and Juliet. 


More hierce, and more inexorable far,. 


Than empry: Tygers,- or the Roaring Sea. 


Pet. I will be gone IN Res _ you. 

Ro. So ſhalt thou tÞ : Take thou that, 
Live and be Proſperous, and farewel,good Fellow/ 
' Pet. For all this ſame, PlEhide me here abour, 
Bis Looks I fear; 'and his Intents I doubt. 

MmTol tn 7higgh t 01474 | [Ex 

Rom, Thouideteſtable Maw, thon Womb of Death, 
Gorg'd with the deareſt _ of the _ P be 
Thus I enforce-thy rotten-Jaws to open, {/35e-24n5 27h 
And in deſpight, lEcramithee with more Food homd: 


———_— 


o- 


——C— — bo" 
—_— ———— 
ii. 


ee et ea. 


Par. This is that Banifhtihaughty Montague | 
That murdvedmiydii.cives Colin; Gith which” Grief, 
It is ſuppoſed the Fair Creature digd) - - | 
And here is come to do ſorne V ill4þous Shame 
To the Dead Bodys : 1 will apprehend him. : 


| Stop thy unhallowdd Toyls. vile Mowntage : 


Can Vengeance be purſued further then Death ? 
Condemned Vallain, Ido-apprehend thee ; 
Obey, and go with me, for thou mult Die. 


| Good gentle Youth, tempt not a deſperate Man, 
Fly hence and leave me think: thoſe gone, 
Let them affright thee. -I beſeech thee Youth, 
Put not another Sin upon my Head, / 

By urging me to Fary. f 


gone, 
{| By Heaven tLove thee better than my ſelf,; 
Aj-For T'come hither Arm'd againſt my ſelf 


7 


Par, I do defie thy Commiſeration, 
Andiapprehend thee for'a Fellon here. 
Rom, Wilt thou provoke me ? Then haveat thee Boy. 
Pet. O Lopdthey fight, 1 will gocall the Watch. 
Pa. Ol amSlain z it thou be Merciful, (Tan fel, 
Open the Toinb, lay me with Fuliee, © 


= 


Mercutio"s Kinſmany/ Noble County Paris,/ 
W hat ſaid my Man, when my. betoſled Soul 
Did not attend him as we Rode ? I think 
Herold me Paris ſhould have Married Faber. 


Thin with that Hand that cut thy Youth in twain, 

To ſunder his that was thy Enemy ? 

Forgive me Co?tn—Ah dear Fuliet y 

Why art thou yet ſo fair t 4 

Shall I believe, - that unſubſtantial Death is Amorous ? 

þ And that the lean abhorred Monſter keeps Wo 
Thee here m- Dark;to be his Paramour ? 

For fear of that, I ſtill will ſtay with thee, 

j And never from this Palace of ' dim Night 


{-Szid he not fo? 'Or did Dream it fo ? 


Or am I Mad, hearing him talk of Fuber, 

To thinkitwas fo? O giveme thy Hand, 

Ong writ with me in ſomr Misfortunes Book, 
IIEbury theeina Triumphant Grave. . 

A Gravez O'n6a Lanthorn, flaughter'd Youth : 


For here -- Juliet, and-her Beauty-makes 
hb Digill. 


ltthisabinhtning? O-my Love, my Wife, 
Death that hath ſuckt the Honey of thy Breath, 
Hath had no Power yet upon thy Beauty : 


{ Thouart not Con aer?d, Beauties Enſign yet 
Is Crimſors-in thy Lips, - and in thy Cheeks, 
ng Deathspale Flag is not advanced there. 


, lyſt thou there ja thy Bloody Sheet ? 
more Favour can I do to thee, 


J CCC * 


F"I—_ 


Rom, Jn Faith, I will : let me peruſe this Face, ©. — - 


— 


Willl ſer up my Everlaſting reſt ; 


_ — 


FEY -— 


- La BEL be. 


Man. It doth ſo, Holy Sir. 


Fri, Whois it ? 
Man, Romeo. 


Max. Full half an hour. 


Fri, Go with me to the Vault. 
Man, | dare not, Sir. 


If I did ſtay to look on his Intents. 
Man, As 1 did ſleep under this y 


1 And that my Maſter flew him. - 


Frier, Romeo 


And ſteep'd in Blood ? Ah what an 


The Lady ſtirs. 


? 


Thy Lips are warm, 


Watch, Lead Boy, which way ? 


Depart again ; here, here will I remain, 
With Worms that are thy Chamber-Maids , O here 


And ſhake thK Yoak of inaufpicious Stars 
From this Worldswwearied Fleſh+ Eyes ook your laſt ) 
Arms|take your laſt Embrace And Lips, © you I, 
The Doors of Breath, ſeal witha Right cous Kick 
A dateleſs Bargain to gngroſling Death | = 
Come bitter Conduct, come unfayoury Guide! 
——_ _—_ Pilot, now at once run on * 
he daſhing Rocks thy Sea-lick weary Bark; Ys7: 
Here's to my Love!- O true Ft al Baa flo ynnl 
Thy Drugs are guick. Thus with a Kiſs L Die. @ TE 


| Enter Frier with Lanthorn, Crow, and Spade, 


Fri. St. Francis be my ſpeed, how oft to Night 

Have my old Feet ſtumbled at:Graves ? Who's there? 
Man. Here's one,a Friend;and one that knows you well, 
Fri. Bliſs be upon you. Tell me good my Friend 
Rom. 1 muſb indeed, andtherefore came I hither What Torch is yond, that vainly lends his Light ” 

' ] To grubs and eyeleſs Sculls? AsI diſcern, 

{ It burneth in the Capuler*'s Monument. 


: 
And theres my Maſter, one that you Love. , 


Fri. 'How long hath he been. there ? 


My Maſter knows not but I am gone hence, 
And fearfully did Menace me with Death, 


Fri. Stay, thenylEgoe alone, fears come upon me, 
| O much1 fear ſome ill unlucky thing, 


I dreamt my Maſter and another fought, 


Alack, alack, what Blood is this which ſtains 

The ſtony entrance of this Sepulchre ? 

What mean theſe Maſterleſs and Goary Swords 

To lie diſcolour'd by this place of, Peace? 

Romeo / oh pale ! Whoelſe ? Whar,P 
d 


Is guilty of this Lamentable chance ? 


Fali, O comfortable Frier, where's my Lord? ( w_ 
[ do remember well where | ſhoul@be ; A 
And there I amy where is my Romo 4 | 
Fri, I hear ſome noiſe{Lady,, come from that Neſt 
Of Death, contagion, and unratural Sleep z 

A greater Power than we can contradict, 

Hath thwarted our intents 3 come, come away; 

Thy Husband in thy Boſomethere hes Dead, 

And Paris too>>ComeylPIEdiſpoſe of thee, 

| Among a Siſterhood of Holy, Nuns : 
Stay not to queſtion, for the Watch is coming, 


Fuli. Go, get thee hence, - for I will not away. 
What's here ? A Cupclog'd in my true Loves hand ? | 
Poylon I ſee hath been his timeleſs End. 

OiChurle, drink all, and left no Friendly drop, 
To help me after ? I will Kiſs thy Lips, 

Haply ſome Popſon yet doth Hang on them; 
To-make-meDiewithebeftorattve. 


Enter Boy and Watch. 


Tree here, 


aris too ? 
unkind Hour 


[Exit 
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weathz-t ; 4 
; at y hepths; Oe vwIrt'o T KUL berfelfe, 
By. TW&ithe! lace, -2p EY we "ou | K+ 5® 
There were the Torch doth'burn,'” HS 
Warch, T he grounds Bloody, * - © 
cextehabottithe Chirehyatd.- wor of. 46a, 
o ſome of you, whoe're you find attach. 
Pittyful ſight] heres lies the County ſlain, 
And Juliet bleeding, warm, and newly dead, 
Who here hath lain theſe two daigs Buried. 
Go tell the Prince, run to the Capwlers, 
Raiſe up the 2Zountagues, ſome others ſearch, 


Enter Romeo's Man. 


| Wat. Heres Romeo%s Man, 
We found him in the Churchyard. _ 
Con, Hold him in ſafety, till the Prince comes hither. 


I— — po—_— —— i” 


| Enter Friar and another Watchman. 

' 3. Wat. Here is a Frier that trembles, ſighs,and weeps: 

We took this Mattock and this Spade from him, ____ 

As he was coming from this Church-yard ſide. 

Con, A greatSuſpicion, ſtay the Frier too. 
Sent /- 


Enter the Prince. 


Pri, What miſadventure is ſo early up, 
That calls our Perſon from our Mornings Relſt ? 


Enter Capalet and biiWife.” 


Cap. What ſhould it be that they ſo ſhriek abroad ? 
Wife. the People in the Street cry Romeo, 

Some Falzer, and ſame Pars; and all run 

Withopen oyt-cry toward our Monument. 

Pri/-What Fear is this which ſtartles in your Ears ? 
Wat. Soverggn, here ljes the County Parss ſlain, 

And Romeo dead, and Julierdead before) 

Warm and new kilPd. 
Pri. Search, 

Seek, and know how this foul Murther comes. 

Wat. Here is a Friar, and ſlanghter'd Komeo's Man, 
With Inſtruments upon them fit to open 

Theſe Dead mens Tombs. 

Cap. O Heaven ! 

O Wife, look how our Daughter Bleeds! 

This Dagger hath miſtathe, for los his Houſe 

Is empty on the back of Adountague, 

And is miſ-ſheathed in my Daughters Boſom. 

Wife. O me, this ſight of Death Is as a Bell, 

That warns my old Age to a Sepulcher. 


Enter Mountague. 


Pri, Come Mountagne, for thou art early u 

To ſee thy S6n and Heir now early dewn. 

Mow, Alas,my Liege, my Wife is dead to Night, 

1 Grief of my Sons Exile hath ſtopt her Breath : 

What further Woe conſpires againſt my Age ? 

Pri, Look, and thou ſhalt ſee. OM. 
Mown. Okthou untaught, what Manners is in this, 
To preſs before thy Father to a Grave * * 

Pri, Seal up the Mouth of out-rage for a while, 

Till we can clear theſe Ambiguities, _ ? 
And know their Spring, their Head, their true Deſcent,” . 
And then will I be General of your Woes, 

And lead you eve to Death ; mean time forbear, 


Bring forth tic Phf ties of Ton 


Is not ſo long as is a tedious Tale. 


Baniſh'd the new-made Bride 
For whomfand not for Tyb 


Betroth”d, and would have Marri 


ASI intended, for it wrought on her 


To help to take her from he 


At the prefixed Hour of hetqwaking, 


Of her awaking) here untimely 1a 
The Noble Parzs, and true Romeo dead. 


And then in Poſte he came from Mantua 


If I departed not, and left him there. 


Sirrah, what made 


And bid me ſtand aloof, and ſo I did: 


And then I ran away to call the Watch. 


And here he Writes, that he did 
Of a poor Pothecary, and therewithal 


Yet moſt ſuſpected, as vie Tine mack 
Doth make againſtme—of thjs'direfiil Wh 


yoke | | And lex Miſthinte be Slavet8Piijetice, © 
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Romeo'there Dead, was Husband to that Fulier; 
And ſhe there Dead, that's Romeo*s faithful W ife ; 
[ Married them ; and their ſtoln Marriage Day | 
Was Tybalt*s Dooms-day, whoſeuntimely Death 
from this City p 
Fulzet pin'd. 
You, to remove that Siege of Grigf from her, 
her perforce 
To County Paris. Then comes ſhe to me, 

Andy withwitdtooksyþid me deviſe ſome meatis 
Torid her from this ſecond Marriage, 

Orin my Cell there would ſhe kill her ſelf. 

Then gave I her (fo tutor'd by my Art) 

A ſleeping Potion, which ſo took Effet 


Being the time the Potions force ſhould ceaſe. 
But he which bore my Letter, Friar Fohr, 
Was ſtay*d by accident, and yeſternight 
Return'd my Letter back ; then all alone, 


Came Ito take her from her Kindreds Vault; 
* | Meaning to keep her cloſely at my Cell, 
Till I conveniently could ſend to Romeo. 

"Bot when Fcame(fomeMinmtegerethetime —— 


She wakes, andI intreat her tocome forth, 

And bear this Work of Heaven with Patience : 
But then, a Noiſe did ſcare me from the Tomb, 
And ſhe 4toodeſperateywould not go with me, 
But, tas it ſeems},did Violence on her ſelf, 
All this I know, and to the Marriage her 
And if ought in this miſcarried by my fault, 
Let my old Life be facrific'd ſome Hour before the ti 
Unto the Rigaf of fevereſtiape  —————" 
Pri, We ſtill have known thee for an Holy man. 
Where?s Romeo's Man ? What can he ſay to this ? 

Boy. I brought my Maſter News of Faliers Death, 


To this ſame place, to this ſame Monument. 
This Letter heearly bid me give his F abgere 


And threatned me with Death, going athe Vault, 


Prin, Give me the Letter, I will look on it. 

Where is the Countigs Page that rais'd the Watch 2... 
Your Maſter in this Place ? 

Pag. He came with Flowess to ſtrew his Ladies Gray 


Anon comes one with light to ope the Tomb, 
And by and by my Maſter drew on him, F 
Prin. This Letter doth make good the Friars words, 
Their Courſe of Love, the tWings of her Death : 
y a Popſon 


Came to this Vaultto die, and lie with Fuliet,, 
Where be theſe Enemies ? Capuler{ Mountague, 
See what a Scourge is laid upon your Hate, 
That Heaven finds means to kill your Joyes wit 
And 1, for winking at your diſcords too, / 
Have loſt a brace of Kinſmen : All are panul”d. 


— — 


a Lovel 
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Fri, 1 will be brief, for my ſhort date of Breath 


The Form of Death. Mean time I writ to Romeo, * 
That he ſhould hither come, as this dire Night, 


S 
Nurſe is privy : | 
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The Tragedy of Romeo and. Juliet. 


"Cap. D Brother Mowntague, give: me thy Hand; 
This is my Daughters JoJature, for no more 
Can I demand: | 
Mown. But I'can give thee more, 
{ For will raiſe her Statne in pare Gol, 
| That whiles Verona by that is known, 
» | There ſhall no Figure at that rate be fet, 
As. CAE and fainbful Fulicr. 


Cap. As rich Hall Romeo by his Lad 
how. Sacrifices of our nth, , wad 


Prin, A gloomy Peace this Morning nith it brings, 


The Sun for Sorrow will not ſhew his Head 


Go hence to have more talk of ery things: 


Some ſhall be pardon*d, and ſome puniſhed. 
For never was a Story of more woe, 
Than this of 4 wliet,, and her Romeo, 


. 
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LIFE 


TIMONof ATHENS. 


Timon of Athens. 


Lucius, 
Lucullus, \Two fatter ing Lords. 


Apemantus, « Churliſh, Philoſopher. 
Sempronius, another flattering Lord. 
Alciblades, az Athenian Captain. 
Poet. 

Painter. 

ſeweller. 

Merchant. 

Certain Senators. 

Certain. Maskers. 

Certain Thieves. 


; 


The Adors N ames. 


Fleninhes, one of Timon's Servants: 
Servilius, another. 

Caphiss } 

Varro, 
Philo, 
Titus, 
'Lucius, 
Hortenfius. 


Several Servants to Uſarers. 


, Ventidius, owe of Timon's falſe Friends. 
Cupid. 

' Sempronius. © | 

With divers other S ervants, and Attendants. 


Enter Poet, Painter, ſeweller, Merchane, voy Mercer at 
ſeveral doors 
Poet, Ood day, Sir. 
Pain, | am glad ye are well; 
Poer.-1-have not ſeen you long, how goes 
the World ? 
Pain, It weats, Sir, as it grows. 
Poet, I], that's well known. 
But what particular Rarity ? What ſtrange, 
Which manifold record not matches : See 
Magick of Bounty, all thelg ſpirits thy power 
Hath conjur'd to attend. 
[| know the Merchant, 
Pain. | know them both, tl2other's a Jeweller 
Mer. Oh *tis a-worthy Lord, 
Jew. Nay, that's moſt fixt. 
Mer, A molt incomparable man, breath'd as it were, 
To an untyrable and continuate goodneſs: 
He paſſes. 
Jew. I have a Jewel here. 
Mer. O pray let's ſec?c. For the Lord Timon, Sir ? 
Jew. If he will touch the eſtimate, but for that—— 
Poet, When we for recompence have prais'd the yild, 
[t ſtaines the Glory in that happy Verſe, 
Which aptly ſings the good. 
Mer. *Tis a good form, 
Jew. Andrich : here is a Water, look ye. 
Pain, You are rapt, Sir, in ſome work, ſome Dedication 
tothe Great Lord, 


o ATus Primus. Scena Prima, 


| 


| 


Poet. A thing lipt idly from me. 
Our Poeſie is as a Gown, which uſes 
From whehce *ris nouriſhe : Theffire i'th* Flint 
' Shews not *rill it be'{truck : Our gentle Flame 
Provokes it ſel; and-like the eurrent flies 
Each bound it chaſes. What have you there ? 
Pain. A Picture; Sir : When comes your Book forth? 
Poet, Upon the Heels of my preſentment; Sir. 
Ler's ſee your piece” 
. Pain; 'Tis a good Piece. | 
Poet, So *tis, this comes off well, and excelleiit; 
Pain, Indifferent. | 
Poet. Admicable ! How this Grace 
Speaks his own ſtanding : -what a mental powet 
This eye ſhoots forth ? How big imagination 
Moves in this'Lifz3\.toth* dumbnels of the geſture, - 
Ine might interpret. : 
Pain. 1t is a pretty mocking of the life :- 
Here is a touch : Is't good ? 
Poet, I will fay of it, 
[t tutors Narnre, - Artificial ſtrife + . 
Lives in theſe touches livelier than life. 


FY 


Enter Certain Senators; 


Pain. How this Lord is followed! ! 

Poet The'Senators of «Arhens, happy mefi; 

Pain. Look moe: 

Poet. You ſee this confluence, this great flood of Viſitors, 
[ have in this rough work "ACS: out a man; 

AA 
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Timon of [Achens. 


Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hugg 
With ampleſt entertainment : My free drifc 
Halts not particularly, but moves it ſelf 
In a wide Sea of Wax, no levelld malice 
{nfefts one comma in the courſe I hold, 
But flies an Eagle flight, bold, and forth on, 
Leaving no Tract behind, 

Pain. How ſhall 1 underſtapd yop ? 

Poet, I will unbolt to you. ZN 
You ſce how all Conditions, how all Minds, 
As well of glib and ſlipp'ry Creatures, as 
Of grave and auſtere quality, tender down 
Their ſervices to Lord Timon : His large Fortune, 
Upon his good and gracious Nature hanging, 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance 
All ſorts of hearts; yeaphm the glaſsfad'd Flaſterer 
To Apemantus, tiiat fewThings loves better 
Than to abhor himſelf, even he drops down 
The knee before him, and returns 1a peace 
Molt rich in Timon's nod. 

Pain. I ſaw them ſpeak together. 

Poet, Sir, | have upon a high and pleaſant hill 
Feign'd Fortune to be thron'd. 
The Baſe o'ch* Mount _ -/ 
Is rank*d with all deſerts, all kind of Natures 
That labour on the boſom of this Sphere, 
To propagate their ſtates ; amongſt them all, 
Whoſe eyes are on this Sovereign Lady fixt, 


| One do 1 perſonate of Lord Timen's frame, 


Whom Fortune with her Ivory hand wafts ta her, 
Whoſe preſent grace, to preſent ſlaves and ſetvants - 
Tranſlates his Rivals. 

Pain, Tis conceiv'd, tofcops | ; 
This Throne, this Fortune, and this Hill methinks 


With oge man beckn'd from the reſt below, Sa 


Bowing his head againſt the ſteepy Mount, 
To clin his happlncks would be well expreſt 
[In our Condition. 

Poet. Nay, Sir, but hear me on : 

All thoſe which were his Fellows but of late, . 
Some better than his value ; on the moment 
Follow his ſtrides, his Lobbies fill with tendance, 
Rain Sacrificial whiſperings in his-ear,, + + 
Make Sacred, even his Stirrop, and through him 
Drink the free Air. 

Pain, 1 marry, what of theſe ? 

Poet. When Fortuhe in her ſhift and change of mqod 
Spurns down her late beloved ; all his Dependants -.; 
Which labour*d after him to the Mountains top, 

Even on their knees and hands let him fit down, 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 
Pain. *Tis common : 
A thouſand moral Paintings I can ſhew, 
That ſhall demonſtrate theſe quick blowes of Fortune, 
More pregnantly than words, Yet you do well, 
To ſhew Lord Timor, that mean eyes have ſeen 
The foot above the head. 


Trumpets ſound. 
Enter Lord Timon, addreſſing himſelf courteouſly 


fo every Swtor. 


L Tim. Impriſoned is he, ſay you ? 


Meſ. 1 my good Lord, five Talents is his debt, 
His means moſt ſhorr, his Creditors moſt ſtraight : 
Your honourable Letter he deſires 
To thoſe have ſhut him up, which failing to him, 
Periods his comfort, 
Tim. Noble Ventidizs, well : 
I am not of that Feather, to ſhake off : 
My friend when he moſt needs me, 1 do know him 
A Gentleman, that well deſerves a help, | 
Which he ſhall bave. 1'11 pay the debt, and free him. 
Meſs Your Lordſhip eyer binds him, 


| 


Tim, Commend me to him, I will ſe 
And being enfranchized, bid him com 
*F'is not enough to help the feebie up, 
| But to ſupport him after, Fare you well, 

Meſ. All happineſs to your Honour. 


eto me; ' 


Enter an Old Athenian. 


O. Ath, Lord Timon, hear me ſpeak. 
Tim. Fseely, good Father. 
O. Ath. Thou haſt a ſervant nam'd Luciliu, 
Tim, - have ſo: What of him ? ; 
O. Ath. Moſt Noble Timon, call the 
Tim, Attends he here, or no? pod defore thee, 
Luc. Here, at your Lordſhips ſervice. 
0. Ath. This fellow here, L. T mer, this thy Creat 
By night frequents my houſe. 1am a man ” 
That from my firſt have been inclin'd to thrift, 
| Aud my eſtate deſerves an Heir more rais'd 
Than one which holds a Trencher. ; 
Tw, Well : What further ? 
| - 0. Ah. One only Daughter have 1, vo Kin elſe 
On whom I may confer what I have got : | 


| The Maid is fair, a'th?youngeſt for a Bride, 


And 1 have bred her at my deareſt colt, 
In Qualities of the beſt. This man of thine 


-|- Attempts her Love : I pray thee (Noble Lord) 


Joya with me to forbid him her reſort, 
My ſelf have ſpoke in vain. 

Tim, The man is honeſt, 

O. Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon, 
His Honeſty rewards him in it ſelf, 
Ic muſt not bear my Daughter. 

Tim, Does ſhe love him ? 

0. Ath. She is young and apt : 


| Our own precedent paſſions do inſtru(t us 


What levity's in Youth. 

Twm, Love you the Maid ? 

Luci, I my good Lord, and ſhe accepts of it. 

O. 4th, If in her Marriage my conſent be miſſiog 
| callthe Gods to witneſs, I will chuſe ; 
, Mine Heir from forth the Beggars of the 

And dilpoliefs her all. <q 

Tim. How ſhall ſhe be endowed, 

If ſhe be _ with an equal Husband ? 
| O. Ath, Three Talents on the preſent, in 
| Tim, This Gentleman of ak 5h wy 
| Hath ſerv'd me long : 
To build his Fortune I will ſtrain a little, 
For *zis a Bond in men. Give him thy Daughter, 
What you beſtow, in him I'll counterpoize, = 
And make him weigh with her. 
0. eAth. Moſt Noble Lord, 
Pawn me to this your Honour, ſhe is his. 
Tim, My Hand to thee, 
Mine Honour on my Promiſe. 
Luci. Humbly I thank your Lordſhip, neyer may 
That State or Fortune fall into my keeping, 
Which is not owed to you. 
Poet, Vouchſafe my Labour, 
And long live your Lordſhip. 
1 Tim. | thank you, you ſhall hear from me anon : 
Go not away. What have you there, my Friend ? 

Pain, A piece of Painting, which Ido beſeech 
Your Lordſhip to accept. 

Tw., Painting is =. + 
The Painting is almoſt the Natural Man - 

Far ſince Diſhonour trafficks with mans Nature, 
He is but outſide - The Penfil'd Figures are 
Even ſuch as they give out. I like your work, 
And you ſhall find I like it : Wait Attendance 
Till you hear further from me. 

Pain, The Gods preſerve ye. : 
| © Tim, Well fare you Gentleman : Give me your hand. 


We 


Ext, 


[Ext, 
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Timon of Athens. 


LS 


We muſt needs dine together : Sir, your Jewel 
Hath ſuffered under praiſe, 
Jew. What my Lord, diſpraiſe ? 
Tim. A meer ſatiety of Commendations, 
if | ſhould pay you fort as 'tis extolPd, 
[t would unclew me quite. 
Jew. My Lord, *tis rated 
As thoſe which ſell would give: But you well know, 
Things of like value differing in the Owners, 
Are pciz'd by their Maſters. Believ't, dear Lord, 
You mend the Jewel by the wearing it. 
Tim, Well mock*d. [Enter Apemantus. 
Mer. No, my good Lord, he ſpeaks the common tongue 
Which all men ſpeak with him. 
Tim, Look who comes here, will you be chid ? 
7ew. We'll bear with your Lordſhip. 
eAlcr. He'll ſpare none. 
Tim, Good morrow to thee, 
Gentle Apemantws. 
Apem. Till I be gentle, ſtay thou for thy good morrow, 
When thou art Timon's dog, and theſe Knaves honeſt. 
Tim, Why doſt thou call them Knaves, thou know'ſt 
them not ? 
Apem. Are they not Athenians ? 
Tm. Yes, 
Ap:m, Then [repent not. 
Jew. You know me, Apemants ? : 
Apem. Thou know'ſt I do, I call'd thee by thy name, 
Tim. Thou art proud, Apemantus. | 
Apem. Of nothing ſo much, as that I am not like Timor. 
Tim. Whither art going ? ; | 
Apem. To knock out an honeſt Athenians brains, 
Twm. That's a deed thov'lt die for. 
Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by th" Law. 
Tim. How lik'ſt thou this Pifture, Apemantus ? 
Apem. The beſt, for the Innocence. — - 
Tim, . Wrought he not well that painted it ? | 
Apem. He wrought better that made the Painter, and yet 
he's but a filthy piece of work. 
Pain. Y'are a Dog. 
Apem. Thy Mother's of my generation: What's ſhe, 
If I be a Dog ? 
Tim, Wilt dine with me, Apemantus ? 
Apem. No, I eat not Lords. RNS 
Tim. And thou ſhould'ſt, thou'd'ſt anger Ladies. 
Apem, O they eat Lords, 
So they come by great bellies. 
Tim. That's a laſcivious apprehenſion, 
Fpem. So thou apprehend'lt it. 
Take it for thy labour. 
Tim; How dolſt thou like this Jewel, Apemantus ? 
Apem. Not ſo well as plain-dealing, which will not 
colt-a man a Doit. 
Tim, What doſt thou think *tis worth ? 
Apem. Not worth my thinking. 
How now, Poet ? 
Poet, How now, Philoſopher ? 
Apem, Thou lieſt. 
Poet, Art not one ? 
Apem, Yes. 
Poet. Then 1 lie not. 
Apem, Art not a Poet ? 
Poet. Yes. 
Apem. Then thou lieſt : TO 
Look in thy laſt work, where thou haſt feign'd him a 
worthy Fellow. 
Poer, That's not feign'd, he is ſo. 
Apem, Yes, he is worthy of thee, and 
thy labour. He that loves to be flattered is 
fatterer. Heavens, that I were a Lord. 
Tim. What wouldſt do then, Apemantns ? : 
Apem. Een as Apemantus does'now, hate a Lord with 
my heart. 
Tim, What thy ſelf? 


and to pay thee for 
worthy o'ch? 


; Moſt hungerly on your ſight. 


Apem. |. 
Tim, Wherefore? 
Apem, That | had no angry wit to be a Lore. 
Art not thou a Merchant ? 
Mer. 1, Apemantus, 
Apem, Trafhck confound thee, if the Gods will not. 
Mer. If Traffick do it, the Gods do it, 
Apem, Trafhick's thy God, and thy God confound thee, 


Trumpet Jounds. Enter a Meſſenger, 


Tim. What Trumpet's that ? 
Meſ. *Tis- Alcibiades, and ſome twenty Horſe, 
All of Companionſhip. | 

Twm. Pray entertain them, give them guide to us, 
You muſt needs dine with me : Go not you hence 
Till I have thankt you ; and when dinner's done 
Shew me this piece, 1am joyful of your ſights, 

Enter Alcibiades with the reſt. 
Moſt welcome Sir, 

Apem. Soo, their Aches coatraCt, and ſtarve your ſup- 
ple Joynts: That there ſhould be ſmall love amongſt theſe 
tweet Knaves, and all this Courteſie. The ſtrain of man's 
bred out into Baboon and Monkey. 

eAlgs. You have fav'd my longing, and | feed 


Twi. Right welcome, Sir, 
E're we depart, we'll ſhare a bounteous time 
ln different pleaſures. 


Pray you let us in, LExennt, 
Enter two Lords. 
1. Lord, What time a day is't, «Apemantus ? 
Apem. Time to be honeſt. * 
I. That time ſerves ſtill. 
Apem, The moſt accurſed thou that ſtill omit t'ſtit. 
2. Thou art going to Lord Timor's Feaſt, , 


Apem. I, to fee Meat fill Kaaves, and Wine heat Fools. 
2, Fare thee well, fare thee well. 
Apem. Thou att a Fool to bid me farewel twice, 
2. Why, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Should'ſt have kept one to thy ſelf, for I meanto 
give Thee none, 

1. Hang thy ſelf. 

Apem. No, Iwill donothing at thy bidding: 
Make thy requeſts to thy Friend. 

2. Away unpeaceable Dog, 
Or Vl ſpurn thee hence. 

Apem. | will fly like a Dog, the heels a'th' Aſs. 

1. He's oppoſite to hamanity. 
Come, ſhall we in, 
And taſte Lord Timen's Bounty ? He outgoes 
The very heart of kindneſs. 

2, Hepours it out: Platus, the God of gold, 
[s but his Steward ; no meed but he repaies 
Seven-fold above it ſelf: No gift to him, 
But breeds the givera return: Exceeding 
All uſe of quitrance, 

1. The Nobleſt mind he carries, 
That ever govern'd man. | 

2. Long may he live in Fortunes: Shall we in ? 


P11 keep you company. 


CExennt, 


Hoboyes playing, Land Muſick - . 

A great Banquet et 5s =_ then enter Lord Timon, the 
States, the Athenian Lords, Ventidius which Timon re- 
deemed from priſon. Then comes d-opping after all, Apeman- |. 
tus diſcontentedly like himſelf. 


Ventid, Moſt honoured Timon, . 

It hath pleas'd the Gods to remember my Father?*s age, 
And call him to long peace: ; | 

He is gone happy, and has = me rich: 
aa 2 
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of Athens. 
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Then as in grateful virtue I am bound 
To your free heart, I doreturn thoſe Talents 
Doubled with thanks and ſervice, from whoſe help 
[ deriv'd liberty. 
Tim. O by no means, 

Honeſt Yentsdius : You miſtake my Love, 

[ gave it freely ever, and there's none 

Can truly ſay he gives, if he receives : 

If our betters play at that game, we mult not dare 
To imitate them. Faults that are rich are fair. 

Ventid. A Noble Spirit. ; 

Tim, Nay my Lords, Ceremony was but devis'd at firſt 
To ſet a gloſs on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodneſs, ſorry ere 'tis ſhown : 

But where there is true friendſhip there needs none. 
Pray, fit, more welcome are-ye to my Fortunes, 
Than my Fortunes to me. 

1 Lord My Lord, we alwaies have confelt it. 

Aprm. Ho, ho, confeſt it? Hang'd it? Have you not ? 

Tim. O «Apemantus, you are welcome. 

em», No: You ſhall not make me welcome. 
I come to have thee thruſt me out of doors. 

Tim. Fye, th*art a Churle, ye have got a humour there 
Does not become a man, *tis much to blame : 
They ſay, my Lords, ra furor brevs eſt, 

But yond man-is very angry. 

Go, let him have a Table by himſelf: 
For he does neither affect company, 
Nor is he fit for”t indeed. 

eApem. Let me ſtay at thine apperil, Timon, 
[ come to obſerve, 1 give thee warning on't. 

Tim, I take no heed of thee ; Tart an Arheniay, there- 
fore welcome : I my ſelf would have no power, prethee 
let my meat makethee ſilent. 

Apem. 1 ſcorn thy meat, *twould choak me : For I ſhould 


| n&er flatter thee. Oh you Gods ! What a number of men 


eats Timor, and he ſees *em not ? It grieves me to ſee ſo 
many dip their meat in one mans blood , and all the mad. 


neſs is, he cheers them up too. 


I wonder men dare truſt themſelves with men. 
Methinks they ſhould invite them without knives, 
Good for their meat, and ſafer for their lives. 
There's much example for't, the fellow that ſits next, him 
now, parts bread with him, pledges the breath of him in 
a divided draught: is the readieſt man to kill him. *T has 
been proved, if I were a huge man, I ſhould fear to drink 
at meals, leſt they ſhould ſpy my wind-pipes dangerous 
notes, great men ſhould drink with harneſs on their 
throats. - 

Tim. My Lord in heart : and let the health go round. 

2 Lord. Let it flow this way, my good Lord. 

Apem. Flow this way? A brave fellow; he keeps his 
tides well, thoſe healths will make thee and thy ſtate look 
ill, Timon. 

Here's that which is too weak to be a ſinner, 
Honeſt water, which ne'er left man Ith'mire: 
This and my food are equal, there's no ods, 
Feaſts are too proud to give thanks to the Gods. 


Apemantus's Grace. 
Immortal Gods, I crave no pelf, 
I pray for no man but my ſelf, 
Grant I may never prove ſo fond, 
To truſt man on hu Oath or Bond : 
Or a Harlot for ber weeping : 
Or a Dog that ſeems a "4 : 
Or a Keeper with my Freedom : 
Or my Friends if 1 ſhould need 'em, 
Amen, So fall too? : 
Rich men ſin, and I eat root, 


Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus. 
Tim, Captain, - 
eAlcibiades, your heart's in the field now. 
eAlci, My heart is ever at your ſervice, my Lord. 
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Tim, You had rather beat a breakfaſt PHP ap 
a dinner of Friends, v7 Enemies, than 

Alci. So they were bleeding new my Lord , 
meat like *em, I could wiſh 4 friend A ſuch a m_ 6 

Apem. Would all thoſe flatterers were thine Enemi 
then, that then thou might'ſt kill *'em : And bid me to be 

1 Lord. Might we but have that happineſs, my Lord. 
that you would once uſe our hearts, whereby we might ex. 
preſs ſome part of our zeals, we ſhould think our ſelves 
for ever perfect, 

Tim. Oh no doubt, my good Friends, but t 
themſelves have provided ae I hall bave much beg, Cole 
you : How had you been my Friends elſe ? Why have you 
that charitable title from thouſands? Did not you chief 
belong to my heart? Ihave told more of you to my folk 
than you can with modeſty ſpeak in your own behalf 
And Thus far I cofirm you. Oh you Gods (think I) what 
need we have any Friends if we ſhould never have 
need of 'em? They were the moſt needleſs Creatures li- 
ving, ſhould we ne'er have uſe for *em. And would moſt 
reſemble ſweet Inſtruments hung up in Caſes, that kee 
their ſounds to themſelves. Why I have often wiſht my. 
ſelf poorer, that I might come nearer to you : We are 
born todo benefits. And what better or properer can we 
call our own, than the riches of our Friends ? Oh what a 
' precious comfort *tis to have ſo many like Brothers com- 

manding one anothers Fortunes! Oh Joys, &en made a- 
way e're't can be born, mine eyes cannot hald out water 
methinks, to forget their faults. Idrink to you. F 

Apem. Thou weep'ſt to make them drink, Timor. 

2, Lord Joy had the like conception in our eyes, 

And at that inſtant like a Babe ſprung up. 
eApem, Ho, ho, 1 laugh to think that Babe a Baſtard. 


3 Lord I promiſe you my Lord you moy'd me much, 
Apem, Much, 


Sound T ucket. Enter the Makers of «Amazon: with 
Lutes in their hands , dancing and playing. 


Tim, What means that Trump? How now? 
Enter Servant. 


Ser. Pleaſe you, my Lord , there are certain Ladies 
Moſt deſirous of admittance. 

Tim, Ladies ? What are their wills ? 

Ser. There comes with them a Fore-runner, my Lord, 
which bears that office to ſignifie their pleaſures. 

Tm, I pray let them be admitted, 


Enter Cupid with the Mack of Ladies, * 


Cp. Hail to thee, worthy Timor, and to all that of his 
Bounties taſt: The five beſt Senſes acknowledge thee their 
Patron, and come freely to gratulate thy plenteous Boſom, 
There taſt, touch all, pleas'd from thy Table riſe : 

They only now come but to feaſt thine eyes. . 

Tim.They're welcome all ; let *em have kind admittance. 
Muſick make their welcome. 

Luc. You ſee, my Lord, how ample you are beloy'd. 

Apem. Hoyday ! 

What a ſweep of vanity comes this way. 

They dance, they are mad Women. 

Like Madneſs is the Glory of this life, 

As this pomp ſhews to a little oyl and root. 

We make our ſelves fools , to diſport our ſelves, 
And ſpend our flatteries todrink thoſe men, 

Upon whoſe Age we void it up agen. 

With poyſonous Spight and Envy. 

Who lives, that's not depray'd, or depraves ? 
Who dies, that bears not one ſpurn to theic graves 
Of their friends gift ? 

I ſhould fear, thoſe that dance before me now, 
Would one day ſtamp upon me : *T'as been done, 


Men 
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Timon of Athens. 
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Men ſhut their doors againſt a Setting Sun. 


The Lords riſe from Table, with much adoring of Timon, and 
to ſhew theur loves, each ſingle out an Amazon, and all 
dance, Men with Women, a lofty ſtrain or two 
to the Hoboyes, and ceaſe. 


Tim. You have done your pleaſures, 
Much Grace (Fair Ladies) 
Sets a fair faſhion. on our entertainment, 
Which was not half ſo beautiful, and kind : 
You have added worth unto't, and lively luſtre, 
And entertain'd me with mine own device. 
| am to thank you for it. 

1 Lord. My Lord, you take us even at the beſt. 

Apem. Faith for the worlt is filthy, and would not hold 
taking, 1 doubt me, 

Tim. Ladies, there is an idle Banquet attends you. 
Pleaſe you to diſpoſe your ſelves, 
All La. Moſt thankfully, my Lord, 
Tim, Flavins. 
Flav, My Lord. 
Tim, The little Casket, bring me hither. 
Fla. Yes, my Lord. More Jewels yet ? 
There is no croſling him in *s humour, 
Fiſe I ſhould tell him well, i faith [ ſhould, 
When all's ſpent, he'd be croſs'd then, and he could : 
'Tis pity bounty has not eyes behind, , 
That man might ne'r be wretched for his mind, - 
1. Lord, Where be our men ? 
Serv, Here, my Lord, in readineſs. 
2. Lord. Our Horſes, 
Tim, O my Friends! 
[ have one word to ſay to you: Look you, my good Lord : 
[ muſt entreat you, honour meſo much, 
As to advance this Jewel, accept, and wear it, 
Kind my Lord. ; 

1. Lord. lam fo far already in your Giits; 
All. So are we all, 


[ 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. My Lord, there are certain Nobles of the Senate 
newly alighted, and come to viſit you. 
Tim. They are fairly welcome. 


£nter Flavius. 


Fls, I beſeech your Honour, vouchſafe me a word, it 
does concern you near, ; 
Tim. Near ! Why then another time 1 ll hear thee. 
[ prethee let's be provided to ſhew them entertainment. 
Fla, 1 ſcarce know how, 


Enter another Servant. 


Ser. May it pleaſe your Honour, Lord Lucius 
(Out of his free Love) hath preſented to you 
Four Milk. white Horſes trapt in Silver. 

Tim. | ſhall accept them fairly : Let the Preſents 
Be worthily entertain'd, 

Enter a third Servant. 
How now? What News? 

3 Serv. Pleaſe you, my Lord, that honourable Gentle- 
man, Lord Lucullus, entreats your company to morrow, 
to hunt with him, and tas ſent your Honour two brace'of 
Grey. Hounds. 

Tim, T'll hunt with him. 

And let them be received, not without fair Reward. 

Fla, What will-this come to? 

He commands us to provide, and give great gifts, and all 
out of an empty Cofier : 
Nor will be know his purſe, or yield me this, 


| His Land's put to their Books. Well, would 1 were 
| Gently put out of Office, e'er | were forc'd : 


Excunt, | 


'my friends affeCtion wi 


| Alcubades, 

Thou art a Souldier, therefore ſeldom rich, 
It comes in charity to thee ; for all thy living 
Is *mongſt thedead; and all the 
'Lie in a Pitcht- Field. 


_ 


Being of no Power to make his wiſhes good, 

His promiſes fly ſo beyond his ſtate, 

That what he ſpeaks is all in debt, owes for ev'ry word : 
He is ſo kind, that he now payes intereſt for'r; ; 


Happier is be that has no friend to feed, 
Than ſuch that do e*en Enemies exteed. 
[ bleed inwardly for my Lord. 


Exit, 
[;m. Youdo your ſelves niuch-wrong, a 


| You bate too much» of ybut own merits. 


Here, my Lord, a ttifie of our love. 
2 Lord With morettian common thanks 
[ will receive it. "- 
3 Lord. O ha's the very ſotil of Bounty. 
Tim. And now I'remember, my Lord, you gave good 
words the other day'of'a Bay Courſer I rode on. *Tis yours 
becauſe you lik*d it;"' "1! 577 OE | 
1 L. Oh, I beſech you; pardon'me; my Lord, in that; 
Tim. You may take my word, my Lord: 1 know no 
man can juſtly praiſe, but what he does affe@. I weigh 
th my own? Piltell you true, 


. 
<< + 


, 


Pll call to you. | 
eAll Lords. Ononefo welcome: - - 

Tim. 1 take all, and your ſeveral viſitations 

So kind to heart, *tis not enough to give : 
Methinks I could deal Kingdoms to my Friends, 
And ne'er be weary. D864: 


. 


Lands thou haſt 


Alci. | defie Land, my Lord. 

I Lord, We are ſo:vertuoaſly bound; 
Tim, And foam I'toyou. © - 

2 Lord, Sorinfnitelyendear'd; 
Tim. All te yo yow::n:Lights, more Lights, more Light, | 
1 Lord, The belt of Happineſs, Honour and Fortunes, | 
Keep with you, Lord Zaman, © 

Tim, _ fan < > —_ . O_ Lords, 
Agem,, What a c£oilshere, ferying of becks and jutti 
out of bn, I doubt whether their Legs be worth © 
the ſummes that are given for 'em, 

Friendſhip's full of Dreggs:' * 2.1/7 
Methinks falſe hearts ſhould never have ſound legs. 
Thus honeſt fools lay out their wealthon Court'fies. 
Tim. Now, Apemantus '(if thou:wert not ſullen) 


I would be good to thee. 27411 

Apem. No, I'll nothing ; for if I ſhould be brib'd too, 
there would be none left A rail upan thee, and then thou 
wouldſt fin the faſter. Thou giv'ſt ſo long, 7imen. (I fear 
me) thou wilt give away thy ſelf in paper ſhortly. . What 
need theſe Feaſts, Pomps, and Vain-glories? 

Tim. Nay, and you begin to'rail on Society once, 1 
am ſworn not to give regard to you. Farewell, and tome 
with better Muſick. \[Exit. 

Apem, So: Thou wilt not hear me now, thou ſhalt fiot 
then. PIl lock thy Heaven from thee: . FI 
Oh that mens ears ſhould be 
To Counſel deaf, but not to flattery. 


Kao 
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[Exi, 


Enter a Senator, 

Sen. And late five thouſand: to Yarro and to Ifdore 
He owes nine thouſand, beſides my former ſumme, 
Which make it five and twenty. Still in motion 
Of raging waſte? It cannot hold, it will not. 

If I want Gold, ſteal but a Beggar's Dog, 
And give it Timon, why the Dog coins Gold. 

If 1 would fell my Horſe, and buy twenty more 
Better than he; why give my horſe to Timon. 
Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me ſtraight 
An able Horſe: No Porter at his gate, 

But rather one that ſmiles and ſtill invites | 


To ſhew him what a Beggar his heart is, 


All that paſs by. It cannot hold, no reaſon 
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PE CORY 


6 Timon of Athens. 
Can ſound his ſtate ig ſafety. Caphw, hoa, Caph. If you did know, my Lord, my Maſter's wants 
Caphis 1 ay. _ 'Twas due on forfeiture, my Lord, ſix weeks, and 
| paſt, 
Enter Caphis. | Ifid. Your Steward puts me off, my Lord, and 1 : 
| Am ſent expreſly to your Lordſhip. a 
C «ph. Here, Sir, what is your pleaſure ? Tim, Give me breath : . 
Sen. Get on your Cloak, and haſte you to Lord Timon; | | do beſeech you, good my Lords, keep on, 
[mportune him for my monies, be not ceaſt | 1'11 wait upon you inſtantly. Come hither, pray yoy 
With flight denial; nor then fGilenc'd; then How goes the world that I am thus encountred n 
Commend me to your Maſter, and the Cap With clamorous demands of debt, broken Bonds b 
Plaies in the right hand, thus ;- But tell him, ficrab, And the detention, long ſince due debts x 
My uſes cry to me; | muſt ſerve my'turn Againſt my Honour ? 
Out of mine owv, bis dayes and times are paſt, Stew. Pleaſe you, Gentlemen, y 
And my reliances on his fraCted dates The time is unagreeable to this buſineſs ; | 
Have ſmit my credit. I love and honour him, Your importunacy ceaſe, till after dinner, ( 
But muſt not break my back, to heal his finger. That 1 may make his Lordſhip underſtand. | 
Immediate are my needs, and my x&lief- Wherefore you are not paid. q 
Muſt not be toſt and turn'd to me in words, Tim, Do ſo, my Friends, ſee them well entertain'd. 
But find ſupply immediate. Get you gone, Stew. Pray draw near. [Ext, 
' Put on a moſt importuaate aſpect;  . 
A viſage of demand: Forl do fear Enter Apemantus and Fool, 
When every Featherdticks in his own wing, 
Lord Timon will be left a naked gull, Caph, Stay, ſtay, here comes the Fool with Apemanus 
Which flaſhes now a Phcenix, ge$ you gane. let's have ſome ſport with *em, y 
Caph. 1 go, Sir. P Var. Hang him, he'll abuſe us 
Sen. I go, Sir? | I1/id, A plague upon him dog. 
Take the Bonds along with you,:- Var. How doſt, Fool ? 
And have the dates in, Come. P | <Apem, Dot digJogue with thy ſhadow ? 
Caph. | will, Sir. Var. 1 ſpeak not to thee. 
Sen. Go. , CExeunt.| Apem, No, 'tis tothy ſelf, Come away. 
Ijd. There's the Fool hangs on your back already, 
Enter Steward , with many Bills in by hand. Apem. No, thou ſtandſt ſingle, thou art not on him yct 
4 aw B Gab __ = Fool now ? 
Stew. No care, no ſtop, ſo ſenſeleſs of expence, - Apem. He laſt asK'd the Queſtion, Poor Rogues and 
That he will know i how to maltealn i, N Uſurers men, Bawds between Gold and want, 
Nor ceaſe his flow of Riot, Takesmo account | All; What are we, Apemantus ? 
How things go from him, nor reſume-no care | + + | Apem. Alles, 
Of what is to continue: Never mind 1.) All, Why ? 
Was to be ſo unwiſe, to be ſo kind. | i\ "| e-fpem. That you ask me what you are, and do not know 
What ſhall be done, he will not hear, till feel: - - your ſelyes. Speak to 'em Fool. 
[ muſt be round with him, now he comes from hunting, Fool. How do you, Gentlemen ? | 
Fie, fie, fie, fie. All, Gramercies, good Fool: k 
[- | How does your Miſtrefs ? 
Enter Caphis, Iſidore, and Varro. h Fool, She's e'en ſetting on water to fcald ſach Chickens 


| | as you are, Would we could (ce you at Corinth, 
Caph. Good even, Yarro, what, you come for money? | Apem. Good, Gramercy. 
Var. 1s't not your bulineſs too ? | 


Caph. It is, and'yours too, 1/idore ? Enter Page. 
Iſid. . It is fo. 
ak Would we were all diſcharg'd. Fool. Look you, here comes my Maſter's Page. 
Var, | fear it. Page. Why how now, Captain? What do you in this 
Caph. Here comes the Lord, wiſe company ? 
How doſt thou, Apemantus ? 
Enter Timon, and bu Train. Apem. Would I hada Rod in my mouth , that I might 
| | anſwer thee profitably: bed. 
Tim. So ſoon as dinner's done, we'll forth again, Page, Prethee, eApemantus, read me the ſuperſcription 
My-Alcibiades. With me, what is your will ? of theſe Letters, I know not which is which. 
Caph., My Leed, -hien is a note of certain dues, _—_ __ not read ? 
Tim. Dues? Whence are you'? age. No. 
| Capb. Of Athens here : My Lord, Apem. There will little learning die then that day thou 
Tim, Goto my Steward. art hang'd. This is to Lord Timon, this to Alcibiades. G0 
Caph. Pleaſe it your Lordſhip, he hath put me off thou walt born a Baſtard and thou'lt die a Bawd. 
P pY R "” 
To the ſucceſſion of new dayes this month : Page, Thou walt whelpt a Dog, and thou ſhalt familh a 
My Maſter is awak*d by great occaſion, Dogs death. | 
To call upon bis own, and humbly prays you, Anſwer not, I am gone. 4 [Ext 
oe.” Fool! Twill goith you to Lord Times: 
ng him his ri ; 
y 7 i. Fine honeſt Friend, Fool. Will you leave me there ? 
\_ —-—=—mung Ro on 
aph. Nay, good my . : : 
T, ah Contain thy oo good _ - _ I _ 1 ſerv'd us. 
Var. One Yarro's ſervant, my g ord. pem. So would 1: | 
15d. From Iſidere, he hombly prays your ſpeedy pay- wr good a trick as ever Hangman ſery'd Thief. 


Fool. Are you three Uſurers men ? 


| menr, Al 


eAll I; Fool. 

Fool, I think no Uſurer but has a fool to his Servant. 

My Miſtreſs 1s one, and I am her fool: when men come 
to borrow of your Maſters, they approach ſadly, and go 
away merrily : but they enter my maſters houſe merrily, 
and go away ſadly. The reaſon of this? 

Var. I could render one. 

Apem. Do it then, that we may account thee a Whore. 
maſter, and a Knave, which notwithſtanding thou ſbalt 
be no leſs eſteemed. 

Var. What is a Whore-maſter, Fool? 

Fool. A Fool in good cloaths, and ſomething like thee. 


like a Lawyer, ſometime like a Philoſopher, *with two 
ſtones more than's artificial one, He is very often like a 
Knight; and generally, in all ſhapes that man goes up 
and down in, from fourſcore to thirteen, this Spirit 
walks 1n. 
Yar. Thou art not altogether a fool. 
Fool. Nor thou altogether a wiſe man, 
As much foolery as I have, fo much wit thou lack'ſt. 
Apem. That anſwer might have become eApemantss. 
All. Aſide, afide, here comes Lord Timon. 


Enter Timon «nd Steward. 


Apem. Come with me (tool) come, 
Fool. 1 do not always follow Lover, elder Brother, 
and Woman, ſometime the Philoſopher. 
Stew. Pray you walk near, 
ll ſpeak with you anon. LExeunt, 
Tim, You make me marvel wherefore e'er this time 
Had you not fully laid my ſtate before me, 
That L might ſo have rated my expence, 
As | had leave of means. | 

Stew. You would not hear me; 
At many leiſures I propos?d. 

Tim. Go to: 
Perchance ſome ſingle vantages you took, 
When my indiſpoſition put you back, 
And that unaptneſs made you miniſter 
Thus to excuſe your ſelf, 

Stew. O my good Lord, 
At many times I brought in my accompts, 
Laid them before you, you would throw them off, 
And fay you found them in mine honeſty, 
When for ſome trifling Preſent you have bid me 
Return ſo much, I have ſhook my head, and wept 3 
Yea againſt th* Authority of manners, pray'd you 
To hold your hand more cloſe: 1 did endure 
Not ſeldom, nor no flight checks, when | have 
Prompted you in the Ebbe of your Eſtate, 
And your great flow of Debts; my dear lov'd Lord, 
Though you here now ( too late) yet now's a time 
The greateſt of your having, lacks a half, 
To pay your preſent debts. 

Tim, Let all my Land be ſold. 

Stew. *Tis all engag'd, ſome forfeited and gone, 
And what remains will hardly ſtop the mouth 
Of preſent dues; the future comes apace : 
What ſha!l defend the interim, and at length 
How goes our reck'ning ? 

Tim. To Lacedemon did my Land extend. 

Stew, O my good Lord, the world is but a world, 
\ Were it all yours, to give it in a breath, 
How quickly were it gone ? 

Tim, You tell me true ? 

Stew, If you ſaſpe&t my Husbandry or Falſhood, 
Call me before the exacteſt Auditors, 
And ſet me on the proof. So the Geds bleſs me, 
When all our Offices have been oppreſt 
With riotous Feeders, when our Vaults have wept 
With drunken Spilth of wine; when every Room 
Hath blaz'd with Lights, and braid with Minſtrelſie, 


Timon of Athens. 


Tis a ſpicit, ſomtime ?*r appears like a Lord, ſometimes | 


| have retir'd me to a waſteful cock, 
And ſet mine eyes at flow. 
Tim. Preethee no more. 
Stew, Heavens have I faid, the bounty of this 
How many prodigal bits have Slaves ys ——_ ren 
_ night englutred ! who is not Timon's? 

hat heart, head, ſword, force, means, but is L. T;mor's ? 
Great Timon, Noble, Worthy, Royal T; ——_— 9 TI 
Ab, when the means are gone, that buy this praiſe 
The breath is gone whereof this praiſe is made : 
Feaſt won, Falt loſt, one cloud of winter ſhowres 
Theſe flies are couch. 
Tim, Come ſermon me no further. 
No villanous bounty yet bath paſt my heart; 
Unwiſely not ignobly. have I given, 
Why doſt thou weep, canſt thou the conſcience lack, 
To think I ſhall lack Friends? Secure thy heart, 
[f I would broach the Veſſels of my Love, ; 
And try the argument of hearts, by borrowing, 
Men and mens Fortunes could | frankly uſe, 
As I can bid thee ſpeak. 
Stew. Aſſurance bleſs your thoughts. | 
Tim. And in ſome ſort theſe wants of mine are crown'd 
That I account them Bleſſings. For'by theſe 
Shall I try Friends. You ſhall perceive 
How you miſtake my fortunes : 
| am wealthy in my friends, 
Within there, Flavixe, Serwilixu ? 


COW"; VT TE CF. 


Enter three Servants, 


Ser. My Lord, my Lord. 
Twn. | will diſpatch you ſeverally. 
You to Lord Zacixe, to Lord Luceiius you, hunted with 
his Honour today; you to Sempronius; commend me to 
their loves, and I am proud, fay, that my occaſions have * 
found time to uſe *er toward a ſupply of money : let the 
requeſt be fifty Takents. 
Flam, As you have ſaid, my Lord. 
Stew. Lord Lucins and Lucullus ? Humb, 
Tim. Go you, Sir, tothe Senators; 
Of whom, even to the States beſt health, 'I have 
Deſerv'd this hearing ; bid *em ſend o'ch* inſtant 
A thouſand Talents to me. 
Stew, | have been bold 
(For that I knew it the moſt general way ) 
To them to uſe your Signet and your Name, 
But they do ſhake their heads, and I am here 
No richer in returg. 
Tim. Is't true? Can't bet 
Stew. They anſwer in a joint and corporate voice, 
That now they are at fall, want Treaſure, cannot ?” 
Do what they would, are ſorry : You are Honourable, 
But yet they could bave wiſht, they know not, 
Something hath been amiſs; a Noble Nature 
May catch a wrench; would all were well; tis pity, 
And ſo intending other ſerious matters, 
After diſtaſtful looks, . and theſe hard Fraftions, - 
With certain half-caps, and cold moving nods, 
They froze me into ſilence. 
Tim, You Gods reward them : 
Prethee man, look cheerly, Theſe old Fellows 
Have their Ingratitude in them Hereditary : 
Their blood is cak'd, *tis cold, it ſeldom. flowes, + 
'Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind z 
And Nature, as it grows again toward earth, 
Is faſhion'd for the journey, dull and heavy. 
Go to Yentidius (prethee be not fad, 
Thou art true, and honeſt ; ingenuoully I ſpeak, 
No blame belongs to thee :) Yentidius lately 
Buri'd his Father, by whoſe death be's ſtepp'd 
[nto a great eſtate : when he was poor, 
[mpriſon'd, and in ſcarcity of friends, 


Ag 


| clear'd him with five Talents. Greet him from uy 


—— 
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Bid him ſuppoſe, ſome good neceſſity 
* Touches his Friend, which craves to be remembred 
With thoſe five Talents ; that had, giv't theſe Fellows 
To whom *tis inſtant due. Nev*r f{peak, or think, 
That Timon's fortunes ?mong his Friends can fink. 
Stew, I would I could not think it: 
That thought is -bounties Foe : 
Being free it elf it thinks all others ſo. CExeunt. 


Flaminius waiting to ſpeak with a Lord from his Maſter : 
enters a Servant to him. 


Ser. I have told my Lord of you, he is coming down 
to you. : 
Flam. 1 thank you, Sir. 


Enter Lucullus. 


Ser. Here's my Lord. } 

Luc. One of Lord Timor's men? A Gift I warrant. 

+ | Why, this hits right: I dreamt of a Silver Baſon and 
Ewre to night. Flamimus, honeſt Flamnus, you are VE- 
ry reſpectively welcome, Sir, Fill me ſome Wine. And 
bow does that Honourable, Compleat , Free-hearted 
Gentleman of ethers, thy very bountiful good Lord 
and Maſter. 

Flam, His bealth is well, Sir. 

Luc. 1 am right glad that his health is well, Sir, and 
what haſt thou there under thy Cloak, pretty Flamins ? 

Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty box, Sir, which in 
my Lords behalf, I come to intreat your honour to ſupply, 
who having great and inſtant occaſion to uſe fifty Talents, 
hath ſent to your Lordſhip to furniſh him, nothing doubt- 
ing your preſent aſſiſtance therein. 

Luc. La, la, la, la: Nothing doubting , ſays he ? Alas, 
good Lord, a Noble Gentleman 'tis, if he would not keep 
ſo good a houſe. Many a time and often I ha* din'd with 
him, and told him on't, and come again to ſupper to him 
on purpoſe to have him ſpend leſs, and yet he would em- 
brace no counſel, take no warning by my coming, every 
man hath his fault, and honeſty is his. I ha? told him on't, 
but I could never get him from't. 


Enter Servant, with Wine. 


Ser. Pleaſe your Lordſhip, here is the Wine. 

Luc, Flaminias, I have noted thee always wiſe. 
Here's to thee. 

Flam. Your Lordſhip ſpeaks your pleaſure, 

Luc. I have obſerved thee alwaies for a towardly 
prompt ſpirit, give thee thy due, and one that knowes 
what belongs to reaſon; and canſt uſe the time well, if 
the time uſe thee well. Good parts in thee z get you gone, 
Sirrah. Draw nearer, honeſt Flaminizus. Thy Lord's a boun- 
tiful Gentleman, but thou art wiſe, and thou knoweſt well 
enough (although thou comeſt to me) that this is no 
time to lend money, eſpecially upon bare! Friend{hip 
without ſecurity. Here's three Solidares for thee, Good 
Boy, wink at me, and ſay thou ſaw*ſt me not. Fare thee 
well. 

Flam. Is't poſſible the world ſhould ſo much differ, 
And we alive that liv'd? Fly damned baſeneſs 
To him that worſhips thee. 

Luc. Ha? Now | ſee thon art a Fool, and fit for thy 
Malter. [Exit Lucullus. 

Flam, May theſe add to the number that may ſcald thee : 
Let molten Coyn be thy damnation, 

Thou diſeaſe of a Friend, and not himſelf - 

Has Friendſhip ſuch a faint and milky heart, 

[t turns in leſs than two nights? O you Gods! 

| feel my Maſters paſſion. This Slave unto his honour 
Has my Lords meat in him : 

Why ſhould it thrive and come to Nutriment, 

When he 1s turn'd to poyſon ? 


1 


O may diſeaſes only work upon't : WH.” 


And when he's ſick to death, let not that part 0 
Which my Lord paid for, be of any power 
To expel ſickneſs, but prolong his hour. 


f Nature, 
b 


[ Exit, 
Enter Lucius, with three Strangers, 


Luci, Who, the Lord Timon? He is My very good 
Friend, and an honourable Gentleman, 

1, We know him for no leſs, though we are but tran. 
gers to him, But I can tell you one thing, wy Lord, and 
which I hear from common rumours, now Lord Timor's 
happy hours are done and paſt, and his eſtate ſhrinks 
from him, 

Luci. Fye, no, do not believe it : He cannot want for 
Money. 

2, But believe you this, my Lord, that not long ago 
one of his men was with the Lord Lucullus, to borrow 7 
many Talents, nay, urg'd extreamly for'r, and ſhewed 
what neceſſity belong'd to't, and yet was deny'd, 

Luci, How ? 

2. I tell you, deny'd, my Lord. 

Luci. What a ſtrange caſe was that ? Now before the 
Gods I am aſham'd on't. Deny*'d that honourable man? 
There was very little honour ſhew*d in that. For my own 
part, I muſt needs confeſs, I have received ſome ſmall 
kindneſſes from him, as money, Plate, Jewels, and ſuch 
like Trifles; nothing comparing 'to his: Yet had he 
miſtook him, and ſent him to me, I ſhould ne'er haye 
denyed his occaſion ſo many Talents. 


Enter Servilius. 


Servil. See, by good hap yonder's my Lord, I haye 
ſwet to fee his honour, My honout?d Lord. 

Luci. Servilius? You are kindly met, Sir. Fare thee 
well, commend me to thy honourable vertuous Lord, my 
very exquiſite Friend. 


Servil, May it pleaſe your honour, my Lord hath ſent 


Lici, Ha ! What hath he ſent? Tam ſo much endeared 
to that Lord ; he's ever ſending : How ſhall I thank him, 
think*ſt thou ? And what has he ſent now ? 

Servil. H'as only ſent his preſent occaſion now, my 
Lord; requeſting your Lordſhip to ſupply his inſtant uſe, 
with ſo many Talents. 

Luci. I know his Lordſhip is but merry with me, 

He cannot want fifty five hundred Talents. 

Servil. But in the mean time he wants leſs, my Lord. 
If his occaſion were not vertuous, 

I ſhould not urge it half fo faithfully. 

Luci. Dolt thou ſpeak ſeriouſly, Servilius ? 

Servil. Upon my Soul *tis true, Sir, : 

Luci, What a wicked Beaſt was I, to disfurniſh my 
ſelf againſt ſuch a good time, when I might ha' ſhewn 
my ſelf honourable ? How unluckily it hapned, that | 
ſhould purchaſe the day before for a little part, and undoe 
a great deal of honour ! Servilizs, now before the Gods | 
am not able to do (the more beaſt I ſay) I was ſending 
to uſe Lord Timon my ſelf, theſe Gentlemen can witneſs; 
but I would not for hs wealth of eAthens 1 had don't now. 
Commend me bountifully to his good Lordſhip, and 1 
hope his honour will conceive the faireſt of me, becauſc 
| have no power to be kind, And tell him this from me, 
| count it one of my greateſt afflictions, ſay, that | cal- 
not pleaſure ſuch an honourable Gentleman. Good Serv:- 
kus, will you befriend me ſo far, as to uſe my own words 
to him ? 2 

Servil, Yes, Sir, I ſhall. [Exit Servilius. 

Luci, Ill look you out a good turn, Servilins. 

True as you ſaid, Timor is ſhrunk indeed, 
And he that's once deny'd will hardly ſpeed. LE 
1. Do you obſerve this, Hoſtilins ? 


2, I, too well. ' Why 


— 
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1, Why, this is the worlds ſoul, 
And juſt of the ſame piece : 
Isevery flatterers ſport: Who can call him his Friend 
That dips in the ſame diſh? For in my knowing, 
Timon has been this Lords Father, 
And kept his credit with his purſe : 
Supported his eltate nay, T; imon's money 
Has paid his men Kheic wages. He ne'er drinks, 
But Timon's Silver tfeads upon his lip; 
And yet Oh ſee the monſtrouineſs of Man, 
When he looks out in an ungrateful ſhape ; 
He does deny him (1n reſpect of his) 
What Charitable Men afford to Beggars, 

3, Religion groans at it, 

t. For mine own part I never taſted Timor in my life, 
Nor came any of his bounties over me, 
To mark me for his Friend, Yet 1 proteſt, 
For his right Noble Mind, llluſtrious vertue, 
And Honourable Carriage, 
Had his neceſſity made uſe of me, 
[ would have put my wealth into Donation, 
And the beſt half ſhould have return'd to him, 
So much I love his heart : But I perceive, 
Men muſt learn now with pity to diſpence. 
. | For policy ſits above Conſcience, [Exeunt, 
Enter a third Servant with Sempronius, another 

of Timon's Friends. 


Semp. Muſt he needs trouble me in't? Humb. 

Bove all others f 

He might have tried Lord Lucww, or Lucullas, 

And now Yentidius is wealthy too. 

Whom he redeem'd from priſon. All theſe 

Owe their Eſtates unto him. 

Ser. My Lord, 

They have all been touch'd, and all are found baſe Mettal, 
For they have all deny'd him. : 

Semp. How ? Have they deny'd him? 

Has YVertidizs and Lucullw deny'd him ? 

And does he ſend to me? Three? Humb. 

It ſhews but little love or judgment in him. ; 

Muſt I be bis laſt Refuge ? His Friends (like Phyſicians) 
That thriv'd, give him over. Muſt I take th*Cure upon me ? 
Has much diſgrac'd me in't, Pm angry at him, 

That might have known my place, I ſee no ſenſe for't 

But his occaſions might have wooed me firſt : 

For in my conſcience I was the firſt man 

That e&'er received gift from him. 

And does he think ſo backwardly of me now, 

That Ill requite it laſt ? No: 

Soit may prove an argument of laughter 

Toth'reſt, and *mongſt Lords I be thought a fool : 

I'd rather than the worth of thrice the ſum, 

H'ad ſent to me firſt, but for my minds ſake : 

I'd ſuch a courage to do him good. But now return, 

And with their faint reply this anſwer joyn 3 | 
Who bates mine honour, ſhall not know my Coyn. LEx#. 
Ser, Excellent: Your Lordſhip's a goodly Villain, the 
Devil knew not what he did, when he made man Poli- 
tick; he croſſed himſelf by*t: And I cannot think, but 
in the end the villanies of man will-ſet him clear. How 
fairly this Lord ſtrives to appear foul? Takes vgttuous 
Copies to be wicked : Like thoſe that under hot, ardent 
zeal, would ſet whole Realms on fire, of ſuch a nature 1s 
| his politick love. 

This was my Lord's beſt hope, now all are fled, 

Save only the Gods, now his Friends are dead, 

Doors that were ne'er acquainted with their Wards, 
Many a bounteous year, muſt be imploy'd 

Now to guard ſure their Maſter, 

And this is all a liberal courſe allows ; ; : 

Who cannot keep his wealth, muſt keep his houſe; 


LEx#. 


wait for hu commyg out, Then 
and Hortenſius, 


Tit. The like to you, kind Yarro. 


For mine is money, 
Tit. Sos theirs, and ours. 


Enter Philotus. 


Lucs, And Sir Philotus too. 

Phi. Good day at once. 

Luci, Welcome, good Brother; 
What do you think the Hour ? 

Phi. Labouring for nine. 

_ = much ? 

Phil. Is not my Lord ſeen yet? 

Lucs. Not wh, 7 

Phil. I wonder on? 


'Tis deepeſt Winter in Lord Timor's 
may reach deep enough, and yet find 
Phil. 1 am of your: fear- for: that. 


Your Lord ſends now for money ? 
Hort, Molt true, he does. 

For which I wait __ 
Hort. It is againſt my heart; - 
Luci. Mark how ſttange it ſhows; 

Timon in this ſhbuld 


And ſend for money for *em. ** 
Hort. I'm weary of thisCharge, 
The Gods can witneſs : 
And now ingratitude makes it worſe 
What's yours? 
Luci. Five thouſand mine, 


Elſe ſurely his had equall?d. 


Tit. One of Lord Timor's men. - 

Luc. Flaminizs? Sir, a word 
to come forth ? 

Flam. No, indeed he is not. 


diligent. 


Tit. Do you hear, Sir ? 
2. Varro. By your lieve, Sir. 


Tit. We wait for certain money 


*Twere ſure 
When your falſe Maſterseat 


”- ” 
—— 


enter Lucius 


Var. man, Well met, good morrow, Titws and Hort 


Hort. Lucius, what do we meet together ? 
Luc. I, andI think one buſineſs do's command us all; 


Tir, Pll hew you Yobſerve a ſtrange event ; 


Jewels now of Timor's gift, 


| py more than he owes: 
And een as if your Lord ſhould” wear rich Jewels; 


I know my Lord hath ſpent of Timen's wealth, 


than ſtealth, 


Var. Yes, mine's three thouſand Crowns : 


Enter Flaminius. 


Enter Steward in a Cloak, muffled. 


Laci. Ha! fs fot that his Steward tauffled ſo ? 
He goes away in a Cloud : Call hitn; call him. - 


. 


Stew. What do you ask of ine, ay Friend ? 


here, Sir; 


Stew. If money were as certain as your waiting, 


a EY Li th. Kt M5. nA _ =_ 


Enter Varro's man, meeting others, All Timon*s Creditors to' 


enſuu 


he was wont to ſhine at ſeven. 
Luci, 1, but the day$are wax'd ſhorter with him: 

You muſt conſider that a prodigal courſe 

Is like the Suns, but not like his recoverable, 1 fear : 


parſe, that is : One 


Yar. 'Tis much deep, and it ſhould ſeem by th' fatt; 
Your Maſter's confidence was above mine, - 


_ 


: Pray is ty Lord ready 


Tit. Weattend his Lordſhip: Pray ſignifie ſo nivch; 
Flam. I need not tell him that; he knows you are-tob 


> Whyth eefore' not your Surs and Bills; 
then 'd you ur Sums 

- 4 of iy Lords meat? 
Thea they would ſiftile and fawn upon his debts, 
And take down tlintereſt into their glutt'nons mw > 


4 
4 


4 
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| You do yout ſelves but wrong to ſtir me up, 
{ Let me paſs quietly : 
Believ'c, my Lord, and i have made an end, 
[have no more toreckon, . he to ſpend. 

Luci. 1, but this anſwer will not ſerve. 

Stew. It *twill not ſerve, *cis not ſo baſe as you, 
For you ſerve Knaves. . th : 

1. YVarro. How ? What does his caſhier'd worſhip mut- 
ter?. -. | p : 

>. Varro, No matter what, he's poor, and that's re- 
venge enough. Who can ſpeak broader, than he that has 
no houſe to put his head in ? Such may rail againſt great 


buildings. 
Enter Servilius. 


Tit. Oh, here's Servilim, now -we ſhall know ſome 
anſwer. 
Servil, If I might beſeech you , Gentlemen, to repair 
ſome other hour, I ſhould derive much from'r. For tak't 
of my Soul, my Lord leans wondroully,to diſcontent: His 
comfortable temper has forſook him, he's much out of 
health, and keeps his Chamber. 
Luci. Many do keep their Chambers, are not {ick :.' 
{| And if it be ſo far beyond his health, 
Methinks he ſhould the ſooner pay his debts, 
And make a clear way to the Gods. 
Servil. Good Gods! |; 
Tit. We cannot take.this for anſwer, Sir. # 
Flaminius within. Servilins, help, my Lord, my Lord. 


Enter Timon sn 4 rage. 1 


Tim, What, are my doors oppos'd againſt my pallage ? 
Have l been ever free, and:mult my hquſe- ih 
Be my retentive Enemy.?. My Gaol?! - 
The place which I have feaſted, dogsit, now 
(Like all Mankind) -ſhew me an Irgn beatt ? 
- -Lucs, Put in now, Titus, », © | 
Tit, My-Lord, here's my Bill. 
Luci. Here's mine, ab ns 11] 
1. Varro, And mine, my Lord. 3 *y 
2. Varro. And ours; ;my Lord. :. 
Philo. All our Bills. } \ 
Tim, Knock me down with *em, cleave me &9 the 
Girdle, ke bios) PR 
Lucs.” Alas, my Lord. 
Tim, Cut out my.heaxt in ſums: 
Ti, Mine, fifty Talents. 
Tim. Tell gut my Blood. 
Luci. Five thouſand Crowns, my Lord, 
Tim. Five thouſand drops pays that, 
What yours? And yours 2 | 
 1:Yarro, My Lord, * 
2. Varro. My Lord. 
Tim, Tear me, take me, and the gods fall upon you. 
Tt Exit Timon. 
Hort Faith, I perceive our Maſters may throw their caps 
at their money, theſe debts may well be call'd deſperate 
ones, for a mad man owes *em. [Exennt. 


Enter Timon. 


Tim, They have e'ne put my breath from me, the ſlaves. 
Creditors ? Devils 
Stew, My dear Lord. 
Tim, What if it ſhould be fo ? 
Stew. My Lord. + 
Tim, Þ'll have it ſo. My Steward ? 
Stew. Here, my Lord. 
Tim. So fitly ? Goe, bid all my Friends again, 
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronins: All,: . 
1'Il once more Feaſt the Raſcals. __ --:: !!; | 
Stew. O my Lord, you only ſpeak from your diſtracted 


— 
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yo —__ Ss not ſo much left to furniſh out a Moderate 
Twm, Be it not in thy care: 

Go I charge thee, invite them all, let in the tide 

Of Knaves once more: My Cook and 111 Provide, Exeane 


Enter three Senators at one door, Alcibi 
them, with Attendants. = TP 

1, Sen. My Lord, you have my voice to't, 

The fault's bloody ; 

*Tis neceſſary he ſhonld die : 

Nothing emboldens fin ſo much as Mercy. 
2. Moſt true ; the Law ſhall bruiſe *em. 
Alcs. Honour, health and compaſſion to the Senate 
1, Now, Captain. 
Alc. 1 am an humble Suitor.to your Vertues ; 

For pity is the Vertue of the Law, : 


| And none but Tyrants vſe it cruelly, 


It pleaſes Time and Fortune to lie hea 
Upon a Friend of mine, who in hot bloud 
Hath ſtept into the Law : which is paſt depth 
To thoſe that (without heed) do plunge into't. 
He's a man (ſetting his Fate aſide) of comely Vertyes 
Nor did he ſoyl the fa&t with Cowardiſe. : 
And honour in him, which buyes out his fault) 
But with a Noble Fury and Fair Spirit, 
Seeing his reputation touch'd to death, 
He did oppole his Foe ; 
And with ſuch ſober and unnoted paſſion 
He did behoove his anger e're *twas ſpent, 
As if he had but prov'd an Argument. 
I. Sen. You undergo too ſtrift a Paradox, 
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair : 
Your words have took ſuch pains, as they labour'd 
To bring Man-ſlaughter into form, and ſet Quarrelling 
Upon the head of Valour ; which indeed 
Is Valour mis-begot, and came into the world, 
When SeCts and Factions were newly born. 
He's truly valiant, that can wiſely ſuffer 
The worſt that man can breath, 
And make his wrongs his Out-ſides, 
To wear'them like bis Rayment, carelefly, 
And neer prefer his injuries to his heart, 
To bring it into danger. | 
If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill, 


1 What Folly *tis to hazzard life for ill. 


eAlci, My Lord. 
I, Sex. You cannot make groſs ſins look clear, 


| To revenge is no Valour, but to bear. 


eAlcs. My Lords, then under favour, pardon me; 
If I ſpeak like a Captain. 
Why do fond men expoſe themſelves to Battel, 
And not endure all threats? Sleepupon't, 
And let the Foes quietly cut their throats 
Without repugnancy ? If there be 
Such Valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad? Why then, Women are more valiant 
That ſtay at home, if bearing carry it : 


\ And the Aſs, more Captain than the Lion ? The Fellow 


Loaden with [rons, wiſer than the Judge? 
If Wiſdom be in ſuffering. Oh my Lords, 
As you are great, be pitifully good, 
Who cannot condemn raſhnels in cold blood ? 
To kil), I grant, is ſins extreameſt Guſt, 
But in defence, by Mercy *tis moſt juſt. 
To be in Anger, is impiety : 
But who is man, that is not Angry ? 
Weigh but the Crime with this. 
2, Sen, You breath in vain. 
Alcs, In vain? 
His ſervice done at Lacedemor, and Bizantinm, 
Were a ſufficient Briber for his life. 
1, What's that ? 


Alct. 
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1 Souldiers ſhould brook as little wrongs as gods. 
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Alcib. Why, 1 ſay my Lords I as done fair ſervice, 
And flain in Fight many of your Enemies : 
How full of Valour did he bear himfelf 
in the laſt Conflict, and made pleoteous Wounds ? 
2, He has mace too much plenty with *em, 
He's a (worn Rioter, he has a fin ' 
That often drowns him, and takes his valour Priſoner. 
if there were no Foes, that were enough 
To overcome him. In that beaſtly fury, 
He has been known to commit outrages, 
And cheriſh Faftions. *Tis inferr*d to us, 
His days are foul, and his drink dangerous. 
1. He dyes. 
Alcth. Hard Fate! He might have dy'd in War. 
My Lords, if not for any Parts in him, 
Though his right arm might purchaſe his own time, 
And be in debt to.none : yet more to move you, 
Take my deſerts to his, and joyn 'em both, 
And for | know, your Reverend Ages love Security, 
Jl pawn my Victories, all my Honours to you, 
Upon his good returns. my 
If by this Crime, he owes the Law his lite, 
Why let the War receive ”t in valiant Gore, 
For Law is ſtrict, and War is nothing more. 
1. We are for Law, he dyes, urge it no more 
On heighth of our diſpleaſure: Friend, or Brother, 
He to fits his own bloud, that ſpills another. 
Alc:b. Mult it be ſo? It mult not be: 
My Lords, 1do beleech you know me. 
2, How? 
Alcib. Call me to your remembrances. 
3, W hat ! 
Alcib, 1 cannot think but your Age hath forgot me, 
[t could not elſe be, 1 ſhould prove fo baſe, 
To ſue, and be deny'd ſuch common Grace. 
My Wounds ake at you. 
1, Do youdare our anger ? 
'Tis few words, bur ſpacions in effect, 
We baniſh thee for ever. 
Alcih. Baniſh me, baniſh your dotage, baniſh Uſury, 
That makes the Senate ugly. 
1, If after two days ſhine, Athens contain thee, 
Attend our weightier Judgment. 
And, not to ſwell ouc Spirit, 
He ſhall be executed preſently. 
Alcib. Now the Gods keep you old enough, 
That you may hve 
Only in Bone, that none may look on you, 
'm worſe than mad : I have kept back their Foes 
While they have told their Money, and let out 
Their Coin upon large Intereſt, 1 my ſelf 
Rich only in large burts; All thoſe, far this? 
is this the Balſom that the nſuring Senate 
Pours into Captains wounds ? Ha / Baniſhment /? 
[: comes not ill : I hate not to be baniſhr, 
[t is « Cauſe worthy my Spleen and Fury, 
That | may ſtrike at Athens. I'll cheer up 
my diſcontented Troops, and lay for hearts : 
Tis honour with moſt Lands to be at odds, 


Exeum. 


Exwu. 
Enter divers Friends at ſeveral Doors. 


1, The good time of day to you, Sir. | 

2. Talſowiſhit toyou: Ithink this honourable Lord did 
but try us this other day. 
+ 1, Uponthat were my thoughts tiring when we encoun- 
tred, I hope it is not ſo low with him as he made it ſeem 
in the tryal of his ſeveral Friends. 
/. 2, It ſhould not be, by the perſwaſion of his new Feaſt. 
ing. 
1. I ſhould think ſo: He hath ſent me an earneſt invi- 


off: but he hath conjur'd me beyond them, and 1 muſt 
needs appear. 

2. In like manner was I in debt to my importunate bu. 
lineſs; but he would not hear my excuſe. 1 am ſorry 
when he ſent to borrow of me, chat my Proviſion Was 
our. 

7. I am ſick of that grief too, as 1 underſtand how all 
things go. 

2 Evcry man here's ſo : What wou ha 1 
ed of you , W Tk 
1. Actnouſand Pieces. 

2, Athoutand Pieces ! 
1, What of you? 
2, He ſent tome, Sir—— Here he comes. 


Enter Timon and Attendants. 


Tim. With all my heart, Gentlemen both z and how 
fare you ? 

1. Ever at the beſt, hearing well of your Lordſhip. 

2. TheSwallow follows not Summer more willingly, 
Than'we your Lordſhip. 

Tim, Nor more willingly leaves Winter, ſuch Summer- 
Birds are men, Gentlemen, our Dinner will not recom- 
pence this long ſtay : Feaſt your ears with the Mulick a 
while : if they will fare ſo harſhly o* th* Trumpets ſound : 
we ſhall ro'r preſeryly. 

1. | hope it remains not unkindly with your Lordſhip, 
that I return'd you an empty Meſſenger. 

Tim. O Sir, let it not trouble you. 

2. My Noble Lord. 

Tim. Ah my good Friend, what Cheer ? 


2. My moſt honourable Lord, Iam een lick of ſhathe, 
that when your Lordſhip the other day ſent to me, I was 
ſo unfortunate a Beggar. 

Timm, Think not ont, Sir. 

2. If you had ſent but two hours before——. 

Tim, Let it not cumber your better remembrance. 
Come, bring in all rogether, 

2. All cover?d Diſhes ! 

1, Royal Chear, I warrant you. 

3. Doubt not that, if Money and the Seaſoncan yieldit, 
1, How do you ? What's the News? 

3. Alcibiades is baniſht : Hear you of it ? 

Both. Alcibiades baniſh'd ! 

3. ?Tis ſo, be ſare of it. 

; 1, How? How? 

| 2. I pray you upon what ? | 

Tim. My wortby Friends will you draw near ? 

3. ll tell you more anon. Here's a Noble Feaſt toward, 

2. This is the Old man ſtill. 

3. Will *c hold ? Will 't hold? 

2. It does, but time will, and fo— 

3. I do conceive. 

Tim. Each man to his Stool, with that Spur as he would 
to the Lip of his Miſtris : Your Diet ſhall be in all places a- 
like. Make not a City-Feaſt of it, to let the Meat cool, ere 
we can agree upon the firſt place, Sir, Sir. 

The Gods require our thanks. 


You great Benef attors, ſprinkle our Society with Thankful- 
neſs. For your own gifts, makg your ſelves prais ds But re 
ſerve ſtill to grove, leſt your Deities be ec Lend to each 
man enough, that one need not lend to another, For were your 
godheads to borrow of men, men would forſaks the gods, Make 
the meat be beloved, more than the mari that givezit, Let no 
Aſſembly of Twenty, be without a Score of Villains. If there 
fit twelve Women at the Table, let a Dozen of them be as t 
are The reſt of your Fees, O gods, the Senators of A 
thens, together with the common leg of People, what is amiff in 


—f 


The Banquet bro be in, | 


preſent Friends, as they are to me nothing, ſo in nothing bleS 


ting, which many my near occaſions did urge me to put 


. 
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them, and to nothing are they welcome. 


them, you gods, make ſutable for deſtruttion. For theſe my 


Lincover. 
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acover Dogs, and lap. 
: Some ſpeak, What does his Lordſhip mean ? 

Some other. | know nor. | 
1 Tir. Mav you a better Feaſt never behold, 
You Knot of Mouth Friends: Smoke,and lukewarm Water 
[s your perfeftion. This is Timon's laſt, 
Who ſtuck and ſpangled you with flatteries, 
Waſhes it off, and ſprinktes in your faces 
Your reeking villany. Live loath'd, and long 
Moſt ſmiliog, ſ{pvrb, deteſted Paraſites, 
Courteous D ſtroyers, affable Wolves, meek Bears: 
You Fools of Fortune, Trencher-friends, Timc-flics, 
Cap and Knee Slaves, Vapours and Minute Jacks 
Of Man and Beaſt, the infinite Malady 
Crult you quite o'r, What dolt thou go ? 
Soft, take thy Phylick firſt ; thou too, and thou ; 
Stay, I will lead thee Money, borrow none. 
What ! all in-mocion? Henceforth be no Feaſt, 
Whereat a Villain's not a welcome Gueſt, 
Burn houſe, ſink Arhens, henceforth hated be 
Of Timon, Man, and all humanity. Exit, 
Erter the Senators, with other Lords, 


. How now, my Lords? 
. K1ow you the quality of Lord Timor's fury? 
.' Puſh, did you ſee my Cap ? 
| have loſt my Gown. 
He's bur a mad Lord, and nought hut humour (ways 
him, He gave me a Jewel th' other day, and now he bas 
beat it out of my Hat, * 
Did you ſee my Jewel ? 
2, Did you ſee my Cap? 
3, Here 'tis. 
4 Here lyes my Gown. 
"1, Les make noſtay. 
2 Lord Twmor's mad. 
3. | feet upon my:Bones. 
4. One day he gives us Diamonds, next day Stones. 
| | Ex:unt the Senators. 


mw + ww H - 


Enter Timon. 


Tim, Let me look back upon thee. . O thou Wall, 
That girdles in thoſe Wolves, dive in the Earth, 
And fence not eArther s. - Matrons, turn incontinent :; 
Obedience fail in Children : Slaves and Fools 
Pluck the grave wrinkled Senate from the Bench, 
And miniſter in their ſteads to general Filths, 
Convert 0 th* inſtant green Virginity, 

Do't in your Parents eyes. Bankrup:s, hold faſt, 

| Rather than render back ; out with your Knives, | 
' And cut your Truſters throats. - Bound Szrvants, ſteal, 
Large-banded Robbers your grave Maſters are, 

And Pill by Law. Maid, to thy Maſters Bed, 

| Thy Miltreſs is o'th” Brothel. Son of ſixteen, 

Pluck rhe lin'd Crutch from thy old 1; mping Sire, 
Wirth it, beat out his Brains Piety, and tear, 
Religion to the gods, Peace, Juſtice, Truth, 
Domeſtick awe, Night-reſt, and Neighbourhood, 
[n{truftion, Manners, Myſteries, and Trades, 
| Degrees, Obſervances, Cuſtoms, and Laws, 

Decline to your confounding contraries, 

And yet confuſion live : Plagues incident to men, 
Your potent and infectious Feavers, hcap 

On Athens ripe for ſtroke. Thou cold Sciatica, 
Cripple our Senators, that their Limbs may halt 
As lamely as their Manners. Luſt and liberty 
Creep in the Minds and Marrows of our Touth, 
That 'gainſt the Stream of Vertue they may ſtrive, 
And drown themſelves in Riot, Itches, Blains, 
Sow all the Athenian boſoms, and their Crop 

Be general Leproſie : Breath infeCt breath, 

Thar their Society (as their friendſhip) may 


' Nay put out all your hands : Not one word more, 


Be meerly Poyſon. Nothing I'll bear from thee 
But Nakedneſs, thou deteſtable Town. ; 
Take thou that too, with multiplying Banns : 
T'imon will to the Woods, where he ſhall find 
Th' unkindelt Beaſt much kinder than Manking. 
The gods confound (hear me you good gods all) 
Th* Athenians both within and out that Wall; 
And grant as Timon grows, his hate may grow 
Tothe whole Race of Mankind, high and low. 
Amen. Exit, 


Enter Steward with two or three Servants. 


1, Here you, Maſter Steward, where's our Maſter ? 
Are we undone, caſt off, nothing remaining ? 
Stew, Alack, my Fellows, what ſhould 1 ſay to you? 
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, 
lamas poor as you. 
1. Such a Houſe broke ? 
So Noble a Maſter faln, all gone, and not 
One Friend to take his Fortune by the Arw, 
And goalorg with him. 
2, As wedo turn our Backs 
From our Companion, thrown into his Grave, 
So his Familiars to his buried Fortunes 
Slink all away, leave their falſe Vows with him 
Like empty Purſes pickt, And his poor ſelf 
A dedicated Beggar tothe Air, 


With his Diſeaſe, of all ſhun'd poverty, 


Walks like contempt alone, More of our Fellows. 


Enter other Servants. 


Stew. All broken Implements of a ruin'd Houſe. 
3. Yet doour hearts wear Twmor's Livery, 
That ſeeI by our faces : we are Fellows ſtill, 
Serving alike in ſorrow : Leak'd is our, Bark, 
And we poor Mates ſtand on the dying Dcck, 
Hearing the Surges threat: we mult all part 
[nto this Sza of Air. 
Stew, Good Fellows all, 
The lateſt of my wealth NI ſhare among(t yov. 
Whereever we ſhall meet, for Tiwmor's lake, 
Let's yet be Fellows, Let's ſhake our heads, and lay, 
As *cwere a Knell unto our Maſters Fortunes, 
V Ve have cen better days Let each take ſome :; 


Thus part we rich in ſorrow, parting poor. 
Embrace, and part ſeveral ways. 

Oh the fierce wretchedneſs that Glory brings us! 
Who would not wiſh to be from wealth exempt, 
Since Riches point to Miſery and Contempt ? 
V Vho would be ſo mock'd with Glory, or to live 
But in a Dream of Friendſhip, 
To have his Pomp, and all what ſtate compounds, 
But only painted like his varniſht friends: 
Poor honelt Lord, brought low by his own heart, 
Undone by goodneſs : {trange-unuſual blood, 
VVhea man's worſt ſin is, he does too much good. 
V Vho then dares to be half ſokind agen? 
For Bounty that makes gods, does ſtill mar men, 
My deareſt Lord, bleſt to be moſt accurlſt, 
Rich only to be wretched ; thy great Fortunes 
Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas (kind Lord) 
He's flung in Rage from this ungrateful Scat 
Of monſtrous Friends : 
Nor has he with him to ſupply his life, 
Or that which can command it : 
[']l follow and enquire him out. 
ll ever ſerve his mind, with my beſt will, 
Whilſt I have Gold, I'll be his Steward ſtill. 

Enter Timon in the Woods. 

Tim. O bleſſed breeding Sun, draw from the Earth 
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(nfect the air. Twin'd Brothers of one womb, 
Whoſe procreation, reſidence, and birth, 

Scarce is dividant; Couch them with ſeveral fortunes, 
The greater ſcorns the leſſer, Not Nature 

[Towhom all ſores lay Siege) can bear great Fortune 
But by contempt of Nature. 

Raiſe me this Beggar, and deny't that Lord, 

The Senators (hail bear contempt Hereditary, 

The Beggar Native honour, 

[tis the Paſtor Lords, "the Brothers ſides, 

The want that makes him lean : who dares ? who dares 
[a purity of Manhood, ſtand upright 

And ſay, this man's a Flatterer ? If one be, 

Gq are They all, for every grize of fortune 

Is ſ\mooth'd by that below. The Learned pate 

Nucks ta the Golden Fool. AlPs obliquy : 

1 There's nothing level in our curſed Natures 

But direCt Villany. Therefore be abhorr'd, 

All Feaſts, Societies, and Throngs of men. 

His ſemblable, yea himſelf Timor difdains, 
Deſtruttion phang mankind, Earth yield me Roots, 
Who ſeeks for better of thee, ſawce his pallate 
With thy moſt operant poiſon. What is here ? 

Gold ? Yellow, glittering, precious Gold ? 

No gods, I am no idle Votariſt, 

Roots you clear Heavens, Thus much of this will make 
Black, white ; fowl, fair; wrong, right ; 

Baſe, Noble ; Old, Young ; Coward, Valiant. 
Hayou gods! why this? what this you gods? why, this 
Will lug your Prielts and Servants from your ſides ; 
Pluck ſtout mens Pillows from below the Heads. 

This yellow Slave 

Will knit and break Religions, bleſs ttaccurſt, 
Make the hoar Leproſie ador'd, place Thieves, 

And give them title, knee, and approbation 

With Senators on the Bench ? This is it 

That makes the wapen'd Widdow wed again 3 

She, whom the Spittle-Houſe, and ulcerous Sores, 
Would caſt the gorge at. This Embalms and Spices 
To th' «April day again. Come damn'd Earth, 

Thou common Whore of Mankind, that puts odds 
Among the rout of Nations, 1 will make thee 

Do thy right Nature. earch afar off. 
Ha! a Drom ? TY art quick, 

But yer. I'll bury thee : Thou'lt go (ſtrong Thief) 
When Gouty Keepers of thee cannot ſtand : 

Nay ſtay thou out for earneſt. 


Enter Alcibiades with Drum and Fife in warkke manner, 
and Phrinia , and Timandra, 


Alci, What art thou there? ſpeak. 

Tim, A Beaſt as thou art. The Canker gnaw thy heart 
For ſhewing me again the Eyes of man. 

cAlci. What is thy name ? is man ſo hatefnl to thee, 
That art thy ſelf a man? 

Tim, | am Mſanthropes , and hate Mankind. 

For thy part, I do wiſh thou wert a Dog, 

That 1 might love thee ſomething, 

Alci. 1 know thee well # 

But in thy fortunes am unlearn'd, and ſtrange. 

Tim, I know thee too, and more than that I know thee 
| not deſire to know. Follow thy Drum, 

With mans blood paint the ground Gules, Gules : 
Religious Cannons, Civil Laws are cruel, 

Then what ſhould War be? This fell Whore of thine, 
Hath in her more deſtruCtion than thy Sword, 

For all her Cherubin look, 

Phrin, Thy Lips rot off, | 

Tim, 1 will not kiſs thee, then the rot returns 

To thine own Lips again. 

Alci. How came the Noble Timon to this change ? 
Tim. As the Moon do's, by wanting light to give : 
But then renew I could nat, like the Moon, 


There were no Suns to borrow of. 

Alci, Noble Timon, what Friendſhip may I do thee ? 

Tim, None, but to maintain my opinion. 

Alci, What is it Timon ? 

Tim. Promiſe me Friendſhip, but perform none. 
[f thou wilt not promiſe, the Gods plague thee, for thou 
art a man: if thou doſt perform, contound thee, for thou 
art a man, 

Alci, | have heard in ſome ſort of thy Miſeries. 

Tim, Thou ſaw'ſt them when | had proſperity. 

Alci. 1 ſee them now, then was a bleſſed time. 

Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of Harlots. 

Timan. |s this th* Achenian Minion, whom the World, 
Voic'd fo regardfully ? 

Tim, Artthou Timandra ? Timandra, Yes, 

Tim, Be a Whore ſtill, they love thee not that uſe thee, 
give them Diſeaſes, leaving with thee their Luſt. Make 


Baths, bring down Roſe-cheek'd Youth to the Fubfaſt, 
and the Diet. 
Timan. Hang thee Monſter. 
Alci. Pardon him, ſweet Timandra, for his Wits 
Are drown'd and loſt in his Calamities. 
| have bur little Gold of late, brave Timon, 
The want whereof, doth daily make revolt 
[n my penurious.Band. I have heard and griev'd, 
How Curſed Athens, mindleſs of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when Neighbour ſtates 
But for thy Sword and Fortune trod upon them, 
Tim, | prethee beat thy Drum, and get thee gone, 
Alcs, 1 am thy Friend, and pity thee, dear Timon. 
Tim. How doſt thou pity him, whom thou dolt trouble, 
[ had rather be alone. 2 
Alci. Why fare thee well ; 
Here is ſome Gold for thee. 
Tim, Keep it, I cannot eat it. 
Alcs, When [ bave laid proud eLthens on a heap. 
Tim. War'lt thou *gainſt Athens ? 
Ales. 1, Timon, and have cauſe. 
Tim, The gods confound them all in thy Conqueſt, 
And thee after, when thou haſt conquer'd, 
Alcs, Why me, Timon ? 
Tim, That by killing of Villains 
Thou was't born to conquer my Country. 
Put up thy Gold. Go on, here's Gold, goons 
Be as a Planetary plague, whom ove 
Will o're ſome high-vic'd City hang his poiſon 
{ la the ſick air : let not thy Sword sRip one, 
Pity not honour'd Ape for his white Beard, 
He is an Uſurer.. Strike me the counterfeit Matron, 
[t is her habit only, that is honeſt, | 
Her ſelf's a Bawd. Let not the Virgins cheek 
Make ſoft thy trenchant Sword : for thoſe Milk-Paps 
That through the Window Barn bore at mens Eyes, 
Are not within the Leaf of pity writ, ' 
But ſet them down horrible Traitors. Spare not the Bahe 
Whoſe dimpled ſmiles from Fools exhauſt their mercy, 
Think it a Baſtard , whom the Oracle 
Hath doubrfutly pronounced, the throat ſhall car, 
And mince it fans remorſe, Swear againſt Objects, 
Put Armour on thine Ears, and on thine Eyes, | 
Whoſe proof, nor yels of Mothers, Maids, nor Babes, 
Nor ſight of Prieſts in boly Veſtments bleeding, 
Shall pierce a jot. There's Gold to pay thy Souldierss | 
Make large confuſion : and thy fury ſpent, » 
Confounded be thy ſelf. Speak not, be gone. Hh 
Alci. Haſt thou gold yet? I'll take the gold thon giveſt 
me, not all thy Counſel, 


thee. 


Tim. Enough to make a Whore forſwear her Trade, 
And to make Whores a Bawa. Hold up, you Sluts, 


Your Aprons Mountant, you are not Othable, 
" b b b Although 


uſe of thy falt hours , ſeaſon the Slaves for Tubs and |- 


| 


Tim. Doſt thov, or doſt thou not, Heavens Curſe upon | 
Both. Give us ſome gold, good Timon, haſt thou more? | 


et 
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le truſt to your conditions, be V Vhores ſtill, 
And he whoſe pious breath ſeeks to convert you, 
Be ſtrong in V Vhore, allure him, burn him vp. 
Let your cloſe fire predominate his ſmoak, 
And be no Turn-Coats : yet may your pains ſix months 
Be quite contrary. And Thatch 
Your poor thin Roofs, with burthens of the dead, 
(Some that were hang'd) - no matter : 
VVear them, betray with them ; VVhore ſtill, 
Paint till a Horſe may mire upon your face : 
A Pox of wrinkles, 
Both. V Vell, more Gold, what then ? 
Believ't that we'l do any thing for Gold. 
Tim. Conſumptions ſow 
| In hollow bones of man, ſtrike their ſharp ſhins, | 
And mar mens ſpurring. Crack the Lawyers Voice, 
That he may never more falſe Title plead, 
Nor ſound his Quillets ſhrilly. Hoar the Flamen, 
That ſcold'ſt againſt the quality of fleſh, 
| And not believes himſelf, Down with Noſe, 
Down with it flat, take the Bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to foreſee (bald 
Smells from the general weal. Make curd pate Ruſhans 
And let the unſcarr'd Braggarts of the War 
Derive ſome pain from you. Plague al), 
That you aCtivity may defeat and quell 
The ſource of all Ereftion. There's more Gold. 
Do you damn others, and let this damn you, 
And Ditches grave you all. 
Both, More counſel with more Money , bounteous 
Timon, 
7im. More Whore, more miſchief firſt, I have given 
you earneſt. 
Alci. Strike up. the Drum towards Athens, farewel 
Timon + if | thrive well, Pll viſit thee again. 
Tim. If I hope well, I'll never ſee thee more. 
Alci, I never did thee harm. 
Tim. Yes, thou ſpok'ſt well of me. 
e/lci, Call'ſt thou that harm ? 
Tim, Mcn daily find it. Get thee away, 
And take thy Beagles with thee. 
i Alci, We but offend him, ſtrike. LExennt. 
Tim, That Natore being ſick of mans unkindneſs 
Should yet be hungry : Common Mother, thou 
Whoſe Womb unmeaſurable, and infinite breaſt 
Teems and feeds all : whoſe ſelf ſame mettle 
Whereof thy proud Child (arrogant man) is puft, 
Engenders the black Toad, and Adder blew, 
The gilded Newt, and Eyeleſs venom'd Worm, 
With all th* abhorred Births below Criſp Heaven, 
\ Whereon Hyperions quickning fire doth ſhine : 
{ Yield him, who all the humane Sons do hate, 
From forth thy plenteous boſom, one poor root 
Enſear thy Fertile, and Conceptions Womb, 
Letit no more bring out ingrateful man. 
Go great with Tygers, Dragons, Wolves, and Bears, 
Teem with new Monſters, whom thy upward face 
Hath to the Marbled Manſion all above 
| Never preſented. -O, a Root, dear thanks: 
Dry up thy Marrows, Vines, and Plough-torn Leas, 
Whereof ingrateful man with Liquoriſh draughts 
And Morfels UnCtious, greaſes his pure mind, 
' That from it all conſideration flips —— 


Enter Apemantus. 


More man ? Plague, Plague. 
Ape. 1 was direCted hither, Men report, 
Thou doſt affeft my Manners, and doſt uſe them, 
Tim, 'Tis then, becauſe thou doſt not keep a Dog 
VVhom I would imitate, Conſumption catch thee, 
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Although 1 know you'l ſwear, terribly ſwear Ape. This is in thee a Nature but infected, 
Into ſtrong ſhudders, and to Heavenly Agues A poor unmanly Melancholly ſprung 
Tir immortal gods that hear you. Spare your Oaths : From change of future, VVhy this Spade ? this Place? 


This Slave-like Habit, and theſe looks of Care ? 
Thy Flatterers yet wear Silk, drink VVine, lye fof 
Hug their diſeaſed Perfumes, and have forgot *? 
That ever Timon was. Shame not theſe VYoods 
By putting-on the cunning of a Carper, 
Be thou a Flatterer now, and ſeek to thrive 
By that which has.undone thee; hindge thy Knee 
And let his very breath whom thou'lt obſerve * 
Blow off thy Cap: praiſe his moſt vicious ſtrain, 
And call it excellent: thou walt told thus ; 
Thou gav'ſt thine Ears (like Tapſters, that bid welcome ) 
To Knaves, and all approachers: *Tis moſt juſt 
That thou turn Raſcal, hadſt thou wealth again, 
Raſcals ſhould hav't. Do not aſſume my likeneſs, 
Tim, VVere | like thee, I'de throw away my ſelf. 
Ape. Thou haſt caſt away thy ſelf, being like thy ſelf 
A Madman fo long, now a Fool : what think'ſt 
That the bleak Air, thy boiſterous Chamberlain 
VVill put thy Shirt on warm ? VVill theſe moiſt Trees 
That have out-liv'd the Eagle, page thy heels, 
And $skip when thou point'ſt out ? VVill the cold Brook 
Candied with Ice, Cawdle thy Morning taſte ' 
To cure thy o're-nights ſurfeit ? Call the Creatures, 
V Vhoſe naked Natures live in all the ſpight 
Of wreekſul Heaven, whoſe bare unhouſed Trunks, 
To the conflicting Elements expos'd | 
Anſwer meer Nature: bid them flatter thee, 
O thou ſhalt find. 
Tim, A Fool of thee: depart. 
Ape, 1 love thee better now than ere 1 did. 
Tim. I hate thee worls. 
Ape. VVhy? 
Tim, Thou flatter'ſt miſery, 
eApe. | flatter not, but ſay thou art a Caytiff, 
7im, VVhy doſt thou ſeek me out ? 
Ape. To vex thee, 
Tim. Always a Villains Office, or a Fools. 
Dolſt pleaſe thy ſelf inc? 
Ape. 1. 
Tim, VVhat, a Knave too ? 
Ape. 1f thou didſt put this ſowre cold habit on 
To caſtigate thy pride, *twere well: but thou _ 
Doſt it enforcedly : Thou'dſt Courtier be again 
V Vert thou not Beggar : willing miſery 
Out-lives : incertain pomp, is crown'd before : 
The one is filling ſtill, never compleat : 
The other, at high wiſh : beſt ſtate Contentlels, 
Hath a diſtrafted and moſt wretched being, 
VVorſe than the worſt, content. 
Thou ſhouldſt deſire to die, being miſerable. 
Tim. Not by his breath, that is more miſerable. 
Thou art a Slave, whom Fortunes tender-arm 
VVith favour never claſpt : but bred a Dog. 
Hadſt thou like us from our firſt ſwath proceeded, 
The ſweet degrees that this brief VVorld affords, 
To ſuch as may the paſſive drugs of it 
Freely command'ſt; thou wowldſt have plung'd thy (elf 
[In general Riot, melted down thy youth 
[n different beds of Luſt, and never learn'd 
The Icy precepts of reſpect, but followed 
The Sugared Game before thee, But my ſelf 
| VVho had the world as my ConfeCtionary, 
| The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, the hearts of men, 
At duty more than I could frame employments : 
| That numberleſs upon thee ſtuck, as leaves 
Do on the Oak, have with one Winters bruſh 
Fell from their boughs, and left me open bare, 
For every ſtorm that blows. I to bear this, 
That never knew but better, is ſome burthen 
Thy Nature did commence in ſufferance, Time 
Hath made thee hard in't. Why ſhouldit thou hate —- 
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They never flatter'd thee. What haſt thou given ? 
if thou wilt Curſe : thy Father. (that poor rag) 
Muſt be thy Subject ; who in ſpight put ſtuff 
To ſome She-Begger, and compounded thee 
Poor Rogue, hereditary. Hence be gone, 
[f thou badſt not been born the worſt of men, 
Thou hadſt been a Knave and Flatterer. 
Ape. Art thou proud yet ? 
Tim, |, that I am not thee. 
Ape. 1, that I was no Prodigal, 
Tm, I, that I am one now, 
Were all the wealth I have ſhut up in thee, 
I'd give thee leave to hang it, Get thee gone : 
That the whole life of Athens were in this, 
Thus would | eat it. 
Ape, Here, I will mend thy Feaſt, 
Tm, Firſt mend thy Company, take away thy ſelf. 
Ape. So I ſhall mend mine own, by ty lack of thine, 
Twn. 'Tis not well mended fo, it is but botcht; 
[f not, I would it were, 
Ape. What wouldſt thou have to Athens ? 
Tim. Thee thither in a Whirlwind : if. thou wilt, 
Tell them there I have Gold, look, ſo I have. 
Ape. Here is no uſe for Gold. 
Tim, The beſt, and trueſt : 
For here it ſleeps, and do's no hired harm. 
Ape. Where ly*(t a nights, Timon ? 
Tim. Under that's above me. 
Where feed*ſt thou a daies, 4 tus ? 
Ape. Where my ſtomach finds meat, or rather where 
[ eat if. J 
Tim. Would poiſon were obedient, and knew my mind. 
Ape. Where woyldſt thou ſend it? 
Tim, To ſJawce thy Diſhes. | 
Ape. The middle of humanity thou never kneweſt, but 
the extremity of both ends. When thou walt in thy Gilt, 
and thy Perfume, they mockt thee, for too much curio- 
ſity: in thy Rags thou knoweſt none, but art deſpis'd for 
the contrary. There's a Medler for thee, eat it. 
Tim. On what I hate, I feed not. 
Ape. Doſt hate a Medler ? 
Twn, I, though it look like thee. 
eApe. And th'hadſt hated Medlers ſooner,thou ſhould'ſt 
have loved thy ſelf better now. What man did'ſt thou ever 
know unthrift, that was beloved after his means ? 
Tim, Who without thoſe means thou talk'ſt of, didſt 
thou ever know belov'd ? 
Ape. My ſelf. 
Twm. l underſtand thee, thou hadſt ſome means to keep 
a Dog. 
Ape. What things in the World canſt thou neareſt com. 
pare to thy Flatterers ? 
Tim, Women neareſt, but men: men are the things 
themſelves. What wouldſt thou do with the World Ape- 
manu, if it lay in thy power ? 
Ape. Give it the Beaſts, to be rid of the men, 
Tim, Wouldſt thou have thy ſelf fall in the confuſion 
of men, and remain a Beaſt with the Beaſts. 
Ape. 1 Timon, 
Tim, A beaſtly ambition , which the Gods grant 
thee Cattain to. If thou wert the Lyon, the Fox would 
beguile thee: if thou wert the Lamb, the Fox would 
eat thee : if thou wert the Fox, the Lyon would fuſpect- 
thee, when peradventure thou wert accus'd by the Aſe : 
[f thon wert the Aſſe, thy dulneſs would torment thee : 
and ſtill thou liv*dſt but as a Breakfaſt to the Wolf. If 
thou wert the Wolf, thy greedineſs would aſflict thee, 
and oft thou ſhould(ſt hazard thy life for thy Dinner, Wert 
thou the Unicorn, pride and wrath would confonnd thee, 
and make thine own ſelf the conquelt of thy fury, Wert 
thon a Bear, thou wouldſt be kill'd by the Horſe : wert 
thou a Horſe, thou wouldſt be ſeiz'd by the Leopard : 
werit thou a Leopard, thou wert German to the Lion, -and 
the ſpots of thy Kindred, were Jurors on thy life. All 


-Thou ever, young, freſh, loved, and delicate wooer, 


thy ſafety were remotion, and thy defence abſence. What 
Bealt conldit thou be, that were not ſubjet to a Beaſt : 
and what a Beaſt art thou already, that ſeeſt not thy loſs 
1n transformation. 
Ape. 1f thou couldſt pleaſe me 
With ſpeaking to me thou might'ſt 
Have hit upon it here. 
The Commonwealth of Athens is become 
A Foreſt of Beaſts. 
Tim, How has the Aſs broke the Wall, that thou art 
out of the City. 
Ape. Yonder comes a Poet and a Painter : 
The Plague of Compabty light upon thee : 
| will fear to catch it, and give way. 
When 1 know not what elſe to do, 
lle ſee thee again. 
Tim, Vhen there is nothing liviog but thee, 
Thou ſhalt be welcome, | 
| had rather be a Beggars Dog 
Than PR 
Ape. Thou art the Cap 
Of all the Fools alive. 
Tim. VVould thou wert clean enough 
To ſpit upon. 
Ape. A Plague on thee, 
Thou art too bad to Curſe. 
Tim, All Villains 
That do ſtand by thee, are pure, 
Ape. There is no Leproke, 
But what thou ſpeak'ſt. * 
Tim, If I name thee, Ill beat thee g 
But I ſhould infeft my hands. 
. I would my tongue 
Could rot them off; 
Tim, Away thou iſſue 6f a tnangy Dog. 
Choler does kill me, 
That thou art alive, I ſwound to fee thee. 
Ape. VVould thou would'ſt burſt. 
Tim. Away thou tedions Rogue, Iam ſorry I ſhall loſe 
a ſtone by thee, 
Ape. Beaſt, 
Tim. Have. | 
Ape. Toad. © P 
Tm. Rogue, Rogue, . 
[ am ſick ofthis falfs wy and will love novght 
But even the meer neceſlicies upon't : 
Then Timon preſently prepare thy Grave: 
Lye where the light Foam of the Sea may beat 
Thy Grave-ſtone daily, take thine Epitaph, 
That Death in me, at others lives may laugh. 
O thou ſweet King-Killer, and dear divorce 
Twixt natural Sun and Fire: thon bright defiler 
of pureſt Bed, thou valiant eHfars, 


VVhoſe bluſh doth thawe the conſfectated Snow 
That lies on Dians Lap. 
Thou viſible God, 
That ſouldreſt cloſe Impoſlibilities. 
And mak'ſt thern kiſs; that ſpeak'ſt with every Tongue 
To every purpoſe; O thou touch of hearts, 
Think thy flave-man Rebels, and by thy vertge 
Set them .into confounding odds, that Bealts 
May have the VVorld in Empire. 
Ape. VVould 'twere fo, 
But not till I am dead, Ile fay th*baſt Gold ; 
Thou wilt be throng'd too ſhortly. 
Tim, Throng'd too ? 
Ape. |. 
Tim, Thy back I prythee, 
Ape. Live, and love thy miſery. 
Tim. Long live fo, and ſo die. I art! quit. 
Ape. Mo things like men | 
Eat, Timon, and abhor then. [ Exie, Apeman, 
Enter 
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26 Timon. of Athens. 
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Enter the Banditti. 


1. Where ſhould he have this Gold ? It is ſome poor 
Fragment, ſome ſlender Oct of his remainder: the meer 
want of Gold, and the falling from of. his Friends, drove 
him into this Melancholy. 

2, It is nois'd | 


He hath a Maſs of Treaſure, 


ſhall's get itf-, .' * + + © 10" 

2. True : for he bears it aot about him: 
'Tis hid. ME 

i. Is not this he ? 

All. Where? 
2, *Tis his deſcription;; - 
[ 3. He? I know him. 

eAll. Save thee, Timon, 

Tim, Now Thieves. 
All. Souldiers, not Thieves. | 
Tim. Both too, and Womens Sons, 
All. We are not Thieves, but men 
| That much do want. 
7im. Your greateſt want is, you: want much of meat : 
| Why ſhould you want ? Behold, the Earth hath Roots : 
' Within this Mile break forth an hundred Springs: 
; The Oaks bear Maſt, the Briers Scarlet Hips, 
' The bounteous Huſwife Nature, an each;Buſh, 
Lays her full Meſs before you. Want ? why want? 
1, We cannot live on, Graſs, on Berries, Water, 
As Beaſts, and Birds, and Fiſhes, : ,, | 

Tim. Nor on the Beaſts themſelves, the Birds and Fiſhes, 
You mult eat men, Yet thanks I mult you con, 
That you are Thieves profelt ; that,you work not 
In holier ſhapes : for there is boundleſs theft 
[n limited profeſſions, Raſcal Thieyes, - 
Here's Gold. Go, ſuck the ſubtle, blood o'th Grape, 
Till the high Feaver ſceth. your Bloud, to Froth, ' 
Ani ſo ſcape hanging, Truſt not the Phyſician, 
His Antidotes are poyſon, and he flayes 
More than you Rob : Take wealth, and live together, 
Do Villain do, ſince you proteſt to do't. 
Like Workmen, lle Example you with Thievery : 
The Sun's, a Thief, and with his great attraction 
Robs the vaſt Sea. The Moon's an Arrant Thief, 
And her pale fire ſhe fnatches from the Sun. 
The Sea's a Thief, whole liquid Surge reſolves 
The Moon intoSalt tears, The Earth's a Thief, 
That feeds and breeds by a compolture ſtoln 
From gen'ral Excrement : Each thing's a Thief, 
The Laws, your curb and. whip, in their rough power 
Ha's uncheck'd theft, Love not your ſelves, away, 
Rob one another, there's. more Gold, Cut-Throats , 
All that you mect are Thieves: to «Athens go, 
Break open Shops, nothing can you ſteal 
'But Thieves do loſe it : ſteal leſs, for this | give you, 
And Gold confound you howſoere : eAmen. 


q 


wading me to it.. 


not to have us thrive in our myſtery, 
2. lle believe him as an Enemy, 
And give over my Trade. 


1, Let us firſt ſee peace in Arhens,there is no time ſo mi. 
ſerable but a man may be true. 


Enter the Steward to Timon. 


| Stew, Oh you Gods! | 

[s yond deſpis'd and rninous man my Lord ? 

Full of decay and failing? Oh Monument 

And wonder-of good deeds, evilly beſtow'd ! 

What an alteration of honour has deſp'rate want made ? 


(L9N 


' 3. Let us make the afſay upon him, if he care not for't, | 
he will ſupply us eaſily : -if he covetouſly reſerve it, how 


| . 3. Fas almoſt charm'd me from my Profeſſion, by per- 


1. 'Tis in the malice.of mankind, that he thus adviſes us 


[ Exennt Thieves. 


| What vilder thing upon the Earth, than Friends 
Who can bring Nobleſt minds to baſeſt ends, 
How rarely does it meet with this times guiſe 
When man was wiſht to love his Enemies 
Grant I may ever love, and rather woo 
Thoſe that would miſchief me, than thoſe that dg 
Fas caught me in his Eye, 1 will preſent my honeſt grief 
Unto him ; and as my Lord, till ſerve him with my life 
My deareſt Maſter. . 
Tim, Away : what att thou? 
Stew, Have you forgot me, Sir ? 
| Tim, Why dolt ask that? I have forgot all men. 
| Then if thou grunt*ſt th* art a man, 
I have forgot thee. | 
Stew. An honeſt poor Servant of yours, 
Tim, Then I know thee not : 
[ ney'r had honeſt man about me, T, all 
| kept were Knaves, to ſerve in meat to Villains. 
Stew. The Gods are witneſs, 
| Never did poor Steward wear a truer grief 
For his undone Lord, than mine Eyes for you. 
' Tim, What doſt thou weep ? 
; Come nearer, then I love thee 
Becauſe thou art a Woman, and diſclaim'ſt 
Flinty Mankind : whoſe Eyes do never give, 
But through Lult and Laughter: pitie's ſleeping : 
Strange times that weep with laughing, not with weeping, 
Stew. I beg of you to know me, good my Lord, 
'T? accept my grief, and whilſt this poor wealth laſts, 
' To entertain me as your Steward ſtill, 
' Tim, Had1I a Steward 
' So true, ſo juſt, and now ſo comfortable ? 
[t almoſt turns my dangerous Nature wild. 
Let me behold thy face: Surely, this man 
Was born of Woman. 
' Forgive my general, and exceptleſs rafhneſs 
You perpetual ſober Gods. I do proclaim 
One honeſt man : Miſtake me not, but one : 
No more [ pray, and he's a Steward. 
How fain would I have hated all mankind, 
And thou redeem'lt thy ſelf : But all fave thee, 
[ fell with Curſes. 
Me thinks thou art more honeſt now than wiſe : 
For, by oppreſſing and betraying me, 
Thou might*lt have ſooner got another Service : 
For many ſo arrive at ſecond Maſters, 
Upon their firſt Lords neck. But tell me true, 
(For I muſt ever doubt, though ne?ce ſo ſure) 
Is not thy kindneſs ſubtle, covetous, _ 
If not a Uſuring kindneſs, and as rich men deal Gifts, 
Expecting in return twenty for one ? 
Stew. No, my moſt worthy Maſter, in whoſe breſt 
Doubt and ſuſpect (alas) are plac'd too late : 
You ſhould. have fear'd falſe times, when you did Feaſt. 
Suſpect ſtill comes where an eſtate is leaſt. 
That which I ſhew, Heaven knows, is meerly Love, 
Duty, and Zeal, to your unmatched mind, 
Care of your Food and Living, and believe it, 
My moſt honour*d Lord, 
For any benefit that points to me, 
*ither in hope, or preſent, I'de exchange 
For this one wiſh, that you had power and wealth 
To requite me, by making rich your ſelf, 
Tim. Look thee 'tis ſo: thou ſingly honeſt man, 
Here take : the Gods out of my miſery, 
Ha's ſent thee treaſure. Go, live rich and happy. 
But thus condition'd : Thou ſhalt build from men : 
Hate all, Curſe all, ſhew Charity to none, 
But let the famiſht fleſh ſlide from the bone, 
Fre thop relieve the Beggar. Give to Dogs | 
What thou denyeſt to men. Let Priſons ſwallow 'em, 
Debts wither *m to nothing, be men like blaſted Woods 
And may Diſeaſes lick up their falſe blouds, 
And ſo farewel, and thrive. 
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Timon of Athens. 


Stew. O let me ſtay and comfort you my Maſter : 
Tim, If thou hat'lt Curſes, 
Stay not : flee, whiPlt chou art bleſt and free : 
Ne're ſee thou man, and let me ne*re ſee thee, 


Enter Poet and Painter. 


Pain. As I took note of the place, it cannot be far 
Where he abides. 
Poer, What's to be thought of him ? 
Does the Rumour hold for true, 
That he's ſo full of Gold ? 
Pain. Certain, 
Alcibiades reports it : Phrinia and Timandye 
Had Gold of him, he likewiſe enrich'd 
Poor ſtragling Souldiers, with great quantity, 
'Tis ſaid, he gave unto his Steward 
A mighty Summ, 
Poet. Then this breaking of his, 
Haz been bur a try for his Friends. 
Pain. Nothing elle : 
You ſhall ſee him a Palm in Athens again, 
And flouriſh with the higheſt : 
Therefore, *tis not amiſs, we tender our loves 
To him, in this ſuppos'd diſtreſs of his : 
[t will ſhew honeſtly in us, 
And is very likely to load our purpoſes 
With what they travail for, 
If it be a juſt and true report, that goes 
Of his having, 
Poet. What have you now 
To preſent unto him ? 
Painter. Nothing at this time 
But my Viſitation : only I will promiſe him 
| An excellent Piece, | 
Poet, | mult ferve him ſo too ; 
Tell bim of an intent that's coming toward him, 
Painter, Good as the beſt, 
Promiſing is the very Air o'th* Time 
[t opens the Eyes of Expectation, 
Performance is ever the duller for his at, 
And but in the plainer and ſimpler kind of people, 
The deed of Sayiog is quite out of uſe. 
To _ is moſt Courtly and faſhionable ; 
Performance is a kind of Will or Teſtament, 
Which argues a great ſickneſs in his judgment 
That makes it, 


Enter Timon from his C ave. 


Timon, Excellent Workman, 
Thou canſt not paint a man ſo bad 
As is thy ſelf, 
Peer, 1 am thinking 
What 1 ſhall ſay I have provided for him : 
[t muſt be a perſonating of himſelf: 
A Satyre againſt the ſoftneſs of Proſperity, 
With a Diſcovery of the infinite Flatterics 
That follow youth and opulency. 
Timon, Muſt thou needs 
Stand for a Villain in thine own Work ? 
Wilt thou whip thine own faults in other men ? 
Do ſo, 1 have Gold for thee. 
Poet. Nay let's ſeek him. 
Then do we ſin againſt our own eſtate, 
When we may profit meet, and come too late. 
Painter, True: 
When the day ſerves before black corner'd night ; 
1 Find what thou want'ſt, by free and offer'd light, 
Come, 
Tim, Ile meet you at the turn : 
What a Gad 's Gold, that he is worſhipt 
ln a baſer Temple, than where Swine feed ? 
'Tis thou that rigg'ſt the Bark, and plow'lt the Fome, 
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Setleſt admired reverence in a Slave, 

To thee be worſhip't, and thy Saints for aye : 
Be crown d with Plagues, that thee alone obey, 
Fit I meet them, 

Poer, Hail, worthy Timon. 

Pain. Our late Noble Maſter. 

Timon. Have I once liv'd 

To fee two honeſt men ? 

Poet. Sir ; | 

Having often of your open Bounty taſted, 
Hearing you were retir'd, your Friends faln off, 
Whoſe thankleſs Natures (O abhorred Spirits ) 
Not all the Whips of Heaven are large enough, 
What, to you, 

Whoſe Star-like Nobleneſs gave life and influence 
To their whole being ? 1 am rapt, and cannot coyer 
The monſtrous bulk of this Ingratitude 

With any ſize of words. 

Timon, Let it go, 

Naked men may lee't the better : 

You that are honeſt, by being what you are, 
Make them beſt ſeen, ahd known. 

Pain, He, and my felf 

Have travePd in the great ſhowre of your gifts, 


And ſweetly felt it. 


Timon. |, you are honeſt men. 
Paint, We are hither come 
To offer you our ſervice, 

Timon, Moſt honeſt men : 
Why how ſhall I requite you ? 


, Can you eat Roots, and drink cold Water, no ? 


Both. What we can do, 


| Wee'l do, to do you ſervice, 


Tim. Y*are honeſt men, 
Y* have heard that I have Gold, ' 
l am ſure you have, ſpeak truth; yare honeſt men. 
Pain, So it is ſaid, my Noble Lord, but therefore 
Came not my Friend, nor I. . 
Tim, Good honeſt man : thou draw'ſt a counterfeit 


| Beſt in all Athens, tha'rt indeed the beſt, 


Thou counterfeir'ſt moſt lively. 
Pain, So, ſo, my Lord. 
Tim. E'ne fo, Sir, as I ſay. And for thy fiction, 
Why thy Verſe ſwells with ſtuff ſo fine and ſmooth, 
That thou art even Natural in thine Art, 
But for all this (my honeſt Natur'd Friends) 
| mult needs ſay you have a little fault, . 
Marry *tis not monſtrous in you, neither wiſh I 
You take much pains to mend. 
Both, Beſeech your Honour 
To make it known to us. 
Tim, You'l take it ill, 
Beth. Moſt thankfully, my Lord. 
Tim, Will you indeed ? 
Both, Doubt it not, worthy Lotd, | 
Tim. There's never a one of you but trults a Knave, 
That mightily deceives you. | 
Both, Do we, my Lord ? 
Tim, I, and you hear him cogge, 
See him diſſemble, 
Know his groſs patchery, love him, feed bim, 
Keep in your boſom, yet remain aſſur?d 
That he's a made-up Villaio. 

Pain, | know none ſuch, my Lord. 

Poet, Nor I. 

Tim, Look you, 
| love you well, ile give you Gold, ; 
Rid me theſe Villains from your Compames ; 
Hang them, or ſtab them, drowathrem in draught, 
Confound them by ſome courſe, and come to me, 
lle give you Gold enough 

Both, ' Name them, my Lord, let's know them, 

Tim. You that way, and you this : 


But two i mpany : x 
ut two in Company Bbb x rac 
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Timon of Athens. 


'Each man apart, all ſingle and alone, 

Yet an arch Villain keeps him company : 

1f where thou art, two villains ſhall not be, 
Come not near him. 1f thon would'ſt not recide 
But where one villain is, then him abandon. 


You have work for me; there's payment, thence, 
You are an Alchymiſt, make Gold of that : 
Out Raſcal Dogs. 


Enter Steward, and two Senators, 


Stew. It is in vain that you would ſpeak with Tsmos : 
For he is ſet ſo onely to himlelf, 
That nothing but himſelf, which looks like man, 
ls friendly with him. 

1 Sen. Bring us to his Cave. 
[t is our part and promiſe to th* «Athenians 
To ſpeak with Timor. 

2 Sen. Art all times alike 
Men ate not ſtill the ſame : *twas Time and Griefs 
That fram'd him thus. Time with his fairer hand, 
Offering the Fortunes of his former days, 
The former man may make him; bring us to him 
And chance it as it may. 

Stew. Here is his Cave : 
Peace and content be here, Timon, Timon, 
' Look out, and ſpeak to Friends : Th* Athenians 
By two of their moſt reverend Senate greet thee : 
Speak to them, Noble Timon. 


Enter Timon out of his Cave. 


Tim, Thou Sun that comfort burn, 
Speak and be bang'd: 
For each true word, a bliſter, and each falſe-. 
Be as a Catherizing to the root o'th tongue. 
Conſuming it with ſpeaking, 
1'Wortny Timon. 
Tim, Ot none but ſach as you, 
And you of Timon. | 
1. The Senators of - Athens greet thee, Timor, 
Tim, | thank them. 
And would ſend them back the plague, 
Could | but catch it for them : 
I, O forget ; 
What we are ſorry for our ſelves in thee : 
| The Senators, with one conſent of love, 
latreat thee back to Athens, who have thought 
Oa ſpecial Dignities, which vacant lie 
For thy beſt uſe and wearing, 
2, They confeſs 
| Toward thee, forgetfalneſs too general grols ; 
- Which now the publick Body, which doth ſeldom, 
{ Play the Re-canter, feeling in it ſelf 
A latkof Timons aid, hath ſince withal 
Of it own fall, reſtraining aid to Timon, 
And ſend forth us to make their ſorrowed render, 
Together, with a recompence more fruitful 
Than their offence can weigh down by the Dram, 
I even ſuch- heaps and ſums of Love and Wealth, 
As ſhall to thee blot out, what wrongs were theirs, 
And write in thee, the Figures of their Love, 
Ever to read them thine. 

Tim. You witch mein it ? 
Surprize me to the very brink of tears 
Lend me a Fools heart, and a Womans Eyes, 
And ile beweep theſe comforts, worthy Senators. 

1, Therefore ſo pleaſe thee to return with us, 
And of our Athens, thine and ours to take 
| Toe Caprainſhip,. thou ſhalt be met with thanks, 
Allowed with ab{olute power, and thy good name 
Live with authority : ſo ſoon we ſhall drive back 
| Of Alcibiades approaches wild 


Hence, pack, there's Gold, ye came for Gold ye Slaves; 


CExennt. 


——— 


Who like a Boar too ſavage, doth root up 
His Countreys Peace. 
2, And ſhakes his threatning Sword 
Againſt the Walls of Athens. 
I. Therefore,Timon. 
Tim, Well Sir, 1 will : therefore I will Sir thus : 
IF Alcibiades kill my Countreymen, ; 
Let elcibiades know this of Timon, 
That Timon Cares not, But if he ſack fair £4; 
And take our goodly aged men by th'Beards, 
Giving our holy Virgins to the ſtain 
Of contumelious, beaſtly, mad-brain'd War : 
Then let him know, and tel! him Timon ſpeaks it. 
In pitty of our aged, and our youth, 
I cannot chuſe bur tell him that | care not, 
And let him tak't at worſt: For their Knives care not 
While you have throats to anſwer. For my ſelf, 
There's not a whittle ia th*unruly Camp, 
But I do prize it at my love, before 
The reverendſt Throat in Athens, So I leave you 
T5 the protection of the proſperous Gods, 
As Thieves to Keepers, 
Stew, Stay not, all's in vaig. 
Tim, Why | was writing of my Epitaph, 
It will be ſeen to Morrow. My long ſickneſs 
Of Health, and Living, now begins to mend, 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live ſtill, 
Be A'cib:abes your plague; you his, 
And laſt ſo long enough. 
1, We ſpeak in vain, | 
Tim. But yet I love my Countrey, and am not 
' One that rejoices in the common wrack, 
' As common bruit doth put it. 
| 1, That's well ſpoke. 
Tim. Commend me to my loving Countrey-men; 
. I. Theſe words become your Lips as they paſs thorow 
them, 
2, And enter into our Ears, like great Triumphers 
In their applauding Gates. 
1m, Commend me to them, 
And tell them, that to eaſe them of their griefs, 
Their fears of Hoſtile ſtrokes, their Aches,loſſes, 
Their pangs of Love, with other incident throes 
That Natures fragile Veſſel doth ſuſtain 
[n lifes uncertain Voyage, I will ſome kindneſs do them, 
lle teach them to prevent wild Alobiades wrath, _ , 
1. [like this well, he will return again. 
Tim, I have a Tree which grows here in my Cloſe, 
That mine own uſe invites me to cut down, 
And ſhortly muſt I fell it. Tell my Friends, 
Tell Athens, in the frequence of degree, 
From high to low throughout, that who ſo pleaſe 
To ſtop Afﬀiction, let him take his haſte ; 
Come hither ere my Tree hath felt the Axe, 
And hang himſelf. I pray you do my greeting. 
Stew, Trouble him no further, thus you ſtill ſhall 
Find him. 
Tim. Come not to me again, but ſay to Arhens, 
Timon hath made his Everlaſting Manſion 
Upon the Beached Verge of the ſalt Flood, 
Which once a day with his emboſſed Froth 
The turbulent Surge ſhall cover ; thither come, 
And let my Grave-ſtone be your Oracle : 
Lips, let four words go by, and Language end : 
What is amiſs, Plague and Infeftion mend, _ 
Graves onely be mens works, and Death their gain; 
Sun, hide thy beams, Timor hath done his Reign. _ 
CExit Timon. 
1, His diſcontents are unremoveably coupled to N+ 
ture, : 
2, Our hope in him is dead : let us return, 
And ſtrain what other means is left unto us 
ln our dear peril. | 


bens, 


' 1, It requires ſwift foot. [ Exeunt. 


Juter! 


—— 


w—_ << 


Timon of Athens. 


Enter two other Senators, with a Meſſenger. 


1. Thou haſt painfully diſcover'd ; are his Files 
As fifil as thy report ? 
Meſ. 1 have ſpoK the leaſt, 
Beſides, his expedition promiſes preſent approach. 
2. We ſtand much hazard, if they bring not Timor. 
Meſ. 1 met a Currief;- one miftte ancient Friend, 
Whom though in general part we were oppos'd, 
Yet our old love made a particular force, 
And made us ſpeak like Friends, This man was riding 
From Alcibiades to Timons Cave, 
With Letters of intreaty, which imported 
His Fellowſhip i'th*cauſe againſt your City, 
ln pact far his ſake moy'd. 


Enter the other Senators. 


1, Here come our Brothers. 
3, No talk of Timon, nothing of him expect, 
The Enemies Drum is heard and fearſul ſcouring 
Doth choak the air with Dult: In, and, prepare, 
Ours is the fall I fear, our Foes the Snare, [Exeunt. 


Enter a Souldier in the Woods ſeeking Timon. 


Sol. By all deſcription this ſhould be the place, 
Who's here ? Speak. ho. No anſwer ? What is this ? 
Timon is dead, who hath out-ſtretcht his ſpan, 

Some Bealt read this; There do's not live a Man. 

Dead ſure, and this his Grave, what's on this Tomb ? 

| cannot read : the CharaQter ile take with Wax, 

Our Captain hath in every figure skill, 

An ag'd interpreter, though young in days : 

Before proud Athens he's fet down by this, 

Whoſe fall the mark of his ambition is. Ent. 

Trampets ſound. Enter Alcibiades with bis Powers 
before Athens, 


Alc. Sound to this Coward and laſcivious Town, 
Our terrible approach, 
Sounds a parigy. 
The Senators appear upon the Walls. 
Till now you have gone on, and filPd the time 
With all Licentious meaſure, making your wills 
The ſcope of Juſtice. Till now my ſelf and ſuch 
As ſlept within the ſhadow of your power 


Have wander'd with our traverſt Arms, and breath'd 
Our ſufferance vainly. Now the time is fluſh, 

When crouching Marrow in the bearer ſtrong 

Cries (of itſelf) no more: Now breathleſs wrong, 


| Shall ſit and pant in your great Chairs of caſe, 


And purſy Inſolence ſhall break his wind 
With- fear and horrid flight. 

1. Sex, Noble and young ; 
When thy firſt griefs were but a meer conceit, 
Ere thou hadſt power, or we had cauſe to fear, 
We ſent to thee, to give thy rages Balm, 
To wipe out our ingratitude, with Loves 
Above their quantity, | 
2. Sodid we wooe 
Transformed Timon to our Cities love 
By humble Meſſage, and by proimis'd means : 
We were not all unkind, nor all deſerve 
The common ſtroke of War. 
1, Theſe Walls of ours 
Were not ereCted by their hands, from whom 
You have receiv'd your grief: Nor are they ſuch, 
That theſe great Towres, Trophees,andSchools ſhould fall 
For private faults in them, ; 


a 


| Or any token of thine hononr elſe, 


| 2, Nor are they living 
Who were the motives that you firſt went out, 
Shame (that they wanted cunning in exceſs) 
Hath broke their hearts, March, Noble Lord, 
Into our City with thy Banners ſpred, 
By decimation and a tythe$ death ;”, 
If thy Revenges hunger fot that Fogd 
Which Nature loaths, takethou the deſtin'd tenth, 
And by the hezard of the ſpotted die, 
Let die the ſpotted, 

1. 'All have not offended : 
For thoſe that were, it is not ſquare to take, 
On thoſe that are, Revenge : Crimes, like Lahds 
Are not inherited, then dear Cotntryman, 
Bring in thy 'fank$z but leave without thy rage; 
Spare thy Atheniah Cradle, and thoſe Kin 
Which in the bluſter of thy wrath muſt fall 
With thoſe that have offended, like a Shepherd, 
Approach the Fold, and cull th* infeQed : 
But kill not all rogether. 
- 2. What thou wilt, 
Thou rather ſhalt enforce it with thy ſmile, 
Than hew to't with thy Sword. 

1. Set but thy foot 
Againſt our rampyr'd Gates, and they ſhall ope : 
So thou wilt ſend thy gentle heart before, 
To fay thouPt enter Friendly. 

2. Throw thy Glove, 


That thou wilt uſe the Wars as thy.zedreſs, 
And not as our Confuſion : All thy Powers 
Shall make their harbour in oor Town till we 
Have feald thy full deſire. Lon 
eAlc, Then there's my Glove, 
D:ſcend and open your uncharged Ports, 
Thofe Enemies of Timons, and mine own _ 
Whom you your ſelves ſhall ſet out for reproof, 
Fall and no more; and to atone your fears 
With my more Noble' meaning, 'not'a man 
Shall paſs bis quarter, or offend the ſtream 
Of Regular Juſtice in your Cities bonnds, 
But ſhall be remedied by your publick Laws 
At heavieſt ahſwer, | | 
Both. Tis moſt Nobly ſpoken. 


_— — _ 


- 4s 


Ale. Deſcend, and keep your words.” ' 


Enter 4 Meſſenger. 


eHeſ. My Noble General, Timon is dead, 
Entomb'd upon the very hem o'th* Sea, | 
And on his Graveſtone, this Inſco which 
With Wax I brought away : whoſe ſoft Impreſſion NY 
lnterprets for my poor Ignorance. ' hk 


Alcibiades reads the Epitaph. 


| Here lies a wretched Coarſe, of wretched Soul bereft, 


Seek, not- my name : LA Plague conſume you Catiffs leſt : 
Hers lie I Timon, who all kving men did bate, | 
Paſs by, and curſe thy fill, but ſtay not here thy gate, 


Theſe well expreſs in thee thy latter ſpirits : 
Though thou abhorrd'ſt in us our hpmane griefs, 
Scornd'(t our Brains flow, and thoſe our droplers, 
From niggard Nature-fall; yet Rich Conceit 
Taught thee to make valt Ne weep for aye 
On thy low Grave : on faults forgiven, Dead 
Is Noble Timon, of whoſe Memory _ 

Hereafter more? Bring me into your City, 

And I will uſe the Olive with my Sword: 


which 


Make War breed Peace ; make peace ſtint War,make each 
Preſcribe to other, as cach others Leach; . 
Let our Drums ſtrike, [Exe.nt. 


| 


THE; 
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THE 


TRAGEDY 


O 


JULIUS 


F 


CASAR 


oAGus Primus. 


Enter Flavius, Murellus, and certain Commoners over 


the Stage, 


Is this a Holy-day ? What, know you not 
(Being Mechanical) you ought not walk 

Upoh a labouring day, without the ſign 
Ot your Profeſſion ?, Speak, what Trade art thou ? 

Car. Why Sir, a Carpenter. | 

Mur, Where 1s thy Leather Apron, and thy Rule? 
What doſt thou with thy beſt apparel on ? 
You ſir, what Trade are.you ? | | 

Cob. Truly Sir, in reſpect of a fine workman, ham but 
as you wonld ſay, a Cobler. 

Mur. But what Trade art thou? anſwer me direCtly. 

Cob. A Trade, Sir, that I hope I may uſe with a fafe 
Conſcience, which is indeed, Sir, a mender of bad ſoals. 

Fla. What Trade thou Knave ? Thou naughty Knave, 
what Trade ? x 

Cob. Nay I beſeech you Sir, be not out with me: yet 
if you be out Sir, | can mend you. 

Mur. What mea? thou by that «- Mend me, thou 
ſawcy fellow ? | 

Cob. Why Sir, Cobble you. . 

Fla. Thou art a Cobler, art thou ? | 

Cob. Truly Sir, all that I live by is with the Awl : 1 


Flav. H Ence: home you idle Creatures, get you home: 


{| meddle with no Tradeſmans matters, nor Womans mat- 


ters; but withal, Iam indeed, Sir a Surgeon to old Shooes, 
when they are in great danger, I recover them. As pro- 
per men as ever trod upon Neats-Leather, have gone up- 
on my handy work. 

Fla. But wherefore art not in thy Shop to day ? 


Why doſt thou lezd theſe men about the ſtreets ? 


Cob. Truly Sir, to wear out their Shooes, to get my 
ſelf into more work. But indeed Sir, we make Holy-day 
to ſee Ceſar, and to rejoyce in his Triumph. 

Mur. Wherefore rejoyce ? 

What Conqueſt brings he home ? 


| What Tributaries follow him to Rome, 


To grace in Captive Bonds his Chariot Wheels ? 
You blocks, you ſtones, you worſe than ſenſeleſs things : 


; 


O you hard hearts, you crucl men of Rome, 


'| Knew you.not Pompey many a time and off ? 


Have you climb'd up to Walls and Battlements, 
To Towers and Windows ? Yea to Chimney tops, 
Your Infants in your Arms, and there have fate 
The live-long day with patient expeCtation, 

To ſee great Pompey paſs the ſtreets of Rome : 

And when you Fs his Chariot but appear, 


| Have you not made an Univerſal ſhout, 


That Tyber trembled underneath her banks 


'| When he doth run his courſe. 


—————— 


Scena Prima. 


To hear the replication of your ſounds, 
Made in her Concave Shores ? 
And do you now put on your belt attire ? 
And do you now cull out an Holy-day ? 
And do you now ſtrew Flowers in his way, 
That comes ig Triumph over Pompey's blood ? 
Be gone, | 
Run to your Houſes, fall upon your knees, 
Pray to the Gods to intermit the Plague 
That needs muſt light on this ingratitude. 
Fla. Go, go, good Countrymen, and for this fault 
Aſſemble all the poor men of your ſort 
Draw them to Tyber banks, and weep your tears 
Into the Channel, till the loweſt ſtream 
Do kiſs the moſt exalted Shores of all. 
[Exennt all the Commoners, 
See where their baſeſt mettle be not moy'd, 
They vaniſh tongue-ty'd in their guiltineſs : - 
Go you down that way towards the Capitol, 
This way will I: Diſrobe the Images, 
If you do find them deck'd with Ceremonies. 
Mur. May we do ſo? 
You know it is the Feaſt of Lupercal. 
Fla. It is no matter, Jet no Images 
Be hung with the Ceſar's Trophies : Il about, 
And drive away the Vulgar from the ſtreets ; 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick. 
Theſe growing Feathers, pluck*d from Ceſar's wing, 
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch, 
Who elſe would ſore above the view of men. 
And keep us all in ſervile fearfulgeſs. [ Exeunts 
Enter Czſar, Antony for the Courſe, Calphurnia, Portia, 
Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Caſſius, Caska , 4 Sooth- 
ſayer : after them Murellus and Flavius, 


Caf. Calphurnia, 

(4k, Peace ho, Ceſar ſpeaks, 

Ceſ. Calphurnia. 

Caip. Here my Lord. 

of Stand you directly in Antonio's way, 


eAntono. 
Ant, Ceſar, my Lord. 


Ceſ. Forget not in your ſpecd, Antonio, 


To touch Calphurma : for our Elders ſay, 


The barren touched in this. holy chaſ, 
Shake off their ſteril curſe, 
Ant. 1 ſhall remember 
When Ceſar ſays, Do this; it is perform'd. 
Ceſ. Set on, and leave no Ceremony out, 
Sooth. Caſar. Col 


-_— -—— 


we. 


T he Tragedy of Julius Czar. 


Ceſ. Ha ! Who calls? 

Ca k. Bid every noile be ſtil] : peace yet again, 

Ceſ. Who is it in the preſs, that calls on me ? 
| hear a tongue ſhriller than all the Muſick 
Cry, Ceſar : Speak, Ceſar is turn'd to hear. 

Sooth. Beware the Ides of Marche 

Ceſ. What man is that ? 

Br. A Sooth-ſayer bids yowbeware the Ides of March. 

Ceſ. Set him before me, let me ſee his face, 

Caſſs. Fellow, come from the throng, look upon Ceſar. 

Ceſ. What ſay'lt thon to me now ? Speak once again. 

Sooth, Beware the Ides of March. 

Ce/. He is a Dreamer, let us leave him : Paſs. 

Senates Exeunt. Manent Brut. & Caſli. 

Caſſi. Will you go ſee the order of the courſe ? 

Brut. Not I. 

Caſſi. 1 pray you do. 

Brut, | am not Gameſom : I do lack ſome part 
Of that quick Spirit that is in Antony : 

Let me not hinder Caſſzs, your deſires 
[1] leave you. 

Caſſi. Brutus, 1 do obſerve you now of late : 
| have not from your eyes that gentleneſs 
And ſhew of Love, as | was'wont to have : 

You bear too ſtubborn, and too ſtrange a hand 
Over your Friends, that love you. 

Bru. Caſſius. 

Be not deceiv'd : if I have veild my look, 

[ turn the trouble of my Countenance 

Meerly upon my ſelf. Vexed I am 

| Of late, with paſſions of: fome difference, 
Conceptions only proper to. my* ſelf, 

Which give ſome ſoil (perhaps) to my Behaviours : 
But let not therefore my good friends be griev'd 
(Among which number Caſſizs be you one) 

Nor conſtrne any further my neglect, 

Than that poor Brutw with himielf at War 
Forgets the ſhews of Love to other men. - 

Caſſi. Then Brutws, 1 have much miſtook your paſſion, 
By means whereof, this Breaſt of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great value, worthy Cogitations. 

Tell me good Brutws, can you fee your face ? 
Brx. No Caſſixe : 

For the eye ſees not himſelf: but by refleCtion, 
By ſome other things. 

+ Caſſe. *Tis juſt, 

And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 

That you have no ſuch mirrors, as will turn 
Your hidden worthineſs into your eye, 

That you might ſee your ſhaqpw : 

| have heard, 

Where many of the beſt reſpeCt in Rome, 
(Except Immortal Ceſar) ſpeaking of Brutus, 
And groaning underneath this ages yoak, 
Have wiſh'd that Noble Brat had his eyes. 
Bru. Into what dangers would you 

Lead me, Caſſins ? 

That you would have me ſeek into my ſelf, 
For that which is not in me ? 

{aſſi. Therefore good Brutus be prepar'd to hear 
And lince you know you cannot ſee your ſelf 
So well as by refleCtion ; I your Glaſs, 

Will modeſtly diſcover to your ſelf 

That of your felf,, which yet you know not of, 
And be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus, 
Were [ a common Laughter, or did uſe 

To ſtale with ordinary Oaths my Love 

To every new Proteſtor : if you know, 

That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard, 
And after ſcandal them : or if you know, 

That I profeſs in Banqueting 

To all the Rout, then hold me dangerovs. 
Flouriſh and Shout. 


Bru. What means this Shouting ? 


\The Torrent roar'd, and we did buffer it 


| do fear the people chooſe Ceſcr 

For their King, 
Caſſi. I, do-you fear it ? 

Then muſt I think you would not have it &. 
Bru, 1 would not, Caſſizs, yet [ love him well - 

But wherefare do you hold me here fo long ? 

What is it, that you would impart to me ? 

[f it be ought coward the general good, 

Set Honour in one eye, and Death i'th'other, 

And I will look on both indifferently : 

For let the Gods ſo ſpeed me, as 1 love 

The name-of Honour,” more than 'l ſear Death. 
Caſſe. I know that vertue to be in you, Brutus, 

As well as I do know your outward favour, 

Well, Honour is the Subje& of my Story : 

| cannot tell, what you and other men 

Think of this life : But my ſingle ſelf, 

| had as lief not be, as live to be 

In awe of ſuch a thing, as I my ſelf, 

| was born free as Ceſar, ſo were you, 

We both have fed as well, and we can both 

Endure the Winters cold, as well as he, 

For once upon a Raw and Gnſty Day, 

The troubled Tyber chafing with her Shores, 

Ceſar ſays to me, dar*ſt thou Caſſius now 

Leap in with me into this angry Flood, 

And fwim to yonder Point ? Upon the word, 

Accounted as | was, I plunged 1n, 

And bad him follow : fo indeed he did. 


With Juſty Sinews, throwing it aſide, 
And ſtemming it with hearts of Controverſie. 
But e*ce we could arrive the Point propos'd, 
Ceſar cry'd, Help me Caſſie, or 1 ſink. 
| (as «/Enear, our great Anceftor, 
Did frm the Flames of Troy, upon his ſhoulder 
The old <Anchiſes bear ) ſo, from the Waves of Tyber 
Did I the tired Ceſar : And this Man .- © 
Is now become a God, and Caſſius is A 
A wretched Creature, and mult bend his body, 
If Ceſar carelefly but nod on him, 
He had a Feaver when he was in Spas 
And when the Fit was on him, I did mark 
How he did ſhake : *Tis true, this God did ſhake, 
His Coward lips did from their colour flye, 
And that ſame eye, whoſe bend doth awe the World, 
Did loſe his Luſtre : I did hear him groan : 
I, and that tongue of his that bad the Romans 
Mark him, and writ his Speeches in their Books, 
Alas! it cryed, Give me ſome drink, Titans, 
As a ſick Girl: Ye Gods, it doth amaze me, 
A man of ſuch a feeble temper ſhould 
So get the ſtart of the Majeſtick World, 
And bear the Palm alone. 
Shout, 
Bru. Another general ſhout ? 
[ do believe, that theſe applauſes-are 
For ſome new Honours that are heap'd on Ceſar, 
Caſſi. Why man, he doth beſtride the narrow'V Vorld 
Like a Coloſſus, and we petty men 
VValk under his huge Legs, and peep about 
To find our ſelves diſhonourable Graves, 
Men at ſome time, are Maſters of their Fates. 
The fault (dear Brutxs) is not in our Stars, 
But in our ſelves, that we are Underlings. 
Brutus and Ceſar : VVhat ſhould be in that Ceſar ? 
Why ſhould that name be ſounded more than yours ? 
Write them together :. yours is as fair a Name: 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well, 


Flouriſh. 


- VVeigh them, it is as heavy : Conjure with 'em man, 


Brutus will ſtart a Spirit as ſoon as Ceſar. 

Now in the names of all the Gods at once, 
Upon what meat doth this our Ceſar feed, ; 
That he is grown ſo great ? Age, thou art ſham'd. 


_— 


Rome, 


© 


22 The Tragedy of Julius Czfar. : 


Rome, thou haſt loſt the breed of noble Blouds. 
When went there by an Age, ſince the great Flond, 
But it was fam'd with more than with one man ? 
When could they ſay (till now) that talk®d of Rome, 
That her wide walks incompaſt but one man ? 
Now is it Rome indeed, and Room enough 
When there is in it but one only man. 
O ! youand I, have heard our Fathers ſay, 
There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd 
T1.? eternal Devil to keep his State in Rome, 
As eaſily as a King. ety 

Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous: . 
What you would work me to, I have ſome aim: 
How I have thought of this, and of theſe times 
[ ſhall recount hereafter : For this preſent, 
| would not ſo (with love I might entreat you) 
Be any further moy'd : What you have ſaid, 
[ will conſider : what you have to ſay 
[ will with patience hear, and find a time | 
Both meet to hear, and anſwer ſuch high things. 
Till then, my noble Friend, chew upon this : 
Brutw had rather be a Villager, 
Than to repute himſelf a Son of Rome 
Under theſe hard Conditions, as this time 
[s like to lay upon us. 

Caſſi. lam glad that my weak words 
Have ſtruck but chus much ſhew ot fire from Bratw. 


Enter Czſar and his Train, 


Bru.” The Games are done, 
And Ceſar is returning, 
Caſſi. As they paſs by, 
Pluck Caka by the Sleeve, 
And he will (after his ſowre faſhion) tell you 
What hath proceeded worthy note to day, ® 

Bru. I will do ſo: but look you, Cafſus, 
Theangry ſpot doth blow on Ceſars brow, 

And all the reſt look like a chidden train ; 
Calphurnia's Cheek is pale, and Cicero 

Looks with ſuch Ferret, and ſuch fiery Eyes 

| As we have ſeen him in the Capitol 

- | Being croſt in Conference, by ſome Senators. 

Caſſi. Caska will tell us what the matter is. 

(eſ. Antonio, 

Ant, Ceſar. 

Ceſ. Let me have men about me that are fat, 
Sleek-headed men, and ſuch as ſleep a nights : 
Yond Caſſixs has a lean and hungry look, 

He thinks too much - ſuch men are dangerovs. 

Ant. Fear him not, Ceſar, he's not dangerous, 
He is a Noble Roman, and well given. 

Ceſ. Would he were fatter z But I fear mnot: 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 

I do not know the man I ſhould avoid, 
So ſoon as that ſpare Caſſius. He reads much, 
He is a great Obſerver, and he looks 
Quite through the Deeds of men, He loves no Playes, 
As thou doſt Antony : he hears no Mulick : 
Seldom he ſmiles, and ſmiles in ſuch a ſort 
As if he mock'd himſelf, and ſcorn'd his ſpirit 
That could be moy'd to ſmile at any thing, 
Such men as he, be never at hearts caſe 
Whiles they behold a greater than themſelves, 
And therefore are they very dangerous, 
I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd, ' 
Than what I fear : for always Iam Ceſar, 
Come on my right hand, for this Ear is deaf, 
And tell me truly, what thou think'ſt of him. 
Sennit. 
[Exeunt Czſar and his Train. 

Catk, You pull'd me by the Cloak, would you ſpeak 
with me? 

Bru, I Caska, tell us what hath chanc'd to day 


A 


That Ceſar looks ſo ſad. 
Cask. Why you were with him, were you not > 
Bru, I ſhould not then ask C aka what had chanc'4 
Catk, Why there was a Crown offer'd him, and bein 
offer*d him, he put it by with the back of his hang thus 
and then the people fell a ſhouting. ” 
Bru. What was the ſecond noile for ? 
(4. Sy for that too, 
Caſſi. They ſhouted thrice : what was the 
A. Why for that too. | =<y fr} 
Bru. Was the Crown offer'd him thrice ? 
Cark. | marry was't, and he put it by thrice, every 


1 time gentler than other; and at every putting by, mine 


honeſt Neighbours ſhouted. 

Caſſi, Who offer*d him the Crown ? 

Caxk, Why, Antony. 

Bru, Tell us the manner of it, gentle Caks, 

Cask, I can as well be hang'd as tell the manner of it 
It were meer Foolery, I did not mark it. 1 ſaw Mark. 


" Antony offer him a Crown, yet *twas not a Crown neitiic; . 


"twas one of theſe Coronets : and as [| told you, he put i 
by once : but for all that, to my thinking, he would fain 
have had it. Then he offered it to him again: then he 
put it by again : but to my thinking , he was very loth 
to lay his Fingers oft it. And then he offered it the third 
time : he pur it the third time by, and ſtill as he refus's 
it, the rabblement houted, and clapp'd their chopt hands, 
and threw up-their ſweaty Night-Caps, and uttered (uch 
a deal of _— breath, becauſe Ceſar refus'd the 
Crown, that it had (almoſt) choaked Ceſar : for he 
ſwoonded, and fell down at it : And for mine own part. 
I durſt not laugh, for fear of opening my Lips, and re. 
ceiving the bad Air. | 

Caſſe, But ſoft I pray you: what did Ceſar ſwound ? 

Cak, He fell down in the Market-place, and foam'd 
at mouth, and was ſpeechleſs. 

Brut. *Tis very like he hath the falling. ſickneſs, 

Caſſi. No, Ceſar hath it not : but you, and I. 

And honeſt Ceckg, we have the falling ſickneſs. 

Cask, | know not what you mean by that, but I am ſure 
Ceſar fell down, if the tag rag people did not clap him, 
and hiſs him, according as he pleas'd, and diſpleas'd 
them, as they uſe to do the Players in the Theatre, I am 
no true man, 

Brut, What ſaid he, when he came unto himſelf? 

Cask, Marry, before he fell down, when he perceiv'd 
the common Herd was glad he refus'd the Crown, he 
pluckt me ope his Doubler, and offer'd them his Throat 
rocut: and I had been a man of any Occupation , if 1 
would not have taken him at a word, I would I might 
go to Hell among the Rogues, and ſo he fell. When 
he came to himſelf again, he ſaid, If he had done, or 
ſaid any thing amiſs, he deſir'd their worſhips to think 
it was his infirmity, Three or four Wenches where 1 
ſtood , cryed, Alas good Soul, and forgave him with 
all their hearts : But there's no heed to be taken of them; 
if Ceſar had ſtabb'd their Mothers, they would have done 
no leſs. 

Brut, And after that, he came thus ſad away. 

Cask, I. 

Caſſi, Did Cicero ſay any thing ? 

Cak, I, he ſpoke Greek. 

Caſſi. To what effect ? gods 

Catk, Nay, and [ tell you that, Ple ne're look you i th 
face again. But thoſe that underſtood him, ſmil'd at one 
another, and ſhook their heads : but for mine own part it 
was Greek to me. I could tell you more news too: 14 
rellus and Flavics, for pulling Scarfls off Ceſars Images, 
are put to ſilence, Fare you well. There was more Foolery 
yet, if I could remember it. 

(aſſi. Will you ſup with me to night, Cake ? 

Cask, No, I am promis'd forth, 

Caſſi. Will you dine with me to morrow ? 


Cask. 
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Cack, I, if 1 be alive, and your mind hold, and your 
Dinner worth the cating, | 
Caſſi. Good, | will expect you, 
Cuik, Do lo : farewel both. 
Bru, What a blunt fellow is this grown to be? 
He was quick Mettle, when he went to School, 
Caſſi. 50 1s he now, in Execution 
Of any bold or noble Enterprize, 
How-ever he puts on this tardy form : 
This Rudeneſs is a Sawce to his good wit, 
Which gives men ſtomach to digeſt his words 
With better Appetites. 
Brut, And fo it is : 
For this time I will leave yon : 
To morrow if you pleaſe to ſpeak with me, | 
| will come home to you z or if you will, 
Come home to me, and | will wait for you. 
Caſſi. 1 will do fo : till then, think of the World. 
[Exit Brutus, 


[Extt. 


Well Bratss, thou art Noble : Yet I ſee 
| Thy honourable Metal may be wrought 
From that it is diſpos'd, therefore *tis meet, 
That Noble minds keep ever with their likes : 
For who ſo firm, that cannot be feduc'd ? | 
Ceſar doth bear me hard, but he loves Brutus. | 
If | were Brutus now, and he were Caſſms, 
He ſhould not humor me, I will this night, 
[n ſeveral hands, in at his Windows throw, 
As if they cane from ſeveral Citizens, 
Writings, all tending to the great opinion | 
That Rome holds of his Name :- wherein obſcurely 
Ceſars ambition ſhall be glanced at. 
And after this, let Ceſar ſat him ſure, 
For we will ſhake him, or worſe days endure. - ' [| Exvt. | 
Thunder and Lightning.” Enter Caska, 

and Cicero. 


Cic. Good even, Caska: brought you (ſar home ? 
Why are you breathleſs, and why ſtare you fo ? 

Cask, Are hot you mov'd, when all the ſway of Earth 
Shakes, like a thing unfirm ? O Cicero, | 

| have ſeen Tempelts, when the ſcolding Winds 
Have riv'd the knotty Oaks, and I have ſeen 

Th' ambitious Ocean ſwell, and rage, ard foam, 

To be exalted with the threatning Clouds: 

But never till to night, never till now, 

Did 1 gothfough a Tempeſt-dropping-fire. 

Either chere is a Civil ſtrife 1n Heaven, 

Or elſe the World, too fawcy with the Gods, 

lncenſes them to ſend deſtruction. 

Cc, Why, ſaw you any thing more wonderful ? 
Cask, A common ſlave, yon know him well by fight, 
Held up his ſeft hand, which did flame and burn 

Like twenty Torches join'd ; and yet his hand, 

Not ſenſible of fire, remain'd unſcorch'd. 

Beſides, I ha? not ſince put up my Sword, 

Againſt the Capitol I meta Lion, 

Who glaz'd upon me, and went ſurly by, 

Without annoying me. And there were drawn 

Upon a heap, a hundred gaftly Women, 

Transformed with their fear, who ſwore, they ſaw 
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the ſtreets. 

And yeſterday, the Bird of Night did ſit, 

Even at Noon day, upon the Market place, _ 
Houting, and ſhreeking. When theſe Prodigies 
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But men may conſtrue things after their faſhion, 
Clean from the purpoſe of the things themſelves. 
Comes Ceſar up the Capitol.to morrow ? 


OR 


Mean to eſtabliſh Coſt | 
And, he ſhall weat his' Crown by Sea, and Land; 
In every place, fave here in ral, 


Cask, He doth : for he did bid Antozio 
Send word to you, he would be there to morrow. 
Cic. Good-night then, Carka : 
This diſtarbed Sky is/not to walk in. 
Cask, Farewel, Cicero, [Exit Cicero. 
Enter Caſſius. 


Caſſi. Who's there ? 
Caik, A Romane. 
Caſſs. Caska, by your Voice, 
Cask, Your Ear is good. 
Caſſius, What night is this ? 
Caſſi. A very pleaſing night to honeſt men. 
Caik, Who ever knew the Heavens menace ſo? 
p 4 Thoſe that have known the Earth fo full of 
aults, 
For my part I have walk'd about the ſtreets, 
Submitting me unto the perillovs Night : 
And thus unbraced, Casks, bs you ſee, 
Have bar'd my Boſom to the Thunder-ſtone : 


| And when the croſs, blue- Lightning feem'd to open 
| The Breaſt of Heaven, T4id preſent my ſelf 


Even in the aim, and very flaſh of tt.  (vens? 
Caik, But wherefere-did-you ſo friuch tempt the Hea- 
[t is the part ofi men; fo fear #rill tremble, 
When the moſt Mighty Gads by tokens ſend 
Such dreadful Hetalds,” ro aſtoniſh us: + 
Caſſi. You ate &vl, "Cake 2 if 
And thoſe ſparks of Life that ſhould be in a Roman, . 
You do want, of elle yor-uſe nor,” my 
You look pale, and-#476; and piton Fear, 


| And caſt your ſelf in wonder, 


To ſee the ſtrange implbience of the Heavens : 

But if on would conſider the true cauſe, | 

Why fl theſ@fifes," wy all/theſe gliding Gholts, 

Why Birds and Yeats, from quality and kind, . 

way pry og bs o_ calculate: %y 

Vhy all theſe thir nge from their Ordinance, 
ir Natures, AO PRE Fort Fatulties, hs 

To monſtrous quality z why you ſhall find, 

That Heaven hah iff hen with theſe Spitits, 

To make them iaſtfmetnts of feat; and warning, 

Unto ſome monſtrous State, &" EY 
Now could 1 (Caka)) name to theea man, 

Moſt like this &reddfut Night,” © © 

That Thunders, Lightens, 'opeftts Graves, and tears, 

As doth the Lyon in the Capitol y' +  * 

A man no mightier than thy (elf, "or me, 

[n perſonal action ; yet prodigious 1 Apts 


And fearful ay theſe ftrange eruptions are« 
Catk, "Tis that yoo meay, 
Is it wot, CHeP® 2 Hts - 96 nes 


Caſſi. Let it be wh6@t is; fot'R glans now 
Have Sinews and Lftnbs like to their Anceſtors ; 


But woe the while, out Fathers minds ate dead; 
And we are gov 
Our yoke, and” 


*4 with our Mothers ſpirits, 
{ehitice: ſhew vs Womaniſh. 
Cak, Indeed, they fay,” the Senators to morrow 
as a King: 


Caſſi. 1 know where'f will wear this Dagger then 


Caſſm from botidage will deliver Caſſius - 
Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak moſt ſtrong ; 
Therein, ye Gods; you kd beg rr 


Do fo conjointly meet, let not men ſay, _* | Nor ſtony Tower, for Walls of aten Braſs, 

Theſe are thei Reaſors; they are Natural: Nor air-leſs Dutigeon, nor Links of Iron, 

For I believe, they are' portentous things Can be retentiye t9 the ſtfe: kh _ of 

Unto the Climate, that they point upon. * But Life being weaty of theſe Wotldly Bars, 
Ge. Indeed, it is a ſtrange diſpoſedtime : Nevet lacks powet t6diltitify it ſe.” © 


+.* | If I know this, -ka6iv all che World befides, 
That pert of Tyranify:that I do Gear, 
[ can 


ke off af pleafore. 
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Cask, So can 1: 

So every Bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to Cancel his Captivity. 

Caſſi. And why ſhould (ſar be a Tyrant then? 
Poor man, I know he would not be a Wolf, 

But that he ſees the Romans are but Sheep ; 

He were no Lyon, were not Romans Hinds, 
Thoſe that with haſte will make a mighty fire, 
Begin it with weak Straws. What traſh is Rome ? 
What Rubbiſh, and what Offal ? when it ſerves 
For the baſe matter, to illuminate | 

So vile a thing as Ceſar. But oh grief! 
Where haſt thou led me? I (perhaps) ſpeak this 
Before a willing Bondman : then I know 

My anſwer muſt be made. But I amarm'd, 
And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Cask. You ſpeak to Cacks, and to ſuch a man, 
That is no flearing Tell-tale. Hold, my hagd: 
Be factious for redreſs of all theſe Griefs, 

And 1 will ſet this foot of mine as far, 
As who goes fartheſt. 'L 

Caſſi. There's a Bargain made. 

Now know you, Cake, I have mov'd already 
Some certain of the Nobleſt minded Romans 
To under-go, with me, an entecprize, 

Of Honourable dangerous conſequence ; 

And I do know by this, they ſtay for me 

ln Pompey's Porch ; for now this fearful night, 
There is no ſtir, or walking in the ſtreets, 
And the Complexion of the Element 

Is Favours, like the work we have in hand, 
Moſt bloody, fiery, and, moſt terrible. 


| ; LY 
Enter Cinna. ; 


Mid 1.8 , 4 ; 
, ack, Stand cloſe a while, for here comes* one in 
aſte, - - re 
Caſſi..* Tis Cinna, I do know im by his Gate, » 
He is a Friend. Cinna, where haſte ;you ſo ? | 
Cinna, To find, out you : + Who's that , ,jAdetellns 
Cymber ? TT ' p LU 
Caſſi. No, it is Cake, one; incorporate 
To our Attempts.. Am I not ſtaid for; Cinpa ? 
(in. lam glad on't. | os 
What a feartul Night ? = EY 
There's two or three of us have -ſeen ſtrapge ſights.: 
. Caſſi. Aml not ſtaid for ? tell me. 
Cin, Yes, you are, O Caſſus, . 
If you could but win the Noble Brutws 
To our party — | 
Caſſi. Be you content. + Good Cinna. take this paper, 
And look you lay it in the Prztors Chair, 
| Where Brutw may but find it : and throw this 
In at his Window ; ſet this up with Wax 
Upon old Brutus Statue : all this dong | 
Repair to Pompey's Porch, where you ſhall find us. 
Is Decizs Brutus and Trebonius there ? 
Cin. All, but Metellus Cymber, and:he's gone 
To ſeek you at your Houſe. Well, I will hie, 
And ſo beſtow theſe papers as you bad me. 
Caſſi. That done, repair to Pompey's Theater. 
LCExit, Cinna, 
Come Casks, you and I will yet, ere day, 
See Brutus at his Houſe ; three parts.of him 
Is ours already, and the man entire | 
Upon the next encounter, yields him ours. 
Cack. O, he ſits high in all the peoples hearts : 
{| And that which would appear offence in us, 
His Countenance, like richeſt Alchymy, 
Will change to Vertue, and to Worthineks 
Caſſi». Him, and his worth, and our great need of him, 
You have right well conceited : let us go, 
For it is after Mid-night, and ere day, 
| We will awake him, and be ſure of him, CExeunt. 


— — 


Aus Secundys. 


_ AED WAY 
Enter Brutus #2 his Orchard, 


Bru. \ \ / Hat Lucins, hoe ? 
I cannot, by the progreſs of the 
Give gueſs how near to day — Lucins, | ſay? 


I would it were my fault co ſleep ſo ſoundly, 
When Lucius, when ? awake, I ſay : what Lucius ? 


Stars, 


Enter Lucius. 


Luc. CalPd you, my Lord? 
Bru. Get mea Taper in my Study, Lucixs : 
When it is lighted, come and call me here, 
Luc. I will, my Lord. [Exit 
Bru. It muſt be by his death: and for my part, 
I know no perſonal cauſe, to ſpurn at him, 
But for the general, He would be crown'd : 
How that might change his Nature, theres the queſtion ? 
[t is the bright day, that brings forth the Adder, 
And that craves wary walking : Crown him that, 
And then I-grant we put a ſting in him, 
That at his will he may do danger with, 
TH abuſe of Greatneſs, is, when it disjoins 
Remorle from power : And to ſpeak truth of Ceſar 
I have not known, when his affections ſway'd ; 
More than his Reaſon. But *tis a common proof, 
That Lowlineſs is young Ambitions Ladder, 


| Whereto the Climber upward turns his face : 


But when he once attaihs the upmoſt Round, 

He then unto the Ladder turns his back, 

Looks 1a the Clouds, ſcorning the baſe degrees 
By which he did aſcend : ſo Ceſar may ; 

Then leſt he may, prevent. And ſince the quarrel 
Will bear no colour, for the thing he is, 

Faſhion it thus z that what he is augmented, 
Would run to theſe, and theſe extremities : 

And therefore think him as a Serpents Egge, 
Which hatch*d, would as his kind grow miſchievous; 
And kill him jn the ſhell. 


Enter Lucius. 


Luc. The Taper burneth in your Cloſet, Sir : 
Searching the Window for a Flint, I found 
This Paper, thus ſeal'd up, and Iam fure 
It did not lye there when 1 went to Bed. 
Gwoes him the Letter, 
Bru, Get you to Bed again, it is not day : 
Is not to Morrow (Boy) the firſt of March ? 
Luc. 1 know not, Sir, 
Bru, Look in the Kalendar, and bring me word, 
Luc, I will, Sir. [Exs, 
Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air, 
Give ſo much light : that 1 may read by them. 
Opens the Letter and reads, 


Brutus, thou ſleep'f# ; awake, and jee 7 ſelf : 


" Shall Rome, &-c. Jpeak,, firike, redreſs. 


Brutus, thou ſleep'ſt : awake. 

Such inſtigations have been often dropt. 

Where I have took them up : 

Shall Rome, &c. Thus muſt I piece it out: 

Shall Rome ſtand under one mans awe? What Ryme ? 
My Anceſtors did from the ſtreets of Rowe 
The Targuin drive, when he was call'd a King, 
Speak, ſtrike, redreſs, Am lentreated 
To ſpeak, and ſtrike? O Rome, I make thee promile, 
If the redreſs will follow, thou receiveſt 


Thy full Petition at the hand of Brutus PORE 
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Enter Lucius. 


Luc. Sir, March is waſted fifteen days, 
[Knock within, 
Bru. 'Tis good. Goto the Gate, ſome body knocks ; 
Since Caſſius firſt did whet me againſt Ceſar, 
| have not ſlept. 
Between the acting of a dreadful thing, 
And the firſt motion, all the Inter is 
Like a Phantaſma, or a hideous Dream : 
The Genius, and the mortal inſtruments 
Are then in counſel ;, and the ſtate of man, * 
Like to a little Kingdom, ſuffers then 
The nature of an inſurrection, 


Enter Lucius. 


Lac. Sir, *tis your Brother Caſſaxs at the door, 

Who doth deſire to ſee you. 

Br. 1s he alone ? 

Luc. No, Sir, there are moe with him. 

Bru, Do you know them ? 

Luc. No, Sir, their Hats are pluck'd about their Ears, 
And half their Faces buried in their Cloaths, 

That by no means I may diſcover them, 

By any mark of favour, 

Bry. Let them enter : 

They are the Faftion, O Conſpiracy, 

Sham'ſt thou to ſhew thy dang*rous Brow by Night, 
When evils are moſt free? O then, by day 

Where wilt thou find a Cavern dark enough, 

To mask thy monſtrous Viſage ? Seek none, Conſpiracy, 
Hide it in Smiles, and Afﬀability : 

For if thou path thy native ſemblance on, 

Not Erebus it ſelf were dim enough, 

To hide thee from prevention. 


Enter the Conſpirators, Caſſius, Caska, Decius, Cinna, 
Metellus, and Trebonius. 


Caſſi. 1 think we are too bold upon your Reſt : 

Good morrow, Brutus, Co we trouble youP 

Bru, 1 have been up this hour, awake all Night : 
Know [ theſe men; that come along with you ? 

Caſſi. Yes, every man of them ; and no man here 
But honours you: and every ene doth wiſh, 

You had but that opinion of your ſelf, 

Which every Noble Roman bears of you. 

This is Trebonus. 

Bru, He is welcome hither, 

Caſſi, This, Decius Brutus, 

Bru. He is welcome too. : 

Caſſi. This , Caka; this, Gina; and this Adetellus 
Cimber, 

Bru, They are all welcome. 

What watchful cares do interpoſgthemſelves 

Betwixt your Eyes and Night ? 
Caſſi, Shall I intreat a word ? [They whiſper. 
Dec, Here lies the Eaſt : doth not the Day break here ? 
Cask, No. : 

Gn. O pardon, Sir, it doth, and yon grey Lines, 
That fret the Clouds, are Meſſengers of Day. | 

Cask, You ſhall confeſs that you are both deceiv'd : 
Here as | point my Sword, the Sun ariſes, 

Which is a great way growing on the South; 

Weighing the youthful Seaſon of the year. 

Some two months hence, up higher toward the North 
He firſt preſents his fire, and the high Eaſt 
Stands as the Capitol, directly here. 

Bru, Give me your hands all over, one by one 
Caſſi. And let us ſwear our reſolution. 
Br. No, not an Oath : if not the face of 
The {ufferance of our ſouls, the times abufe 4 


lk : 
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If theſe be motives weak, break off betinies 
And every man hence, to his idle bed : ; 
S0 let high-lighted-Tyranny range on 
Till each man drop by Lottery. Bur if theſe 
(As Iam ſure they do) bear fire enough 
To kiadle Cowards, and to ſteel with valour 
The melting Spirits of women ; Then, Countrymey: 
What need we any ſpur, but our own cauſe 7 
To prick us to redreſs What other Bond, 
Then ſecret Romans, that have ſpoke the word, 
And will not palter ? And what other Oath; 
Than Honeſty to Honeſty engag'd, 
That this ſhall be, or we will fall for it. 
Swear Prieſts and Cowards, and men cauteloug; ' 
Old feeble Carrions, 4nd ſuch ſuffering ſouls 
That welcome wrongs : Unto bad caules, ſwear 
Such Creatures as men doubt z but do not ain 
The even vertue of our Enterprize, 
Nor th'infuppreſſive Mettle of our Spirits, 
To think, that or our Cauſe, or our Performance 
Did need an Oath, When every drop of blood 
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears; 
Is guilty of a ſeveral Baſtardy, 
[f he doth break the ſmalleſt Particle 
Of any promiſe that bath: paſt from him. 
Caſſi. But what of Cicero? Shall we ſound him? 
[ think he will ſt=nd very ſtrong with vs. 
Cack, Let ns not leave him our, 
Cin. No, by no means. 
Met. O let us have him, for his ſilver hairs 
Will purchaſe'us a good opinion. 
And buy mens voices, to commend our deeds : 


It ſhall be ſaid, his judgment ruPd our hands, 


Our youths, and wildneſs, ſhall no whit appear, 
But all be buried in his gravity. 

Br. O name him not; let us not break with him. 
For he will never follow any thing h 
That other men begin. 

Caſſi. Then leave him out. 

Cask; Indeed, he is not fir, 

- Dec, Shall no man elſe be touch'd, but only Caeſar? 

Caſſs. Decins, Well urg'd : I think it is not meet, + 
Mark Antony, ſo well belov'd of Ceſar, | 
Should out-live Ceſar, we ſhall find of him 
A ſhrewd Contriver. And you know, his means; 
if he improve them, may well ſtretch ſo far 
As to annoy us all : which to'prevent, 

Let Antony and Ceſar fall together. 

Bru. Our courſe will ſeem too bloody, Caius Caſſuns, 
To cut the Head off, and then hack the Limbs : 
Like wrath in death, and Envy afterwards: 
For Antony is but a Limb of Cefar. 

Let's be Sacrificers, but not Butchers, (aw : 
We all ſtand up againſt the Spirit of Ceſar, 
And in the Spirit of men, there is no blood : 
O that we then could come by Ceſar's Spirits; 
And not diſmember Ceſar ! But (alas) 

Ceſar muſt bleed for ir. - And gentle Friends, 
Let's kill him betdly, but not wrathfully - 
Let's carve him, as a Diſh fit for the Gods; , 
Not hew him as a Carkaſs fit for Hounds ; 
And let our hearts, as ſubtle Maſters do, 
Stir up their Servants to an att of rage, 

And after ſeem to chide them. This ſhall make 
Our pres neceſſary, and not envious. 
Which ſo appegring to the cammon eyes, 
We ſhall be call'd Purgers, not Murderers, 
And for Mark, Antony, think not of him : 

For he can do no more than Ceſar's Arm, 


| When Ceſar's head is off. 


Caſſi. Yet I fear him, | 
For in the idgrafted Love he bears to Ceſar. 
Bru. Alas, good Caſſizs, do notthink of bim : 


f he love Czſar, all that he can do 
Ccc 
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Is to himſelf, take thought, and dye for Ceſar. 
Afd that were much he ſhould : for he is given 
To ſports, to wildnels, and much company. _ 
Treb. There is no fear in _ = = not die, 
ill live, and laugh at this hereafter. 
For he will live, S [Clock ftrikes. 
Bru, Peace, count the Clock. 
Caſſi. The Clock hath ſtricken three. 
Treb. "Tis time to part. 
Caſſi. But it is doubtful yet, 
Whether Ceſar will come forth to day, or no: 
For he is ſuperſtitious grown ot late, 
Quite from the main opinion he held once, 
Of Fantaſie, of Dreams, and Ceremonies : 
It may be, theſe apparent Prodigies, 
The unaccuſtom'd terrour of this Night, 
And the perſwaſion of his Augurers, 
May hold him from the Capitol to day, 
Dec. Never fear that : if he be ſo reſolv'd, 
[ can o're-ſway him : for he loves to hear, 
That Unicorns may be betray'd with Trees, 
And Bears with Glaſſes, Elephants with Holes, 
Lyons with Toils, and Men with Flatterers, 
Bur, when I tell him, he bates Flatterers, 
He lays, he does ; being then moſt flattered. 


-| Let me work: 


For I can give his humour the true bent z 
And 1 will bring him to the Capito). . 
Caſſi. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him. 
Bru. By the eighth bour, is that the uttermoſt ? 
Gn, Be that the uttermoſt, and fail not then. 
Met. Cains Ligarins doth bear Ceſar hatred, 
Who rated him for ſpeaking well of Pompey ; 
[ wonder none of you have thought of him. 
Bru. Now good Metellus go along by him : 
He loves me well, and I have given him Reaſons, 
Send him but hither, and PII faſhion him. 
Caſſi. The Morning comes upon's : 
Wee'l leave you, Brutus, 
And Friends diſperſe your ſelves : but all remember 
What you have ſaid, and ſhew your ſelves true Romans. 
Bru. Good Gentlemen, look freſh and merrily, 
Let not our looks put on our purpoſes, 
But bear it as our Roman Actors do, 
With untir'd ſpirits, and formal Conſtancy, 
And ſo good morrow to you every one. 
Manet Brutus. 
Boy : Luciw : faſt aſleep? It is no matter, 
Enjoy the hony-heavy-dew of Slumber : 
Thou haſt no Figures, nor no Fantaſies, 
Which buſie care draws in the Brains of men ; 
Therefore thou ſleep'ſt fo ſound. 


[Exeunt. 


Enter Portia. 
Por. Brutus, my Lord. 


It is not for your health, thus to commit 

Your weak condition to the raw cold Morning. 
Por. Nor for yours neither. Y have ungently, Brut, 

Stole from my Bed : and yeſternight at Supper 

You ſuddenly aroſe, and walk'd about, 

Muſing, and ſighing, with your arms a-croſs : 

And when I ask'd you what the matter was, 

You ſtar'd upon me with ungentle looks. 

I urg'd you further, then you ſcratch'd your head, 

And too-impatiently ſtamp'd with your foot : 

Yet I inſiſted, yet you anſwer'd not, 

But with an angry wafter of your hand 

Gave ſign for me to leave you : $01 did, 

Fearing to ſtrengthen that impatience 

Which ſeem'd roo much inkindled, and withal, 

Hoping it was but an effet of Humour, 

Which ſometime hath his hour with every man. 


A— 


| That you unfold co me, your felf, your half, 
' Why you are heavy, and what men to night 


Bru. Portia, What mean you ? wherefore riſe you now ? 


It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor ſleep ; 

And could it work fo much upon your ſhape 

As it hath much prevail'd on your Condition 

| ſhould not know you, Brutus. Dear, My Lord 

Make me acquainted with your cauſe of grief, 
Bru. 1 am not well in health, and that js al. 
Por, Brutus is wile, and were he not in health 

He would embrace the means to come by jt, 
Bru, Why fo 1 do; good Portia, go to Bed. 
Por, Is Brutus (ick ? and is it Phylical 

To walk unbraced, and ſack up the humors 

Of the dark Morning ? What, is Brutus ſick ? 

And will he ſteal out of his wholſom Bed, 

To dare the vile contagion of the Night ? 

And tempt the Rheumy, and unpurged Air 

To add unto his ſickneſs? No, my Bruru:, 

You have ſome ſick offence within your mind, 

Which by the Right and Vertue ot my place 

| ought to know of ; And upon my knees, 

I charm you, by my once commended Beauty 

By all your vows of Love, and that great Vow 

Which did incorporate and-make vs one, 


Have had reſort to you : for here have been 
Some fix or ſeven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darkneſs. 
Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia. 
Por, I ſhould nat need, if you were gentle Brutus, 
Within the bond of Marriage, tell me, Brurus, 
Is it excepted, I ſhould know no ſecrets 
That appertain to you ? Am l your ſelf, 
But as it were in ſoct, or limitation ? 
To keep with you at meals, comfort your Bed, 
And talk to you ſometimes ? Dwell I but in the Suburbs 
Of your good pleaſure ? If it be no more, 
Portia is Brutus Harlot, not his Wife. 
Bru. You are my true and honourable Wife, 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops 
That viſit my ſad heart. 
Por. If this were true, then ſhould I know this ſecret. 
| grant I am a woman, but withal, 
A woman that Lord Brutxs took to Wife : 
I grant Iam a woman ; but withal, 
A woman well reputed : Cato's Daughter. 
Think you, I am no ſtronger than my Sex, 
Being fo Father'd, and ſo Husbanded ? 
Tell me your Counſels, I will not diſcloſe them : 
| have made ſtrong proof of my Conſtancy, 
Giving my ſelf a voluntary wound 
Here, in the Thigh : Can l bear that with patience, 
And not my Husband's Secrets ? 
Bru, Oye Gods ! 
Render me worthy of this Noble Wife. 
Hark, hark, one knocks : Portia, go in a while, 
And by and by thy wY ſhall partake 


[Kneck, 


The ſecrets of my hea 
All my engagements, T will conſtrue to thee, 
All the CharaCtery of my fad brows : 
Leave me with haſte [Exit Portia, 
Enter Lucius and Ligarius. 


Lucius, who's that knocks ? 
Lac. Here is a ſick man that would ſpeak with you. 
Bru. Caius Ligarins, that Metellns ſpake of. 

Boy, ſtand aſide, Caius Ligarins, how ? 
Cai. Vouchſafe good morrow from a feeble tongue. 
Bru. O what a time have you choſe out, brave Cas, 

To wear a Kerchief ? Would you were not ſick. 

I am not ſick, if Bratzs have in hand 

it worthy the name of Honour. 

h an exploit have l in hand, Ligarias, 


— Ear to hear of it. Ca 
Al. 
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Cai, By all the Gods that Romans bow before, 
[ here ditcard my lickneſs. Soul of Rome, 
Brave $1n, deriv'd from honourable Loins, 
Thou like an Exorciſt, haſt conjur'd up 
My mortified Spirit. Now bid me run, 
And | will ſtrive with things impoſſible, 
yea get the better of them. Whar's to do? 
Bru. A piece of work, 
That will make ſick men whole, 
Cai. ut are not ſome whole that we muſt make ſick ? 
Bru, That muſt we alſo. What it is, my Can, 
[ ſhall unfold to thee, as we are going, 
To whom it mult be done, 
Cai. Set on your foot, 
And with a heart new fir*d, I follow you, 
Todo | know not what: Burt it ſufficeth 
That Brutits leads me on. 
Bru, Follow me then. 
Thunder and Lightning, 


Thunder, 
[Exeunt. 


Enter Julius Czar «7 hiz I ight-Gown 


Ceſ. Nor Heaven, nor Earth, 

Have been at peace to night : 

Thrice hath Calpharnia in her ſleep cryed out ; 
Help, ho: They murder Ceſar. Who's within ? 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. My Lord. 

{eſ. Go, bid the Prieſts do preſent Sacrifice, 
And bring me their opinions of Succeſs. * 

Ser, 1 will, my Lord. 


Enter Calphurnia. 


Cal. What mean you, Ceſar ? Think you to walk forth? 
You ſhall not ſtir out of your houſe to day. 

Ceſ. Ceſar (hall forth; the things that threatn'd me, 
Ne'r lookt but on my back : When they ſhall ſee 

The face of Ceſar, they are vaniſhed. 

(alph. ( «ſar, | never ſtood on Ceremonies, 

Yet now they fright me: There 1s one within, 

Belides the things that we have heard and ſeen, 
Recounts molt horrid ſights ſeen by the Watch. 

A Lioneſs hath whelped in the ſtreets, 

And Graves have yawn'd and yielded up their dead ; 
Fierce fiery warriours fight upon the Clouds 

[ln Ranks and Squadrons and right form of war 
Which drizzcl'd blood upon the Capital : 

The noiſe of Battel hurried in the Air: 

Horſes did neigh, and dying men did groan, 

And Gholt did ſhriek and ſqueal about the ſtreets, 

0 Ceſar, theſe things are beyond all uſe, 

And I do fear them. . 

{«/. What can be avoided 

Whoſe end is purpos'd by the mighty Gods ? 

Yet Cſar ſhall go forth : For theſe Predictions 

Are to the world in general, as to Ceſar. 

Calph. When Beggars die there are no Comets ſeen, 
.The Heavens themſelves blaze forth the death of Princes, 
Ceſ. Cowards die many times before their deaths, 
The valiant never taſte of death bur once : 

Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, . 

It ſeems to me moſt ſtrange that men ſhould fear, 
Secing that death, a neceſſary end 

Will come, when it will come. 


[ Exit. 


Enter a Scrvant. 


What ſay the Avugurers? 

Ser. They would not have you ſtir forth to day» 
Plucking the Entrails of an Offering forth, 

They could not find a heart within the beaſt. 

Ceſ. The Gods do this in ſhame of Cowardile : 
Ceſar ſhould be a beaſt without a heart 


If he ſhould ſtay at home to day for fear : 
No, Ceſar ſhall not; Danger knows full well 
That (ſar is more dangerous than he. 
We hear two Lions litter'd in one day, 
And [ the elder and more terrible, 
And Ceſar ſhall go forth, 

Cal. Alas, my Lord, 
Your wifdom is conſam'd in confidence : 
Do not go forth to day : Call it my fear, 
That keeps you in the houſe, and not your own. 
We'll ſend £/ark eAntony to the Senate houſe, 
And he ſhall ſay your are not well to day : 
Let me upon my knee prevail in this. 

Ceſ. eAMark eAntony ſhall ſay I am not well, 
And tor thy humour, I will ſtay at home. 


Enter Decius. 


Here's Decius Brutus, he ſhall tell them ſo. 
Dec. Ceſar, all hail: Good morrow, worthy Ceſar, 
| come to fetch you to the Senate houſe. ; 
Ce). And you are come in very happy time, 
To bear my greeting tothe Senators, 
And tell them that 1 will not come to day : 
Cannot is falſe : and that I dMe not, faller : 
[ will not come to day, tell them ſo, Decins. 
( al. Say he's ſick. 
Ce. Shall Ceſar ſend a Lie ? 
Have | in Conqueſt fſtretcht mine arm ſo far, 
To beafraid to tell Grey-beards the truth : 
Decius, go tell them Ceſar will not come. 
Dec. Moſt mighty Ceſar, let me know ſome cauſe, 
Leſt I be laught at when l tell them ſo.” 
Ceſ. The cauſe is in my will, I will not come, 
That is enough to ſatisfie the Senate, 
But for your private ſatisfaftion, 
Becauſe [ love yon, I will let you know. 
Calphurnia here my wife, ſtays me at home : 
She dreamt tonight ſhe ſaw my Statue, 
Which like a Fountain , with an hundred ſpouts, 
Did run pure blood't-.and many luſty Romazs 
Came ſmiling, and did bathe their hands in it: 
And theſe does ſhe apply, for warnings and portents, 
And evils imminent; and on her knee 
Hath begg'd that 1 will ſtay at home to day. 
Dec. This dream is all amiſs interpreted, 
[t was a viſion fair and fortunate : 
Your Statue ſpouting blood in many Pipes, 
[n which ſo many ſmiling Romans bath'd, 
Signifies that from you great Rome ſhall ſuck 
Reviving blood, and that great Men ſhall preſs 
For Tinctures, Stains, Reliques, and Cogniſance; 
This, by Calphurnia's dream is ſignified, 
Cefſ. And this way have you well expounded it. 
Dec. 1 have, when you have heard what | can fay, 
And know it now, the Senate have concluded 
To give this day a Crown to mighty Ceſar. 
If you ſhall ſend them word you will nor come, 
Their minds may change. Beſides it were a mock 
Apt to be render'd for ſome one to ſay, 
Break up the Senate till another time, 
When Ceſar's wife ſhall meet with better Dreams: 
[f Ceſar hide himſelf, ſhall they not whiſper, 
Lo, {ſar is afraid ? 
Pardon me, Ceſar, for my deat dear love, 
To your Procceding, bids me tell you this : 
And reaſon to my love is liable. 
{«ſ. How fooliſh do your fears ſeem now, Calphurnia ? 
[ am aſhamed I did yield to them. 
Give me my Robe, for I'will go: 
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Enter Brutus, Ligarius , Metellus, Caska, Trebonius , 
Cinna, and Publius. 


And look where Publis is come to fetch me. 
Pub. Good morrow, Ceſar. 
Ceſ. Welcom, Publius. 
What, Brutus, are you ſtirr*d ſo early too ? 
Good morrow, Caska, Cain Ligarins, 
Ceſar was ne*re ſo much your Enemy, 
As that ſame Agne which hath made you lean. 
What is't a Clock ? 
Bru. Ceſar, *tis ſtrucken eight. 
Ceſ. 1 thank you for your pains and curteſie, 


Enter Antony. 


See Antony, that revels long a-nights, 
ls notwithſtanding up. Good morrow, Antony. 
Ant. So to molt noble Ceſar. 
Ceſ. Bid them prepare within : 
[ am to blame to be thus waited for. 
Now Cinna, now Metellus : what, Trebonins, 
| have an hours talk in ſtore for you : 
Remember that you call onMne to day : 
Be near me, that I may remember you. 
Treb, Ceſar, 1 will ; and fo near will I be, 
That your belt Friends ſhall wiſh 1 had been further. 
Ceſ. Good Friends go in, andtaſte ſome Wine with me, 
And we (like Friends) will ſtraightway go together. 
Bru. That every like is not the ſame, O Ceſar, 
The heart of Brutus earns to think upon. [Exeunt. 


Enter Artemidorus. 


Czar, beware of Brutus, take heed of Caſſius, come not 
near Caska, bave an eye to Cinna, truſt nor Trebonius, mark 
well Metellus Cymber, Decius Brutus loves thee not : Thou 
haſt wrong'd Caius Ligarius. There 5s but one mind in all 
theſe men, and it-is bent againſt Czſar : If thou beeſ# not Im- 
mortal, look about you : Security gives way to Conſpiracy. The 
michty Gods defend thee. 

Thy Lover Artemidorws. 


Here will I ſtand, till Ceſar paſs along, 
And-as a Sutor will 1 give him this: 

My heart-laments, that Vertue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of Emulation. 

If thou read this, O Ceſar, thou mayeſt live; 
if not, the Fates with Traytors do contrive. 


Enter Portia and Lucius. 


Por. | prythee, Boy, run to the Senate-houſe, 
Stay not to anſwer me, but get thee gone, 

Why doſt thon (tay ? 

Luce To know my Errand, Madam. 

Por, 1 would have had thee there and here again 
E're I can tell thee what thou ſhould'ſt do there : 
O Conſtancy, be ſtrong upon my ſide, 

Set a huge Mountain *tween my Heart and Tongue : 
I have a mans mind, but a womans might : 
| How hard it is for women to keep counſel. 
Art thou here yet ? 
Luc, Madam, what ſhould I do ? 
Run to the Capitol, and nothing elſe ? 
And ſo return to you, and nothing elſe ? 

Por. Yes, bring me word if thy Lord look well, 
For he went ſickly forth : and take good nofe 
What Ceſar doth, what Suitors preſs to him, 
Hark Boy, what noiſe is that ? 

Luc. | hear none, Madam, 

Por. Prythee liſten well : 

[ heard a buſsling Rumour like a Fray, 


_— 


| Ceſ. Phe Ides of March are come. 


And the wind brings it from the Capitol, 
Luc. Sooth, Madam, I hear nothing, 


Enter the Soothſayer, 


Por. Come hither fellow, which way haſt thou beeq 
Sooth. At mine own houſe, good Lady. : 
- Por. What is't a Clock ? 
Scoth, About the ninth hour, Lady. 
Por. Is Caſar yet gone to the Capitol ? 
Sooth, Madam, not yet, I go to take my ſtand, 
To fee him paſs on to the Capitol, 
Por. Thou haſt ſome ſute to Ceſar, haſt thou not ? 
Sooth, That | bave, Lady, if it will pleaſe Ceſar 
To be ſo good to Ceſar, as to hear me : 
| ſhall beſeech him to befriend himſelf, 
L Por, Why know'ſt thou any harm's intended towards 
im ? 
Sooth., None that I know will be, 
Much that I fear may chance : 
Good morrow to you : here the ſtreet is narrow: 
The throng that follows Ceſar at the heels 
Of Senators, of Prztors, common Suitors, 
Will crowd a feeble man (almoſt to death : 
I'll get me to a place more void, and there 
Speak to great Ceſar as he comes along. 
Por. I muſt goin: 
Aye me! How weak a thing 
The heart of Woman is? O Brutw, 
The Heavens ſpeed thee in thine enterprize, 
Sure the Boy heard me : Brutws hath a ſuit 
That Ceſar will not grant. - O, | grow faint : 
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my Lord, 
Say 1 am merry ; Come to me again, 
And bring me word what he doth ſay to thee, 


LExi, 


A@Gus Tertins. 


Flouriſh. 
Enter Czſar, Brutus, Caſſius, Caska, Decius, Metellus, 
Trebonius, Cinna , Antony, Lepidus, Artemi- 
dorus, Popilius, and the Soothſayer, 


Sooth. I, Ceſar, but not gone. 
Art. Hail, {ſar : read this Schedule. 
Dec. Trebonius doth defire you to o're-read 
(Ar your beſt leiſure) this bis humble ſuit. 
eArt. O Ceſar, tead mine firſt : for mine's a ſuit 
That touches Ceſar nearer. Read it, great Ceſar. 
Ceſ. What touches us our ſelf, ſhall be laſt ferv'd. 
Art. Delay not, Ceſar, read it inſtantly. 
Ceſ. What, is the fellow mad? 
Pub. Sitrah, give place. 
Caſſi. What urge you your Petitions in the ſtreet ? 
Come to the Capitol. 
Pop. | wiſh your Enterprize to day may thrive. 
Caſſi. What Enterprize, Popilins ? 
Pop. Fare you well, 
Bru. What ſaid Popilins Lena? No 
Caſſi. He wiſh'd today our Enterprize might thrive: 
I fear our purpoſe is diſcovered. 
Bru, Look how he makes to Ceſar : mark him. 
Caſſi. Caska, be ſudden, for we fear prevention. 
Brutus, what ſhall be done? If this be known, 
Caſſius or Ceſar never ſhall turn back, 
For | will ſlay my ſelf. 
Bru. Caſſins be conſtant : 
Popilins Lena ſpeaks not of our purpoſes. 
For look he ſmiles, and Ceſar doth not change. 


Caſſi. Trebonius knows his time : for look you, mn ; 
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He draws Aark, Antony out of the way. 
Dec. Where is Mete!lus Cimber ? let him go, 
And preſently prefer his ſuit to Ceſar, 
Bru. He is addreſt : preſs near, and ſecond him. 
Cin. Caika, you are the firſt that rears your hand. 
Ceſ. Are we all ready? What is now amiſs, 
That Ceſar and his Senate mult redreſs ? 
Mt, Moſt high, molt mighty, and moſt puiſſant Ceſar, 
Metellus Cimber throws before thy Seat, 
An humble hearr. 
Ceſ. 1 mult prevent thee, Cimber : 
Theſe couchings, and theſe lowly curtſies 
Might fice the blood of ordinary men, 
And turn pre-Ordinance, and firſt Decree, 
Into the lane of Children, -Be not fond, 
To think that Ceſar bears ſuch Rebel Blood 
That will be thaw'd from the true quality 
With that which melteth Fools, I mean, ſweet words, 
Low-crooked-curtſies, and baſe Spaniel fawning : 
Thy Brother by Decree is baniſhed : 
{f thou doit bend, and pray, and fawn for him, 
[ ſpurn thee like a Cur out of my way : 
Know, Ceſar doth not wrong, nor without cauſe 
Will he be ſatisfied. 
Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my own, 
Toſound more ſweetly in great Ceſar's Ear, 
For the repealing of my banifh'd Brother ? 
Bru. 1 kiſs thy hand, but not in flattery, Ceſar : 
Deſiring thee that Publius Cimber may 
Have an immediate freedom of repeal. 
Ceſ. What Brutus ? 
Caſſi Pardon, (ſar : Ceſar, pardon : 
As low as to thy Foot doth Caſſiw fall, 
To beg infranchiſement for P.blizs Cimber, 
Ceſ. | coutd be well mov'd, if 1 were as you, 
If I could pray to move, Prayers would moye me : 
But I am conſtant as the Northern Star, 
Of whoſe true fixt, and reſting quality 
There is no fellow in the Firmament, 
The Skies are painted with unnumbred ſparks, 
They are all fire, and every one doth ſhine : 
But there's but one in all doth hold his place. 
So, in the World, *tis furniſh'd well with men, 
And men-are fleſh and blood, and apprehenſive 
Yet in the number, I do know but one 
That unaſſailable holds on his rank, 
Uathakd of motion : and that 1 am he, 
Lect mea little ſhew it, even in this: 
That I was conſtant Cimber ſhould be baniſh'd, 
And conſtant do remain to keep him ſo. 
Cimn, O Ceſar. 
Ceſ. Hence : wilt thou life up Olympus ? 
Dec. Great Ceſar. 
Ceſ. Do not Brutus bootleſs kneel ? 
Cak, Speak hands for me. 


Ceſ. Et tu Brute Then fall Ceſar. 
' Cw, Liberty,” Freedom; Tyranny is dead, 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the trees, 
Caſſi. Some to the common Pulpits, and cry out, 
Liberty, Freedom, and Enfranchiſement. 
Bru, People and Senators, be not afirighted : 
Fly not, ſtand ſtill, ambitions debt is paid. 
Cask, Go to the Pulpit, Brutus. 
Dec, And Caſſius too. 
Bru, Where!s Publius ? 
Gn, Here quite confounded with this mutiny. ; 
Met. Stand faſt together, leſt ſome friend of Ceſar's 
Should chance —— | 
Bru, Talk not of ſtanding. Publius, good cheer, 
There is no harm intended-to your Perſon, 
Nor ot no Romanelſe : ſo tell them, Pablins. 
Caſe. And leave vs, Publius, lelt that the People 
Ruſhing on us, ſhould do your age ſome miſchief. 


They ſtab Czar, 


With the moſt boldeſt, and beſt hearts of Rome. 


Bru. Do fo, and let no man abide this deed, 
But we the Doers. 


Enter T rebonius. 


Caſſi. Where is Antony ? 

Treb. Fled to his houle amaz'd, 
M=n, Wives, and Children, ſtare, cry out, and run, 
As it were Doomeſday, 

Bru, Fates, we will know your pleaſures : 
That we ſhall dye we know, tis but the time 
And drawing days out, that men ſtand upon. 

Cash, Why he that cuts off twenty years of life, 
Cuts of ſo many years of fearing death. 

Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit : 
So are we Ceſar's friends, that have abridg'd 
ts time of tearing death, ſtoop Romans, ſtoop, 
And let us bath our hands in Ceſar's blood 
Up to the Elbows, and be{mear our Swords : 
Then walk we forth even to the Market Place, 
And waving our red Weapons 0're our heads, 
Let's all cry Peace, Freedom, and Liberty, 

Caſſ:, Stoop then, and waſh. How many ages hence 
Shall this our lofty Scene be ated over, 
[n States unborn, and Accents yet unknown ? 

Bru. How many times ſhall Ceſar bleed in ſport, 
That now on Pompey's Baſis lies along, 
No worthier than the duſt ? 

Caſſi. So off as that ſhall be, 
So often ſhall the knot of vs be call'd, 
The men that gave their Country Liberty, 

Dec. What, ſhall we forth? 

Caſſi. I, every man away. 
Brutus ſhall lead, and we will grace his heels 


Enter a Servant. 


Bru. Soft who comes here ? a friend of Antony's. 
Ser. Thus, Brutus, did my Maſter bid me kneel ; 

Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down, 

And being proſtrate, thus he bad me fay, 

Brutus is noble, Wiſe, Valiant; and Honeſt ; 

Ceſar was Mighty, Bold, Royal, and Loving : 

Say, I love Bratzs, and I honour him ; 

Say, 1 fear'd Ceſar, honour'd him, and lov'd him. 

lf Brutus will vouchſafe, that Antony 

May ſafely come to him, and be retoly'd 

How Ceſar bath deferv'd tolye in death, 

Mark, Antony (hall not love Ceſar dead 

So well as Brutus living ; but will follow 

The Fortunes and Aﬀairs of Noble Bratxs, 

Thorough the hazards of this untrod State, 

With all true Faith. So ſays my Maſter Antony, 
Bru. Thy Maſter is a Wiſe and Valiant Roman, 

| never thought bim worſe : 

Tell him, fo pleaſe him come unte this place 

He ſhall be ſatisfied, and by my honour 

Depart untouch'd. 
Ser. I'll fetch him preſently, [Exit Servant, 
Bru. 1 know that we ſhall have him well co Friead. 
Caſſi. 1 wiſh we may : But yer have | a mind 

That fears him much : and my miſgiving ſtill 

Falls ſhrewdly to the purpoſe. 


Enter Antony. 


Bru. But here comes Antony: 
Welcome, Mark Antony, 

Ant, O mighty Ceſar ! doſt thou lye ſo low ? 
Are all thy Conqueſts, Glories, Triumphs, Spoils, 
Shrunk to this little Meaſure ?- Fare thee well. 
| know not, Gentlemen, what you intend, 
Who elſe muſt be let blood, who elſe is rank ; 
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if 1 my ſelf, there is no hour ſo fit 

As Ce/ar's deaths hour; nor no inſtrument 

Of half that worth, as thoſe your Swords ; made rich 
With the moſt Noble Blood of all this World. 

[ do beſeech ye, if you bear me hard, 

Now, whilſt your purpled hands do reek and ſmoak 
Fulfil your pleaſure. Live a thouſand years, 

| ſhall not find my ſelf ſo apt to dye. 

No place will pleaſe me ſo, no mean of death, 

As here by Ceſar, and by you cut off, 

The Choice and Maſter Spirits of this age. 

Bru. O Antony ! Beg not your death of us: 

Though now we muſt appear bloody and cruel, 

As by our hands, and this our preſent Act 

You (ce we do: yet ſee you but our hands, 

And this, the bleeding buſineſs they have done : 
Our hearts you ſee not, they are pitiful : 

And pity to the general wrong of Rome, 

As fice drives out fire, ſo pity, pity, 

Hath done this deed on Ceſar. For your part, 

To you, our Swords have leaden points, Mark Antony 
Our Arms in ſtrength of malice, and our Hearts 
Of Brothers temper, do receive you in, 

With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 

Caſſi. Your voice ſhall be as ſtrong as any mans, 
[n the diſpoſing of new Dignities. 

Bru. Only be patient till we have appeas'd 
The multitude, beſide themſelves with fear, 

And then we will deliver you the cauſe, 
Why I, that did love Ceſar when I ſtrook him, . 
Have thus proceeded, 

Ant. 1 doubt not of your wiſdom : 
Let each man render me his bloody hand. 
Firſt, Marcus Brutus, will I ſhake with you ; 
Next, Caius Caſſius, do | take your hand , 
Now, Decius Brutus, yours, now yours, etellus 
Yours, Cinna; and my valiant Caska, yours 
Though laſt, not leaſt in love, yours, good Trebonivs : 
Gentlemea all, alas, what ſhall 1 ſay, 
My credit now ſtands on ſuch ſlippery ground, 
That one of two bad ways you mult conceit me, 
Either a Coward, or a Flatterer, 
That I did love thee, Ceſar, O 'ris true : 
If then thy Spirit look upon us now, 
Shall it nor grieve thee dearer than thy death, 
To ſee thy Antony making his peace, 
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes ? 
Moſt Noble in the preſence of thy Coarſe, 
Had | as many eyes, as thou haſt wounds, 
Weeping as faſt as they ſtream forth thy blood, 
[t would become me better, than to cloſe 
In terms of friendſhip with thine Enemies. 
Pardon me, Falus, here was't thou bay'd brave heart. 
Here didſt thou fall, and here thy Hunters ſtand 
Sign'd in thy ſpoil, and Crimſon'd in thy Lethe, 
O World ! thou waſt the Foreſt to this Hart, 
And this indeed, O World, the Hart of thee. 
How like a Deer, ſtricken by many Princes, 
Doſt thon here lye ? 

Cafſi. Mark, Antony. 

Ant, Pardon me, Cains Caſſius : 
The Enemies of Ceſar ſhall ſay this : 
Then, in a friend, it is cold Modeſty. 
| Caſſi. 1 blame you not for praiſing Ceſar ſo, 
But what compact mean you to have with us ? 
Will you be prick'd in number of our friends, 
Or ſhall we on; and not depend on you ? 

Ant, Therefore | took your hands, but was indeed 
Sway'd from the point, by looking down on Ceſar. 
Friends art | with you all, and love you all, 

Upon this hope, that you ſhall give me Reaſons, 
Why, and wherein Ceſar: was dangerous. 

Bru, Or elſe were this a ſavage ſpectacle : 

Our reaſons are ſo full of good regard, 
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That were you Aztony the Son of Ceſar, 


You ſhould be ſatisfied. 

Ant. That's all I ſeek, 

And am moreover ſuitor that I may 
Produce his Body to the Market-place, 
And in the Pulpit as becomes a friend, 
Speak 1n the order of his Funeral, 

Bru, You ſhall, Mark Antony. 

Caſſi. Brutus, a word with you : , 
You know not what you do; do not conſent 
That Antony ſpeak in his Funeral : 

Know you how much the people may be moy'q 
By that which he will utter, 

Bru. By your pardon : 
| will my ſelf into the Pulpit firſt, 

And ſhew the reaſon of our Ceſar's death, 
What Antony ſhall ſpeak, I will proteſt 

He ſpeaks by leave, and by permiſſion : 
And that we are contented Ceſar ſhall 

Have all true Rites, and lawful Ceremonies, 
It ſhall advantage more, than do us wrong, 

( aſſe. 1 know not what may fall, I like it not, 

Bru. Mark, Antony, here take you Caeſar's Body : 
You ſhall not in your Funeral ſpeech blame us, 
But ſpeak all good you can deviſe of Ceſar, 
And fay you do't by our permiſſion-: 
Elſe ſhall you not have any hand at all 
About his Funeral, And you ſhall ſpeak 
[n the ſame Pulpit whereto I am going, 
After my ſpeech is ended. 

Ant. Be it ſo: 
[ do deſire no more. 

Bru. Prepare the Body then, aud follow us. [Exewr. 

' Manet Antony. 

O pardon me, thou bleeding piece of Earth : 
That 1 am meek and gentle with theſe Butchers, 
Thou art the Ruines of the Nobleſt man 
That ever lived in the Tide of Times. 
Woe to the hand that ſhed this coſtly Blood. 
Over thy wounds, now do I prophelie, 
(Which like dumb mouths do ope their ruby lips, 
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue) 
A Curſe ſhall light upon the limbs of men ; 
Domeſtick fury, and fierce civil ſtrife, 
Shall cumber all the parts of Italy : 
Blood and deſtruCtion ſhall be ſo in uſe, 
And dreadful objects ſo fatniliar, 
That Mothers ſhall but ſmile, when they behold 
Their Infants quartered with the hands of War : 
All pity choak'd with cuſtom of fell deeds, 
And Ceſar's Spirit ranging for revenge, 
With Ate by his ſide, come hot from Hell, 
Shall in theſe Confines, with a Monarch's voice, 
Cry havock, and let flip the Dogs of War, 
That this foul deed ſhall ſmell above the earth 
With Carrion men, groaning for burial. 


Enter Octavio's Servant. 


You ſerve Oftawvins Ceſar, do you not ? 
Ser. Ido, Mark, Antony. 
Ant. Ceſar did write for him to come to Rome, 
Ser, He did receive his Letters, and is coming, 
And bid me ſay to you by ward of mouth—— 
O Ceſar | 
Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee a-part and weep: 
Paſſion I ſee is catching, for mine eyes, 
Seeing thoſe Beads of ſorrow ſtand in thine, 
Began to water. ls thy Maſter coming ? 
Ser. He lies to night within ſeven Leagues of Rewe. 
Ant. Poſt back with ſpeed, 


1 And tell him what bath chanc'd:. - 


Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 


No Rome of ſafety for Oftawiys yet, Hie 
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Hie hence, and tell him ſo. Yet ſtay a while, 

Thou ſhalt not back, till I have born this Coarſe 

lnto the Market-place : There ſhall.l try 

ln my Oration, how the people take 

The cruel iſſue of theſe bloody men, 

According to the which, thou ſhalt diſcourſe 

To young Ottavius of the ſtate of things. 

| Lend me your hand. [ £xennt, 

Enter Brutus, and goes into the Pulpit ;, and Caſlius, 
with the Plebeians. 


Pleb. We will be ſatisfied : let us be ſatisfied. 

Brut. Then follow me, and give me audience, Friends, 
{aſſus, go you into the other Street, 

And part the Numbers : 

Thoſe that will hear me ſpeak, let *em ſtay here ; 
Thoſe that will follow Caſſius, go with him, 
And publick Reaſons ſhall be rendred 

Of Ceſar's death, 

1, Pleb, 1 will hear Brutus ſpeak. 

2. I will hear Caſſius, and compare their Reaſons, 
When ſeverally we hear them rendred. 

3. The noble Brutus is aſcended ; Silence. 

Brut. Be patient till the laſt. 

Romans, Country-men, and Lovers, hear me for my 
Cauſe, and be ſilent, that you may hear. Believe me for 
mine Honour, and have reſpect to mine Honour, that you 
may believe. Cenſure me in your wiſdom, and awake 
your Senſes, that you may the better judge. If there be 
any in this Aſſembly, any dear Friend of Ceſar's, tothem 


then, that Friend demand, why Brutxs role againlt Ceſar, 

this is my Anſwer : Not that 1 lov'd Ceſar leſs, but that 

| lov'd Rome more. Had you rather Ceſar were living, 

and dye all Slaves ; than that Ceſar were dead, to live all 

Free-men? As Ceſar loy'd me, I weep for him; as he was 

fortunate, I rejoyce at it; as he was valiant,” I honour 

him: But, as he was ambitions, I ſlew him. There is 

Tears for his Love, Joy for his Fortune, Honour for his 

Valour, and Death for his Ambition, Who is here ſo 

baſe that would be a Bond-man ? If any, ſpeak; for him 

have | offended. Who is here ſo rude, that would not be 

a Reman ? If any, ſpeak ; for him have | offended. Who 

is here ſo vile, that will not love his Countrey ? If any, 

ſpeak ; for him have | offended. I pauſe for a reply. 

All. None, Brutus, none. 

Brute, Then none have I offended. I have done no 

more to Ceſer than you ſhall do to Brurxs, The Queſtion 

| of his Death is inroll'd in the Capitol ; bis Glory not ex- 

tenuated, wherein he was worthy ; not his offences en- 

forc'd, for which he ſuffered death. 

Enter Mark Antony, with Czfſar*s Body. 

Here comes his Body, mourn'd by Mark Antony, who 

though he had no hand in his death,*ſhall receive the bene- 

fit of his dying, a Place in the Commonwealth; as which 

of you ſhall not? With this | depart, That as I ſlew my 

beſt Lover for the good of Rome, | have the ſame Dagger 

- my ſelf, when it ſhall pleaſe my Countrey to need my 
cath, 

All. Live, Brutus, live, live. 

1. Bring bim with Triumph home unto his houſe, 

2. Give him a Statue with his Anceſtors. 

3. Let him be Ceſar. 

4. Ceſar's better Parts 

Shall be crown'd in Brutus. 

1, We'll bring him to his hone 

With Shones and Clamors, 

Brut, My Country-men— * 

2, Peace, ſilence, Brutns ſpeaks. 

I, Peace, Ho. 

Brut. Good Country-men, let me depart alone, 

And (for my ſake) ſtay here with Antony : 

Do grace to Ceſar's Corps, and grace his Speech 
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| fay, That Brutus love to Ceſar was no leſs than his, If 


| Ceſar has had great wrong. 


Tending to {2ſar's Glories, which «Hark Anto 
(By our permiſſion) is allow'd to make. p hs 
| do entreat you, not a man depart, 
Save I alone, till Amony have ſpoke. 
I, Stay, Hoe, and let us hear Mark Antony. 
3. Let him go vp into the Publick Chair, 
We'll hear him : Noble Antony, go up 
Ant. For Brutus's lake I am beholden to you, 
4. What does he ſay of Brutus ? 
3. He fays for Brutws's ſake * 
He finds himſelf beholden' to us all. 
4. "T were beſt ſpeak no harm of Byntys here; 
I, This Ceſar wasa Tyrant, | 
3. Nay, that's certain : ? WE 
We are glad that Rome is rid of him. 
2, Peace, let us hear what eHrtony can ſay; 
Ant. You gentle Romans —- 
All, Peace, Hoe, let us bear him. | £. 
Ant, Friends, Romans, Country-men, lend me your ears: 
| come to bury Ceſar, not to-praife him : 
The evil that mendo, lives after them, 
The Good is oft interred with the Bones; . 
$0 let it be with Ceſar. The Noble Bruins 
Hath told you, Ceſar was ambitious : | 
If it were fo, it was a grievous fanlt, 
And grievouſlly hath Ceſar anſwer'd it 
Here, under leave of Brutzs, and the reſt, 
(For Brutxs is an honourable man, 
Soare they all, all honourable men) 
Come l to ſpeak inCe2ſar's Funeral. 
He was my Friend, faithful and juftto me; 
But Brutus ſays, He was ambitious, 
And Brutus is an Honourable man. | 
He hath brought many Captives home to R ome, 
Whoſe Ranſomes did the general Coffers fil} ; 
Did this in Ceſar ſeem ambitious ? 
When that the poor have cry'd, Ceſar hath wept : 
Ambition ſhould be made of ſterner Stuff: 
Yet Brutxs fays, He was ambitious, 
And Brutus is an Hononrable man. + 
You all did ſee, That on'the LupeFral, 
| thrice preſented him a Kingly Crown, 
Which he did thrice refuſe. Was this Ambition ? 
Yet Brutus ſays, He was ambitious, 
And ſure he is an Hononrable man. 
| ſpeak not to diſprove what Brutus ſpoke, 
Bur here I am to ſpeak what | do know; 
You all did love him once, not without cauſe, | 
What cauſe with=holds you then to mourn for him ? 
O Judgment ! thou art fled ro Brutiſh Beaſts, 
And Men haveloſt their Reaſon. Bear with me, 
My heart is in the Coffin there with Car, 
AndI muſt pauſetill it come back to me. ' 
1, Methinks there is much reaſon in his Sayings. 
If thou conſider rightly of the matter, | 
(place. 
3. Has he, Maſters ? 1 fear there will a worſe come 1n his 
4. Mark*d ye his words? He would not take the Crown, 
Therefore 'tis certain, he was not ambitions. 
1. If it be found ſo, ſome will dear abide it. 
2. Poor Soul ! his eyesare red as fire with weeping. 
3. There's not a nobler man'in Rome than e Antony: 
4. Now mark him, he begins = to ſpeak. - 
Ant. But yeſterday the word of Ceſ«r might 
Have ſtood againſt the World ; Now lyes he there, 
And none ſo poor to do him reverence. ; 
O Maſters ! If I were difpos'd to ſtir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 
| ſhould do Brarxws wrobg, and Caſſius wrong 3 
Who (you all know) are Honourable men. 
I will notdothem wrong : 1 rather chuſe 
To wrong the dead, to wrong my ſelf and you, 
Than I will wrong ſuch Honourable men. 


But here's a Parchment, with the Seal of Caſer, 
Ml. 


— 
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[ found it in his Cloſet, *tis his Will : 
Let but the Commons hear this Teſtament : 
(Which pardon me) 1do not mean to read, 
And they would go and kiſs dead Ceſar's Wounds, 
And dip their Napkins in his Sacred blood : 
Yea, beg a hair of him for Memory, 
And dying, mention it within their Wills, 
Bequeathing it as a rich Legacy 
Unto their iſſve. 
4 Wee'll hear the Will, read it, Mark Antony. 
All. The Will, the Will ; we will hear Ceſar's Will. 
Ant. Have patience, gentle Friends, 1 mult not read it. 
[t is not meet you know how Ceſar loy*d you : 
You are not Wood, you are not Stones, but men : 
And being men, hearing the Will of Ceſar, 
It will inflame you, it will make you mad; 
Tis good you know not that you are his Heirs, 
For if you ſhould, O what would come of it ? 
4, Read the Will, wee?ll hear it, Antony : 
You ſhall read us the Will, Ceſar's Will. ; 
Ant. Will you be Patient ? will you ſtay a while ? 
[ have o're ſhot my ſelf to tell you of it, 
| fear [ wrong the Honourable men, : 
Whoſe Daggers have ſtabb'd Ceſar : I do fear it. 
4. They were Traytors, Honourable men ? 
eAll. "The Will, the Teſtament. 
2. They were Villains, Murderers : the Will, read the 
Will. | 
Ant, You will compel me then to read the Will, 
Then make a Ring about the Corps of Ceſar, 
And let me ſhew you him that made the Will : 
Shall | deſcend ? and will you give me leave ? 
All. Come down. 
2, Deſcend. 
3. You ſhall have leave. 
4. A Ring, ſtand round. 
x. Stand from the Hearſe, ſtand from the Body. 
2, Room for Antony, moſt Noble Antony, * 
Ant, Nay preſs not ſo upon me, ſtand far off. 
All. Stand back, room, bear back. 
Ant, If you have tears, prepare to ſhed them now. 
You all do know this Mantle, Iremember 
The firſt time ever (ſar put it on, 
'Twas on a Summers Evening in his Tent, 
That day he overcame the Nervis 
Look, in this place ran Caſſius's Dagger through : 
See what a Rent the envious Caska made : 
Through this, the well beloved Brutus ſtab'd, 
And as he pluck'd his curſed Steell away, 
Mark how the blood of Ceſar followed it. 
As ruſhing out of Doors, to be reſolv'd, 
If Brutus fo unkindly knock'd, or no: 
For Brutus as you know, was Ceſar's Angel. 
Judge, O you Gods, how dearly Ceſar lov'd him : 
This was the moſt unkindeſt cut of all. 
For when the Noble Ceſar ſaw him ſtab, 
Ingratitude, more ſtrong than Traitors arms, 
Quite vanquiſh'd him : then burſt his Mighty heart, 
And in his Mantle; muffling up his face, 
Even at the Baſe of Pompey's Statue 
(Which all the while ran blood) great Ceſar fell. 
O what a fall was there, my Country-men ? 
Then I, and you, and all of vs fell down, 
WhiPſt bloody Treaſon flouriſh'd over us. 
O now you weep, and l perceive you feel 


| The dint of pity : Theſe are gracious drops. 


Kind Souls, what weep you, when you but behold 

Our {'zſar's Veſture wounded ? Look you here, 

Here is Himſelf, marr'd as you ſee with Traytors, 
1. O piteous Spectacle ! 

. O Noble (ſar ! 

. O woſul day ! 

. O Traytors, Villains ! 

. O moſt bloody ſight / 


dv 


mob Us 


2, We will be reveng'd: Revenge 
About, ſeek, burn, fire, kill, lay, 
Let not a Traytor live. 
Ant. Stay, Country-men. 
I, pk. _ the Noble Antony, 
2, Wee'll hear him, wee'll follow him p 
with him, ; So ahh... 
Ant. GoodFriends,ſweet Friends, let me n 
To ſuch a ſudden Flood of Mutiny : 
They that have done this Deed, are Honourable, 
What private griets thity have, alas I know not, 
That made them do it : They are wiſe and honourable 
And will no doubt with reaſons anſwer you. : 
| come not (Frignds,) to ſteal away your hearts ; 
I am no Orator, \as Brutxs is ; 
But (as you know me all) a plaia blunt man 
That love my Friend, and that they know full well, 
That give me publick leave to ſpeak of him : 
For I have neither, Wit, nor words, nor worth, 
Action nor utterance, nor the power of ſpeech, 
To ſtir mensBlood. 1 only ſpeak right on : 
[ tell you that, which you your ſelves do know, 
Shew you ſweet Ceſar*s Wounds, poor, poor dumb months, 
And bid them ſpeak for me : But were | Brutus, 
And Brutus eAntony, there were an eAntony 
Would ruffle up your Spirits, and put a Tongue 
In every Wound of Ceſar, that ſhould move 
The ſtones of Rome toriſe and mutiny, 
All, Wee'll Mutiny. 
1, Wee'll burn the Houſe of Brutas, 
3. Away then, come ſeek the Conſpirators, 
eAnt. Yet hear me, Country-men, yet hear me ſpeak, 
All. Peace ho, hear Antony, moſt Noble e Antony. 
Ant. Why, Friends, you go to do you know not what, 
Wherein hath Ceſar thus deſery'd your loves ? 
Alas you know not, | muſt tell you then : 
You have forgot the Will | told you of. 
All. Moſt true, the Will, let's ſtay and hear the Will, 
eAnt, Here is the Will, and under Ceſar's Scal: 
To every Roman Citizen he gives, 
To every ſeveral man, ſeventy five Drachmaes. 
2. Ple. Moſt noble Ceſar, wee'll reyenge his Death. 
3. Ple. O Royal Ceſar. 
Ant. Hear me with patience. 
All. Peace ho, 
eAnt. Moreover he hath left you all his Walks, 
His private Arbours, and new-planted Orchards: 
On this ſide Tyber, he hath left them you, * 
And to your Heirs for ever : common pleaſures 
To walk abroad, and recreate your ſelves, 
Here was a Ceſar : when comes ſuch another ? 
I, Ple, Never, never: come, away, away : 
Wee'!l burn his body in the holy place, 
And with the Brands fire all the Traytors Houſes. 
Take up the Body. © 
2. Ple. Go fetch fire. 
3. Ple, Pluck down Benches. : 
4. Ple. Pluck down Forms, Windows, any thing. 
[Exeunt Plebeials 
Ant. Now let it work : Miſchief thou art a foot, 
Take thou what courſe thou wilt. 
How now, Fellow ? ' 


ot ſtir you up 


Enter Servant. 
Ser. Sir, Oftavims is already come to Rome. 
Ant. Where is he ? 
Ser, He and Lepidus are at Ceſar's Houſe. 
Ant. And thither will I ſtraight, to viſit hi: 
He comes upon a wiſh. Fortune is merry, 
And in this mood will give us any thing. 
Ser. I heard him ſay, Brutus and (aſſius 
Are rid like Madmen through the Gates of Rome. 
Ant. Belike they had ſome notice of the people, 


How I had moved them, Bring me to Ottawms. [Et 
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£xter Cinna the Poet, and after bim the Plebeians. 


Cir. 1 dreamt to Night, that I did Feaſt with Caeſar, 
And things unluckily charge my Fantaſie : 
| have no will to wander forth of Doors, 
Yet ſomething leads me forth, 
1, What is your Name ? 
. Whither are you going ? 
. Where do you dwell ? 
. Are you a Married Man, or a Batchellor ? 
. Anſwer every man directly. 
. I, and briefly, 
..1, and wiſely. 
. 1, and truly, you were beſt. 
Cin. What is my Name? Whither am I going ? Where 
do | dwell? Aml a Married Man, or a Batchellor ? Then 
to Anſwer every Man directly and briefly, wiſely and 
truly : wiſely, 1 ſay, I am a Batchellor. 
2, That's as much as to ſay, they are Fools that Marry : 
you'll bear me a bang for that I fear : Proceed diredtly, 
Cin, Directly, Iam going to Ceſar's Funeral, 
1. As a Friend, or an Enemy ? 
Gn. As a Friend. 
2, That matter is anſwered directly. 
4. For your Dwelling : briefly. 
Cine. Briefly, 1 dwell by the Capitol. 
3- Your Name, Sir, truly. 
Gn. Truly my Name is Ca. 
1, Tear him to pieces, he's a Confpirator. 
Cin. 1 am Cinna the Poet, I am Cinna the Poet. 
4. Tear him for his bad Verſes, tear him for his bad 
Verſes, 
Cin, 1 am not Cinna the Conſpirator. 
4, It is no matter, his Name's Gre, pluck but his 
name out of his heart, and turn him going. | 
3. Tear him, tear him; Come Brands ho, Firebrands : 
to Brutxs, to Caſſius, burn all, Some to Deciw's Houles, 
and ſome to Carks's, ſome to Ligarizs : Away, 80. 
[ Exeunt all the Plebeians. 
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Aus Quartns. 


Enter Antony, Octavius, and Lepidus. 


_—_— many then ſhall die,. their Names are 
prickt, 

OF. Your Brother too muſt die : conſent you, Le- 
pidus ? 

Lep. Ido conſent. 

Oct. Prick him down, Antony. 

Lep. Upon condition Publius ſhall not live, 

Who is your Siſters Son, Mark, Antony. 

Ant. He ſhall not live 3 look, with a ſpot, I damn him, 
But Lepids, go you to Ceſar's Houſe : 

Fetch the Will hither, and we ſhall determine 

How to cut off ſome charge in Legacies. 
Lep. What ? ſhall I find you here ? 
Ozt, Or here, or at the Capitol. 

Ant, This is a flight unmeritable man, 
Meet to be ſent on Errands : is it fit 

The three-fold World divided, he ſhould ſtand 
One of the three to ſhare it ? | 
Oc. So you thought him, 

And took his Voice who ſhould be prickt to die 

[n our black Sentence and Proſcription. 

Ant. Ofavins, I have ſeen more days than you 3 
And though we lay theſe honours on this man, 

Ta eaſe our ſelves of divers ſland'rous loads, 


[Exit Lepidus, 


He (ha.' but bear them, as the Aſs bears Gold 
To groan and ſweat under the Buſineſs : 
Either led or driven, as we print the way: 
And having brought our treaſure, where we will 
Then take we down his load, and turn him off ; 
(Like to the empty Aſs) to ſhake his Ears, 
And graze in Commons, 

Ott. You may do your will : 
But he's a tri'd and valiant Souldier. 

Ant. Sois my Horſe, Oftavins, and for that, 
[ do appoint him ſtore of Provender. 
[tis a Creature that I reach to fight, 
To wind, to ſtop, to run dire&tly on : 
His corporal Motion, govern'd by my Spirit, 
And in ſome taſt, is Lepridis but ſo: 
He muſt be taught, /and'train*d; and bid go forth - 
A barren ſpirited Fellow, one that feeds 
On Objects, Arts, and Imitations. 
Which out of uſe, and ſtalPd by other men 
Begin his faſhion. Do not talk of him, 
But as a property? -and now, Oftavias, 
Liſten great things. Brutus:and'( aſſins 
Are levying Powers; 'We'muſt ſtraight make head : 
Therefore let our Alliance be combin'd, , 
Our beſt Friends made, and our beſt means ſtretcht out, 
And let us preſently go ſit in Council, 
How covert matters may be beſt diſclos'd, 
And open Perils fareſt anſwered. 


And bayed about with many Enemies, 
And ſome that ſmile have in their hearts, I fear, 
Millions of Miſchiefs. [Exennt. 


Drum. Enter Bratus, Lucilios, and the Army, Titinius 
and Pindarns meet them. 


Bru. Stand, ho. 
Luc. Give the word, ho, and Stand; | 
Bru. What now, 'Lacilias, is Caſſius near? 
Luc, Het is at hand, and Pindarxs is come 

To do you ſalutation from his Maſter. 
Bru. He greets me well. Your Maſter Pindarxs, 

[n his own change, or by ill Officers, 

Hath given me ſome worthy cauſe to wiſh 

Things done, undone : But if he be at hand, 7 

[ ſhall be ſatisfied. 
Pin. 1 do not doubt 

But ghat my Noble Maſter will appear 

Such as he is, full of regard, and Honour. ee” 
Bru, He is not doubted. A word; Lucilias, | 

How he receiv'd you: let me be reſolv'd. 
Lac. With curteſfie, and with reſpect enough, 

But not with ſuch familiar inſtances, 


Ott. Let us doſo: for we are at the ſtake, [ 


As he hath us'd of old. 
Bru. Thou haſt deſcrib'd 
A hot Friend, cooling : Ever note, LZucilzas, 
When Love begins to ſicken and decay, 
It uſeth an enforced Ceremony. 
There are no tricks in plain and ſimple Faith : 
But hollow men, like Horſes hot at hand, 
Make gallant ſhew, and promiſe of their Mettle : 
| Low March within. 
But when they ſhould endure the bloody Spur, 
They fall their Creſt, and like deceitful Jades, 
Sink in the Trial. Comes his Army on ? | 
Luc. They mean this Night in Sardis to be quarter'd: 


Are come with Caſſius. 
Enter Caſſius and his Powers: 
Bru. Hark, he is arriv'd : | | 
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Nor with ſach free and friendly Conference, | 


The greater part, the Horſe in general ir 


March, gently on to meet him. 
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Caſſi. Stand, ho, 
Bru. Stand, ho, ſpeak the word along. 
| Stand, 
Stand. 
Stand. 
Caſſi. Moſt Noble Brother : yon have done me wrong. 
Bru, Judge me, you Gods ;z wrong I mine Enemies ? 
And if not ſo, how ſhould I wrong a Brother ? 
Caſſi. Brutus, this ſober form ot yours, hides wrongs, 
And when you do: them —— 
Bru, Caſſius, be content, 
Speak your griefs ſoftly, 1 do know you well. 
Lefore the Eyes of both our Armies here 
(Which ſhould perceive nothing but Love from us) 
Let us not wrangle, Bid them move away : 
Then in my Tent Caſſius enlarge your Griels, 
And I will give you Audience. 
Caſſi. Pindarus, ' 
Bid our Commanders, lead their Charges off 
A little from this ground. 
Bru. Lucilius, do you the like, and let no man 
Come to our Tent, . till we have-done our Conference. 
Let Lucius and Txtmus guard our Door, LExennt. 
| Manent Brutus ayd Callius. 
Caſſi. That you. have wrong'd me, doth appear in this 
You have condemn'd, and noted Lucius Pella 
For taking Bribes here of the Sardiavs ; 
Wherein my Letter, praying on his ſide, 
Becauſe I knew the-man, was ſlighted off. | 
Bru. You wrong'd your ſelf ro write in ſuch a caſe. 
Caſſs. Ia ſuch a time as this, it is not meet, 
That every nice offence ſhould bear his Comment. 
Bru. Let me tell you, Caſſivs, you your ſelf, 
Are much condemn'd to have an itching Palm, 
To ſell, and Mart your Offices for Gold. 
To Undeſervers, 
Caſſi. I, an itching Palm ? | 
You know that you are Brutus that ſpeaks this, 
Or by the Gods, this ſpeech were elſe you laſt. | 
Bru. The name of Caſſius honours this Corruption, 
And Chaſtiſement doth therefore hide his head. - 
Caſſi. Chaſtiſement ? | ; 
Bru. Remember e.Harch,the Ides of March remember : 
Did not great 7uliws bleed for Juſtice ſake ? 
What Villain touch's his Body, that did ſtab, 
And not for Juſtice ? What, ſhall one of Us, 
That ſtruck the Formoſt man of all this World, 
But for ſupporting Robbers : ſhall we now 
Contaminate our Fingers with baſe Bribes ? 
And ſell the mighty ſpaggyof our large Honours 


| For ſo much traſh, as may be graſped thus ? 


| had rather be a Dog, and bait the Moon, 
Than ſuch a Roman. 
Caſſi. Brutus, bait not me, 
III not endure it : you forget your ſelf, 
To hedge me in, I am a Souldier, I, 
Older in practice, abler than your ſelf 
To make Conditions, 
Bru. Goto: you are not Caſſius. 
Caſſi, 1 am, 
Bru. | fay, you are not. 
Caſſe. Urge me no more, I ſhall forget my ſelf: 
Have mind upon your health: Tempt me no farther. 
Bru. Away, {light man. 
Caſſi. Ist poſſible ? 
Bru. Hear me, for I will ſpeak, 
Mult I give way, androom to your raſh Choler ? 
Shall I-be frighted, when a mad man ſtares ? 
Caſſi. O ye Gods, ye Gods, mult I endure all this ? 
Bru, All this ? I more. Fret till your proud heart break, 
Go ſhew your Slaves how Cholerick you are, 
And make your Bondmen tremble. Muſt I budge ? 
Mult 1 obſerve you ? Muſt I ſtand and crouch 
Under your teſty humour ? By the Gods 


You ſhall digeſt the Venom of your ſpleen 
Though it do ſplit you. For from this day forth 
I'll uſe you for my Mirth, yea for my Laughter J 
When you are waſpiſh. FH 

Caſſi, 1s it come to this ? 

Bru. You ſay, you are a better Souldier : 
Let it appear ſo; make your vauntiog truce, 
And it ſhall- pleaſe me well. For mine own part, 
[ ſhall be glad ro learn of Noble men, 

Caſſi. You wrong me every way : 
You wrong me, Brutas : 
| ſaid, an Elder Souldicr, not a Better, 
Did I fay Better ? 

Bru If you did, I care not, 

Caſſe, When Ceſar liv'd, he durſt not thus have moy' 
me. 

Bru, Peace, peace, you durſt not ſo have tempted him, 

Caſſi. 1 durſt not. 

Bru. No. 

Caſs. What ? durſt not tempt him ? 

Bru. For your life you durſt not ? 

Caſſi. Do not preſume too much upon my love, 
| may do that [ ſhall be ſorry for. 

Bru. You have done that you ſhould be ſorry for, 
There is no terror, Caſſus, in your threats, 
For lam arm'd fo ſtrong in honeſty, 
That they paſs by me, as the idle wind, 
Which 1 reſpect not. I did ſend to you 
For certain ſums of Gold, which you deny'd me, 
Far I can raiſe no money by vile means : 
By Heaven, | had rather coin my heart, 
And dropmy blood for Drachmaes, than to wring 
From the hard hands of Peazants, their vile traſh 
By any indirection. . I did ſend 
To you for Gold to pay my Legions, 
Which you deny*d me : was that done like Cafſixs ? 
Should I have anſwer'd Cains Caſſins ſo ? 
When Marcus Brutus grows ſo covetous, 
Tolock ſuch Raſcal Counters from his Friends, 
Be ready gods with all your Thunder-bolts, 
Daſh him to pieces, : 

Caſſi. 1 deny'd you not. 

Bru. You did. 

Caſſi. 1 did not. He was but a Fool 
That brought my anſwer back. Brurus hath riv'd my heart, 
A Friend ſhould bear his Friends infirmities, 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 

Bry. 1 do not till you practiſe them on me. 

Caſſi. You love me not. 

Bru. 1 do not like your faults, 

Caſſi. A Friendly Eye could never ſee ſuch faults. 

Bru. AFlatterers would not, though they do appear 
As huge as high Olympre, | 

Caſſi. Come, eAntony, and young Octavims come, 
Revenge your ſelves alone on Caſſius, 
For Caſſius is a weary of the World: 
Hated by one he loves, brav'd by his Brother, 
Check'd like a Bondman, all his favlts obſerv'd, 
Set in a Note-Book, learn'd, and con'd by roat 
To caſt into my Teeth, OI could weep 
My Spirit from mine Eyes: There is my Dagger, 
And here my naked Breaſt: Within a heart 
Dearer than Plato's Mine : Richer than Gold: 
If that thou beeſt a Roman, take it forth. 
I that deny'd thee Gold, will give my Heart: 
Strike as thou didſt at Ceſar, for I know, : 
When thou didſt hate him worſt, thou lovedlt him bette 
Than ever thou lovedſt Caſſus. 

Bru. Sheath your Dagger : 
Be angry when you will, it ſhall have ſcope, 
Do what you will, diſhonour ſhall be humour. 
O, Caſſins, you are yoaked with a Lamb 
That carries anger, as the Flint bears fire, 


Who much inforced, ſhews a halty ſpark, And 
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And ſtraight is cold again, 

Caſji. Hath Caſſius I'd 
To be but Mirth and Laughter to his Brutus, 

When grief and blood ill temper'd, vexeth him? 
Bru, When | ſpoke that, I was ill-temper'd too. 
Caſſi. Do you confeſs ſo much? Give me your hand, 
Bru, And my heart t00. 

Caſſi. O Brutus ! 

Bru, What's the matter ? 

Caſſi. Have not you love enough to bear with me, 
When thatraſh humour which my Mother gave me 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Bru. Yes, Caſſius, and from henceforth 
When you are over-ecarnelt with your Bratas, 
| Hee'll think your Mother chides, and leave you ſo. 


Enter a Pact. 


Po. Let me go in to ſee the Generals, 

There is ſome grudge between *em, *tis not meet 
They be alone. 

Luci. You ſhall not come to them. 

Peet. Nothing but Death ſhall ſtay me. 

Caſſi. How now ? What's the matter ? | 

Poet. For ſhame you Generals ? what do you mgan ? 
Love, and be Friends, as two ſuch men ſhould be, 

For | have. ſeen more yeats I'm ſure than ye. 

Caſſi, Ha, ha, how vilely doth this Cynick rhime: 
Bru. Get you hence, Sirrah : Sawcy fellow, hence. 
Caſſi. Bear with him, Brut, *tis his faſhion, 

Bru, Pll know bis humour, when he knows his time : 
What ſhould the Wars do with theſe jigging Fools ? 
Companion, hence. | 

Caſſi. Away, away, be gone. [Exit Poet. 
Brut, Lucilins and Titinus, bid the Commanders 
Prepare to lodge their Companies to Night, 

Caſſi. And come your ſelves,and bring Meſſala with you 
Immediately to us. 

Bru, Lucius, a Bowl of Wine, 

(aſs. 1 did not think you could have been ſo angry. 
Bru,” O Caſſins, | am ſick of many griefs. 

Caſſi. Of your Philoſophy you make no uſe, 

[f you give place to accidental evils. 

Brut, No man bears ſorrow better. Portia is dead. 
Caſſi. Ha! Portia? 

Bru. She is dead. 

Cajſi. How ſcap'd I killing, when I croſt you ſo ? 

O inſupportable, and touching loſs ! 

Upon what ſickneſs ? 

Bru. lmpatient of my abſence : 

And grief, that young Oftavixs with Mark, Antony, 
Have made themſelves ſo ſtrong : For with her Death 
That tydings came. With this ſhe fell diſtract, 

And (her Attendants abſent) ſwallow'd fire, 

Caſſi. And dy'd ſo ? 

Bru, Even ſo. 

{. Caſſi. Oye immortal Gods / 


Enter Boy with Wine and T apers. 


Bru. Speak no more of her : Give tne a Bowl of Wine. 
[a this [ bury all nakindneſs, Caſſius [ Drinks. 
(aſſs. My heart is thirſty for that Noble pledge, 

Fil, Lucis, till the Wine o're-ſwell the Cup: 

| cannot drink too much of Bratus's love, 


Enter Titinius, and Meſſala. 


Bru. Come in, Titinus : 

Welcome, good Meſſala : 

Now ſit we cloſe about this Taper here, 
And call in queſtion our neceſſities. 

Caſſs. Portia, art thou gone ? 


es 


Bru. No more, I pray you. 
Meſſala, 1 have here received Letters, 
That young Octavirs, and Mark Antony, 
Come down upon us with a mighty power, 


Benting their expedition toward Philip 
Meſſ. My felf have Letters of the ſel 


Bru, With what Addition. 


Meſſ. That by proſcription, and Bills of Outlawry, 


Ottavins, Antony, and Lepidus, 

Have put to Death an hundred Senators. 
Bru, Therein our Letters do not well agree : 

Mine ſpeak of ſeventy Senators, that dy'd 

By their proſcciptions, Cicero being one, 


C aſſs. Cicero one ? 


Meſſ. Cicero is dead, and by that order of proſcription. 
Had you your Letters from 


Brut. No, Meſſala. 


eMefſ. Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her ? 


Bru. Nothing, Meſſala. £ 
Meſſ. That methinks is ſtrange. 


Bru. Why ask you ? 


Hear you ovght of her, in yours ? 


Mz. No, my Lord, 


! ſame tenure, 


your Wife, my Lord ? 


Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 
Meſſ. Then like a Roman, bear the truth l tell, 
For Certain ſhe is dead, and by ſtrange manner. 


Bru. Why, farewel, Portz4 : we muſt die, Meſſala, 


With meditating that ſhe mult die gnce, 
| have the patience to endure it now. 


Meſf. Even ſo great men, great loſſes ſhould endure. 
Caſſi. I have as much of this in Art as you, 


But yet my Nature could not bear it ſo. 


Bru. Well, to our work alive. What do you think 


Of marching to Philpps preſently. 
Caſſi. Ido not think it good. 


Bru. Your reaſon ? 
Caſſi, This it is: 


Are full of reſt, defence, and nimbleaeks 


If at P 


That we ha 


The Enemy encreaſfeth every day, 
We at the height, are ready to decline, 
There is a Tide in the affairs of men, .' 


Which taken at the Flood, leads on to Fortune ; » | 


Omitted, all the-Yoyage of their Life, 
[s bound in Shallows, and in Miſeries. 
On ſuch a full Sea, are we now a-float, 
And we muſt take the current when it ſerves, 


Or looſe our ventures. 


a & the utmoſt of our Friends : 
Our Legions are brim full, our cauſe isripe, 


w 


Caſſi. Then with your will go on : we'll along 
Qur ſelves, and meet them at Philipps. 
Bru. The deep of night js crept upon our talk, 


And Nature m 


obey Neceſlity, 


Which we will niggard with a little reſt: 
There is no more to ſay. , 

Cafſi. No more, good night, 
Early*to Morrow will we ae. and hence. 


” 
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Enter Lucius. 


Bru Lucius, my Gown : farewel, good Meſſala, 


| Good Night, Tirims : Noble, Noble Caſſius, 


Good Night, gnd good repoſe. 

Caſſs. © my dear Brother: 
This was an ill beginning of the night : 
Never come ſuch diviſion *tween our Souls : 


| Let it not, Bratzs. 


Enter Lucius with the Gown. 


Bru. Every thing is well. 
Caſſi. Good Night, my Lord. 
Bru. Good Night, good Brother. 
Tit. Meſſa. Good Night, Lord Brutws. 
Bru. Farewel, every one, 
Give me the Gown, Where is thy Inſtrument ? 
Luc. Here in the Tent, 
Bru. What, thou ſpeakeſt drowſily ? 
Poor Knave, I blame thee, thou art o're-watch'd. 
Call Claudio, and ſome other of my men, 
['ll have them ſleep on Cuſhions in my Tent. 
Luc. V arrus and Claudio. 


Enter Varrus «nd Claudio, 


Var. Calls my Lord ? 

Bru. 1 pray you, Sirs, lie in my Tent, and ſleep, 
It may be [ ſhall raiſe you by and by 
On buſineſs to my Brother Caſſ7us. 

Var. So pleaſe you, we will ſtand, 


And watch your pleaſure, 


Bru. 1 will not have it ſo: lie down, good Sirs, 
lt may be I ſhall otherwiſe bethink me. 
Look Lucius, here's the Book I ſought for ſo: 
[ put it in the Pocket of my Gown, PR 

Luc, 1 was ſure your Lordſhip did not give it me. 


Canſt thou hold up thy inſtrument a ſtrain or two. 
And touch thy heavy Eyes a while. 

Luc. 1, my Lord, an't pleaſe you. 

Bru. It does, my Boy ; 
[ trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 

Luc. It is my duty, Sir. 

Bry. | ſhould not urge thy duty paſt thy might, 
I know young bloods look for a time of reſt. 

Luc. | have flept, my Lord, already. 

Bra. It was well done, and thou ſhalt ſleg again : 
[ will not hold thee long. 1f I dolive, 
[ will be good to thee. 


Muſick and a Song. 


This is a ſleepy Tune : O murderous ſlumber / 
Layeſt thou thy Leaden Mace upon my Boy, 

That plays thee Mouſick ? Gentle Koave, good night : 
| __ do thee ſa much wrong to wake thee : 

{f tho doſt nod, thou break'ſt thy Inſtrument, 

1'1] take it from thee, and (good Boy) good night. 
Let me ſee, let me fee? is not the Leaf turn'd down 


1 Where [ left reading? Here it is, 1 think, 


Enter the Ghoſt of Czar. 


How ill this Taper burns. Ha! Who comes here ? 

I think it is the weakneſs of mine Eyes 

That ſhapes this monſtrous Apparition. 

It comes upon .me : Art thou any thing ? 

Art thon ſome God, ſome Angel, or ſome Devil, 

That mak'ſt my blood cold, and my hair to ſtare ? 

Speak to me, what thou art. 
Ghoſt. Thy evil Spirit, Brutus, 


[ Exeumt. 


Bru. Bear with me, good Boy, I am much forgetful. 
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Bru. Why com'lt thou ? F 


Ghoſt. To tell thee thou ſhalt ſee me at Phil;oe: 

Brut, Well : then I ſhall ſeeſthee again ? 4 

Ghoſt. I, at Philipp, F 

Bra. Why, I will fee thee a\ Philppi then: 
Now 1 have taken heart, thou vaniſheſt. 
[1] Spirit, I would hold more talk with thee, 
Boy, Lucius, Varrus, Claudio, Sits : awake: 
Claudio, 

Luci. The ſtrings, my Lord, are falſe, 

Bru. He thinks he is ſtill at his Inſtrument, 
Lucins, awake. * 

Luci, My Lord. 

I Didft thou dream, Lacizs , that 
out 

Lac. My Lord, I do not know that I did cry, 


Bru, Yes, that thou didſt ;. Didſt thou ſee any thing ? 


Luc, Nothing, my Lord. 

Bru. Sleep again, 
Thou, awake. 

Var, My Lord. 

Clau. My Lord. 

Bru. Why did you ſo cry out, Sirs, in your Sleep? 

Both. Did we, my Lord þ CONY 

Bru. |: ſaw you any thing ? 

Var. No, my Lord, I ſaw nothing. 

Clax. Nor l, my Lord. 

Bru, Go, and commend me to my Brother Caſſuz : 
Bid him ſet on his powers betimes before, 
And we will follow. 

Both. It ſhall be done, my Lord. 


Lucius : Sirtah, Claudio, Fellow, 


ad 


CA 


thou ſo cryedſt 


[Exeunt, 


Oe 


AFus Quintus. 


Enter OCtavius, Antony, and their eArmy. 


— W, Antony, our hopes are anſwered, - 
You ſaid the Enemy would not come down, 
But keep the Hills and upper Regions : 

[t proves not ſo : their Battels are at hand, 

They mean to warn us at Phi/ipps here : 

Anſwering before we dodemand of them. 

Ant, TutIam in their boſoms, and I know 
Wherefore they do it : They could be content 
To viſit other places, and come down 
With fearful bravery : thinking by this face 
To faſten in our thoughts that they have Courage : 
But *tis not ſo. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


M:J. Prepare you Generals, 
'The Enemy comes on in gallant ſhew : 
Their bloudy ſign of Battel is hung out, 
And ſomething to be done immediately. 
ent. Oftavins, lead your Battel ſoftly on 
Upon the left hand of the evil Field. 
Ota. Upon the Tight hand 1, keep thou the left. 
Ant, Why do you croſs me 1a this exigent ? 
Ofta. 1 do not croſs you : but I will dolo. 


Drum, Enter Brutus, Caſſius, and their Army. 


Bru. They ſtand, and would have parley. 

Caſſi. Stand faſt, Tirinius, we muſt out and talk. 

Ofta. e Mark, Antony, ſhall we give ſign of Battel? 

Ant. No, Ceſar, we will anſwer on their Charge. 
Make forth, the Generals would have ſome words. 

Olkg. Stir not until the Signal, 


Bru. Words before blows : is it ſo, Country-men MM 


© 


[ March, 
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Luc, My Lord. 

Caſ. Meſſala. 

Meſſa. What ſayes my General ? 
Caſ Meſſala, this is my Birth-Day : as this very day 
Was Caſſius born, Give me thy hand, Meſſals : 

Be thou my witneſs, that againſt my will, 

(As Pompey was) am I compell'd to ſet 

Upon one Battel all our Liberties. 

You know that 1 held Epicurus ſtrong, 

And his opinion : Now | change my mind, 

And partly credit things that do preſage. 

Coming from Sardis, on our former Enſign, 

Two mighty Eagles fell, and there they pearch'd, 
Gorging and feeding from our Souldiers hands, 
Who to Philipps here conſorted us; 

This Morning are they fled away, and gone, 
And in their ſteads, do Ravens, Crows and Kites, 
Fly o're our heads, and downward look on us 

As we were ſickly prey ; their ſhadows ſeem 

A Canopy moſt fatal, under which 

Our Army lies, ready to give up the Ghoſt. 

Meſſa. Believe not ſo. 

Caſſi. I but believe it partly, 

For | am freſh of ſpirit, and reſolv'd 

To meet all peril, very conſtantly. 


O0#a. Not that we love words better, as you do. 

Bru. Good words are better than bad ſtrokes, Oftavins. 

Ant. In your bad ſtrokes, Brutus, you give good words, 
Witneſs the hole you made 1n {2/ars heart, 

C:ying, long live, hail Ceſar. 

Caſſi. Antony, 
The poſture ot your 
But for. your words, they rob the Hibla Bees, 

And leave them Honey-lefs. 
Ant. Not ſtingleſs too. 
Bru. O yes, and ſoundleſs too : 
For you have ſtoln their buzzing, Antony, 
Aad very wiſely threat before you ſting, 
Ant. Villains : you did not fo, when your vile Daggers 
Hack one another in the ſides of Ceſar : 
You ſhew'd your teeth like Apes, 
| And fawn'd like Hounds, 
And bow'd like Bondmen, kiſſing Ceſar”s feet : 
Whilſt damned Caska, inc & Cur, behind 
Struck Ceſar on the neck. O you flatterers ! 
Caſſi. Flatterers ? Now Brmt«s thank your ſelf : 
This tongue had not offended ſo to day, 
If Caſſius might have ruPd. 
Ota. Come, come, the cauſe. If arguing make us ſwet, 
The proof of it will turn to redder drops : 
Look, 1 draw a Sword againſt Conſpirators, 
When think you that the Sword goes up again ? 
Never till Ceſar's three and thirty wounds 
Be well aveng'd ; or till another Ceſar 
Have added Slaughter to the Sword of Traytors. 
Bru. Ceſar, T hou canſt not die by Traytors hands, 
Unleſs thou bringſt them. with thee. 
Ota. Sol hope : 
[ was not born to die on Brutus Sword, 
Bru. O if thou wert the Nobleſt of thy Strain, 
Young-man, thou couldft not die more honourable. 
Caſſi. A peeviſh School-Boy, worthies of ſuch honour 
Join'd with a Masker and a Reveller. 
Ant. Old Caf ſtill. 
Octta. Come, «Antony : away : 
Defiance, Traytors, hurle we in your teeth. 
If you dare fight to day, come to the field ; 
lf not, when you have ſtomachs, 


blows are yet unknown ; 


[ Exit Oftavius, Antony, and Army. 


Caſſi, Why now blow wind, - ſwell-billow, 
And ſwim Bark : 

The Storm is up, and all is on the hazard. 
Bru, Ho, Lucikins, hark, a word with you, 


Lucillins, and Meſlala ſtand forth. 


| 


- 


Bru, Evenſo, Lacilluv, 
Caſſi. Now moſt Noble Brutus, 


The gods to day ſtand friendly, that we may \ 


Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age. 

But (ince the affairs of men reſts (til incertain, 
Lcts reaſon with the worſt that may beſ{al. 

It we do loſe this Battel, then is this 

The very laſt time we ſhall ſpeak together : 
What are you then determined to do ? 

Bru, Even by the rule of that Philoſopby, 
By which I did blame Caro, for the death 
Which he did give himſelf, I know not how : 
But 1 do find it Cowardly, and vile, 

For fear of what might fall, ſo to prevent 
The time of life, arming my ſelf with patience, 
To ſtay the providence of ſome high Powers, 
That govern us below. 

Caſſi. Then if we loſe this Battel, 
You are contented to be led in triumph 
Through the ſtreets of Rome. 

Bru, No, Caſſins, no : 
Think not thou, Noble Romar, 
That ever Brutxs w.'l go bound to Rome, 
He bears too great a mind, But this ſame day 
Muſt end that work, that Ides of e /arch begun. 
And whether we ſhall meet again, 1 know not: 
Therefore our everlaſting farewel take : 
For ever, and for ever, farewel, Caſſins, 
If we do meet again, why, we ſhall ſmile : 
lf nor, why then this parting was well made. 

Caſſi. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brut : 
lf we do meet again, wee'l ſmile indeed 
lt not, ris true, this parting was well made. 


Bra, Why then lead on. O that a man might know | 


The end of this days buſineſs, ere it come : 
But it ſufficeth, that the day will end, 


And then the end is known, Come ho, away, [ Exeurt. 


eAlarum. Enter Brutus and Meſſala. - 


Brs. Ride, ride, Meals, ride and give theſe Bills 
Unto the Legions, on the other fide. 


Let them ſet on at once: for I perceive 
But cold demeanour in Oftavid's Wing : 
And ſudden puſh gives them the overthrow : 


Ride, ride; Meſſala, let them all come down, [ Exenng, 


Alarums. Enter Caſſius and Titinivs. 


:tinixs, look, the Villains fly : 

mine own turn'd Enemy : * 

of mine was turning back, 

acd, and did take it from him, 
Titin. O Caſſius, Brutus gave the word too early, 

W..v ha .ng ſome advantage on Ottavins 

Took it too eagerly : his Souldiers fell to ſpoil, 

Whilſt we by Antony are all inclog'd. 


Enter Pindarus; 


Pind, Fly further off my Lord.: fly further off, 
Mark, Antony is in your Tents, my Lord : 
Fly therefore, Noble Caſſins, fly far off. 


Caſſi. This Hill is far enough. Look; look, Titinins, 


Are thoſe my Tents where | perceive the fire ? 

Tit. They are, my Lord; 

Caſſi. Titinins, if thou lovelt me, 3x 
Mount thou my Horſe, and hide thy Spurs in hiaz, 
Till he have brought thee up ta yonder Troops, 
And here again, that I may reſt afſur'd 
Whether yond Troops ate Friend or Enemy. 


Tit. I will be here again, even with a thought. LExis, | 
My | 


Ca 0, Pindarus, get thither on that Hill, 


Ddd 


» - 


[ Loud Alarum. 


> 


Pind. Titinixs is encloſed round about 
With Ho:ſcmen, that make to him on the Spur, 
Yet he ſpurs on, Now they are almoſt on him: 
Now Titinius, Now ſome light: O he lights too. 
He's tane. 
| And hark, they ſhout for joy. 
{aſſs. Come down, behold no more : 
.O Coward, that | am, to live fo long, 
To ſee my belt Friend tane before my Face / 


Shout. 


Enter Pindarus. 


Come hither Sirrah ; In Parthia did I take thee Priſoner, 

And then I ſwore thee, ſaving of thy lite, 

That whatſoever I did bid thee do, 

Thou ſhouldſt attempt it. Come now, keep thine Oath, 

Now be a Freeman, and with this good Sword 

That ran through Czſars Bowels, ſearch this Boſom. 

Srand not to Anſwer : Here, take thou the Hilts, 

And when my face is cover'd, as 'tis now, 

Guide thou the Sword —— Cefar thou art reveng'd, 

Even with the Sword that killd thee. CKill bim. 
Pin. So, | am free, 

Yet would not fo have been, 

Durſt I have done my wil}, O Caſſius, 

Far from this Country Pixdarw ſhall run, 

Where never Roman ſhall take note of him. 


Enter Titinius, and Meſſala. 


Meſſa. It is but change, Titinins : for Off avins 
| [s overthrown by Noble Brutus power, 
| As Caſſins Legions are by Antony. 
Titin. Theſe tidings will well comfort Caſſins. 
eUeſſa. Where did you leave him ? 
Twin. All diſcanſolate, 
| With Pindarus his Bondman, on this Hill. 
Meſſa. Is not that he that lies upon the ground ? 
| Tus, He lies not like the Living. O my heart! 
Mcſſa. 1s not that he ? 
Titin, No, this was he, Meſſala, 
But Caſſius is no more, O ſetting Sun : 
As in thy red Rayes thou doſt fink to night; 
So in his re4 blood Caſſius day it ſet. 4 
The Son of Rome is fer, Our day is gone, , 
Clouds, De-ws, and Dangers come z our Mas are done : 
Miſtroſt of my 1ucceſs hath done this deed. 
Meſſa. Miſtruſt of good ſucceſs hath done this deed. 
O hateful Error, Melancholies Child : 
4 Why doſt thou ſhew to the apt thoughts of men, 
The things that are not? O Error ſoon conceiv'd, 
Thou never com'ſt unto a happy Birth, 
But kill'ſt the Mother that engendred thee. 
Tit. What Pindarus? Where art thou, Pindarns ? 
Meſſa. Seek him, Titsnius : whillt I go to meet 
The Noble Brutus, thruſting this report 
Into his Ears; I may fay, thruſting it : 
For piercing Steel, and Darts invenomed 
Shall be as welcome to the Ears of Brutus, 
As tydings of this ſight. | 
Tit, Hye you, Meſſala, 
And 1 will ſeek for Pindarxs the while : 
Why didſt thou ſend me forth, brave Caſſixe ? 
Did I not meet thy Friends, and did not they 
Put on my brows this wreath of Victory, 
And bid me give it thee ? Didſt thou not hear theig ſhouts? 


We ſhall try Fortune in a ſecond fight. 


How every thing is chanc'd. 
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My ſight was ever thick : regard, T «tins, Alas, thou haſt miſconſtrued every thing, == 
And tell me what thou not'ſt about the field, But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow 
This day | breath'd firſt, time is come round, Thy Brutw bid me give it thee,-and | - : 
And whece L 4id begin, there ſhall | end, Will do his bidding. Brutus, come apace, 
My life is run his compaſs. Sirrah, What news ? And ſee how I regarded Cains C aſſixs : 
Pind. Above. Q, my Lord, By your leave, gods: This is a Romans part, 
Caſſi. What news ? Come Caſſius Sword, and find Tirmixs heart. [ Dies 


Alarum, Enter Brutus, Meſlala , young Cat 
Strato, Volumnins, and Loalls 7 


Bru. Where, where, Meſſala, doth his Body lie ? 
Meſſa. Lo yonder, and Titinins mourning it, 
Bru. { wtinins face is upward. 
Cato, He is ſlain, 
Bru. O Fulius Ceſar,thou att mighty yet, 
Thy Spirit walks abroad, and turns our Swords 
In our own proper Entrails. [ Low Alerum; 
Cato. Brave 1umins, . 
Look where he have not Crown'd dead Caſſixs. 
Bru, Are yet two Romans living ſuch as theſe ? 
The laſt of all the Romans, fare thee well: 
Ic is impoſſible that ever R ome 
Should breed thy Fellow : Friends I owe moe tears 
To this dead man, than you ſhall ſee me pay, 
| ſhall find time, Caſſizs : 1 ſhall find time. 
Come therefore, and to Tharſss ſend his body, 
His Funerals ſhall not be in our Camp, 
Leſt ic diſcomfort us. Lucius come, 
And come, young Cato, let us to the Field, 
Labio and Flavixs, ſet our Battels on : 
"Tis three a Clock, and Romans yet ere night, 


[ Excunt. 


Alarum. Enter Brutus, Meſlala, Cato, Lucillius, 
«1d Flavius. 


Bru, Yet Countrymen : O yet, hold up your heads. 
(to. What Baſtard doth not ? who will go with me? 
[ will proclaim my name about the field. 
| am the Son of Marcus Cato, ho. 
A Foe to Tyrants, and my Countreys Friend, 
| am the Son of Marcus Cato, ho. | 
Enter Souldiers and fight. 
And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I. 
Brutus my Countries Friend : know me for Brwts. 
Luc. O young and Noble Cato, art thou down? 
Why now thou dyeſt, as bravely as Titimius, 
And may*ſt be honour'd being Cato's Son. 
Sould Yield, or thou dyeſt. 
Luc. Only 1 yield todie : | 
There is ſo much, that thou wilt kill me ſtraight : 
Kill Br«tus, and be honour'd in his Death. 
Sould, We mult not : a Noble Priſoner. 


Enter Antony. 


2. Sould. Room ho : tell Antony, Brutus is tane. 
1. Sould. 1'll tell thee news, here comes the General, 
Brutus is tane, Brutus is tane, my Lord. 
Ant. Where is he ? 
Luc. Safe «Antony, Brutus is ſafe enough : 
[ dare aſſure thee, that no Enemy 
Shall ever take alive the Noble Brutus : 
The gods defend him from ſo great a ſhame, 
When you do find him or alive, or dead, 
He will be found like Brutus, like bimfelf. 
Ant. This'is not Brutus, Friend, but I affure you, 
A prize no leſs in worth : keep this man ſafe, - 
Give him all kindneſs. I had rather have 
Such men my Friends, than Enemies. Goo, 
And fee where Brutus be alive or dead, 
And bring us unto Ofavins Tent, 


Enter 
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Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, 
and Volumnius, 


Bru. Come,poor remains ol Friends, reſt on this Rock. 
Cit, Statillins ſhew'd the Torct-light, bur, my Lord, 
He came not back, he is, or tane, or ſlain, 
Eru, Sit thee down, Clrus : [laying is the word, 
[t is a deed in faſhion, Hark thee, Clirus, 
Clit, What 1, my Lord ? No, not for all the World. 
Bru, Peace then, no worcs, 
Clit, Il rather kill my ſelf. 
Bru, Hark thee, Dardanius. 
Dard. Shall 1 do ſuch a Deed ? 
Cla, O Dardanins. 
Dar. O Clitus, 
Clit, What ill requeſt did Brutus make to thee ? 
Dar. To kill him, Chews : look he meditates. 
- Clit, Now 1s that Noble Veſſel full of grief, 
That it runs over even at his Eyes. 
Bru. Come hither, good Yolumnins, liſt a word. 
Volum. What ſays, my Lord ? | 
Bru. Why this, Yolummins : 
The Ghoſt of Ceſar hath appear'd to me 
Two ſeveral times by night: at Sardis, once 
And this laſt night, here 1n Phzlippi-fields : 
| know my hour is come. 
Volum. Not ſo, my Lord. | 
Bru, Nay, | am ſure it is, Volummus. 
Thou ſeeſt the World, Yolumnins, how it goes, 
Our Enemies have beat us to the Pit : 
[r is more worthy, to leap in our ſelves, 
Than tarry till they puſh us. Good Yolumnins, 
Thou knoweſt that we two went to School together : 
Even for that our love of old, I prethee 
Hold thou my Swords Hilt, while I run on it. 
Vol. That's not an office for a Friend, my Lord, 


Clit. Fly, fly, my Lord, there isno tarrying here. 
Bru. Farewel to you, and you, and you, Yolumnias. 
Strato, thou haſt been all this while aſleep : 

Farewel to thee, to Strato, Countrymen : 

My heart doth joy, that yet all my life, 

| found no man, but he was true to me. 

[ ſhall have glory by this looling day, 

More than Oftavius and Mark Antony, 

By this vile Conqueſt ſhall attain unto. 

So fare you well at once, for Brutus tongue 


[Low Alarum, 


[Alarum ſtill 


Hath almoſt ended his lives Hiſtory : 
Night hangs upon mine Eyes, my Bones would reſt, 
That have but labour'd, to attain this hour. 
Alarum. Cry wuhin, Flie. flie, flie. 
- Ck, Flie, my Lord, flie. : fre, 
Bru. Hence : I will follow : 
[ prethee, Seyato, ſtay thou by thy Lotd, 
Thou art a Fellow of a good reſpett ; 
Thy life hath had ſome ſmatch of honour in it, 
Hold then my Sword, and turn away thy face, 
While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Straro ? 
Strat, Give me your hand firſt. Fare you well, my Lord. 
Bru. Farewel, good Strato. — Ceſar, now be ſtill, 
| kilPd not thee with half ſo good a will. [ Dies. 


Alarum, Retreat, Enter Antony, Odtavius, Meſlala, 
Lucillius, and the Army. 


Ota. What man is that? 
Meſſs. My Maſters man. Srrato, where is thy Maſter ? 
Stra. Free from-the Bondage you are in; — 
The Conquerours can but make a fire of bim : 
For Bratus only overcame himſelf, 
And no man elfe hath honour by his Death. 
Luci. SO Brutss ſhould be found. 1 thank thee, Brutzs, 
That thou baſt prov'd Lucllius ſaying true. 
Ota. All that ſerv'd Brutus | will entertain them, 
Fellow, wilt thou beſtow thy time with me ? . 
Stra. I, if Meſſala will prefer me to you. 
Ofta. Do fo, good Meſſala. 
Meſſa. How died my Lord, Strato ? 
Stra. I held the Sword, and he did run on it. 
Meſſa. Ofavius, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the lateſt ſervice to my Maſter. ' 
Ant. This was the Nobleſt Roman of them all: 
All the Confſpirators ſave only he, 
Did that they did, in envy of great Ceſar : 
He, only in a general honeſt thought, 
And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle, and the Elements 
So mixt in him, that Nature might ſtand up, © 
And fay toall the World ; This was a man. 
Ota. According to his Vertue, let us uſe him 
With all reſpe&, and rites of Burial. 
Within my Tent his Bones to night ſhall lie, 
Moſt like a Souldier, ordered honovurably : 
So call the field to reſt, and let's away, 


To part the glories of this happy day. LExeunt evines. 
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o AGus Primus. Scena Prima. 
Shipwracking ſtorms and direful Thunders breaking 


So from that ſpring, whence comfort ſeem'd to come 
. Diſcomfort ſwells: Mark, King of Scorland, mark, : 


_ 


ce I e——_ 


—— 


Thunder and Lightning. Enter three Witches, 


I, H EN ſhall we three meet again ? No ſooner Juſtice had with Valour arm'd, 
In Thunder, Lightning, or in Rain ? Compell'd theſe skipping Kernes to trult their heels, 
2. When the Hurly-burly*s done, But the Norweyan Lord ſurveying vantage, 
When the Battel's loſt and won. With furbuſht arms and new ſupplies of men, 
3. "That will bee're the ſet of Sun. Began a freſh aſſault. 
1. Where the place ? King. Diſmaid not this our Captains, Macbeth and 
2, Upon the Heath. Banquo ? 
3. There to meet with Macbeth. Cap. Yes, as Sparrows Eagles; 
1, I come, Gray-Malkin. Or the Hare the Lion. 
All. Padocke calls anon: Fair is foul, and foul is fair. | If I ſay ſooth, 1 muſt report they were 
Hover through the fog and filthy air. CExexnt. | As Cannons overcharg'd with double Cracks, 


So they doubly redoubled ſtroaks on the Foe : 
Except they meant to bathe in reeking Wounds, 
Or memorize another Golgotha, 

[ cannot tell: But I am faint, 

Alarnm within, Enter King, Malcolme, Donalbaine, | My Gaſhes cry for help. 


Scana Secunda. 


Lenox, with Attendants , meeting King. So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds, 
a bleeding Captain. | They {mack of Honour both : Go, get him Surgeons. 
King. What bloody man is that ? He can report, | Enter Roſle and Angus, 
As ſeemeth by kis plight, of the revolt 
The neweſt ſtate, Who comes here ? 
eWal. This is the Serjeant, Mal. The worthy Thane of Roſſe, 
Who like a good and hardy Souldier fought + Len. What haſt looks through his eyes ? 
*Gainſt my Captivity : Hail, hail, brave Friend ; So ſhould he look, that ſeems to ſpeak things ſtrange, 
| Say to the King, the knowledge of the broy], Roſſe. God ſave the King, 
As thou didſt leave it. Kmg, Whence cam'ſt thou, worthy Thane ? 
1] Cap. Doubtful it ſtood, Roſje. From Fife, great King, 
|-As two ſpent Swimmers, that do cling together, Where the Norweyan Banners flout the Sky, ---- --— 
{ And choak their Art : The mercileſs facdonnel And fan our people cold. | 
| (Worthy to be a Rebel, for to that Norway himſelf, with terrible numbers, 
The multiplying villanies of Nature Aſſiſted by that moſt diſloyal Traytor, 
{Do ſwarm upon him) from the weſtern Iſles The Thane of Cawdor, began a diſmal Conflict, 
tOf Kernes and Gallow glaſſes is ſupply'd, Till that Bekona's Bridegroom, lapt in proof, 
.| And Fortune on his damned Quarry ſmiling, Confronted him with ſelf-compariſons, 
Shew'd like a Rebels whore: But all's too weak : Point againſt Point, rebellious Arm *gainſt Arm, 
For brave Macbeth (well he deſerves that name) Curbing his laviſh ſpirit ; And to conclude, 
Diſdaining Fortune with his brandiſht Steel, The victory fel] on us. 
1 Which ſmoak'd with bloody execution King. Great happineſs. 
| Like Valours Mjnion) carv'd out his paſſage, Roſſe. That now Sweno, the Norwayes King, 
Till he fac'd the Slave: Craves compoſition : 
Which never ſhook hands, nor bid farewel to him, Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 
Till he unſeam'd him from the Nave to th? Chops, ”Till he disburſed, at Saint Colmes-hill, 
And fix'd his head upon our Battlements. Ten thouſand Dollars, to our general vſe. : 
King. O valiant Couſin, worthy Gentleman, | King. No more that Thane of Cawdor ſhall deceive 


Cap. As whence the Sun-gins his refleCtion, * | Our boſomintereſt : Go, pronounce his preſent death, 
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And with his former Title, great Macbeth, 
e, VII ſee it done. 


Roſe 
What he hath loſt, noble Macbeth hath won. 


Km. 


I 


SS) 


I 


Macb. So foul and fair a day I have not ſeen. 

Bang. How far is't call'd to Soris? what are theſe ? 
So wither*d, and fo wild in their attire, 

That look not like th* inhabitans o'th* 
And yet are ont? Live you, or are you oug 
That man may queſtion? You ſeem to underſtand me, 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 

Upon her skinny Lips : You ſhould be Women, 

And yet your Beards forbid me to interpret 

That you are ſo. 

Macb. Speak if you can: What are you? 

I. All hail; Macbeth, hail to thee, Thane of Glamss. 
2. All hail, Macbeth, hail to thee, Thane of Cawdor, 
3. All hail, Macbeth, that ſhalt be King herealter. 
Ban. Good Sir, why do you ſtart and ſeem to fear 
Things that do ſound fo fair ? th? name of Truth, 

Are ye fantaſtical, or that indeed 

Which outwardly ye ſhew? My noble Partner, 

You greet with preſent Grace, and great Prediction 
Of Noble having, and of Royal. hope, 

That he ſeems wrapt withal ; to me you ſpeak not. 

If you can look into the Seeds of Time, 

And ſay, which Grain will grow, and which will not, 
Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear 


Scena Tertis. 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 


Where haſt chou been, Siſter ? 

2. Killing Swine, 

. Siſter, where thon ? 

. ASaylors wife had Cheſtnuts in her Lap, 

And monncht, and mouncht, and mouncht: 

Give me, quoth I, 

Anoynt thee, Witch, the Rump.fed Ronyon cries. 

Her husband's to eMleppo gone, Maſter o'th? Tiger : 

But ina ſieve 11 thither ſail, 

| And like a Rat withont a Tail, 

ll do, Fil do, and Fl do, 

2, Pll give thee a wind, 

1, Tr'art kind. 

3. And [| another. 

1, | my ſelf have all the other, 

And the very Ports they blow, 

All the Quarters thatthey know. 

th* Shipman's Card. 

[Il drain, him dry as Hay : 

Sleep ſhall neither night nor day, 

Hang upon his Pent-houſe Lid : 

He ſhall live a man forbid : 

Weary Sev'nights, nine times nine, 

Shall he d windle, peak and pine; 

Though his Bark cannot be loft, 

Yet it ſhall be Tempeſt-toſt. 

Look what I have. 

2. Shew me, ſhew me. 

1, Here, I have a Pilot*s Thamb, 

Wrackt as homeward he did come. 

3. A Drum, a Drum: 

Macbeth doth come. 

All. The weyward Siſters, hand in hand, 

Polters of the Sea and Land, 

Thus do go, about, about, 

Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 

And thrice again to make up nine. 
Peace, the Charm's wound'up. 


[ Drum within: 


Enter Macbeth and Banquo. 


Your favours, nor your hate. 
1, Hail, 
. Hail, 
. Hail, 
. Leſſer than Macbeth, and greater. 
Not ſo happy, yet much happier. 
. Thou ſhalt get Kings, though thou be none : 
So all hail, 2facbeth and Banguo. 

I, Banquo and Macbeth, all hail. 

Macb. Stay, you imperfect Speakers, tell me more: 
By Sinel's death I know | am Thane of Glamis, 
But how of Cawdor ? The Thane of Cawdor lives, 
A proſperous Gentleman: And to be King, 
Stands not within the proſpect of belief, 

No more than to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
You owe this ſtrange intelligence, or why, 
Upon this blaſted heath you ſtop our way 
With fuch Prophetique greeting ? 

Speak, | charge you. [Witches vaniſh; 
Bang. The Earth hath bubbles, as the water has. 
And theſe are of them : Whither are they vaniſh'd ? 
eMacb. Into the Air : and what ſeen''d corporal, 

Melted, as breath into the wind. 
Would they had ſtaid. 

Bang. Were ſuch things here, as we do ſpeak about? 

Or have we eaten of the inſane Root, 
That takes the Reaſon Priſoner ? 

Macb. Your Children ſhall be Kings. 

Bang. You'ſhall be King, 

Macb. And Thane of Cawdor too: Went it not ſo? 
| Bang. Toth' ſelf ſame tune, and words: Who's here? 


Enter Roſſe and Angus. 


uw jH HS -« 4 0D 


Roſſe. The King hath happily receiv'd, Macheth, 


'| The news of thy Succeſs: and when he reads 


Thy perſonal Venture in the Rebels fight, 
His wonders and his Praiſes do contend, 
Which ſhould be thine or his: Silenc'd with that, - 
In viewing o're the reſt o'th* ſelf-ſame day, 
He finds thee in the ſtout Norweyan Ranks, 
Nothing afraid of what thy ſelf didſt make 
Strange Images of death, as thick as tale 
Can poſt with Poſt, and every one did bear 
Thy praiſes in his Kingdoms great defence, 
And pour'd them down before him. 
Ang. We are ſent, 
To give thee, from our Royal Maſter, thanks, 
Only to herald thee into his ſight, 
Not pay thee. | 
Roſſe. And for anearneſt of a greater honoar, 
He bad me, 'fr6m him, call thee Thane of Cawdor i 
[n which addition, hail , moſt worthy Thane, 
For it 1s thine. 
Bang. What, can the Devil ſpeak true ? 
. Mach. The Thane of Cawdor lives : 
Why do you dreſs me in his borrowed Robes ? 
Ang. Who was the Thane, lives yet, 
But under heavy judgment bears that life, 
Which he deſerves to loſe; 
Whether he was combin*dFith thoſe of N orway, 
Or elſe did line the Rebel with hidden help, | 
And vantage; or that with both-he labour'd 
[n his Countreys-wrack, I know not : 
But Treaſons Capital, confeſs*dj and prov'd; 
Have overthrown him. 
Mach. Glamis, and Thane of Cawdor: 
The greateſt is behind. Thanks for your pains. 
Do you not hope your Children ſhall be Kihgs, 
When thoſe that gave the Thane of Cawdor to meg 
Promis'd no leſs to them ? 
Bang. That truſted home, 


Might yet enkihdle you into the Crown, 


Belides the Thane of Cawdor. But 'tis ſtrange : FE & 
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And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 
The inſtruments of Darkneſs tell us Truths, 
Win us with honeſt trifles, to betray's 
In deepeſt conſequence. 
Couſins, a word, I pray you. 

Mach. T wo truths are told, 
As happy Prologues to the ſwelling Act 


| Of the imperial Theam, I thank you, Sentlemen : 


This ſupernatural ſolliciting - 
Cannot be ill ; cannot be good. In” 
If ill? Why hath it given me carneſt of ſucceſs, 
Commenciogin a Truth ? Ll am Thaze of Cawdor. 
If good ? Why dol yield to that ſuggeſtion, 
Whoſe horrid [mage doth unfix my heir, 
And make my ſeated heart knock at my Ribs, 
Againſt the uſe of nature ? Preſent fears 
Areleſs than horrible imaginings : 
My thought, whoſe murther yet is but fantaſtical, 
Shakes ſo my ſingle ſtate of man. 
That funRion is ſmother*d in ſurmiſe, 
Andnothing is, but what is not, 
Ban, Look how our Partner's rapt. 
Mach, If Chance will have me Kiog, 
Why Chance may crown me 
Without my ſtirr. 
Ban. New honours come upon him, 
Like our ſtrange Garments, cleave not to their mould, 
Burt with the aid of uſe, 
Macb. Come what come may, 

Time and the hour runs through the rougheſt day. 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we ſtay upon your leiſure, 
Mach, Give me your favour : 

My dull brain was wrought with things forgotten, 

Kind Geatlemen, your pains are regiſtred, 

Where every day I turn the Leaf, 

'To read them. 

Let us toward the King; think upon 

What hath chanc'd : and at more tine, 

The interim having weigh'd it, let us ſpeak 

Our free hearts each to other, 

Ban. Very gladly. 
Macb. Till then enough : 

Come, friends. 


Pp 


[Exeunt. 


Scana (Quarta. 


Flouriſh. Enter King, Lenox, Malcolme, 
 Donalbain, and Attendants, 


King. ls execution done on Cawdor ? 
Are not thoſe in commiſſion yet return'd ? 

Mal. My Liege, they are not yet come back, 
But I have ſpoke with one that ſaw him die : 
Who did report, that very frankly he 
Confeſs'd his T reaſons, implor'd your Highneſs pardon, 
And ſet forth a deep Repentance : 

Nothing in his life became him, 

Like the leaving it, He dy'd, 

As one that had been ſtudied in his death, 
To throw away the deareſt thing he ow'd, 
As *twere a careleſs trifle. 

King. There's no Art, 

To find the minds conſtruCtion in the face : 
He was a Gentleman on whom [I builc 
An abſolute truſt. 


Enter Macbeth , Banquo, Roſſe, and Angus. 


O wortbieſt Couſin, 

The fin of my Ingratitude even now 

Was heavy on me. Thou art ſo far before, 

That ſwiftelt Wine of .Recompence is flow : 

To overtake thee, Would thou hadſt leſs deſerv'd, 


Thar the Proportion both of thanks and payment 
| Might have been mine : Only | have left to ſay, * 
More 1s thy due, than more than all can pay. ; 
Macb. The ſervice and the loyalty I owe 
[n doing it, paies it ſelf, 
Your Highneſs part is to receive our Duties : 
And our Duties are to your Throne and State. 
Children and Servants; which do but what they ſhould 
By doing every thing ſafe toward your love 
And honour, 
Kg. Welcome hither: 
| have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. Noble Barge, 
T hat haſt no leſs deſery*d, nor mult be known, 
Nor leſs to have done ſo: Let meenfold thee, 
And hold thee to my heart, 
Ban. There if 1 grow, 
The Harveſt is your own. 
King, My plenteous joys, 
Wanton in fulneſs, ſeek to hide themſelves 
In drops of Sorrow. Sons, Kinſman, Thanes, 
And you, whoſe places are the neareſt, know, 
We will eſtabliſh our Eſtate upon 
Oureldeſt, Malcolm, whom we name hereafter, 
The Prince of Cumberland: Which honour muſt 
Not unaccompanied, inveſt him only. 
But ſigns of Nobleneſs, like Stars ſhall ſhine 
On all Deſervers. From hence to Envernes, 
And bind vs further to you. | 
Mal. The reſt is labour, which is not us*d for you : 
PII be my ſelf the Harbenger, and make joyful 
+ The hearing of my wife with your approach: 
So humbly take my leave. 
King. My worthy (awdor. 
Macb. The Prince of Cumberland: That is a ſtep, 
On which 1 muſt fall down, or elſe o'r leap, 
| For in my way it lies. Stars hide your fires, 
| Let not light ſee my black and deep deſires : 
| The eye wink at the hand : Yet let that be, 
Which the eye fears, when it is done to ſee. [Exit 
King. True, worthy Banguo : He is full fo valiant, 
And in his commendations, I am fed : 
It is a Banquet to me, let's after him, 
Whoſe care is gone before, to bid us welcome : 
[t is a peerleſs kinſman. . 


} 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Macbeth's wife alone with a Letter. 


Lady. They met me in the day of ſuccefi : and I bavelearn'd 
by the perſet® ſt report, they = more in them, than mortd 
knowledge. When I burnt i deſire to queſtion them further, 
they made themſelves Air. Into which they vaniſh'd. Wiles 1 
ſtood rapt in the wonder of it, came Miſſives fram the King, 
who all bail'd me Thane of Cawdor , by which Title before, 
theſe weyward Siſters ſalutedme , and referr'd me to the co 
ming on of time , with hail King that ſhalt be. This have I 
thought good to deliver thee (my deareſt partner of Greatnef,) 
that thou might'ſt not loſe the dues of rejoycing by being ignorant 
of what Greatneſs u promis'd thee, Lay is to thy heart , 

farewel, | 


Glam thou art, and {awdor, and ſhalt be 


| What thou art promis'd : Yet I do fear thy Nature, 


It is too full o'th* milk of humane kindneſs, 

To catch the neareſt way. Thou wouldſt be great, 

Art not without ambition : But without 
The Illneſs ſhould attend it. What thou would'ſt highly, 


| That wouldſt thou holily : Would'ſt not play falſe, 


And yet would'ſt wrongly, win. | 
Thou'd'ſt have, great Glamy, that which cries, 
Thus thou muſt do if thou have it; 


And that which rather thou doſt fear todo, 


= 
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Than wiſheſt ſhould be undone. Hie thee hither, 

That I may pour my Spirits 1n thine ear, 

And chaſtiſe with the valour of my tongue 

All that thee hinders from the Golden Round, 
Which Fate and Metaphyſical aid doth ſeem 

{To have thee crown'd withal. , 


Enter Mellenger. 


What is your tidings ? 
Mc. The King comes here to night, 
Lady. Thou'rt mad to fay it, 
[s not thy Maſter with him ? who, wer't fo, 
Would have inform'd for preparation. 
Mcſſ. So pleaſe you, it is true ; our Thane is coming, 
One of my fellows bad the ſpeed of him ; 
Who almolt dead for breath, had ſcarcely more 
Than would make up his Meſlage, 
Lady. Give him tending, 
He brings great News, 
The Raven himſelf is hoarſe, 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncane 
Under my Battlements, Come you Spirits, 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unſex me here, 
And fill me from the Crown to the Tae, top-full 
[Of direſt Cruelty : make thick my blood, 
Stop up the acceſs and paſſage to Remorle, 
That no compunCtious viſitings of Nature 
Shake my fell purpoſe, nor keep peace between 
Th'effett, and ir, Come to my Womans Brealts, 
And take my Milk for Gall, you mucth'cing Miniſters, 
Where-ever in your fightleſs ſubſtances, 
You wait on Natures Miſchief, Come, thick Night, 
And pall-thee in the dunneſt ſmoak of Hell, 
That my keen knife ſee not the wound it makes, 
Nor Heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 
To cry, hold, bald. 


[Exit Meſſenger. 


Enter Macbeth. 


Great Glamss, worthy Cawdor, 

Greater than both, by the all. hail hereaftet, 
Thy Letters have tranſported me beyond 

This ignorant preſent, and | feel now 

The future in the inſtane, 

Macb, My dearelt Love, 

Duncane comes here to Night. 

Lady. And when goes hence ? 

Macb. To morrow, as he purpoſes. 

Lady. O never, 

Shall Sun that morrow ſee. 

Your Face, my Thane , is as a book, where men 
| May read ſtrange matters to beguile the time. 
Look like the time, bear welcome in your eye, 
Your hand, your tongue z look like the innocent flower, 
But be the Serpent under't. He that's coming, 
Muſt be provided for : and you Thall put 

This Nights great buſineſs into my diſpatch, 
Which ſhall to all our,Nights and Days to come, 
Give ſolely SoveraiMSway and Malterdom, 
Mach. We will ſpeak further. 

Lady. Only look up clear : 

To alter favour ever is to fear : 


Leave all the reſt tome. [ Excamt, 


Scena Sexta. 


Hohoys, and Torches, Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain. 
Banquo, Lenox, Macdufſe, Rofle, Angus, 
and Attendants. 


King. This Caſtle hath a pleaſant ſeat, 
The air nimbly and ſweetly recommends it ſelf 


Unto our gentle ſenſes, 

Bang. This Gueſt of Summer, 
The Temple- haunting Barlet does approve, 
By his loved Manſonry, that the Heavens breath, 
Smells wooingly here : No Jutty frieze, 
Buttrice, nor Coigne of Vantage, But this Bird 
Hath made this pendant Bed, and procreant Cradle 
Where they mult breed; and haunt - 1 have obſery'd 
The air is delicate, | 


Enter Lady. 


King. See, ſee, our honour'd Hoſteſs : 
The love that follows us, ſometime is our trouble, 
Which {till we thank as Love. Herein 1 teach you, 
How you ſhall bid god-eyld us for your pains, 
And thank us for your trouble, 

Lady. All our ſervice, 
In every point twice done, and then done double, 
Were poor, and ſingle Buſineſs, to contend 
Againſt thoſe honours deep, and broad, 
Wherewith your Majeſty loads our houſe : 
For thoſe of old, and the late Dignities, 
Heap'd up to them, we reſt your Hermits# 

King, Where's the Thane of Cawder ? 
We courſt him at the heels, and had a purpoſe 
To be his Purveyor : But he rides well, 
And his great Love (ſharp as his Spur) bath holp him 
To his home before us: Fair and Noble Hoſteſs, 
We are your gueſt to Night. 

Lady. Your Servants ever, 
Have theirs, themſelves, and what is theirs ia compt, 
To make their Audit at your highaeſs pleaſure, 
Still to return your own. 

King. Give me your hand : 
Conduct me to mine Hoſt, we love him highly, 
And thall continue, our Graces towards bim. 


By your leave, Hoſteſs, [Exennt.' 
Scana Septima. 
H fo Torches, . 
Enter a Sewer, and deer: Servants with Diſhes and Service 


over the Stage, Then enter Macbeth. 


Mach, If it were done, when "tis done, then 'twere well, 
[t were done quickly : if th*Aſſaſſination 
Could trammel up the Conſequence, and catch 
With his ſurceaſe, Succeſs: that but this blow 
Might be the be all, and the end all. - Here, 
But here, upon this Bank and School of time. | | 
We'ld jump the life to come. But ia theſe Caſes, V 
We'ſtill have judgment here, that we but teach 
Bloody inſtruftions, which being taught, return 
To plague th'ingredience of our poyſon'd Chalice | 
To our own lips. He's, bere in double-truſt ; | q 
Firſt, as I am his Kinfman, and his Subject, 
Strong both againſt the Deed: then, as bis Hoſt, - + 
Who ſhould againſt hjs-Murderer ſhut. the door, 
Not bear the knife my ſelf, Beſides this Duncane 
Hath born this Faculty fo meek : hath been | 
So clear in his great Office, that his Vertues p 
Will plead like Angels, Trumpet-tongu'd agaiaſt | 
The deep damnation of his taking off : 
And Pity, like a naked new- born-babe, 
Striding the blaſt, or Heavens Cherubin, bors'd 
Upon the Gghtleſs Curriors of the Air, 
Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, 
That tears ſhall drown the Wind. I have no Spur 
To prick the ſides of my intent, but only | 
Vaulting Ambition, which o're-leaps it ſelf, | 


Enter 
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Enter Lady. 


And falls on tt%other. 
How now ? What News ? 

La, He has almolt ſup'd:why have you left the chamber? 

Mac. Hath he ask*d for me ? 

Lady. Know you not, he has ? 

Mac, We will proceed no further in this Buſineſs : 
He hath honour'd me of late, and I have bought 
Golden Opinions from all ſorts of People, 

Which would be worn now in their neweſt gloſs, 
Not caſt aſide ſo ſoon. 

Lady. Was the hope drunk, 
VVherein you dreſt your ſelf? Hath it ſlept ſince ? 
And wakes it now to look ſo green and pale ? 
At what it did ſo freely ? From this time, 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afraid 
To be the ſame in thine own Act, and Valour, 
As thon art in deſire? Wouldſt thou have that 
Which thou eſteem'ſt the Ornament of Life, 
And live a Coward in thine own eſteem ? 
Lerting | dare not, wait upon I would, 
Like the poor Gat i'th* Adage. 

Macb, Prethee, peace : 
I care do all that may become a man 
Who dares no more is none. 

Lady, What beaſt was't then, 
That made you break this enterprize to me ? 
When you durſt do it, then you were a man: 
And to be more than what you were, you would 
Be ſo much more the man, 'Nor time, nor place 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both : 
They have made themſclves, arid that their fitneſs now 


| Do's unmake you. [ have given Suck, and know 


How tender 'tis to love the Babe that milks me, 
[| would, while it was ſmiling in my face, | 
Have pluckt my Nipple from his bonelefs Gumms, 
And daſht the Brains out, had L but ſo ſworn 
As you have done to. this. 

Mach. If we ſhould fail? 

Lady. We fail? 
But ſcrew your courage to the ſticking place, 
And we'll not fait; When Dacan is aſleep, 
( Whereto the rather ſhall his days hard Journey 
ſoundly invite him.) his two Chamberlains 
Will I with V'Vine and VValſel, fo convince, 
That memory, the warder of the Brain, 


| Shall be a Fume, and the Receipt of Reaſon 
A Limbeck only , when in ſwiniſh ſleep, 


Their drenched Natures lie as in a Death, 
ns cannot you and I perform upon 
unguarded Duncan ?W hat, not put upon 
His ſpungy Officers? Who ſhall bear the guilt 
Of our great Quell ? 
Mach. Bring forth Men-Children only : 


] For thy undaunted Metal ſhould compoſe 


Nothing but Males. VVill it not be receiv'd, 
VVhen we have mark'd with blood thoſe ſleepy two 
Of his own Chamber, and us'd their very Daggers, 
That they have dowrt ? 120 

Lady. Who dares receive it other, 
As we ſhall make our Griefs and Clamour roar, 


| Upon his Death? 


Mach. | am ſetled, and bend vp 
Each corporal Agent to this terrible Feat, 
Away, and mock the time with faireſt ſhow, 
Falſe Face muſt hide what the falſe heart doth know. 


— SSROW ſe O_o. 


Exeunt, 


Altus Secundus. Scena Prima, 


Enter Banquo, and Fleance, with a Torch 
before him, 


_ | OW goes the Night, Boy ? 
Fleance, The Moon is down: 
heard the Clock. 
Bang. And ſhe goes down at Twelye, 
Fleance. | tak*t *tis later, Sir. 
Bang. Hold, Take my Sword : 
There's Husbandry in Heaven, 
Their Candles are all out : Take thee that too. 
A heavy Summons lies like lead upon me, 
And yet I would not ſleep: 
Merciful Powers, reſtrain in me the curſed thoughts 
That Nature gives way to in repoſe. 


I have not 


Enter Macbeth , and a Servant with « Torch. 


Give me my Sword : Who's there ? 

Macb. A Friend. 

Bang. Whar, Sir, not yet at reſt? The King” 
He hath*been in unuſual laatirs v5 Kt 
And ſent forth a great Largeſs to your Offices, 
This Diamond he greets your Wife withal , 

By the name of molt kind Hoſteſs, 
And ſhut it vp in meaſureleſs content. 

Mach. Being unprepar'd, 

Our will became the ſervant to defe@, 
Which elſe ſhould free have wrought. 

Bang. AlP's well. 
| dreamt laſt night of the three weyward Siſters : 
To you they have ſhew'd ſome truth. 

Mach. | think not of them : 

Yet when we can intreat an hour to ſerve, 
We would ſpend it in ſome words upon that Buſineſs, 
If you would grant the time. 

Bang. At your kind leiſure, 

Mach. If you ſhall cleave to my conſent, 
When *ris, it ſhall make honour for you. 

Barg. Sol loſe none, 

In ſeeking to augment it, but ſtill keep 
My boſom franchis'd, and allegiance clear, 
| ſhall be counſel['d. 

Macb. Good repoſe the while. 


Bang. Thanks, Sir: The like to you. [Exit Banquo. 


Macb. Go, bid thy Miſtreſs, when my drink is ready, | 


She ſtrike upon the Bell. Get thee to bed. 
is this a dagger which I ſee before me, 
The handle toward my hand ? Come let me clutch thee : 


LExt. 


| I have thee not, and yet | ſee thee ſtill; 


Art thou not fatal Viſion, ſenſible 

To feeling, as to ſight ? Or art thou bnt 

A Dagger of the Mind, a falſe Creation, 
Proceeding from the heat oppreſſeÞrain ? 

| ſee thee yer, in form, as palpable 

As this which now [ draw, 

Thou marſhaPſt me the way that I was going, 
And ſuch an Inſtrument I was to uſe. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o'th* other Senſes, 
Or elſe worth all the reſt : 1 ſee thee ſtil], 

And on thy blade, and Dudgeon, Gouts of blood, 
Which was not ſo before. There's no ſuch thing : 
[t is the bloody Buſineſs, which informs 

Thus to mine eyes. Now o're the one half world 
Nature ſeems dead, and wicked Dreams abuſe 
The Curtain'd fleep: Witchcraft celebrates 

Pale Hecates Offerings : and wither'd Murther, 


Alarum'd by his Sentinel, the Woolf, Whoſe 


PULP L EE...” $. -£ 


——_—_— Tn 


i o. 


The Tragedy of Macbeth. 


45 


 C—_— 


Whoſe howl's his watch, thus with his ſtealthy pace, 
With Tarqnin's raviſhing tides, towards his deſign 
Moves like a Ghoit. Thou tour and firm-ſert Earth, 
Hear not my IteP3, which they may walk, for fear 
[hy very ſtones prate of my where-about, 

And take the preſent horrour from the time, 

Which now ſuits with it, Whiles I threat, he lives: 
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives, 
A Bell rings. 

[ go, and it is done : the Bell invites me, 

| Hear it not, Duncane, for it is a Knell, 

That ſummons thee to Heaven, or to Hell. 


Scara Secunda. 


Enter Lady. 


What hath quench'd them, hath given me fire, 

Heark, peace: It was the Owl that ſhriek'd, 

The fatal Bell-man, which gives the ſtern'ſt good night, 
He is about it, the doors are open : 

And the ſurf-ited Grooms do mock their charge 

Wich Snores. | have drugg'd theire Poſlets, 

That Dzath and Nature do contend about them, 
Whether they live or die, 


®* 


Enter Macbeth. 


Mach. Who's there? What ho? 

Lady. Alack, I am afraid they have awak'd, 

And *cis not done : The attempt, and not the deed, 
Confounds us: Hark : I laid their Daggers realy, 

He could not miſs *em. Had he not reſembled 

My Father as he flept, 1 had done'r. 

My Husband ? 

Macb. | have done the deed : 

Did(t not thou hear a noiſe? 

Lady. | heard the Owl ſcream, and the Crickets'cry. 
Did not you ſpeak ? 

Macb. When ? 

Lady. Now. 

Mach, As I delcended ? 

Laay. |. 

Mach. Hark, who lies th ſecond Chamber ?- 

Lady, Donalbaine. 

Macb. This is a ſorry ſight. 

Lady. A fooliſh thought, to ſay a ſorry ſight. 

Mach, There's one did laugh in's ſleep, 

| And one cry*'d Murder, that they did wake each other : 

| ſtood, and heard them : But they did ſay their Prayers, 
And addreſt them again to ſleep. 
Lady. There are two lodg'd together. 

Mach. One cry*d, God bleſs us, 'and Amen the other, 
As they had ſcen ni& with theſe Hangmans hands : 
Liſtning their fear, I could not ſay Amen, 

When they did ſay, God bleſs vs. 

Lady. Conſider -1tgot ſo deeply. 

Mach. But where could not I pronounce Amen ? 

f had moſt need of bleſſing, and Amen ſtuck in my throat. 
Lady, Theſe deeds muſt not be thought 

After theſe ways: fo, it will make us mad. 

Mach. Methought I heard a voice cry , fleep no more : 
1acbeth does murder ſleep, the innocent ſleep, 

>[cep that knits up the ravell'd Sleeve of Care, 

The deatii of each daies Life, ' fore Labours Bath, 

Balm of hurt minds, great Natures ſecond Courſe, 
Chief Nouriſher in Lifes Feaſt. 

Lady. What do you mean ? 

Mach, Still it cry'd, fleep no more to all the houſe : 
Glamis hath mnrther'd ſl:ep, and therefore {awaor 

Shall ſleep no more : Macberh ſhall ſleep no more. 

La. Who was it that thus cry'd? Why, worthy Thane, 


LExu, 


(bold : 
La. That which hath made them drunk, hath made me 


, 


You do unbend yaur noble ſtrength, to think 
S0 brain-lickly of things : Go, get ſome water, 
And walh this filthy witneſs from your Hand, 
Why did you bring theſe Daggers from the place ? 
They mult lie there : Go, carry them, and ſmear 
The ſleepy Grooms with bloud. 

Mach, I'Il go no'more: 
I am atraid, tothink what I have done : 
Look on*t again, I dare nor. 

Lady. Infirm of purpoſe : 
Give me the Daggers : The ſleeping and the dead, 
Are bult as Pictures: *Tis the Eye of Child-hood, 
That fears a painted Devil. If he do'bleed , 
Il gild the Faces of the Grooms withal, 
For it muſt ſeem their Goilt. 

Knock within. 

Macb, Whence is that Knockiog ? 
How isc with me, when every noiſt appalls me ? 
What Hands are here? Hah : they pluck out mine eyes. 
Will all great Neon Ocean waſh this bloud | 
Clean from my Hand? No:' This my Hand will rather 
The multitudinous Sear incarnardine, 
Making the Green one Red. 


[Exit 


Enter Lady. 


Lady. My hands are of your colour: But I ſhame 
To wear x heart ſo white. [ Knock, 
[ hear a Knocking at the South Entry : 
Retire we to our Chamber : 
A little Water clears us of this deed, 
How eaſie is it then? Your Conſtancy 
Hath left you unattended, ' 
Heark,/ more Knocking. 
Get on your Night-Gown, leſt occafion call us, 
And ſhew us to be Watchers : Be not loſt 
So poorly in your thoughts. 
Mach. To know my deed, 
'Twere belt not know my ſelf. ' 
Wake Duncane with thy Knocking : 
[| would thou could'ſt, 


[_ Knock, 


Logs 


[Exeun, 


x 
C 


Enter a Porter. 


Porter. Here's a knocking indeed - If- a man were 
Porter of Hell Gate, he ſhould have old turning the 
Key. Knock. Knock, knock, ' knock, Who's there, 
P:h* name of Belzebub ? Here's a Farmer, that hagg'd 
himſelf on th*expe&tation of Plenty : Cotne in time, Mve 
Napkins enough abont you, here youw'U ſweat fore.” Knock. 
Knock, knock, Who's there, 'in th'other-Devils'Name ? 
Faith, here's an Equiy6cator , that'comld ſwear'tn' bogh 
the Scales , againſt Seale, who committed Freaſon 
enough for God's falte®?" yet conldinot equivocare to'Hea- 
ven: Oh come in, Equivocatdy. ' - Xzock.' "Knock, 
knock, knock. Who's there? Faith, here's _ 
Taylor come hither for ſtealing ont of a French Hoſe : 
Come in, Taylor; here you may roaſt your Gooſe." Knock. 
Knock, knock," never ar quiet! Whatare you ?" But this 
place is too cold for Hell; I'll Devil-Porter it nb further : 
| had thought to have let in ſome of all profeſſions, that 
go the Primrofe way to (i everlaſting Bonfire: "'Kneck, 
Anon, anon; 'I pray You remember the Porter, 

Enter MACAU, md Lenox. | : 
BILL \  4\bt . 
AMacd. Was it fo late, Friend, '&re you went to bed, 
Thar you do hie ſo late? -* SE 
Port. Faith, Sir, we were carouling till the ſecond Cock : 


þ 


And Drink, Sir, is a great Provoker of three things. _ 
Macd. 
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Macd. What three things does Drink eſpecially pro- 
voke? 

Port. Marry , Sir, Noſe-painting, Sleep, and Urine. 
Letchery, Sir, it provokes, and unprovokes : it Provokes 
the deſire, but it takes away the performance. Therefore 
much Drink may be' ſaid to be an Equivocator with Le- 
chery : it makes him and it mars him it ſets him on, 
and it takes him off; it perſwades him, and diſheartens 
him; makes him ſtand to, and not ſtand to: in conclu- 
ſion, equivocates him in a ſleep, and giving him the Lye, 
leaves him. 

Macd. | believe, Drink gave thee the Lye laſt Night, 

Port, That it did, Sir, i* the very Throat on me: but 1 
requited him for his Lye, and (I think) being too ſtrong 
for him, though he took up my Legs ſometime, yet | made 
a Shift to calt him. 


Enter Macbeth. 


Macd. Is thy Maſter ſtirring ? 
Our knocking has awak'd him : here he comes. 

Lenox, Good Morrow, Noble Sir. 

Macb. Good Morrow both, 

Macd. ls the King ſtirring, worthy Thane ? 

Mach. Not yer, 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him, 
[ have almoſt ſlipt the hour. | 

Macb. Vl bring you to him. 

eHacd. | know this is a joyſul trouble to you: 
Bur yet *tis one. 

Macb. The labour we delight in, Phyſick's pain : 
This is the Door. 

Macd., I'll make ſo bold to call, for *tis my, limited 
ſervice. [ Exit Macdufle. 

Lenox. Goes the King hence to day. _ 

each. He does : he did appoint ſo. | 

Lenox. The Night has been unruly : 
Where we lay, our Chimneys were blown down. 
And (as they ſay) lamentiogs beard eh” Air ; 
Strange Screems of Death, \ 
And Propheſying, with Accents terrible, Ip 
Of dire combuſtions, and confus'd Eyents, 
New batch*d to th* woful time. 
The obſcure Bird clamor'd the live-long Night, 
Some ſay, the Earth was feaverous, 
And did ſhake. 

Macb. *Twas a rough Night. 

Lenox; My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 


Enter Macduff. 


Facd, O horrour, horrour, horrour ! 
Tongue nor Heart-cannot conceive, aor name thee. 
Macb. and Lenox. What's the matter ? 
eMacd. Confuſion now hath made his Maſter-piece : 
Moſt facrilegious Murther hath broke ope 
The Lord's annointed Temple, and ſtole thence 
The Life o' th* Building. WS. 
Mach. What is't you ſay ? the Life ? 
Lenox, Mean you his Majeſty ? 
Macb. Approach the Chamber, and deſtroy your ſight 
With a new Gorgon. Do not bid me ſpeak : 
See, and then ſpeak your ſelves: awake, awake. 
[Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox. 


{ Ring the Alarum-Bell : Murther, agd Treaſon, 


Banque, and Donalbaine :  e Halcolme awake, 

Shake off this Downy ſleep, Death's counterfeit, 
And look on Death it ſelf : up, up, and fee 

The great Doom's Image : e Malcolme, Banquo, 

As from your Graves riſe up, and walk like Sprights, 
To countenance this horror, Ring the Bell. 


— 


Bell rings, Enter Lady. 


Lady. What's the buſineſs ? 
That tuch a hideous Trumpet calls to parley 
The ſleepers of the Houſe ? ſpeak, ſpeak. 
Macd. O gentle Lady, 
'Tis not for you to hear what I can ſpeak ; 
The repetition in a Woman's Ear, 
Would murther as it fell. 


Enter Banquo. 


O Banquo, Banquo, Our Royal Maſter's m 
Lady. Woe, alas : | | 2s w 


What, in our Houſe ? 
Ban. Too cruel, any where, 


Dear Duff, 1 prythee contract thy ſelf, 
And ſay, it is not fo. 


Enter Macbeth, Lenox, and Roſle. 
Macb, Had I but dy*d an hour before this Chance, 


[ had liv'd a bleſſed time : for from this inſtant, 
There's nothing ſerious in Mortality : 


| All is but toyes : Renown and Grace is dead, 


The Wine of Life is drawn, and the mere Lees 
[s left this Vault to brag of, 


Enter Malcolme, and Donalbaine. 


Donal. What is amiſs ? 

Macb, You are, and do not know't: 

The Spring, the Head, the Fountain of your Bloud 
ls ſtopt; the very Source of it is ſtopt. 

eMacd. Your Royal Father's murther'd. 

e Mal, Oh, by whom ? 

Lenox, Thoſe of his Chamber, as it ſeem'd, had don't; 
Their Hands and Faces were all badg'd with bloud, 
So were their Daggers, which unwip*'d, we found 
Upon their Pillows : they ſtar*d, and were diſtracted, 
No man's life was to be truſted with them. 

eHacb. O, yet | do repent me of my fury, 
That I did kill them. 

Macd. Wherefore did you ſo ? 

Mach. Who can be wiſe, amaz'd,temp'rate,and furious, 
Loyal, and Neutral, in a moment ? No man: 

Tir expedition of my violent Love 

Our-run the pauſer, Reaſon. Here lay Duncan, 
His ſilver skin, lac'd with his Golden Bloud, 

And his gaſh'd Stabs, look'd like a Breach in Nature, 
For Ruins waſtful entrance : there the Murtherers, 
Steep'd in the Colours of their Trade ; their Daggers 
Unmannerly breech'd with gore : who could refrain, 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart, 
Courage, to make's love known ? 

Lady. Help me hence, ho. 

eMacd. Look to the Lady. 

e Mal. Why do we hold our tongues, 

That moſt may claim this argumen8WDc ours ? 

Donal. What ſhould be | here, 

Where our Fate hid within an awger-hole, 
May ruſh, and ſeize us? Let's away, 
Our tears are not yet brew'd, 

Mal. Nor our ſtrong Sorrow 
Upon the foot of Motion, 

Bang. Look to the Lady : 

And when we have our naked Frailties hid, 
That ſuffer in expoſure ; let us meet, 

And queſtion this moſt bloudy piece of work, 
To know it further. Fears and ſcruples fhake us : 
In the great Hand of God 1 ſtand, and thence, 
Againſt the un-divulg'd pretence I fight 

Of treaſonous Malice. 


aca. 
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eMacd. And lodol, 

All. So all. 

Mach. Lets briefly put on manly readineſs, 
And meet i th* Hall together. 

All. Wellcoaten ted, 

«Malc. What will you do ? 
Let's not conſort with them : 
To ſhew an unfeit Sorrow, is an Office 
Which the falſe man do's eafie, 
[ll co England. 
Don, To Ireland, |: 
Our ſeparated fortune ſhall keep us both the ſafer : 
Where we are, ther's Daggers in mens Smiles; 
The near in bloud, the nearer bloudy. 
Malc. This murtherous ſhaft that's ſhot, 
Hath not yet lighted : and our ſafeſt way, 
[s to avoid the aim, Therefore to Houſe, 
And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, 
But ſhift away : there's' warrant in that Theft 
Which ſteals it ſelf, when there's no mercy lefr, 
[ Exeunt, 


LL Exennt 


Scena (Quarta. 


Enter Roſſe, with an Old man. 


014 man, Threeſcote and teh | ean remember well, 
Within the Volume of which time, I have ſeen 

Hours dreadful, and things ſtrange : but this ſore Night 
Hath trifled former knowings. 

oſe. Ha, good Father, 

Thou ſeeſt the Heavens, as troubled with man's At, 
Threatens his bloudy Stage : by th Clock "tis Day, 
And yet dark Night ſtrangles the travelling Lamp : 

[gc Night's predominance, of the Day's ſhame, 
That Darkneſs do's the face of Earth intorb, 
When living Light ſhould kils it ? 

Old man, *Tis unnatural, 

Even like the deed that's done : on Teſday laſt, 
A Fanleon towring in het pride of place, 

Was by a Mouſing Owl hawkt at, and kil'd. 
Roſſe. And Duncai's Horſes, 

(A thing moſt ſtrange, and certain) 
Beauteous, and ſwift, the Minions of their Race, 
Turn'd wild in nature, broke their ſtalls, flang out, 
Contending *gainſt Obedience, as they would 

Make War with Mankind. 

Old man, "Tis faid, ttiey eat each other, 

Roſſe, They did ſo: 

Toth' amazement of mine Eyes that look*d uporye. 


i 


Eater Macduff. 


Here comes the good Hacdrff. 

How goes the World, Sir, now ? 

Macd. Why ſee you not ? 

Roſſe. Is't known who did this more than bloody deed ? 
Macd. Thoſe that Macbeth hath ſlain. 

Roſe. Alas the day, | 

What good could they pretend ? 

Macd. They were ſuborned, 

Malcolm, and Donalbain the King's two Sons 
Are ſtoln away arid fled, which puts upon them 
Suſpicion of the deed. 

Roſſe, *Gainlſt Nature (till, 

Thriftleſs Ambition, that will raven vpon 

Thine own lives means : then *tis moſt like, 

The Soveraignty. will fall upon Macbeth. 

Macd. He is already nam'd, and gone to Scone 
To be inveſted. 

Roſſe. Where is Duncan's Body? 

Macd. Carried to Colmekll, 

The Sacred Store-houſe of his Predeceflors, 


Farewel. 


| And Guardian of their Bones, 

Roſſe. Will you to Scone ? 

eMacd. No Couſin, I'll to Fife. 

Roſſe, Well, I will thither, 

Macd. Well may you ſee things well done there : Adi 
Leſt our old Robes hit eaſier _ our new, _ 

Roſſe. Farewel, Father. 

014.24. God's beniſon go with you, Sir, and with thoſe 
That would make good of bad, and Friends of Foes. 


Aus T ertius, Scena Prima. 


Enter Banquo. 


was haſt it now, King, Cawdor, Glamic, all, 

As the weyward Woman promis'd, and 1 fear 
Thou playd'ſt moſt foully for't : yet it was ſaid 

It ſhould not ſtand in thy Poſterity, 

But that my ſelf ſhonld be the Root, and Father 

Of many Kings. If there come trach from them, 

As upon thee, Macbeth, their Speeches ſhine, 

Why by the verities on thee made good, 

May they not be my Oracles as well, 

And ſet me up in hope? But huſh, no more, 


Sent ſounded, Enter Macbeth as 
Lords, and Att 


Macb. Here's our chief Gueſt, 

La. If he had been forgotten, 

[t had been as a gap in bar great Feaſt, 
And all things unbecoming. 

eMach To night we hold a folemn Supper, Sir, 

And Pll requeſt your preſence. 

' Bang. Let your Highneſs. ' 
Command upon me, to the which my duties 
Are with a moſt indiſſoluble eye 
For ever knit. 

Macb. Ride you this Afternoon ? 

Bang. I, my good Lord. 
Mach. We ſhould have elſe defir'd your good advice; 
(Which ſtill hath. been both grave; and proſperous) 
In this dayes Councel: but we'll take ro Morrow. 
[s't far you ride? 

Bang. As far, my Lord, as will fill up the time 
'Twixt this and Supper. Go not my Horſe the better, 
I muſt become a borrower of the Night, | 
For a dark hour of twain. 

Macb. Fail not our Feaſt, 

Ban. My Lotd, 1 will not. 

Mach. We hear our bloudy Couſins are beftow*d 

In England, and in Jreland, not confefling 

Their cruel Parricide, filling their hearers 

With ſtrange inventieh. But of that to morrow, 
When therewithal we ſhall-tave cauſe of State, 
Craving vs jointly. Hye you to Hirfe : 

Adieu, till you retorn at Night, 

Goes Fleance with' you ? 

Ban. |, my go66d Lor#: our time does call upon's, 
eacb. 1 wifh your Horſes ſwift, and ſure of foot : 
And ſo do | commend you to their backs. | 


Let every man be maſter of his time, 

'Till ſeven at Night, to make Society 

The ſweeter welcotne: 

We will keep our ſelf til Sapper time alone : 

While then, God be with' you, LExeunt Lords, 

Sirrah, a word with you: Attend thoſe men 

Our pleaſure ? | 
Servant, They are, my Lord, without the Paſlace 

Gate. Fo 


en 


CExit Banquo. 


[ Exeunt omneg. | 


King, Lenox, Roſſe, - 


| 


ee 


_ 
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Mach, Bring them before us. 
To be thus, is nothing, but to be ſafely thus : 
Our fears in Banquo ltick deep, 
And in his Royalty of Nature reigns that 
Which would be fcar*d. *Tis much he dares, 
And to that dauntleſs temper of his Mind, 
He hath a Wiſdom, that doth guide his Valour, 
To act in ſafety. There is none but he, 
Whoſe being | do fear : and under him, 
| My Gen is rebuk'd, as it is ſaid _ 
Mark, Anthony's was by Ceſar, He chid the Siſters, 
When firſt they put the Name of King upon me, 
And bad them ſpeak to him, Then Prophet like, 
They hayl'd him Father to a line of Kings. 
Upon my Head, they plac'd a fruitleſs Crown, 
And put a barren Scepter in my Gripe, 
Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal Hand, 
No Son of mine ſucceeding : if't be ſo, 
For Banguo's Iſſue have I fill'd my Mind, 
For them, the gracious Duncan have 1 murther'd, 
Pur Rancours in the Veſſel of my Peace 
Only for them, and mine Eternal Jewel 
Given to the common Enemy of Man, 


| To make them Kings, the' Seeds of Banquo Kings : 


Rather than ſo, come Fate into the Lilt, 
And Champion me to th* utterance. 
Who's there ? 


Enter Servant, and tws Murtherers. 
Now go to the Door, and ſtay there *cill we cal]. 


Was it not yeſterday we ſpoke together ? 

Murth. It was, ſo pleaſe your Highneſs, i 
Macb. Well then, 3421 

Now you have conlider'd of my ſpeeches ? 

Know, that it was he, in the times palt 3 

Which held you ſo under fortuney _.. . 

Which you thought had been our innocent ſelf, 
This I made good to you, in our laſt Conference, 
Paſt in probation with you : 1 
How you were born in hand,- how croſt : 

The Inſtruments : who wrought with them ; 

And all things elſe, that might io 
To half a Soul, and to a Notion craz'd, , 


1] Say, thus did Banquo. 


1. Murth, You made it known to us, 
Macb. | did fo : ' 

And went further, which is now 

Our point of ſecond meeting. 

Do you find your patience ſo predominant 

ln your nature, that you can let this go ? 

Are you fo Goſpell'd to pray for this good man, 
And for-his Iſſue, whoſe heavy hand _ 

' Hath bow'd you to the Grave, and begger'd 
Yours for ever ? | 

1. Muth. We are men, my Liege. , 

Mach. 1, in the Catalogue ye go for men, 
As Hounds, and Greyhounds, Mungrels, Spaniels, Curs, 
Showghes, Water-Rugs, and Demy-Wolves are clipt 

All by the Name of Dogs : the valued file 


| Diſtioguiſhes the ſwift, the ſlow, the ſubtle, 


The Houſe Keeper, the Hunter, eyery one 
According to the gift, which bounteous Nature 
Hath in him clos'd : whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the Bill, 

That writes them all alike: and fo of men, 
Now, if you have a ſtation in the file, 

Not i th? worſt rank of Maninood, fay'r, 
And I will put the buſineſs in your Boſoms, 
Whoſe Execution takes your Enemy off, 
Grapples you to the heart; and love of us, 
Who wear our Health but ſickly in his Life, 
Which in his Death were perfect. | 


[Exit Servant, 


[Exit Servant. 


| It is concluded : Banguo, thy Souls flight, 
_ | If it find Heaven, mult find it out to Night. 


* Et On am... 
| 2. Murth. lam one, my Liege, 
Whom the vile Blows and Bufjers of the Worlq 
Hath ſo incens'd that 1 am reckleſs what 1 do 
To ſpight the World. ? 
I. eMurth, And | another, 
50 weary with Diſaſters, rugg'd with Fortune 
That I would ſet my Life on any Chance, : 
To _ ir, or be rid on'c. 
Macb. Both of you know Banguo was your 
Murth. True, = Lord. - ny: 
Macb. So is he mine : and in ſuch bloody diſtance 
That every minute of his being, thruſts ; 
Againſt my near'lt of Life : and though I could 
With bare-fac'd power ſweep him from my ſight 
And bid my will avouch it; yet | muſt not, : 
For certain Friends that are both his, and mine, 
Whoſe loves I may not drop, but wail his fall, 
Whol my ſelf ſtruck down : and thence it is, 
That I to your aſliſtance do make love, 
Masking the buſineſs from the common Eye, 
For ſundry weighty Reaſons. 
2, Murth. We ſhall, my Lord, 
Perform what you command us. 
I. Murth. Though our Lives ——— 
Macb, Your Spirits ſhine through you, 
Within this hour, at moſt, 
| will adviſe you where to plant your ſelves, 
Acquaint you with the perfect Spy o*th'time, 
The moment on't, for't muſt be done to Night, 
And ſomething from the Palace : always thought, 
That I require a clearneſs ; and with him, 
To leave no Rubs nor Botches in the Work: 
Fleance, his Son, that keeps him company, 
Whoſe abſence is no leſs material to me, 
Than is his Fathers, muſt embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour : reſolve your ſelves a-part, 
Pl] come to you anon. 
Murth, We are reſoly'd, my Lord. . 
Mach. Il call upon you ſtraight: abide within, 


[Exemn, 


Scana Secunda. 
' Enter Macbeth's Lady, and a Servant. 


Lady. Is Banquo gone from Court ? 

Servant. I, Madam, but returns again to Night. 
Lady. Say to the King, I would attend his leiſure, 
For a few words. 

Servant. Madam, I will. 

Lady. Nought's had, all's ſpent, 
Where our deſire is got without content : 
'Tis ſafer, to be that which we deſtroy, 
Than by deſtruftion dwell in doubtful joy. 


[Exit 


Enter Macbeth. 


How now, my Lord, why do you keep alone ? 

Of ſorrieſt Fancies your Companions making, : 
Uſing thoſe Thoughts, which ſhould indeed havedy'd 
With them they think on : things without all remedy 
Should be without regard : what's done, is done. 
Mach, We have ſcorch'd the Snake, not killd it : 
She'll cloſe, and be her ſelf, whilſt our poor Malice 
Remains in danger of her former Tooth. 

But let the frame of things disjoint, 

Both the Worlds ſuffer, 

E're we will cat our Meal in fear, and ſleep 

In the affliction of theſe terrible Dreams, 

That ſhake us Nightly : Better be with the dead, 
Whom we, to gain our place, have ſent to Peace : 


Than on the torture of the Mind to lie In 
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[ln reſtleſs ecitalie : 

Duncan is in nis Grave : 

After Life's fitful Fever, he ſleeps well, 
Treaſon has done his worlt : nor Steel nor Poiſon, 

Malice domeltick, Foreign Levy, nothing 

Can touch him further. 

Lady. Come 0n : | 
Gentie, my Lord, ſleek o're your rugged Looks, 

Be bright and Jovial *mong your Guelts to Night. 

Mach. So ſhali I, Love, and fol pray be you: 

Let your cemembrance (till apply to Banguo, 

Preſent im Eminence, both with Eye and Tongue ; 
linſafe the while, that we mult lave 

Our Honours in theſe flattering ſtreams, 

And make our Faces Vizards to our Hearts, 
Diſguiſing what they are, 

Lady. You mult leave this. 

Macb. O, full of Scorpions is my Mind, dear Wife : 
Thou know'lt, that Bangquo and his Fleans lives, 

Lady. Bat in them, Nature's Copie's not eterne. 

Macb. There's comfort yet, they are aſlailable, 
Then be thou jocund : ere the Bat hath flown 
His Cloyſter'd flight, e're to black Hecat's Summons 
The ſhard-born Beetle, with his drowhe hums, 

Hath rung Night's yawning Peal, 
There ſhall be done a deed of dreadful note. 

Lady. Whar's to be done ? 

Mach. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareſt Chuck, 
'Till thou applaud the deed : Come, feeling Night, 
Skarf up the tender Eye of pitiful Day, 

And with thy bloudy and inviſible Hand 

Cancel and tear to pieces that great Bond, 

Woich keeps me pale, Light thickens, 

And the Crow makes Wing to th, Rooky Wood : 

Good things of Day begin to droop, and drowze, 

Whiles Night's black Agents to their Preys do rowZe, 
Thou marvelPſt- at my words : but hold thee ſtil] : 

Things bad begun, make ſtrong themſelves by 1] : 

So prythee go with me. 


Scena Tertia. 
Enter three Murtherers, 


7, But who did bid thee join with us ? 

3, Macbeth. 

2. He needs not our miſtruſt, ſince he delivers 
Our Offices, and what we have to do, 

To the direction juſt. 

1. Then ſtand with us. 

The Weſt yet glimmers with ſome ſtreaks of Day. 
Now ſpurs the lateſt Traveller apace, 

To gain the timely Inn, and near approaches 
The ſubje&t of our Watch. 

3. Hark, I hear Horſes. 

Banquo within, Give ys a Light there, ho. 

2, Then'tis he: 

The reſt, that are within the note of expectation, 
Already are i” th* Court. 

1, His Horſes go about. 

3. Almoſt a mile : but he does uſually, 

So all men do, from hence to th* Palace Gate 
Make it their walk. 


Enter Banquo and Fleans, with a Torch, 


2, A Light, a Light. 

3. "Tis he, 

I. Stand to't. 

Ban, lt will be Rain to Night, 
1, Let it come down. 

Ban. O, Tceachery ! 

Fly, good Fleans, flie, flic, flic, 


[Exeunt. | 


Thou may'lt revenge. O Slave! 
3. Whodid ſtrike out the light ? 
1, Was't not the way ? 
3. There's but one down : the Son is fled, 
2. We have loſt 
Beſt half of our Atiair. 
1. Well, lets away, and fay how much is done, 
[ Exennt, 


Scena (Juarta. 


Banquet prepar'd. Enter Macbeth, Lady, Roſſe, Lenox, 
Lo:ds, ard Attendants, | 
each. You know your own degrees, fit down : 
At ficit and laſt, the hearty welcome. 
Lords. Thanks to your Majclty. 
Mach, Our ſelf wi 1 mingle with Society, 
And play the humble Hoſt ; 
Our Holteſs keeps her State, but in the beſt time 
We will require her welcome. | | 
Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our Friends, 
For my heart ſpeaks, they are welcome, 


Enter firſt Martherer, 


Both ſides are even: here I'll fit 7 th mid'ſt, 
Be large in Mirth, anon we'll drink a Meaſure 
The Table round. There's blond upon thy Face. 
Mur, *Tis Banguo's then. 
eMacb. 'Tis better thee without, than he within, 
Is be diſpatch*d ? 
eur, My Lord, bis Throat is cut, that I did for him, 
Macb, Thou art the beſt o* th* Cut. Throats, 
Tet he's good that did the like for leans : 
If thou did'ſt it, thou art the Non-pareil, 
Mur. Molt Royal Sir, 
Fleans is ſcap'd. 
Mach. Then comes my Fit again 1 
| had elſe been perfet ; | 
Whole as the Marble, founded as the Rock, 
As broad, and general, as the caſing Air : | 
But now I am cabin'd, crib'd, confin'd, bound in 
| To ſawcy doubts, and fears. But Banguo's ſafe ? 
Mur. I, my good Lord: ſafe in a Ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gaſhes on his head 
The leaſt a Death to Nature, 
Macb. Thanks for that, 
There the grown Serpent lies, the Worm that's fled 
| Hath Nature, that in time will Venom breed, 
No teeth for th* preſent, Get thee gone, to morrow 
Well hear our ſelves again. [Exu Murtherer, 
Lady. My Royal Lord, 
You do not give the Cheer, the Feaſt is ſold 
That is not often vouch'd, while *tis making : 
'Tis given with welcome : to feed were beſt at home ; 
From thence, the ſawce to meat is Ceremony, 
Meeting were bare without it. 


Enter the Ghoſt of Banquo, and ſits in Macbeth's plece, 


Mach. Sweet Remembrancer : 
Now good digeſtion wait on Appetite, 
And health on both, 
Lenox. May't pleaſe yoor Highneſs (it. 
Mach. Here had we now onr Coentri«'s Honour, roof'd, 
Were the grac'd perſon of our Barguo preſent : 
Who may I rather challenge for uakindaeſs, 
Than pity for Miſchance. 
Roſje. His abſence (Sir) | 
Layes blame upon his promiſe, Pleas'c your Highneſs 


To grace us with your Royal Company ? 
Eee 


Mach. 


Mach. See they encounter thee with their hearts thanks, | 


1 


| 
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Macb. The Table's full. 
Lenox. Here is a place reſerv*d, Sir. 
Mach. Where? 
Lenox, Here, my good Lord. 
What is't that moves your Highneſs ? 
Macb. Which of you have done this ? 
Lords, What, my good Lord ? 
Macb. Thou canſt not ſay I did it ; never ſhake 
Thy goary Locks at me. 
Roſſe, Gentlemen riſe, his Highneſs is not well. 
Lady. Sit, worthy Friends : my Lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his youth. Pray you keep ſeat, 
The fit is momentany, upon a thought _ 
He will again be well. If much you note him 
You ſhall offend him, and extend his Paſſion, 
Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man ? 
Macb. I, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which might appall the Devil. 
Lady. O, proper ſtuff ! 
This is the very painting of your fear: 
This is the Air-drawn-Dagger which you ſaid 
Led you to Duncan. O, theſe flaws and ſtarts 
(lmpoſtors to true fear) would well become 
A Woman's ſtory at a Winter's fire 
Authoriz'd by her Grandam : ſhame it ſelf, 
Why do you make ſuch faces ? When all's done 
You look but on a ſtool. 


\ Macb. Prythee ſee thre : 


Behold, look, loe, how ſay you : 
Why what care I, if thou canſt nod, ſpeak too. 
[f Charnel-Houſes, and our Graves muſt ſend 
Thoſe that we bury, back ; our Monuments - 
Shall be the Mawes of Kites. [Exit Ghoſt, 
Lady. What? quite unmann'd in folly. 
Machb, If I ſtand here, I ſaw him, , 
Lady. Fie for ſhame. 
Math. Bloud hath been ſhed e*re now, i th? olden time 
Ee humane Statue purg'd the gentle Weal: 
[, and ſince too, Murthers have been perform'd 
Too terrible for the Ear : the times have been, 
That when the Brains were out, the man would die, 
And there an end ; -But now they riſe again 
With twenty mortal murthers on their Crowns, 
And puſh us from our ſtools : this is more ſtrange 
Than ſuch a Murther is. - 
Lady. My worthy Lord, 
Your Noble Friends do lack you. 
Mach. | do forget : 
Do not muſe at me, my moſt worthy Friends, 
| have a ſtrange infirmity, which is nothing 
To thoſe that know me. Come, love and health to all, 
Then Vl fit down ; Give me ſome Wine, fall full : 


Enter Ghoſt. 


I drink to th? general joy o' th* whole Table, 

And to our dear Friend Banguo, whom we miſs : 
Would he were here; toall ; and him we thirſt, 
And all to-all, 

Lords, Our duties, and the pledge. ; 
Thy bones are marrowleſs: thy blond is cold : 
Thou haft no ſpeculation in thoſe Eyes 
Which thou doſt glare with. 

Lady. Think of this good Peers 


] Bur asa thing of Cuſtom : *tis no other, 


Only ir ſpoils the pleaſure of the time. 

Mach. What man dare, I dare : 
Approach thou like the rugged Ruſſian Bear, 
The arm'd Rhinoceros, or th* Hyrcan Tyger, 
Take any ſhape but that, and my firm Nerves 
Shall never tremble. Or be alive-again, 
And dare me to the Deſart with thy Sword : 
if rrembling I inhabit, then protect me 


__—_ — — - — 


Mach. Avant,and quit my ſight, let the Earth hide thee : 


— —_ 


The Baby of a Girl. Hence horrible ſhadow 
Unreal mock'ry hence. Why fo, be gone 
| am a man again : pray you ſit ſtill. 
Lady. You have diſplac'd the mirth, 
Broke the good meeting, with moſt admir*d diſorder 
Macb. Can ſuch things be, | 
And overcome us like a Summer's Cloud 
Without our ſpecial wonder ? You make me 
Even to the diſpoſition that 1 owe, 
When now I think you can behold ſuch Vghts, 
And keep the natural Ruby of your Cheeks, 
When mine is blanch'd with fear. 
Roſſe. What ſigns, my Lord ? . 
Laay. 1 pray you ſpeak not : he grows worſe and worſe 
Queſtion enrages him : at once, goodnight. : 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But go at once. 
Lenox. Good night, and better health 
Attend his Majeſty. 
Lady. A kind goodnight to all. 
Macb, It will have bloud they fay : 
Bloud will have Bloud : 
Stones have been known to move, and trees to ſpeak: 
Augures, and underſtood Relations, have 
By Maggot Pyes, and Choughs, and Rooks brought forth 
The ſecret*ſt man of bloud. What is the night ? 
La. Almoſt at odds with Morning, which is which, 
Macb. How ſay'ſt thou that Macduff denies his perſon 
At our great bidding ? | 
La. Did you ſend to him, Sir ? 
Mach. I hear it by the way : But I will ſend : 
There's not a one of them but in his Houſe 
[ keep a Servant Fee'd. I will to morrow 
(And betimes I will) tothe wizard Siſters. 
More ſhall they ſpeak : for now I am bent to know 
By the worſt means, the worſt, for mine own good, 
All cauſes ſhall give way, I am in bloud 
Spent in ſo far, that ſhould I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go 0're : 
Strange things I have in head, that will to hand, 
Which muſt be ated,  e're they may be ſcann'd. 
Lady. You lack the ſeaſon of all Natures, fleep. 
Macb. Come, we'll to ſleep ; My ſtrange and ſelf-abuſe 
[s the initiate fear, that wants hard uſe : 
We are yet but young indeed, 


LExi. 


ſtrange 


[Exenunt Lords, 


[ Exeunt, 


Scena Quinta. 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches, meeting Hecate. 


1. Why how now,Hecate, you look angerly ? 
Hee, Have I not reaſon (Beldams) as you are ? 

Sawcy, and over-bold, how did yon dare 

To trade, and traffick with Macbeth, 

In Riddles, and Aﬀairs of death ; 

And I the Miſtreſs of your Charms. 

The cloſe contriver of all harms, 

Was never calPd to bear my part, 

Or ſhew the glory of onr Art? - 

And which is worſe, all you have done 

Hath been but for a wayward Son, 

Spightful, and wrathful, who (as others do) 

Loves for his own ends, not for you. 

But make amends now : Get you gon, 

And at the Pit of Acheror 

Meet me i th* Morning : thither he 

Will come, to know his Deſtiny, 

Your Veſſels, and your Spells provide, 

Your Charms, and every thing beſide ; 

I am for th? Air: this night Ill ſpend 

Unto a diſmal, and a fatal end. 

Great buſineſs muſt be wrovghte're Noon. 


Upon the Corner of the Moon There 
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There hangs a vap'rous drop, profound, 
[| catch it e*re it come to ground z 4 
4nd that diſtill'd by Magick flights, 
cial raiſe ſuch Artificial Sprights, 
as by the ſtrength of their illuſion, 
call draw him on to his Confuſion, 
He ſhall ſpurn Fate, ſcorn Death, and bear 
His hopes *bove Wiſdom, Grace, and Fear.; 
And you all know, Security 
ls mortals chiefelt Enemy. 
[ Muſick,, and a So g. 

Hark, I am call'd : my little Spirit fee 
Sits in a foggy Cloud, and ſtays for me. 

Sing within, Come away, come away, &C. 
1, Come, let's make haſt, ſhee'l ſoon be 


Back again, [Exeunt, 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Lenox, and another Lord: 


Lenox, My former Speeches 

Have but hit your Thoughts, , 

Which can interpret farther : Only I ſay 

Things have been ſtrangely born. The gracious Duncan 
Was pitied of Macbeth : marry he was dead : 

And the right valiant Banquo walk?d too late. 

Whom you may ſay, (if't pleaſe you) Fleans kilPd, 
for Fleazs fled : Men muſt not walk too late. 

Who cannot want the thought, how monſtrous 

It was for Malcolm, and for. Donalbane 

To kill their gracious Father ? Damned Fact, 

How it did grieve Macbeth? Did he not ſtraight 

ln pious rage, the two delinquents tear, 

That were the ſlaves of Drink, and thralls of Sleep ? 
Was that not nobly done? 1, and wiſely too : 

For **would have anger'd any heart akve 

To hear the men deny't. So that I ſay, 

He has born all things well, and 1 do think, 

That had he Duncan's Sons under the Rey, 

(As, and't pleaſe Heaven he ſhall not) they ſhall find 
What *twere to kill a Father : So ſhould Fleans. 

But peace 3; for from broad words, and cauſe he fail'd 
His prefence at the Tyrant's Feaſt ; I hear 

Macduffe lives in diſgrace. Sir, can you tell 

'VVhere he beſtows himſelf ? 

Lord. The Sons of Duncan 


1 (From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth) 


Live in the Engliſh Court, and is receiv'd 

Of the moſt Pious Edward, with ſuch grace, 

That the malevolence of Fortune, nothing 
Takes from his high reſpe&t. Thither Macdyfe 
ls gone, to pray the holy King, upon his aid 

To wake Northumberland, and warlike Seyward, 
That by the help of theſe (with him above 
Toratifie the VVork) we may again 

Give to our Tables Meat, Sleep to our Nights : 
Free from our Feaſts, and Banquets bloody Knives; 
Do faithful Homage, and receive free Honours, 
All which we pine for now. And this report 
Hath ſo exaſperate their King, that he 

Prepares for ſame attempt of VVar. 

Lenox, Sent he to Macduffe ? 

Lord. He'did : and with an abſolute, Sir, not I, 
The cloudy Meſſenger turns me his back, 

And humy; as who ſhould ſay, you'll rue the time 
That clo$s me with this Anſwer. 

LenoS. And that well might, 

AdviſeAhim to a caution, t'hold what diſtance 

His wfſdom can provide. Some Holy Angel 
Fly t& the Court of England, and unfold 

His Micſſage e're he come, that a ſwift bleſling 


For a Charm of powerful trouble, 


May ſoon return to this our ſuffering Country, 
Under a hand accurs'd. 


Lord. I'll ſend my Prayers with him. LExennt. 


Altus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Thunder. Enter the three VVitches. 


T Hrice the brinded Cat Hath mew'd. 
2, Thrice, and once the Hedges Pig whiu?. 

3+ Harpier crys, *tis time; *tis time. 

1, Round about the Cauldron go : 
[n the poiſon?d Entrails throw 
Toad, that under cold ſtone, 
Days and Nights, has thirty one: 
Sweltred Venom ſleeping got, 
Boil thou firſt Pth* charmed Pot; _ 

All. Double, double, toil and trouble ; 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. 

2. Fillet of a Fenny Snake, 
[n the Cauldron Boil and Bake : - 
Eye of Newt, and Toe of Frog: SS & 
Wool of Bat, and Tongue of Dog : CISEE, 
Adders Fork, and Blind-worms Sting, 4 
Lizards Leg, and Howlet's Wing : 


Like a Hell-broth, boil and bubble. 

All. Double, double, toil and trouble, 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. 

3. Scale of Dragon, Tooth of Wolf, 
Witches Mummy, Maw, and Gulf 
Of the ravin'd falt Sea Shark : 
Root of Hemlock, digg'd i'ch? dark”: _ 
Liver of Blaſpheming Few : 
Gall of Goat, and Slips of Yew, 
Sliver'd in the Moon's Eclipſe : . 
Noſe of Turk,, and Tartar's lips, 
Finger of Bicth-ſtrangled Babe, 
Ditch-deliver'd by a Drab, 
Make the'Gruel thick, and ſlab, 
Add thereto a Tyger's Chawdron, 
For tt lngredience of our Cauldrcon., 

All. Double, double, toil and trouble, 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. 

2. Cool ir with a Baboon's blood, 
Then the Charm is firm and good. 


Enter Hecate, and the other three Witches. | 
Hee. O well done: I commend your pains, | 

And every one ſhall ſhare i'th* gaips : 

And now about the Cauldron ſing 

Like Elves and Fairies in a Ring, 


[achanting all that gs in. 


- 


ich and a Song. Black, Spirits, '&C. 
2. By the pricking of myghumbs, 

Something wicked this way comes : 

Open Locks, whoever knocks, 


Enter Macbeth. 


ac. How now you ſecret, black, and midnight Hags? 
What is't you do ? | 

All. A deed without a name. : 

Mac. 1 conjure you, by that which you profeſs, 
(How e're you come to know it) anſwer me: 
Though you untie the Winds, and let them fight 
Againſt the Churches : Though the yeſty Waves 
Confound and ſwallow Navigation vp : | 
Though bladed Corn be lodg'd, and Trees blown down, 


Though Caſtles topple on their Warders heads : | 
: < Eee 2 Though | | 
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Though Palaces, and Pyramids do ſlope 
Their heads to their Foundations : though the treaſure 
Ot Natures Germain, tumble altogether, 
Even till deſtruction ſicken : Anſwer me 
To what I ask you. 

I, Speak. 

2, Demand. 

3. We'll anſwer, 

1. Say, -if th* had'ſt rather hear it from our mouths, 
Or from our Maſters. 

Macb. Call *'em: let me ſee *tm. 

1. Pour in Sowes bloud, that bath eaten 
Her nine Farrow : Greace that's ſweaten 
From the Murtherers Gibbet, throw 
lnto the Flame. 

Al. Come high or low : 

Thy Self and Office deftly ſhow. f ; [Thunder 
"48 I. Apperition, as Armed Head. 
Macb, Tell me thou unknown power. 
1, He knows thy thought: 
Hear his Speech, but ſay thou nought. 
1 Appar. Macbeth, Macheth, Macbeth : 
Beware Macduff, 
Beware the Thane of Fife : diſmiſs me, Enough 
[ He Deſcends, 

Mach. What-e're thou art, for thy good caution, thanks. 
Thou haſt harp'd my fear aright. But one word more. 

1, He will not be commanded : here's another 
More potent than the firſt. [ Thunder. 

2. Apparition, a Bloudy (,bild. 

2. Appar. e Macbeth, £ Macbeth, Macbeth. 

Mach. Had 1 three Ears, 1'd hear thee. 

2. Appar. Be bloudy, bold, and reſolute : 

Laugh to ſcorn | 

The power of man: For none of Woman born 

Shall harm e Hacbeth. [ Deſeends. 

Mach. Then live Macdff: what need I fear of thee ? 

But yet I'll make aſſurance, double ſure, . 

And take a Bond of Fate : thou ſhalt not live, 

That I may tell pale-hearted Fear, it lies ; 

And ſleep 1n ſpight of Thunder. [Thunder, 

- 3. Apparition,. a Child crowned, with a Tree in his hand. 
What is this, that riſes like the iſſne of a King, 

And wears upon his Baby-brow, the round 

And top of Soveraignty ? 

All, Liſten, but ſpeak not to't. 

3- Appar. Be Lyon metled, proud, and take no care : 
Who chafes, who frets, or where Conſpirers are : 
Macbeth ſhall never vanquiſh'd be, until 
Great Birnam Wood to high Dunſinane Hill 
Shall come againſt him. 

Mach. That will never be: 

Who can impteſs the Foreſt, bid the Tree 
Unfix his Earth-bound Root ? Sweet Boadments, good : 
Rebellious dead, riſe never *till the Wood 

Of Birnam riſe, and our high-plac'd Macbeth 

Shall live the Leaſe of Nature, pay his breath 

To time, and mortal Cuſtom, Vet my heart 

Throbs to know one thing : tell ae, if your Art 

| Can tell ſo much : Shall Banq»o's iſſue ever 


eign in this Kingdom ? 
. Seek to know no more. 
Mac. I will be ſatisfied. Deny me this, 


And an eternal Curſe fall on you : Let me know. 
Why ſinks that Cauldron? and what noiſe is this ?[|Hoboys. 
1, Shew. 
2. Shew. 
3. Shew. | 
All. Shew his Eyes, and grieve his Heart, 
Come like ſhadows, ſo yo 
A of eight Kings, and Banquo laſt, with a 
ag bis 4 900 if 
Macb, Thou art too like the Spirit of Banguo : Down : 
Thy Crown do's fear mine Eye-Balls. And thy haic 


[Deſcend. 


i. to lt... ee, =— 


ad. 


Thou other Gold-bound-brow, is like the firſt : 
A third, is like the former, Filthy Haggs, 
Why do you ſhew me this? -— A fourth ? Start Eye! 
What will the Line ſtretch out to th* crack of Doom > 
Another yet ? A ſeventh ? PII ſee no more : 
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a Glaſs, 
Which ſhews me many more : and ſome ſee, 
That twofold Balls, and treble Scepters carry, 
Horrible ſight: Now I ſee *tis true, 
For the Bloud-bolter'd Banguo ſmiles upon me 
And points at them for his. What is this ſo? 
7. I Sir, all this is ſo. But why 
Stands eHacbeth thus amazedly ? | 
Come Siſters, cheer we vp his ſprights, 
And ſhew the beſt of our delights, 
PII Charm the Air to give a ſound, 
While you perform your Antique round : 
That this great King may kindly ſay, 
Our dnties did his welcome pay. | LMeſich. 
The Witches Dance, and van, 
e Mach. Where are they? Gone? 
Let this pernicious hour, 
Stand aye accurſed in the Kalender, 
Come in, without there. Emer Lenox, 
Lenox. What's your Graces will ? 
e Mach. Saw you the Wizards Siſters ? 
Lenox, No, my Lord. 
Macb, Came they not by you ? 
Lenox. No indeed, my Lord. 
Macb. Infected be the Air whereon they ride, 
And damn'd all thoſe that truſt them. 1 did hear 
The gallopping of Horſe. Who was't came by ? 
Lenox, 'Tis two or three,my Lord,thas bring you ward: 
Macaduwff is fled to England. 
Macb. Fled to England ? 
Len, I, my good Lord, 
 Macb, Time, thou anticipat'ſt my dread exploits 
The flighty purpoſe never is o're-took 
Unleſs the deed go yrith it. From this moment, 
The very firſtling o my heart ſhall be ' 
The firſtlings of my hand. And even now | 
To Crown my thoughts with Acts:be it thought and done: 
The Caſtle of Macdyf I will ſurprize. 
Seize upon Fife; give to th* edge o* th* Sword 
His Wife, his Babes, and all unfortunate Souls, 
That trace him in his Line. No boaſting like a Fool, 
This deed PII do, before this purpoſe cool, ' 
But no more ſights, Where are theſe Gentlemen ? 
Come, bring me where they are. [Exexnt. 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter Macduft's Wife, her Son, and Roſe. 


» 


Wife. What had he done, to make him fly the Land ? 
Roſſe. You mult have patience, Madam, 
Wife. He had none : : 
His flight was madneſs: when our Actions do not, 
Our fears do make us Traytors. 
Roſſe. You know not 
Whether it was his wiſdom, or his fear. 
Wife. Wiſdom ? to leave his Wife, to leave his Babes, 
His Manſion and his Titles, in a place 


( L 


From whence himſelt does flie? He loves ys not, 
He wants the natural touch : for the poor ' 
(The moſt diminutive of Birds) will fight, 
Her young ones in her Neſt, againſt the Owlg: 
All is the Fear, and nothing is the Love ; 
As little is the Wiſdom, where the flight 
Soruns againſt all reaſon. 

Roſſe. My deareſt Courz, 
I pray you School your ſelf; But for your Husband, | 
He is Noble, Wiſe, Judicious, and beſt knows 


— 
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The fits o'th* Seaſon. I dare not ſpeak much further, 
But cruel are the times, when we are Traytors, 
| And do not know our ſelves: VVhen we hold Rumour 
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear, 
But float upon a wild and violent Sea 
Each way, and move. I take my leave of you : 
Shall aot be long but VII be here again: 
Things at the worlt will ceaſe, or elſe climb upward 
To what they were before, my pretty Couſin, 
Bleſſing upon you, 
Wife, Father'd he is, 
And yet he's Fatherleſs, | 
Roſſe. 1am ſo much a Fool, ſhould [ ſtay longer, 
[t would be my diſgrace, and your diſcomfort. 
[take my leave at once. LExit Roſle; 
Wife. Sirrah, your Father's dead, 
And what will you do now ? How will you live ? 
Son. As Birds do, Mother. 
Wife, V Vhat with worms and flies ? 
Son. VVith what get, and ſodo they. 
Wife. Poor Bird, 
Thoud'ſt never fear the Net, nor Live, 
The Pit-fall, nor the Gan. 
Son. V'Vhy ſhould I, Mother? 
Poor Birds they are not ſet for : 
My Father is not dead for all your ſaying, 
Wife. Yes, heis dead: . 
How wilt thou do for a Father ? 
Son. Nay, how will you do for a Husband ? 
Wife, VVhy, I can buy me twenty at any Market, 
Son. Then you'll buy *em to fell again. 
Wife, Thou ſpeak*ſt with all thy, wit, 


| And. yet i” faith with wit enough for thee. 


Son. VVas my Father a Traytor, Mother ? 
Wife, I, that he was. 


Wife. Every ouþtht does ſo-is a 'Traytag, 

And mult baygang'd. 6 R 

Son, And myſt they all be hang'd that ſwear and lie ? 
Wife. Every one; 

Son. Who muſt hang them ? 

Wife.. V Vhy, honeſt men, 

Son. Then the Liars and Swearers are Fools : for there 
are Liars and Swearers enow, to beat the honeſt. men, 
and hang up them. 

Wife, God help thee, poor Monkey : 

But how wilt thou do for a Father ? 

Son, If he were dead, you*d weep for him: If you 


| would not it were a good fign, n_ ſhould quitkly 


' | have a new Father, 


W. 


Wife. Poor Pratler, how thou talkſt | 


Enter a Mcſſenger, PE 


Mecſ. Bleſs you, fair Dame, I am no Rhown, 
Though in your ſtate of honour | am perfect ; 

[ doubt ſome danger does approach you nearly. 

[f you will take a homely man's advice, 

Be not found here : Hence with your little ones : 

To fright you thus, methinks I am too ſavage : 

To do worſe to you, were fell Cruelty, 

Which is too nigh your perſon. Heaven preſerve you, 

1 dare abide no longer. _ LExit Meſlenger, 
Wife, Whither ſhould I fly ? 


{ have done no harm. But I remember now 


[ am in this earthly world : where to do harm 
ls often laudable, to do good ſometime 
Accounted dangerous Folly. VYby then (alas) 
Do I put up that womanly defence, 

To fay I had done no harm ? 

V'Vhat are theſe faces ? 


OO C— — 


Son. V'Vhat isa Traytor? * -< Tooffrupa weak, poor innocent Lamb, 
Wife. Why, one that ſwears and lies. .  *, + Tappeaſe an angry God. 
Son, And beall Traytgrs.that do ſg? eMacd. 1 amnot treacherons. 


— 


You may diſcern of him thsongh me, and wiſdom 


Enter Murtherers. 


eur. VV.here is your Husband ? 
Wife, I hope in no place ſo unſanttified, 
VVhere ſuch as rhou may'ſt find him, 
eur. He's a Traytog. 
Son, Thou lyſt thou ſhag.card Villain. 
eur, VVhat you Egg ? 
Young fry of Treachery ? 
Son. He has killd me, Mother; 


Run away, i pray you. LExi, crying murther, 


Scana Tertia. 


Enter Malcolm and Macduffe. 


e al. Let us ſeek out ſome deſolate ſhade; and there 
VVeepour ſad boſomes empty. | 

eMacd. Let us rather 
Hold faſtthe mortal Sword: and like good men, 
Beſtride our downfal Birth-dome : Each new Morn, 
New widows howl, new Orphans cry, new ſorrows 
Strike Heaven on the face, that it reſounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell'd out 
Like Syllable of Dolour, 

e Hal. VVhat L believe, Pl] wail; 
VVhat know, believe; and what I can redrefs, 
As I ſhall find the time to friend, I will. 
What you have ſpoke, it may be ſo perchance. * 
This Tyrant, whoſe ſole Name blifters our Tongnes, 
Was once ttiought honeſt : You have lov?d bim well, | 
He hath not touch'd you yet. 1 am young, but ſomething 


Mal. But Macbeth is. 
A good and virtuous Nature may recoil 
In an imperial charge. But I ſhall crave your pardon ; 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranſpoſe z 
Angels are bright ſtill, though the brighteſt fel). 
Though all things foul would bear the brows of Grace, 
Yet Grace muſt ſtill look ſo, 

eMacd." | have loſt my hopes. 

Malc. Perchance, even there 
Where I did find my doubts, 
Why in that rawneſs lefr you wife. and Children ? 
Thole precious Motives, thoſe ſtrong knots of Love, 
Without leave taking. I pray you, 
Let not my Jealouſies, be your Diſhonours, 
But mine own ſafeties: you may be rightly juſt, 
Whatever I ſhall think, 

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor Country, 
Great Tyranny, lay thou thy Baſis ſure, 
For goodneſs dares not check thee': wear thou thy wrongs, 
The Title is afeard. Fare thee well, Lord, 
[ would got be the Villain that thou think'ſt, | 
For the whole ſpace that's in the Tyrants Graſp, 
And the rich Eaſt to boot. | | 

Mal. Be not offended : | | 
[ ſpeak not as in abſolute fear of you : | 
[ think our Country ſinks beneath the yoke, 
It weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a gaſh 
[s added to her wounds. | think withal, * 
There would be hands up-lifted in my right : 1 
And here from gracious England have | offer - | 
Of goodly thouſands. Burt tor all this, 
When l ſhall tread upon the Tyrant's head, 
Or wear it on my Sword ; yet my poor Country 
Shall have more vices than it had before, 
More ſuffer, and more ſundry ways than ever, 


By bim that ſhall ſucceed. 


Eee 3 Macd. 
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Macd. What ſhould he be ? Wip'd the black Scruples, reconcild my thoughts 
Aal. It is my ſelf I mean, in whom I know To thy good truth, and honour. Devilliſh Macherh 
All the particulars of Vice ſo grafted, By many of theſe trains, hath ſought to win me * 
That when they ſhall be open'd black Macbeth [nto his power : and modeſt Wiſdom plucks me 
Will ſeem as pure as Snow, and the poor State From over-credulous haſte : but God above 
Eſteem him as a Lamb, being compai% Deal between thee and me; For even now 
With my confineleſs harms, _ | put my ſelf to thy direction, and 
Macd. Not in the Legions _ Unſpeak mine own detraCtion. Here abjure 
Of horrid Hell, can come a Devil more damn'd The taints, and blames | laid upon my ſelf, 
[n evils, to top Macbeth. | For ſtrangers to my Nature, l am yet 
Mach, 1 grant him Bloudy, | Unknown co Women, never was forſwore, 
Luxurious; Avaricious, Falſe, Deceitful, Scarcely have coveted what was mine own, 
Sudden, Malicious, ſmoaking of every fin At no time broke my Faith, would not betray 
That has a name. But there's no bottom, none The Devil to his Fellow, and delight 
In my Voluptuouſneſs: Your Wives, your Daughters, No leſs in truth than life. My firſt falſe ſpeaking 
Your Matrons, and your Maids, could not fill up Was this upon my ſelf, what 1 am truly 
The Ciſtern of my Luſt, and my Deſire [s thine, and my poor Countries to command : 
Allcontinent Impediments would: o're-bear Whether indeed, before thy here approach, 
That did oppoſe my will. Better Macbeth, Old Seyward with ten thouſand warlike men 
Than ſuch an one to reign. Already at a point, was ſetting forth ? 
Macd. Bonndleſs intemperance Now we'll together, and the chance of goodneſs 
In Nature isa Tyranny : lt hath been Be like our warranted Quarrel. Why are you ſilent? 
Th* untimely emptying of the happy Throne, Maca. Such welcome, and unwelcome things at once 
And fall of mavy Kings. -But fear not yet 'Tis hard to reconcile. 
| To take upon you what is yours: you may 
Convey your pleaſures in a ſpacious plenty, Enter a Doctor. 
And yet ſeem cold, The time you may ſo Hoodwink : 
We have willing Dames enough : there cannot be Mal. Well, more anon. Comes the King forth 
That Vulture in you, to devour ſo many - | pray you ? | 
As will to Greatneſs dedicate themſelves, Dott, I Sir: there are a crew of wretched Souls 
Finding it fo inclin'd. | That ſtay his Cure : their malady convinces 
Mal. With this, there grows The great aſlay of Art. But at his touch, 
In my moſt ill-compos'd Aﬀection, ſuch Such ſanctity hath Heaven given his band, 
A ſtanchleſs Avarice, that were I King, They preſently amend. LExi, 
| ſhould cut off the Nobles for their Lands, Mal. I thank you; Door. 
Deſire his Jewels, and this others Houſe, Macd. What's the Diſeaſe he means ? 
And my more-having would be as a Sawce Mal. *TiscalPd the Evil, 
To make me hunger more, that 1 ſhould forge A moſt miraculous work in this good King, 
Quarrels unjuſt againſt the Good and Loyal, Which often fince my here remain in England, 
Deſtroying them for wealth. | have ſeen himdo: How he ſolicits Heaven, 
Macd. This Avarice Himſelf beſt knows : but ſtrangely viſited people, 
Sticks deeper : grows with more pernicious root All ſwoln and Ulcerous, pitiful to the Eye, 
Than Shmmer-ſeeming Luſt : and it hath been The mere deſpair of Surgery, he cures, 
The Sword of our ſlain Kings : yet do not fear, Hanging a golden ſtamp about their Necks, 
Scotland hath Poiſons to fill up your will Put on with holy Prayers, and *tis ſpoken 
Of your mere Own. All theſe are portable, To the ſucceeding Royalty he leaves 
With other Graces weigh'd. The healing BenediCtion : with this ſtrange virtue, 
Mal. ButI have none, The King-becoming Graces, He hath a Heavenly Gift of Prophecy, 
As Juſtice, Verity, Temp'rance, Stableneſs, And ſundry Bleſſings hang about his Throne, 
Bounty, Perſeverance, Mercy, Lowlinels, That ſpeak him full of Grace. | 
Devotion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude ; | 
[ have no reliſh of them, but abound Enter Roſle. 
In the diviſion of each ſeveral Crime, 
Acting it many ways. Nay had I power I ſhould Macd. See, who comes here. 
Pour the ſweet Milk of Concord, into Hell, eMalc. My Countreyman : but yet I know him not. 
Uproar the univerſal peace, confound Uacd, My ever gentle Couſin, welcome hither. 
All unity on earth. eHalc, I know him now. Good God betimes remove 
Macd. O Scotland, Scotland ! The means, the means that makes us ſtrangers. 
Mal. If ſuch a one be fit to govern, ſpeak: Roſſe. Sir, Amen. 
{| Iam as Ihave ſpoken. | eMacd. Stands Scotland where it did ? 
Macd.Fit to govern? No not tolive.O Nation miſerable! | Roſſe. Alas poor Countrey, 
With an untitled Tyrant, bloudy Sceptred, Almoſt afraid to know it ſelf. It cannot 
When ſhalt thou ſee thy wholeſome days again ? Be call'd our Mother, but our Grave; where nothing 
{| Since that the trueſt- Iſſue of thy Throne But who knows nothing is once ſeen to ſmile : 
By his own InterdiCtion ſtands accurſt, \Where ſighs and groans, and ſhrieks that rent the air 
And do's blaſpheme his breed ? thy Royal Father Are made, not mark*d : Where violent ſorrow ſeems *' 
Was a moſt Sainted-King : the Queen that bore thee, A Modern ecſtaſie : the Dead-man's Knell, 
Oftner upon her Rnees, than on her feet, | [s there ſcarce ask*d for who; and good men's lives * 
Dy'd every day ſhe liv?d. Fare thee well, Expire before the Flowers in their Caps, 
Theſe Evils thou repeat*lt upon thy ſelf, Dying, or e*re they ficken. 
Hath baniſht me from Scotland. O my Breaſt, e1/acd Oh relationy too nice, and yet too true. 
Thy hope ends here, Milc. What's the newelt grief ? 
Mal. Macaduff,, this Noble paſſion Reſſe. That of an hours age, doth hiſs the ſpeaker, 
Child of Integrity, hath from my Soul Zac! minute tecms a new oe. P 
e Maca. 
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acd. How does my Wife ? 
Roſſe. Why, well. 
Macd. And all my Children? 
Roſſe. Well too. 
eMacd, The Tyrant has not batter'd at their peace ? 
Roſſe. No, they were well at peace when did leave *em. 
eacd. Be not a niggard of your ſpeech : how go's it ? 
Roſe. When | came hither to tranſport the Tidings 
Which I have heavily born, there ran a Rumour 
Of many worthy Fellows, that were our, 
Which was to my belief witneſt the rather, 
For that I ſaw the Tyrant's Power a-foot, 
Now is the time of help: your Eye in Scotland 
Would create Souldiers, make our Women fight, 
Todoff their dire diſtreſſes, | 
eMaic. Be't their comfort 
We are coming thither ; Gracious England hath 
Lent us good Seyward, and ten thouſand men, 
An older, and a better Souldier, none 
That Chriſtendom gives our. 
Roſſe. Would 1 could anſwer 
This comfort with the like. But I have words 
That would be how''d out in the deſert air, 
Where hearing ſhould not latch them. 
eMacd. What concern they, 
The general cauſe, or is it a Fee grief 
Due to ſome ſingle Breaſt ? 
Roſſe, No mind that's honeſt 
But 1 it ſhares ſome woe, though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 
eMacd, If it be mine 
Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. . 
Roſſe. Let not your Ears deſpiſe my tongue for ever, 
Which ſhall poſſeſs them with the heavielt ſound 
That ever yet they heard. 
eMacd. Humbh : I gueſs at it. 
Roſſe. Your Caſtle is ſurpriz'd : your Wite, and Babes 
Savagely ſlaughter'd: to relate the manner - 
Were on the Quarry of theſe murther'd Deer 
To add the Death of you. 
eHalc. Merciful Heaven : 
What man, ne're pull your Hat upon your brows : 
Give ſorrow words ; the grief that do's not ſpeak, 
Whiſpers the o're-fraught heart, and bids it break. 
Macd. My Children too ? 
Roſſe. Wife, Children, Servants,all that could be found. 
Macd. And 1 mult be from thence ? My Wife kill'd too? 
Roſſe. 1 have ſaid. 
alc. Be comforted. 
Let's make us Med'cines of our great Revenge, 
To cure this deadly grief. 
Macd. He has no Children. All my pretty ones ? 
Did you ſay All? O Hell Kite! All ? 
What, All my pretty Chickens, and their Damm 
At one fell ſwoop ? 
eHalc. Diſpute it like a man. 
Macd. | ſhall do fo. 
But I muſt alſo feel it as a man 
| cannot but remember ſuch things were 
That were moſt precious to me : Did Heaven look on, 
And would not take their part ? Sinful Macayf, 
They were all ſtrook for thee: Naught that | am, 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine 
Fell laughter on their Souls : Heaven reſt them now, 
Mal. Be ti the Whetſtone of your Sword, let grief 
Convert to anger : blunt qot the heart, enrage it, 
Macd. O | could play the Woman with mine Eyes, 
And Braggart with my tongue. But gentle Heavens, 
Cut ſhort all intermiſſion : Front to t: oat, 
Bring thou this Fiend oi Scorland, and my (elf 
Within my Swords length ſet him, if he lcape, 
Heaven forgive him too. 
e Mal. This time goes manly: _ 
vg go we to the King, our Power 1s ready, 


Our lack is nothing but our leave. e.Hacberh 

[s ripe for ſhaking, and the Powers above 

Put on their Inſtruments: Receive what cheer you may, . 
The Night is long that never finds the Day. [Excunt, 


Atus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter a Doctor of Phyſick,, and 4 waiting 
Gentlewoman. 


_—_ Have two Nights watch'd with you, but can per- 

celve no truth in your report, When was it ſhe 
laſt walk'd ? 

Gent, Since his Majeſty went into the Field, I have ſeen 
her riſe from her Bed, throw her Night-Gown upon her, 
unlock her Cloſety' take forth Fapery fold it, write upon'r, 
read it, afterwards Seal it, and again return to Bed ; yet 
all this while in a moſtfaſt ſleep. . 

Dott. A great perturbation; in Nature, to receive at 
once the benefit of fleep and do the effets of watching, 
[n this {lumbcy agitation, beſides her walking, and other 
_ performances; s, what (at any time) have you heard 

er ſay? 

Gent, That Sir, which 1 will not report after her. 

Dott, You may to me, and 'tis moſt meet you ſhould. 

Gent, Neither ta you, nor anyone, having no witneſs 
to conficm my {| 1 *Emter Lady with a T aper. 
Lo you, here ſhe comes : . This is her very.guiſe, and up- 
on my life fait aſleep; obſerye-her, ſtand cloſe, 

Do#. How came ſhe by that light ? 

Gent, Why, it ſtood by her: "ſhe has light by her con- 
tinually, *tis her command. | 

Doft. You ſee her-Eyes -are.open. 

Gent, | but their {eaſe are ſhat;. 

Do#. What is-it ſhe do's now ? 

Look how ſhe rubs her hands. 

Gent, 1t is an accultom'd action with her, to ſeem thus 
waſhing her hands: I have kgown her, continue in this a 
quarter of an hour. | 7 4 

Lad. Yet here's a ſpot. + 


6, 


Dott. Hark, ſhe ſpeaks, | will. ſet down what cog} 


from her, to ſatisfie 'my remembrance-the more {tropgly. 

La. Out damned ſpot : out'l ſay. One: Two: Why 
then *tis time todo't : Hell is murky. Fie, my Lord, Fie, 
a Souldier, and afear'd ? -what need-we fear ? who knows 
it, when none can call our power- to account : yet who 


would have thought the ald man to have -had ſo much | 


bloud in him, 

Dott, Do you mark that ? 

Lad. The Thane of Fife, hada Wife : where is ſhe now? 
What will theſe hands ne're beclean? No more 0 that, 
my Lord, no more o' that; you marr all with ſtarting; 

Doct. Go to, go to: 

You have known what you ſhould not, 

Gent. She has ſpoke what ſhe ſhould not, I am ſure of 
that : Heaven knows what ſhe has known. 

La. Here's the ſmell of bloud ſtill : all the perfumes 
of Arabia will not ſweeten this little hand. 


Oh, oh, oh. | | 


Dott, What a ſigh is there ? The heart is forely charg'd; 

Gent. 1 would not have ſucha heart in my boſome, for 
dignity of the whole body. 

Doce, Well, wel), well. 

Gent, Pray God. it be, Sir, | 

Dect. This Diſeaſe is beyond my pradtice : yet I have 
known thoſe which haye walkt in their fleep, who haye 
died holily in their Beds, 

Lad. Waſh your hands, put on your Night- Gown, look 
not ſo pale : 1 tell you yet again, Bangquo's buried ; he cat» 
not come out on's Grave. 

Doct. Even ſo? | 

Lady. To Bed, to-Bed : there's knocking at the fo ; 

ome, 


_ I  m—_— 
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done, cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed. 
[Exit Lady. 

Dot. Will ſhe go now to bed ? 

Gent. Directly. | 

Dot. Foul whiſperings are abroad : unnatural deeds 
Do breed unnatural troubles : Infected minds 
To their deaf pillows will diſcharge their ſecrets: 
More needs ſhe the Divine than the Phyſician : 
God, God forgive us all. Look after her, 
Remove from her the means of all annoyance, 
And ſtill keep eyes upon her : So good night: 
1 My mind ſhe has mated, and amaz'd my light. 
| think, but dare not ſpeak. 

Gent. Good night, good Doctor. 


Scana Secunda. 


Drum and Colours. Enter Menteth, Cathnes, 
Angus, Lenox, Souldiers. 


[Exennt, 


Ment, The Enghſh powers near, led on by Malcolm, 
His Uncle Seyward, and the good Macdeff. 

Revenges burn in them : For their dear cauſes 

Excite the mortified man. 

Ang. Near Birnam wood 

Shall we meet them, that way are they coming. 

Cath, Who knows if Donalbaine be with his Brother ? 

Lenox. For certain, Sir, he is not : I have a File 

Of all the Gentry; there is Seyward's Son, 

And many unruff Youths, that even now 

Proteſt their firſt of Manhood. 

Ment. What 'do's the Tyrant? 

Cath: Great Dunſmane he ſtrongly fortifies, 

Some ſay he's mad : Others, that lefſer hates him, 

Do call it valiant Fury, but, for certain, 

He cannot buckle his diſtemper'd cauſe 

Within the belt of Rule. 

Ang. Now do's he feel 

His ſecret Murthers ſticking on his hands, 

Now minutely Revolts upraid his faith-breach : 

Thoſe he commands move only in command, 

Nothing in love : Now does he feel his Title 

Hang looſe about him, like a Giants Robe 

Upon a Dwarfiſh Thief. - 

Ment, Who then ſhall blame 

His peſter*d Senſes to recoyl, and ſtart, 

When all that is within him do's condemn. 

[t ſelf for being there. 

(ath. Well, march we on, 

To give obedience where *tis truly ow'd: 

Meet we the Med*cine of the ſickly Weal, 

And with him pour we in our Countries purge, 

Each drop of us. 

Lenox, Or ſo much as it needs, 

Todew the Sovereign Flower, and drown the Weeds, 

Make we our March towards ZBirnam. 

[Exeunt Marching, 


Scana Tertia. 


Enter Macbeth, Doftour, and Attendants. 


Mac. Bring me no more Reports , let them fly all: 
Till Birzam Wood remove to Dunſmane, 

[ cannot taint with fear, What's the Boy, Malcolme ? 

- Was he not born of Woman? The Spirits that know 
All mortal Conſequences, have pronounc'd me thus : 
Fear not, Macbeth, no man that's born of woman 
Shall e're have power upon thee, Then fly falſe Thanes, 
And mingle with the Engl;ſh Epicures, 

The mind I ſway by, and the heart l bear, 

Shall never ſag with doubt, nor ſhake with fear. 


_— 


Come, come, come, come, give me your hand : What's | 


Enter a Scryant. 


The Devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac'd Lown : 
Where got'lt thou that Gooſe-Look ? ; 

Ser. There is ten thouſand, 

Macb, Geeſe, Villain ? 

Ser. Souldiers, Sir. 

Macd. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fe 
Thou Lilly-liver'd Boy. What Souldiers, Patch ? 
Death of thy Soul, thoſe linnea cheeks of thine 
Are Counſellours to fear, V V hat, Souldiers, Whay. face ? 

Ser. The Engliſh Force, ſo pleaſe you. ; 

Mach. Take thy face hence, Seyron, I am ſick at heart 
When I behold ; Seyton, 1 ſay, this puſh % 
Will cheer me ever, or diſeaſe me now. 

I have liv'd long enough : My way of life 

Is faln into the Sear, the yellow leaf, 

And that which ſhould acompany Old Age, 

As Honour, Love, Obedience, troops of Friends, 
I muſt not look to have : But in their ſtead, 
Curſes, not loud but deep, Mouth-honour breath, 


Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not. 
Seyton ? 


ar, 


Enter Seyton. 


Sey. What's your Gracious pleaſure ? 

Macb. What news more ? 

Sey. All is confirm'd, my Lord, which was reported. 

AMacb. Il fight, till from my bones my fleſh is hackt. 
Give me my Armour. 

Sey. Tis not needed yet. 

Mach, VIl-put it on : 

Send out more horſes, skir the Country round, 
Hang thoſe that ſtand in fear. Give me mine Armour: 
How do's your Patient, Doctor ? 

Do#. Not ſo ſick, my Lord, 

As ſhe is troubled with thick-coming Fancies, 
That keep her from her reſt, 

Macb, Cure her from that : 

Canſt thou not miniſter to a mind diſeag'd, 
Pluck from the memory a rooted Sorrow, 
Raſe out the written troubles of the Braip, 
And with fome ſweet oblivious Antidote, 
Cleanſe the ſtuft boſome of that perillous ſtuff, 
Which weighs upon the heart ? 

Dott. Therein the Patient 
Muſt miniſter unto himſelf. 

Macb. Throw Phyſick to the Dogs, I'll none of it. 
Come, put my Armour on, give me my Staffe : 
Seyton, Send out : Doctor, the Thanes fly from me: 
Come, Sir, diſpatch. If thou could*ſt, Dofor, caſt 
The water of my Land, find her diſeaſe, 

And purge it toa ſound and priſtine Health, 
| would applaud thee to the very Echo, 
That ſhould applaud again. Pull't of, I ſay, 
What Rubarb, Senna , or what Purgative Drug, , 
Would ſcour theſe Engliſh hence : Hearſt thou of them? 
Dot, I, my good Lord : Your Royal preparation | 
Makes us hear ſomething. 

Mach. Bring it after me: 
[ will not be afraid of Death and Bane, 
Till Birnam Foreſt come to Dunſinane. 

Doft. Were | from Dunſinane away, and clear, 
Profit again ſhould hardly draw me here. , [E-xeut.. 


Scana (uarta: 


Drum and Colours. Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macdulfe, 
Seyward's Son, Menteth, Cathnes, Angus, 
and Souldiers e Marching. 


Mal. Couſin, I hope the days are near at hand, 
That Chambers will be ſafe. 


Ment. 


a. Bt. 


_— 
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e Ment, We doubt it nothing, 
Seyw. What Wood is this before us ? 
Ment. The Wood of Birnam. 
Malc. Let every Souldier hew him down a Bough, 
And bear'c before him, thereby ſhall we ſhadow 
The numbers of our Hoaſt, and make diſcovery 
Erre in report of us. 
Soxld. It ſhall be done. 
Seyw., We learn no other, but the confident Tyrant, 
Keeps ſtill ia Dunſiane, and will endure 
Our ſetting down beforr. 
eMHalc. 'Tis his main hope: 
For where there is advantage to be given, 
Both more and leſs have given him the Revolt, 
And none ſerve with him, but coaſtrained things, 
Whoſe hearts are abſent too. | 
eMacd. Let our beſt Cenſures 
Before the true event, and put we on 
[nduſtrious Souldierſhip, 
Sey. The time approaches, 
That will with due deciſion make us know 
What we ſhall ſay we have, and what we owe : 
Thoughts ſpeculative, their unſure hopes relate, 
But certain iſſue, ſtrokes muſt arbitrate, 
Towards which, advance the War, [Exeunt marching, 


Scena Numta. 


Enter Macbeth , Seyton , and Souldiers, with 
Drums and Colours. 


Mach. Hang out our Banners on the outward Walls, 

The Cry is ſtill, they come : Our Caſtles ſtrength 

Will laugh a Siege to ſcarn : Here let then lie, 

Till Famine and the Ague eat them up: 

Were they not forc'd with thoſe that ſhould be ours, 

We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 

And beat them backward home. What is that noiſe ? 

[4 cry within of Women. 

Seye It is the cry of Women, my good Lord. | 
Mach. | have almoſt forgot the taſte of Fears : 

The time has been, my ſenſes would have cooPd 

To hear a Night-ſhriek, and my Fell of hair 

Would at a diſmal Treatiſe rouze, and ſtir 

As life were in't. I have ſupt full with horrors, 

Direneſs familiar to my {laughterous thoughts 

Cannot once ſtart me. Wherefore was that cry ? 
Sey. The Queen (my Lord) is dead, 
Macb. She ſhould have dy'd hereafter ; 

There would have been a time for ſuch a word : 

To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow, 

Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 

To the laſt Syllable of Recorded time : 

And all our yeſterdays have lighted Fools 

The way to ſtudy death. Out, out, brief Candle, - 

Life's but a walking Shadow, a poor Player, 

That ſtruts and frets his hour upon the Stage, 

And then is heard no more, It is a tale 

Told by an Ideot, full of ſound and fury 

Signifying nothing. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Thou com'ſt to uſe thy tongue : thy ſtory quickly. 
e Heſs My Gracious Lord, 
{ ſhould report that which 1 ſay I ſaw, 
But know not how to do'r. 
eMach, Well, ſay, Sir. 
ef. As 1 did ſtand my Watch upon the Hill, 
[ look'd toward Birnam, and anon me thought 
The Wood began to move. 
Mach. Lyar, and Slave. 
Meſ. Let me endure your wrath, if*t be not ſo : 


th. 


| Or elſe my Sword with an unbattered edge 


Within this three mile you may ſee it coming, 
| ſay, a moving Grove. 
Macb. 1f thou ſpeak'ſt falſe, 
Upon the next Tree ſhalt thou hang alive 
Till Famine cling thee: If thy ſpeech be ſooth, 
| care not if thou do'lt for me as much. 
| pull in Reſolntion, and begin 
To doubt the Equivocation of the Fiend, 
That lies like truch. Fear not, till Bir2aw Wood 
Do come to Dan , and now a Wood 
Comes toward Dwnſinane. Arm, arm, and out, 
if this which he avouches do's appear, 


4 There is no flying hence, nor tarrying here, 


Pgin to be a weary of the Sun, 

And wiſh th' eſtate o* th* World were now undone! 

Riog the alarum Bell, blow Wind, came wrack, 

At leaſt we'll die with Harneſs on our back. FExeunt, 


Scans Sexta. 


Drums and Colonrs, © 
Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduffe, and their Army, 


with Bowghs. 


Mal. Now near enough : | 
Your Leavy Screens throw down, 
And ſhew like thoſe you are: You- (worthy Uncle) | 
Shall with my Couſin, your right Noble Son, 
Lead our firſt Battel, Worthy Macduffe, and we 
Shall take upon's what elſe remains todo 
According to aur order. 
_— _ ou well : night 
Do we but find the:Tyrants power £0 % 38-44 
Let us be beaten, if we canoot fight, ; 
Macd. Make all-our -T ts ſpeak, give them all 
Thoſe clamorous Harbingers of bloud and death, [Exennr. 
[LeAlarums continued. 


| Scena Septima. | 


Enter Macbeth. 


Mach. They have ty'd me to a ſtake, I cannot fly, 
But Bear-like I muſt fight the courſe. What's be 
That was not born of Woman ? Such a ane 
Aml to fear, or none; | 


:0J 
Emer Young Seyward, 


T. Sey. What is thy name ? 

Mach. Thovu'lt be afraid to hear it. | 

T. Sey. No: though thou call'ſt thy ſelf a hotter name 
Than any is in Hell. 

Mach. = name's Macbeth. + be. 

Y. Sey. The Devil himſelf could not pronounce a Ti 
More hateful to mine Ear. 

eWUach. No: nor more fearful - 1 4 4 

7. Sey. Thou lieſt thou abhorred T'yrant,with my Sword 


ll prove the lye thou ſpeak'ſt. | 
as | - Seyward”s ſlain. 


Fight, and young 
Mach. Thou waſt born & Woman ; 


But Swords I ſmile at, Weapons laugh to ſcorn, 
Brandiſh'd by man that's of a Woman born. 


Alarums. Enter Macduffe. 


[Exi. 


Macd. That way the noiſe is : Tyrant, ſhew thy face, 
[f thou beeſt ſlain, and with no ſtroke of mine, 
My Wife and Childrens Ghoſts will baunc me ſtil] : 
[ cannot ſtrike at wretched Kernes, whoſe arms 
Are hir'd to bear their Staves; either thou, eAHacheth, 


R 


1 ſheath | 


_ AY 


| 
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I ſheath again undeeded. There thou ſhould'ſt be 
By this great clatter, one of greateſt-nore 
Seems bruited. Let me find him Fortune, 


And more | beg not. [Exit. Alarums, 


Enter Malcolme and Sey ward. 


Seyw. This way, my- Lord;' the Caſtles gently rendred : 


| The Tyrants people, on'borh-fides-do fight, 


The Noble Thares do bravely inthe War, 

The day almoſt ir ſelf profeſſes yours, 

And little is to do, 4 4: 4 
Malc. We have met with Foes  * 


- 


A _ 


Seyw. Enter, Sir, the Caſtle, CExennt, Alarim. 


Enter Macbeth. 

Mac. Why ſhould T play the Roman Fool, and die 
On mine own Sword ? whules I ſee lives, the gaſhes 
Do better upon them. * 

Enter Macduffe. 


Macd. Turn Hell-hound, turw®”+ + 
Mach. Of all men elſe Thave avoidetl thee : 


But get the back, my Soul is too much charg'd 


With bloud of thine already. 
Macd. I have no words, 


My Voice is in my Sword, thou-bloudier Villain 


Than terms can give thee out. 
Mach, Thou loſeſt labour, 199 
As eaſie may*ſt thou the intrenchantAir £0 +> - 
With'thy keen Sword'ithprefs, ' as tiake me bleea® &ut 1 
Let fall'thy blade on'villneradle Creſts,! - © © + 
| beer a charmed life, *which muſt 86t Field - 
To one-of Woman born. 
Macd. Deſpair thy Charm, 
And let the Angel wham thou ſtill haſt ſerv'd 


LL . . 4 
322:0 T Fight. Alarum. 
In UI) 


f4 1 


£ 
OS » 


| Tell thee, Macduffe was from his Mothers Womb 


—_A——— 


Untimely ripr, Sas. 
Mach. Accurſed be that tongue that tells me ſo ; 
For it hath Cow'd my better part of man: 
And be-theſe Jugling Fiends'no more beliey'd, 
That palter with us'in-a-donble'ſenfe, 
That keep the word-of promiſe to our Ear, | 
And break it to our hope. Pll not fight with thee. - 
Macd. Then yield thee Coward, 
And live to be the ſhew, arid 'aF<'0" ti time. 
We'll have thee, as our Rarer Monſters are 
Painted upon a Pole,. and under-writ, 
Here may you ſee the Tyrant. Fa 
Mach. | will not-yield . Fg 
To kiſs the ground before young Malcolms feet, 
And to be baited with the Rabbles Curſe, 
Though Birnam Wood be come' to Dunſmane, 
And thou oppos'd, being of no Woman born, 
Yet I will try the laſt, Before my Body, 


. * EE aaa 
I throw my Warlike Shield : Lay on Macd/e, 
And damn'd be him, that firſt cries hold, enough, 


[ Exennt fiahting. Alarums 


; 


-- 


_ 


tht 


Enter fighting, and Macbeth /liia, 
Retreat and Flouriſh, Enter with Drum and Colour, 
Malcolme, Seyward, Roſle, Thanes, and Souldier. 


Mal. I would the Friends we miſs, were ſafe arriv'd 

Sey. Some mult go off: and yet by theſe | ſee ; 
So greata day as this is cheaply bought, 

Mal. Macduffe is miſſing, and your noble Son, 
* Roſſ. Your Son, my Lord, ha's paid a Souldiers Debt 

He only liv'd but cill he was a man, 

The which no ſooner had his proweſs confirm'd 
In the unſhrinking ſtation where he fought, 


| But like a man he dy'd. 


Sey. Then he is dead ? 
Reſſe. 1, and brought off the Field : your cauſe of ſorrow 
Mult not be meaſur'd by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. 
Sey. Had he his burts before. 
Roſſ. 1, on the Front. 
Sey. Why then, Gods Souldier be he : 
Had I as many Sons as I have hairs, 
I would not wiſh them to a fairer death ; 


| And fo his Kaell is knoll'd; 


Mal. He's worth more ſorrow, 


| And that Pll ſpend for him. 


Sey. He's worth no more, 
TT hey ſay he parted well, and paid his ſcore, 
And ſo God be with him, Here comes newer comfort. 


', Enter Macduffe, with Macbeths Head. 


Macd. Hail, King, for ſo thou art, 
Behold where ſtands 
Th* Ufurpers Curſed Head ; the time is free : 


| 1 ſee thee compaſt with thy Kingdoms Pearl, 


That fpeak my falutation in their minds : 
Whoſe Voices I defire aloud with mine, 
Hail King of Scotland. 
eAll. Hail, King of Scotland. \  [Flowiſn 
Mal. We ſhall not ſpend a large expence of time, 
Before you reckon with your feveral loves, 
And make us even with you. My Thares and Kinſmen 
Henceforth be Earls, the firſt that ever Scotland 
In ſuch an honour nam®d : What's more to do 
Which would be planted newly with the time, 
As calling home our exil'd Friends abroad, 


| That fled the Snares of watchful Tyranny, 
| Producing forth the cruel Miniſters 


Of this dead Butches, and his Fiend-like Queen; 
Who (as *tis thought) by ſelf and violent hands, 
Took off her life. This, and what needful elſe 


| That calls upon us, by the Grace of Grace, 


We will perform in meaſure, time and place : 
So thanks to all at once, and to each one, 
Whom we invite, to ſee us Crown'd at Scone. 


CFlouriſh, Exennt onnes. 


THE 


RPINGCE of 


IHE 


IRAGEDY 


OF 


HAMLET 


DENMARK. 


Enter Barnardo and Franciſco, two Centinels, 


Fran. Barnarao. 
Bare He, ; 

Fran. You come moſt ffully upon your hour. 
Bar. 'Tis now ſtruck twelve, get thee to Bed, Franciſco. 
Fran, For this relief much thanks : *tis bitter cold, 
And I am ſick at heart. 

Bar. Have you had quiet Guard. 

Fran, Not a Mouſe ſtirring. 

Bar. Well, good Night. If you do meet Horatio and 
Marcellus, the Rivals of my Watch, bid them make haſt, 


Ho's there ? 

Fran. Nay anſwer me : Stand 
and nnfold your ſelf. 

Bar, Long live the King. 


Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 


Fran. 1 think 1 hear them. Stand, who's there ? 

Hor. Friends to this ground. 

Mar. And Liege-men to the Dane. 

Fran, Give you good Night. 

Mar. O farewel, honeſt Souldier, who bath reliev'd you? 
Fran. Barnardo has my place : give you good Night 


> [Exit Franciſco. 
War. Holla, Barnardo. od ; 


Bay. Say, what is Horatio there ? 

Hor. A piece of him. 

Bar. Welcome, Horatio, welcome, good e Harcellu, 
Mar. What, has this thing appear*d again to Night, 
Bar, I have ſeen nothing. 

Mar. Horatio ſays, *tis but our phantaſte, 

And will got let belief take hold of him 

Touching this dreaded ſight, twice ſeen of us, 
Therefore I have intreated him along 

With us, to watch the minutes of this Night, 

That if again this Apparition come, 

He may approve our Eyes, and ſpeak to it. 

Hor. Tuſh, tuſh, *twill not appear. 

Bar. Sit down a while, 

And let us once again aſſail your Ears, 

That are ſo fortified againſt our ſtory, 

What we two Nights have ſeen. 


.o ATus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Hor. Well, ſit we down, 
And let us bear Barnard ſpeak of this. 

Bar. Laſt night of all, 
When yon ſame Star, that's weſtward from the Pole 
Had made his courſe t'illume that part of Heaven. 
Where now it burns, «farce and my ſelf, 
The Bell then beating one, 

e Har, Peace, break thee off: 


Enter the Ghoſt: 


Look where it comes again. 

Bar. In the ſame hgure like the King that's dead. 
ear. Thou art a Scholar, ſpeak to it, Horatis. 

Bar, Looks it not like the Kivg ? Mark it, Horatio: 
Hor. Mot like : It harrows me with fear and wonder. 
Bar. It would be ſpoke to. 

Mar, Queſtion it, Horatio. 

Hor. What art thou that uſurp'lt this time of Night, 

Together with that fair and warlike form 

In which the Majeſty of buried Denmark. 

Did ſometimes march : By Heaven I charge thee ſpeak. 
ear. It is offended. | 
Bar. See, it ſtalks away. 

Hor. Stay : ſpeak; ſpeak: Icharge thee, fpeak. 

.._ __ [Exit Ghoſt. 
Mar. Tis gone, and will not anſwer, 
Bar. How now, Horatio? You tremble and look pale: 

[s not this fomething more than fantalie ? 

What think you on't ? 

Hor. Before my God I might not this believe 

Without the ſenſible and true avouch 

Ot mine own Eyes. > 
Mar. Is it not like the King. 
Hor, As thou art to thy ſelf, 

Such was the Armour he had on, 

When th'ambitious Norway combated : 

So frown'd he once, when 1n an angry parle 

He ſmote the ſledded Poleaxe on the lce. 

Tis ſtrange. | : DTS 
Mar, Thus *twice before, and juſt at this ſame hour, *| 

With Martial ſtalk, hath he gone by our Watch. _ 

Hor. In what particular thought to work, | know not : 


: , 


But in the groſs and ſcope of my opinion, oy 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


i lis bowls tome ſtrange eruption to our State. 
Mar. Good now lit down, and tell me he that knows 
Why this ſame ſtri&t and moſt obſervant watch, 
So nightly toils the ſubject of the Land, 
And why ſuch daily caſt of Brazen Cannon 
And foreign Marvfer Inplemeuts of War : 
Why ſuch 1mpreſſe af Shipwrights, whoſe ſore Task 
Dos't not divide the Sunday from the week, 
Wiat might be toward, that this ſweaty haſte 
Doth make the night joynt-labourer with the day : 
Who is*c that can informe me ? 
Hor. That can I, 
At leaſt the whiſper goes ſo , Our laſt King, 
Whoſe Image even but now appear'd to us, 
Was ( as you know ) by Fortinbras of Norway, 
( Thereto prick'd on by a moſt emulate pride ) 
Dar'd to the combate. In which, our valiant Hamlet, 


| C For fo this ſide of our known world eſteem'd him ) 


Did ſlay this Forrinbras : who by a ſeald Compact, 
Weltratified by Law, and Heraldry, 

Did forfeit ( with his life) all thoſe his Lands 
Which he ſtood ſejz'd gn, to the Conqueror : 
Againſt the which, a Moity competent 

Was gaged by ouf King: which had return'd 
To the Inheritance of Fortimbras, 

Had he bio Vanquiſher, as by the ſame Cov'nant 
And carriage of the Article deſign'd, 

His tcll co Hamlet. Now lir, young Fortinbras, 
Of unimproved mettle, hot and fall, * * 

Hath in tne $Kirts of Norway, here and there, 
Shark'd up a Liſt of Landleſs Reſolutes, 

For food anc Dyet, to ſame enterprize 

That bath a ſtomach in't: which is no other 

( And it doth well appear unto our State ) 

But to recover of us by ſtrong hand 

And terms compullative, thoſe fareſaid Lands 
So by his father loſt : and this ( Itake it ) 

Is the main motive of our Preparations, 

The ſource of this our watch, and the chief head 
Of this poſt-haſte, and Romage in the Land. 


Enter Ghoſt agar. 


But ſoft, behold : Lo, where it comes again : 

Ple croſs it, though it blaſt me. Stay, Illuſion : 

lf thou halt any ſound, or uſe of voice, 

Speak to me. If there be any good thing to be done, 

That may to thee do eaſe,and grace to me; ſpeak to me, 

If thon art privy to thy Countries Fate 

( Which happily foreknowing may avoid ) Oh ſpeak. 

Or, if thou haſt uphorded in thy life 

Extorted Treaſure in the womb of Earth, 

(For which, they ſay, you ſpirits oft walk in death) 

Speak of it. Stay, and ſpeak. Stop it, Marcelim. 

Mar. Shall 1 ſtrike at it with my Partizan ? 
Hor. Do if it will not ſtand. 

Barn. "Tis here. 

Her. *Tis here. 

Mar. *Tis gone. 

We do it wrong, being ſo Majeſtical 

To offer it the ſhew of Violence, 

For it is as the air, invulnerable, 

And our vain blows, malicious mockery. 
Barn. It was about to ſpeak, when the Cock crew. 
Hor. And then it ſtarted, like a guilty thing 

Upon a fearful Summons. I have heard, _ 

The Cock that is the Trumpet to the day, 

Doth with his lofty and ſhrill-ſounding throat 

Awake the God of Day: and at his warning, 


[ Exit Ghoſt. 


3 | her-in Sea, or Fire, in Earth, or Air, 
Y Yextravagant and erring ſpirit hyes 


To his Confine. And of the truth herein, 
Tiis preſent Object made probation. 
Mar. It faded on the crowing of the Cock. 


ee 


ns. 
Some ſayes, that ever *gain(t that ſeaſon comes 
Vherein our Saviours Birth 1s celebrateg, 
Tae Bird of Dawning ſingeth all night long : 
And ( taiey ſay ) no ſpirit can walk abroad, 
The nights are wholſome, then no Planets (trike, 
No Fai y talks, no Witch hath power to charm . 
50 hallow'd, and ſo grac1ous is the tirtie, 
Hor. So have I heard, and doin part believe it, 
But look, the Morn igfRuſſer Maiitle clad, 
Walks o'ce the Dew of yon high Eaſtern hill, 
Break we our V Vatchup,and by my advice 
Let us impart witat we have feen to night 
Unto young Hamlet. For upon my life, 
This ſpirit dumb to us, will ſpeak to-him : 
Do you conſent we ſhall acquaint him with it, 
As needful in our Loves, fitting our duty ? 
Mar, Let's do't, | pray, and I this morning know 
V'Vhere we ſhall fiad him molt conveniently. © [ Exear, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Clandivs, King of Denmark, Gertrude the 
Queen, Hamler, Polonius, Laertes; and his 5: 
ſter Ophelia, Lords, Attendants, 


Kino. Though yet of Hamlet our dear Brothers ceath, 
The Memory be green : and that It us befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole Kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woe : 
Yet ſo far hath Diſcretion fought with Nature, 
That we with wiſeſt ſorrow think on him, 
Together with remembrance of our ſelves. 
Therefore our ſometimes Siſter, now our Queen, 
Th* Imperial Joyntreſſe of this warlike State, * 
Have we, as *twere, with a defeated joy, 
VVith one Auſpicious, and one Dropping eye, 
VVith mirth in Funeral, aud with Dirge in Martiage, 
In equal Scale.weighing delight and Dole 
Taken to wife; nor have we herein barr*d 
Your better wiſdoms, which have freely gone 
VVith this affair along, for all our thanks, 
Now follows, that you know young Fortinbras, 
Holding a weak ſuppoſal of our worth; 
Or thinking by our late dear Brothers death, 
Our State to be disjoynt, and out of Frame, 
Colleagued with the dream of his Advantage ; 
He hath not fail'd to peſter us with Meſlage, 
Importing the ſurrender of thoſe lands 
Loſt by his Father, with all Bonds of Law 
To our moſt valiant Brother. So much for him. 


Enter Voltimand and Cornelius. 


Now for our ſelf, and for this time of meeting : 

Thus much the buſineſs is. V Ve have here writ 

To Norway, Uncle of young Fortinbras, 

V Vho impotent and bedrid, ſcarcely hears 

Of this his Nephews purpoſe, to ſuppreſs 

His further gate herein. In that he levies, 

The Liſts, and full proportions are all made 

Out of his ſubject : and we here diſpatch 

You, good Cornelius, and you Voltimand, 

For bearing of this greeting to old Norway, 

Giving to you no further perſonal power 

To bulineſs with the King, more than the ſcope 

Of theſe dilated Articles allow : 

Farewell,and let your haſte commend your duty. 
Yolt. In that, and all things, will we ſhew our duty. 
King. V Ve doubt in nothing, heartily farewell, _ 

[Exennt Voltimand and Cornelivs: 
And now Laertes, what's the news with you ? 


| You told us of ſome ſuit. VVhat is't, Laertes, 


. Yoh cannot ſpeak of Reaſon to the Dare, 


——_— 
my 
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And loſe your voice, What wouldſt thou beg , Laertes, 
That ſhall not be my Offer, not thy Asking ? 
The head is not more native to the heart, 
The hand more 1aſtrumental to the mouth, 
Than is the Throne of Denmark to thy father, 
What wouldit thou have, Laertes ? 
Laer. Diead my Lord, 
Your leave and favour to return to France : 
From whence, though willingly I came to Denmark, 
To ſhew my duty in your Coronation, 
Yet now | mult confeſs, that duty done, 
My thoughts and wiſhes bend again towards France, 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon, 
King, Have you your Fathers leave ? 
What ſays Polonuu ? 
| Pol, He hath, my Lord: 
| do beſeech you give him leave to go, 

King, Take thy fair hour, Laertes, time be thine, 
And tny beſt graces ſpend it at thy will : 

But now, my Couſin: Hamlet, and'my Son ? 

Ham, A little more than kin, and leſs then kind. 

King. How is it that the Clouds ſtill hang on you ? 

Hum. Not ſo, my Lord, I gm too much 1i'th* Sun, 

Queen, Good Hamlet calt thy nightly colour off, 
And iec thine eye look like a Friend on Denmark. 
Do not for ever with thy veiled lids 
Seek for thy Noble Father in the duſt ; 
Thou know'lt 'tis common, all that live muſt dye, 
Paſſing through Nature to Eternity. 

Ham, I, Madam, it is common. 

Queen If it be; 
Wuy ſeems ir ſo particular with thee ? 

Ham. Seems, Madam? Nay, it is: 1 know not Seems : 
Tis not alone my inky Cloak (good Mother) 
{Nor Cuſtomary ſuits of ſolemn Black, 

Nor windy ſuſpiration of forc'd breath, 

No, nor the fruitful River in the Eye, 

Nor the dejected baviour of the Viſage, 

Together with all Forms, Moods, ſhews of Grief, 
That can denote me truly. Theſe indeed Seem, 
for they are actions that a man might play : 

But I have that within, which paſleth ſhow : 
Theſe, but the Trappings, and the Suits of woe. 

King. *Tis ſweet and commendable 
in your Nature, Hamlet, 

To give theſe mourning duties to your Father : 
But you mult know, your Father loſt a Father, 
The Father loſt, loſt his, and the ſurviver bound 
(n filial Obligation, for ſome term 

To do obſequious Sorrow. But to perſevere 

[n obſtinate condolement, is a courſe 

Of impious ſtubbornneſs. *Tis unmanly grief, 
[: ſhews a will moſt incorrect to Heaven, 

A heart unfortified, a mind impatient, 

An Underſtanding timple, and unſchooPd: 

For what we know mult be, and is as common 
As any the moſt vulgar thing to ſence, 

Why ſhould we in our peeviſh Oppoſition 

Take it to heart ? Fie, 'tis a fault to Heaven, 

A fault againſt the Dead, a fault to Nature, 

To Reaſon moſt abſurd, whoſe common theam 
ls death of Fathers, and who ſtill bath cry'd, 
From the firſt Coarſe, till he that dyed to day, 
This muſt be ſo, We pray you throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and think of us, 

As of a Father : For let the world take note, 
You are the moſt immediate to our Throne, 
A'id with no leſs Nobility of Love, 

Than that which deareſt Father bears his Son, 
Do 1 impart towards you. For your intent 

in going back ro School in Wittenberg, 

[t 1s moſt retrograde to our deſire: ; 

And we bzſeech you, bend you to remain 

Here ia the cheer and comfort of our Eye, 
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Our chietelt Courtier, Couſin, and our Sov. 
Queen, Let not thy Brother loſe her Prayers, Hamlet : 
[ pricace ſtay with us, go not to Wittenberg, 
Ham, | ſhall in all my beſt 
Obey you, Madam. 
Kimg. Why 'tis a loving, and a faic Reply, 
Be as our ſelf in Denmark, Madam, come, 
This gentle and unforc'd accord of Hamlet 
Sits {miling to my heart, in grace whereof, 
No jocund Health that Denmark, drinks today, 
But the great Cannon to the Clouds ſhall tel), 
And the Kings Rouce, ;the.Heaven ſhall bruit again, 
Re-ſpeaking earthly Thunder. Come away. [Exeunt. 


- Manet Hamlet. 


Ham. O that this too too ſolid Fleſh would melt; 
Thaw, and reſolve it ſelf intoa Dew : 
Or that the Everlaſtiog had not fixt 
His Cannon *gaialt ſelf. laughter. .O God, Q God ! 
How weary, ſtale, flat,. and unprofitable 
Seems to me all the uſes'of this World ?. 
Fie on't! O fie! *tis an unweeded. Garden 
That grows to Seed :.. things rank, and groſs in Nature 
Poſleſs it meerly, That it ſhould come to this : 
But two Months dead: ' Nay, not ſo much ; not two, 
50 excellent a King, that was tothis 
Hyperion to a Satyr : ſaloying to my, Mother, 
That he might not between. the winds of Heaven 
Vilit her face tooroughly. Heaven and Earth 
Mult I remember : why ſhe would bang on him, 
As if increaſe of Appetite had grown 
By what it fed on; and. yet within-a Month ? 
Let me not-think on't.: Frailty, 'thy name is woman : 
A little Month, or ere thoſe ſhooes were old, 
With which ſhe followed my poor Fathers Body, 
Like Nibe, all tears. Why ſhe, even the, 
(O Heaven! A Beaſt that wants diſcourſe of Reaſon 
Would have mourn'd longer) married with mine Uacle, 
My Fathers Brother : but no more like my Father, 
Than I to Hercales, Within a Month? 
E're yet the ſalt of moſt unrighteops tears 
Had left the fluſhing of her gauled eyes, 
She married. O molt wicked ſpeed, 'to poſt 
With ſuch dexterity to inceſtuous ſheets x 
It is not, nor it canmot come to good, 
But break, my heart, for 1 muſt hold my tongue. 


Enter Horatio, Barnard, and Marcellus, 


Hor. Hail to your Lordſhip. 

Ham. I am glad to ſee you well, 
Horatio, or | do forget my felt. 

Hor, The ſame, my Lord, 


| And your poor ſervant ever, 


Ham. Sir, my good friend, 
PII change that name with you : 
And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio ? 
Marcellus. 
Mar. My good Lord, _ ; 
Ham. I am very glad to ſee you : goodeven, fir, 
But, in faith, make you from Wittenberg. 
Hor. A Truaut difpoſition, good my Lord. 
Ham, | would have your Enemy fay fo 
Nor ſhall you do mine ear that violence, 
To take it truſter of your own report 
Againſt your ſelf. 1 know you are no Truant : 
But what is your affair in E{ſenoore ? 
We'll teach you to drink deep e're you depart. 
Hor. My Lord, I came to ſee your Father's Funeral, . 
Ham. | prithee do not mock me (fellow Student) 
[ think it was to ſee my Mothers Wedding. 
Hor. Indeed, my Lord, it followeth hard upon. 
Ham, Thrift, thrift, on 2: the Funeral bak d —_ 
F l 
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| Did coldly furniſh forth the Marriage Tables ; 


Would I had met my deareſt Foe in Heaven, 


1 Ee | had ever ſeen that day,Horatro. 


' My Father, methinks I ſee my Father. 

Hor. O where, my Lord ? 

Ham. In my minds eye (Horatio) 

Hor. | ſaw him once, he wasa goodly King, 
Ham, He was a man, take him for all inal : 

I ſhould not look vpon his like again. 

Hor. My Lord, I think 1 ſaw him yeſternight. 
Ham. Saw ? Who? 

Hor, My Lord, the King your Father. 

Ham, The King my Father ! 

Hor. Seaſon your admiration for a while 

With an attentive Ear z/ till I may deliver 

Upon the witneſs of theſe Gentlemen, 

This marvel to you. 

Ham. For Heavens love, let me hear. 

Hor. Two nights together, had theſe Gentlemen 
( Marcellus and Barnardo) on their Watch 

[n the dead waſte and middle of the night 

Been thus encountred. A figure like your Father, 
Arm'd at all points exaftly, Cap a Pe, 

Appears before them, and with ſolemn March 
Goes ſlow and ſtately : By them thrice be walk'd, 
By their oppreſt and fear-ſurprized Eyes, 

Within his Truncheons _— - whilſt they be ſtill'd 
Almoſt to Jelly with the ACt of fear, 

Stand dumb and ſpeak not to him. This to me 

[n dreadful ſecrecy impart they did, 

| And 1 with them the third night kept the Watch, 
Whereas they had deliver'd both in time, 

Form of the thing ; each word made true and good, 
| The Apparition comes. I knew your Father : 
"Theſe hands are not more like. 
Ham. But where was this ? | 

Mar. My Lord, upon the platform where we watcht. 
Ham, Did you not ſpeak to it ? 

Hor. My Lord, Idid ; 

But anſwer made it none : yet once methought 

[t lifted up its head, and did addreſs 

It ſelf to motion, like as it would ſpeak : 

But eyen then, the Morning Cock crew loud ; 

And at the ſound it ſhrunk in haſte away, 

And vaniſht from our ſight. 

Ham, *Tis very ſtrange. 

Her. As 1 dolive, my honourable Lord, *tis true.z 
And we did think it writ down in our duty 

To let you know of it. 

Ham, Indeed, indeed, Sirs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the-Watch to night? 

Both, Wedo, my Lord ? 

Ham, Arm'd, ſay you ? 

Both. Arm'd, my Lord. 

Ham, From top to toe ? 

Both, My Lord, from head to foot. 

Ham, Then ſaw you not his face ? 

Hor. O yes, my Lord, he wore his Beaver up. 

Ham. What, lookt he frowningly ? 

Hor, A countenance more in ſorrow than in anger, 
Ham. Pale, or red? 

Hor, Nay, very pale. 

Ham, And fixt his Eyes upon you ? 

Hor. Moſt conſtantly. 

Ham, 1 would | had Goen there. 

Hor. It would have much ama7z'd you. 

| Ham, Very like, very like: ſtaid it ſong? (dred. 
Hor. While one with moderate haſte might tell a hun- 
eAll. Longer, longer. 

Hoy. Not when 1 ſaw't. 

Ham. His Beard was griſly ? 

Hor, It was, 1 bave ſeen it in his life, 

} ASable Silver'd, 

Ham, 111 watchto night; perchance *twill walk again. 


| 


| Hor. | warrant you it will. 

Ham. If it aſſume my noble Fathers perſon 
P11 ſpeak to it, though Hell it ſelf ſhould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 

If you have hitherto concealed this light ; 
Let it be treble in your ſilence ſtil] : 

| And whatſoever elſe ſhall hap to night, 

Give it an underſtanding but no tongue z 

[ will require your loves; ſo, fare ye well : 
Upon the Platform *twixt eleven and twelve, 
Pll viſit you. 

Af. Our duty to your Honour. 

Ham. Your love, as mine to you: farewel, 
My Fathers ſpirit in Arms! All is not well : 

I doubt ſome foul play : would the night were come 
Till then fit ſtill,my Soul; foul deeds will riſe, 
Though all the Earth o'rewhelm them to mens Eyes, [Exiz, 


[Exenrt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Laertes and Ophelia. 


Laer, My neceſſaries are imbark'd, farewe]: 
And Siſter, as the Winds give benefit, 
And Convoy is aſliſtant; do not ſleep, 
But let me hear from you. 
| Ophe, Do you doubt that ? | 
Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favours, 
Hold it a faſhion and a toy in Bloud ; | 
A Violet in the youth of Primy Nature 
Forward, not permanent ; ſweet, not laſting 
The ſuppliance of a minute; No more. 
Ophe. No more but fo. 
Laer. Think it no more : 
For nature creſcent does not grow alone, 
In thews and Bulk : but as his Temple waxes, 
The inward ſervice of the mind and ſoul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves you now, 
And now no foil nor cautel doth beſmerch 
The vertue of his fear : but you mult fear 
His greatneſs weigh'd, his will is not his own : 
For he himſelf is ſubjeCt to his Birth : 
He may not, as unvalued perſons do, 
Carve for himſelf; for, on his choice depends 
The ſanCtity and health of the whole State. 
And therefore muſt his choice be circumſcrib'd 
Unto the voice and yielding of that body, 
Whereof he is the head. Then if he ſays he loves you, 
[t fits wiſdom ſo far to believe it ; 
As he 10 his peculiar Sect and force 
May give his ſaying deed : which is no further, 
Than the main Voice of Denmark, goes withal. 
Then weigh that loſs your honour may ſuſtain, 
If with too credent Ear you liſt his Songs ; 
Or looſe your heart ; or your chaſte treaſure open 
"To his unmaſtered importunity. 
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it,my dear Siſter, 
And keep within the rear of your affeCtion 
Out of the ſhot and danger of deſire. 
The charieſt maid is prodigal enough, 
1f ſhe unmask her beauty tothe Moon : 
Vertve it ſelf ſcapes not calumnious ſtrokes, 
The Canker galls the infant of the ſpring 
Too oft before the Buttons be diſclos'd, 
And in the morn and liquid dew of Youth, 
Contagious blaſtments are moſt imminent. 
Be wary then, beſt ſafety lies in fear; 
Youth to it ſelf rebels, though none elſe near. 
Ophe. 1 ſhall th* effe& of this good Leſſon keep, 
As Watchmen to my heart : but good my Brother, 
Do not as ſome ungracions Paſtors do, 
Shew me the ſteep and thorny way to Heaven 3 
Whilſt like a puft and reckleſs Libertine 


Himſelf, 
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Himſelf, che Pcimrole pati of dalliance treads, 
And reaks not his own read, 
Laer. Oh, fcar me not. 


Enter Polonius. 


| ſtay too long 3, but here my Father comes - 
A double bleſſing is a double grace ; 
Occaſion ſmiles upon a ſecond leave, 

Polon. Yet here, Laertes ? Aboard, aboard for ſhame 
The wind fits in the ſhoulder of your ſail, * - 
And you are ſtaid for there : my beſſing with you : 

And theſe few Precepts in thy memory, 

See thou CharaQter, Give thy thoughts no tongue, 

Nor any unproportion'd thought his Act ; _= 
Be thou familiar ; but by no means vulgar : 

Tie friends thou haſt, and their adoption try'd, 
Grapple them to thy Sonl, with hoops of ſteel - 

But do not dull thy palm, with entertainment 

Of each unhatch'd, unfledg'd Comrade, Beware 

Of entrance to a quarrel: but being in 


Bear*t that th*oppoſed may beware of thee, 
| Give every man thine ear; but few thy voice : 
Take each mans cenſure : but reſerve thy judgment : 
Coſtly thy habit as thy purſe can buy ; 
But nor expreſt in fancy ; rich, not gaudy : 
| For the apparel oft proclaims the man. 
' And they in France of the beſt rank and ſtation, 
Are of a molt ſeleCt and generous cheff in that, 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be : 
For Loan ofc loſes both it ſelf and friend : 
A borrowing dulls the edge of Husbandry. 
This above all ; to thine own ſelf be true : 
And it mult follow, as the night the Day, 
Thou canit not then be falſe to any man. 
Farewel ; my bleſſiag ſeaſon this in thee. 
Laer. Molt humbly do I take my leave, my Lord. 
Polon. The time invites you, go, your ſervants tend. 
Laer. Farewel, Ophelia, and remember well 
What I have ſaid to you. 
Ophe. *Tisin my memory lockt, 
And you yous ſelf ſhall keep the key of it. 
Laer. Farewel. 
Polon. What is't,Ophelig, he ſaid to you ? 
Ophe.So pleaſe you, ſomething touching the Lord Hamlet. 
Polon. Marry, well bethought: 
'Tis told me he hath very ofc of late 
Given private time to you; and you your ſelf 
Have of your audience been moſt free and bounteous, 
[f it be ſo, as ſo it is, put on me z 
And that in way of caution: I muſt tell you, 
You do not underſtand your ſelf fo clearly, 
As it behooves my Daughter, and your honour. 
What is between you, give me upthe truth ? 
Opbe. He hath my-Lord of late, made many tenders 
Of tis affetion to me. 
Polon. Aﬀection, pub. You ſpeak like a green Girle, 
Unſifred in ſuch perilous circumſtance. 
Do you believe his tenders as you call them? | 
Ophe. 1 do not know, my Lord, what | ſhould think. 
Pol. Marry Vle teach you z think your ſelf a Baby, 
That you have tane his tenders for true pay, 
Which are not ſtarling. Tender your ſelf more dearly ; 
Or not to crack the wind of the poor phraſe, 
Roaming it thus, you'll render me a fool. 
Ophe. My Lord, he hath importun'd me with lov e, 
[a honourable faſhion. | 
Polon, I, faſhion you may call it, go to, go to. 
Ophe. And hath given countenance to his ſpeech, 
My Lord, with all the vows of heaven. 
Polon. 1, Springs to catch V Voodcocks. 1 do know 
When the bloud burns, how prodigal the Soul 
Gives the tongue vows - thele blazes, daughter, 
Giving more light than heat; extinct in both, 


[ Exit Laer, 


| 
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Even intheir promiſe, as it is a makivg ; 
You mult not cake for fire. For this time, Daughter, 
B: 10mewhat ſcanter of your Maiden preſence, 
Set your entreatments at a higher rate, 
Than a command to parley. For Lord Hamler, 
Believe 1o much in him, that he is young, 
And with a larger tether may he walk, 
Than may be given you. In few, Ophel:a, 
Do not believe his Vows; for they are Brokers, 
Not of the eye, which their inveſtments ſhew : 
3ut meer implorators of unholy Suits, * 
Breathing like ſanCtified and pious bonds, 
The better to beguile, This is for all : 
[| would not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 
Have you fo ſlander any moment leiſure, 
As to give words or talk with the Lord Hamlet : 
Look to't, I charge youz come your way. 
Opbe. 1 ſhall obey my Lord, L Exeunt. 
Enter Hamlet, Horatio, Marcellus: 


Ham, The air bites ſhrew'dly : it is very cold ? 
Hor. It is a nipping and eager air. 
Ham, What hour now? 
Hor, I think it lacks of twelve. 
Mar, No, it ha's ſtruck. ( ſeaſon, 
Hor, Indeed I heard it not: then it draws near the 
Wherein the Spirit held his wont to walk. 
What do's this mean, my Lord ? 
Ham, The King doth wake to night,and takes his rouſe, 
Keeps waſſels, and the ſwaggering upſpring reels, 
And as he drains his draughts of Rheniſh down, 
The Kettle Drum'and Trumpet thus bray out 
"The triumph of his pledge. 
Hor, Is it a cuſtom? 
Ham, | marry is't - 
And to my mind, though I am native here, 
And tothe manner born : It is a cuſtom 
More honour'd inthe breach, than the obſervance. 


Enter Gholt. 


Hor. Look, my Lord, it comes. 
Ham. Angels and Miniſters of grace defend us : 
Be thou a Spirit of health, or Goblin daman'd, 
Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blaſts from hell, 
Be thy events wicked aritable, 
Thou com'ſt in ſuch a queitionable ſhape, 
That I will ſpeak co thee. Vle call thee Hamlet, 
King, Father, Royal Dane: Oh, oh, anſwet me, 
Let me not burſt in ignorance : but tell 
Why thy Canoniz'd bones hearſed in death, 
Have burſt their Cearments, why the Sepulcher 
Wherein we faw thee quietly lourn'd, 
Hath op'd his ponderous and Marble jaws, 
To caſt thee up again ? What may this mean ? 
That thou dead Coarſe again in compleat ſteel, 
Reviſir'lt thus the glimpſes of the Moon, 
Making night hideous ? and we fools of Nature, 
So horridly to ſhake our diſpoſition, 
With thoughts beyond thee ; reaches of our Souls, 
Say, why is this, wherefore ? what ſhould we do ? 
[ Ghoſt beck:ns Hamlet: 
Hor. It beckens you to go away with it, 
As if it ſome impartment Gid deſire 
To you alone. 
Mar. Look with what courteous action 
[t wafts you to a more removed gronnd : 
But do not go with it, 
Hor, No, by no means, 
Ham. It will not ſpeak : 


then will I follow it: 


Hor. Do not, my Lord. AE 
Ham. Why, what ſhould be the fear ? *-.. 1 
[ do not ſet my life at a Pins fee ? Ty 
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Hor. Be rul'd, you ſhall not go. 
Ham, My fate cries out, 
And makes cach petty Attire in his body, 
As hardy as the Nemean Lions Nerve: 
Still am | call'd ? Unhand me,Gentlemen - 
By heav'n, le make a Ghoſt of him that letts me : 
| fay away, go on, I'le follow thee. 
| | [Exeunt. Ghoſt, «nd Hamlet, 
Hor. He waxes deſperate with imagination. 
þMar. Let's follow ; *tis not fit thus to obey him. 
Hor. Have after, to what iſſue will this come ? 
Mar. Something is rotten in the State of Denmark. 
Hor. Heaven will direCt it. 
Mar. Nay, let's follow him. [ Exeunt. 
b | Enter Ghoſt and Hamlet. 


Ham, Where wilt thou lead me? ſpeak; Vle go no 
Ghoſt, Mark me. Ham. I will. ( further, 
Ghoſt. My hour is almoſt come, -8I 
When I to fulphurons and tormenting Flames 
Muſt render up my ſelf. | 
Ham, Alas poor Gholt, 
Ghoſt. Pitty me not, but lend thy ſerious hearing 
To what I ſhall unfold. 
Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear. 
Ghoſt. So art thon to revenge, when thou ſhalt hear, 
Ham, What? 
Ghoſt, 1 am thy fathers ſpirit, | 
Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night; 
And for the day confin'd to faſt in fires, 
Till the foul crimes done in my dayes of Nature, 
Are burnt and purg'd away : But that I am forbid 
Totell the ſecrets of my og 


| could a Tale unfold, whoſe light word 
Would harrow upthy ſoul, freez thy young bloud, 
Make thy two eyes like Stars, ſtart fromtheir Spheres, 
Thy knotty and combined locks to parr, . 
And each particular hair to ſtand an end 
Like Quills upon the fretful Porpentine : 
But this eternal blazon muſt not be 
To ears of fleſh and bloud ; liſt Hamlet, oh liſt, 
If thou didſt ever thy dear father love. 
Ham, Oh heaven ! 
Ghoſt. Revenge his foul and moſt unnatural Murther. 
Ham, Murther ? 
Gho#t, Murther moſt foul, as in the beſt it is; 
But this moſt foul, ſtrange,and unnatural. , 
Ham, Haſte, haſte me to know it, 
That [ with wings as ſwift 
As Meditation, or the thoughts of Love 
May ſweep to my Revenge. 
Ghoſt, I find thee apt, 
And duller ſhould'ſt thou be than the fat weed 
That rots it ſelf in eaſe on Lethe Wharf, 
Would'ſt thon not ſtir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear : 
[t's given our, that ſleeping in mine Orchard, 
A Serpent ſtung me : ſo the whole car of Denmark, 


| 1s by a forged proceſs of my death 


abus'd : But know, thou noble you, 
e Serpent thatdid ſting thy fathers life, 
Now wears his Crown. 
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Though Lewdneſs court it in a ſhape of heaven : 
Soluſt, though to a radiant Angel link'd, 

Will ſeat it ſelf ina Celeſtial bed, and prey in Garbage 
But ſoft, methinks I ſcent the mornings Air : | 
Brief let me be : ſl:eping within mine Occhard 
My cuſtom always in the afternoon ; ; 
Upon my ſecure hour thy Uncle ſtole 

With juyce of curſed Hebenoan ina Viol, 

And in the Porches of mine ears did pour 

The leprous Diſtilment ; whoſe effe&t 

Holds ſuch an enmity with bloud of man, 

That ſwift as Quick-lilver it courſes through 
The natural Gates and Allies of the body ; 

And with a ſudden vigour it doth poſſer 

And curd, like Aygre droppings into Milk, 

The thin and wholſom bloud : ſo did it mine 
And a molt inſtant Tetter bak*d about, 

Moſt Lazar-like, with vile and loathſome cruſt, 
All my ſmooth body. 

Thus was I, ſleepitig, by a Brothers hand, 

Of Life,,of Crown, andgQueen at once diſpatcht : 
Cut off even in the bloſſoms of my Sin, 
Unhouzzled, diſappointed, unnaneld, 

No reckoning made, but ſent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head, 

Oh horrible, Oh horrible, moſt horrible ! 

If thou haſt nature in thee, bear it not ; 

Let not the Royal Bed of Denmark be 

;A Couch for Luxury and damned Inceſt, 

But howſoever thou purſueſt this A, 

Taint no&vhy mind; nor let thy Soul contrive 
Againſt thy Mother ought; leave her to heaven, 
And to thoſe thorns that in her boſom lodge, 

To prick and ſting her. Fare thee well at once, 
The Glow-worm ſhews the Matine to be near, 
And*gins to pale his uneffeCftual Fire : 

Adiev, adieu, Hamlet : remember me, [Ext. 
; Ham. Ohallyou hoſt of heaven ! Oh Earth ; what elſe ? 
And ſhall I couple hell ? Oh fie : hold my heart; 

And you my finews, grow not inſtant Old ; 

But bear me ſtifly up: remember thee ? 

I, thou poor Ghoſt, while memory holds a ſeat 

[n this diſtracted Globe : Remember thee ? 

Yea, from the table of my memory, 

'Ple wipe away all trivial fond Records, 

All ſaws of books, all forms, all preſſures paſt, 

That youth and obſervation copied there : 

And thy Commandment all alone ſhall live 

Within the book and Volume of my brain, 

Unmixt with baſer matter ; yes, yes, by heaven : 

Oh moſt pernicious wqman ! 

Oh Villain, Villain ſmiling damned Villain ! 

My Tables, my Tables : meet it is I ſet it down, 

That one may ſmile, and ſmile, and bea Villain; 

Atleaſt Pm ſure it may be ſo in Denmark, 

So Uncle, there you are : now to my word 

Itis 3 adieu, adieu, Remember me : I have ſworn't. 
Hor, & Mar. within. My Lord,my Lord. 


Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 


Hvw. Heaven ſecure him. 
Mar. 


Mar. Lord Hamlet. 


T he Tragedy of Hamlet. 
gre —— — 
And for my Soul what can it do to that ? Ham, O my Prophetick Soul : mine Uncle ? 
Being a thing immortal as it ſelf: Ghoſt. I, that inceſtuous, that adulterate Beaſt 
[t waves me forth again; Þle follow it. With witchcratr of his wits, and traiterous gifts 
Hor. What if it tempt you toward the Floud,my Lord ? ( Oh wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power 
*Or to the dreadful Sonnet of the Cliff, So toſeduce ) + won to his ſhameful luſt 
"That beetles o're his baſe into the Sea, The will of my molt ſeeming vertuous Queen : 
' | And there aſſumes ſome other horrible form, Oh Hamlet, what a falling off was there, 
' Which might deprive your Soveraignty of Reaſon, From me, whoſe love was of that dignity, 
And draw you into madneſs ? think of it. That it went hand in hand, even with the Vow 
Ham, It wafts me ſtill : go on, Ile follow thee. | made to her in Marriage ; and to decline 
Mar. You ſhall not go, my Lord. Upon a Wretch, whoſe natural gifts were poor 
Ham, Hold off your hand. To thoſe of mine. But vggtue, as it never will be moved, 
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eMar. So be it. 
Hor. Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 
Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy z come bird, come. 
Mar. How is't, myNoble Lord? 
Hor. What news, my Lord? 
Ham, Oh wonderful ! 
Hor. Good my Lord, tell it. 
Ham. No, you'll reveal it. 
Hor. Not I, my Lord, by heaven. 
Mar. Nor |, my Lord. 
Ham, How lay you then,would heart of man once think 
But you'll be ſecret ? (it? 
Both. 1, by heav'n, my Lord. 
Ham, There's ne're a villain dwelling in all Denmark , 
But be's an arrant Knave, 
Hor, There needs no Ghoſt, my'Lord, come from the 
Grave to tell us this, 
Ham. Why, right, you are i'th'right ; 
And ſo without more circumſtance at all, 
| hold it fit that we ſhake hands, and part: 
You as your buſineſs and deſires ſhall point you; 
For every man has buſineſs-and deſire, 
Such as it is: and for mine own poor part, 
Look you, Fle go pray. 
Hor. Theſe are but wild and hurling words, my Lord. 
Ham. I'm ſorry they offended you,heartily : 
Tes faith , heartily : 
Hor. There's no offence, my Lord. 
Ham, Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there is my Lord, 
And much offence too, touching this Viſion here : 
[t is an honeſt Ghoſt, that let me tell you : 
For your deſire to know what is between us, 
O're-maſter*t as you may. And nayy, good friends, 
As yqu are Friends, Scholars, and Souldiers, 
Give me one poor requeſt. 
Hor. What is't, my Lord ? we will, 
Ham. Never make known what you have ſeen to night, 
Both, My Lord, we will not. | 
Ham. Nay, but ſwear't. 
Hor, In faith, my Lord, not I. 
Mar. Nor 1, my Lord, in faith, 
Ham. Upon my Sword. 
Mar. We have ſworn, my Lord,already. 
Ham, Indeed, upon my ſword, indeed. | 
Gho. Swear, [Gholt cries under the Stage, 
Ham. Ah, ha boy, ſay'[t thou ſo.j Art thou there true- 
penny ? Come on, you hear this feilow 1n the Celleridge. 
Conſent to ſwear. 
Hor, Propoſe my oath, my Lord. 
Hmm. Never to ſpeak of this that you have ſeen, 
Swear by my Sword. 
Gho. Swear. 
Ham. Hic & ubique ? Then we'll ſhifc for ground, 
Come hither Gentiemen, 
And lay your hands again upon my ſword. 
Never to ſpeak of this that you have heard : 
Swear by my Sword, 
Gho, Swear, (laſt? 
Ham, Well ſaid, old Mole, can'ſt work ”th* ground ſo 
A worthy Pioneer,once more remove,good friend. 
Hor. Oh day and night, but this is wondrous ſtrange. 
Ham, And therefore as a ſtranger bid it welcom. 
There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, 
Than are dream't of in our Philoſophy. But come, 
Here as before, never ſo help you mercy, 
How ſtrange or odde ſo ere | bear my ſ:1f ; 
( As | perchance hereafter ſhall think meet 
To pur an antick diſpoſition on: ) 
That you at ſuch time ſeeing me, never ſhall 
With armes encumbred thus, or thus, head ſhake , 
Or by pronauncing of ſome doubtful phraſe ; 
As well, we know, or we could, and if we would; 
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Or if we liſt co ſpeak; or there be and if there might, 
Or ſuch ambiguous giving out to note, 


That you know ought of me ; this not to do: 


So grace and mercy at.your moſt need hel pyon: 
Swear, 


Ghoſt. Swear, 
Ham, Reſt, reſt perturbed Spirit: ſo, Gentlemen, 
With all my love commend me toyou; - 
And what fo poor a man as Hamlet is, 
May do Cexprels his love and friending to you, 
God willing ſhall not lack: let us goin together, 
And ſtill your fingers on your lips | pray, 
Thetimeis out of joynt : Oh curſed ſpight, 
That ever I was born to ſee it right. 
Nay, come, let's go together. 
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[ Exeunt. 
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Attus Secundus. 


Enter Polonius, and Reynoldo. 


Pol. Give him his mony, and thoſe notes, Reynolas. 
Reynol. 1 will my Lord. | 
Pot. You ſhall do marvels wiſely , good Reynolds. 
Before you viſit him,you make ipquiry 
Of his behaviour. 
Reyn. My Lord, I did intend it. 
Polon. Marry, well faid : 
Very well ſaid. Look you, ſir, 
Enquire me firſt what Danskers are in Paris; 
And how, and who; what means; and where they keep: 
What company, what expence :. and finding 
By this encompaſſement and drift of queſtion, 
That they do know my ſon : Come you more near, 
Then your particular demands will touch it, 
Take you as*cwere ſome diſtant knowledge of him, 
And thus, I know his father and his friends, 
And in part him, - Do you mark this, Reynolds ? 
Reynol. I, very well, my Lord, 
Polon, And in part him, but you may ſay not well ; 
Bur if*r be he I mean, he's very wild ; 
Addicted ſo and ſo; and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleaſe : marry, none ſo rank, 
As may diſhonour him : take heed of that : 
But, fir, ſuch wanton, wild, and ufualſlips, 
As are companions noted and moſt known... 
To youth and liberty. 
Reyno, As gaming, my Lord. | 
Polon. |, or drinking, fencing, ſwearing, 
Quarrelling, Drabbing. You may go ſo far. 
Rey. My Lord, that would diſhonopr him. 
Polon. Faith no, as you may ſeaſon it in the charge z 
You mult not put another ſcandal on him, 
That he is open to lacontinency, 
That's not my meaning ; bur breath his faults ſoquaintly, 
That they may ſeem the taints of liberty ; 
The flaſh and out-break of a fiery mind, 
A favageneſs in unreclaim'd bloud of general aſſault; 
Reynol. But, my good Lord; _ 
Polon. Wherefore ſhould you do this? 
Reynol, 1,my Lord, 1 would know that 
Polon. Marry, lir, here's-my drift, 
And [ believe ic is a fetch of warrant : 
You laying theſe ſlight ſullies on my, Son, 
As *twerea thing a little ſoil'd th” working: 
Mark you your party in converſe z him you would ſound, 
Having ever ſeen. Ia the prenominate crimes, 
The youth you breath of guilty, be aſſur'd 
He cloſes with you in this conſequence : 
Good ſir, or ſo, or friend, or Gentleman, 
According to the Phraſe and the addition, 
Of man and Country. | | 
Reynol, Very good, my Lord. 
Polon. And then, ſir, do's he this ? 
He do's : what was | about to ſay? 
1 was about to ſay nothing : youn did leave ? 
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| KReynol, Atcloſes in the conſequence : 
1] At friend, or ſo, and Gentleman, 
1 Polon. Atcloſes in the conſequence, I marry, 
| He cloſes with you thus. I know the Gentleman, 
| | aw him yeſterday, or 'tother day z 
Oc then, or then, with ſuch and ſuch, and as you ſay, 
1 There was he gaming, there o'retook in's Rouſe, 
There falling out at Tennis ; or perchance, 
| ſaw him enter ſuch a houſe of ſail, 
Videlicet, a Brothel, or ſo forth. See you, now 3 
| Your bait of falſhood, takes this Cape of truth ; 
| And thus do we of wiſdom and of reach 
| VVith windlaces, and with afſayes of Byas, 
| By indireCtions find directions out: 
| So by my former Lefture and advice 
Shall you my ſon Fea have me, have you not ? 
Reynol. My Lord, I have, 
Polon. God bw? you; fare you well. 
Reynol, Good my Lord. . 
Polon. Obſerve his inclination in your ſelf. 
Reynol. 1 ſhall, my Lord. 
Poion. And let him ply his Muſick. 
Reynol. VVell, my Lord, 
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Enter Ophelia. 


Polon. Farewell : 

| How now, Ophelia, what's the matter ? 

Ophe. Alas, my Lord, I have been ſo affrighted, 

Polon, VVith what, in the Name of Heaven ? 

1 Ophe. My Lord, as[ was ſowing in my Chamber, 
Lord Hamlet with his doublet all uabrac'd, 

No Hat upon his head, his ſtockings foul'd, 

Ungarter'd, and down-gyved to his Ancle, 

Pale as his ſhirt, his knees knocking each other, 

And with a look ſo pitious in purport, 

As if he had been looſed out of Hell, 

To ſpeak of horrors; he comes before me. 

| Polon, Mad for thy love? 


Polon. V Vhat ſaid he ? 
| Ophe. He tqok me by the wriſt. 
1 Then goes he tothe length of all his Arme ; 
And with his other hand, thus o're his brow, 
He falls to ſuch peruſal of my face, 
As he would draw it, Long ſtaid he ſo, 
At laſt, a little ſhaking of my arme, 
And thrice his head thus waving up and down, 
He raig'd a ſigh, ſo hideous and profound, 
That it did ſeem to ſhatter all his bulk, 
| And end his. being. That done, he lets go, 
And with his head over his ſhoulders turn'd, 
He ſeem'd to find his way without his eyes, 
For out adoors he went without their help ; 
And tothe laſt, bendes their light on me. 
Polon. Go with me, 1 will go ſeek the King, 
This is the very ecſtaſie of Love, 
V Vhoſe violent property foredoes it ſelf, 
And leads the will to deſperate Undertakings, 
As oft as any paſſion under heaven, 
That do's afflift our Natures. I am ſorry, 
V'Vhat have you given him any hard words of late ? 
Ophe. No, my good Lord : but as you did command, 
I did repell his Letters, and deny'd 
His acceſs to me. 
Polon, That hath made him mad. 
I am ſorry that with better ſpeed and judgment 
I had not quoted him. I fear he did but trifle, 
And meant to wrack thee : but beſhrew my jealouſic : 
It ſeems it is as proper to our Ape, 
To caſt beyond our ſelves in our opinions, 
As it is common for the younger ſort 
Tolack diſcretion. Gome,go we to the King. 
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[ Exit. 


Ophe. My Lord, I do not know : but truly I do fear it. 


4 Our haſty ſending. Something have you heard 


1 As to expend your time with us a while, 


ER. * 
This muſt be known, which being kept cloſe Might moye 


More grief to hide, than hate to utter love. LExeunt 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Ring, Queen, Roſincroſs, and Guil. 
denRtare cum alits, 


King. VVelcome dear Roſmncrof and Guildenſtare, 
Moreover, that we much did long to ſee you, 
The need we have to uſe you, did provoke 


Of Hamlet's transformation : ſo I call it, 

Since not th*exterior, nor the inward man 
Refſembles that it was. V Vbat it ſhould be 

More than his fathers death, that thus hath put bim 
So much from th*underſtanding of himſelf, 

| cannot deem of, I intreat you both, 

That being of ſo young dayes brought up with him ; 
Ad ſince ſo Neighbour'd to bis youth, and humour, 
That you vouchſafe your reſt here in our Court 
Some little time, ſo by your Companies 

To draw him on to pleaſures, and to gather 

50 much as from Occaſions you may glean, 

That open'd lies within our remedy, 


£4. Good Gentlemen, ke hath much talk'd of you, 
And ture Iam, two men there are not living, | 
To whom he more adheres, If it will pleaſe you 
To fhew us ſo much gentry and good will, 


For the ſupply and profit of our hope, 
Your Viſitation ſhall regeive ſuch thanks, 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 
Roſm. Both your Moejeſties 
Might by the Soveragin power you have of us, 
Put your dread pleaſures, more into command 
Than to Entreaty. 
Guil. VVe both obey, 
And here give up our ſelves, in the full bent, 
To lay our ſervices freely at your feet, 
To be commanded. 
King. Thanks, Roſicrof, and gentle Guildenſt are, 
Que. Thanks,Guildenſtare,and gentle Roſincroſs, 
And 1 beſeech you inſtantly to viſit 
My too much changed ſon. 
Go ſome of ye, 
And bring the Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 
Gil. Heavens make our preſencc and our practices 
Pleaſant and helpful to him. L Exenmn. 
Queen, Amen. 


Enter Polonius. 


Pol. The Ambaſſadors from Norway, my good Lord, 
Are joyfully return'd. 

Kmg. Thou ſtill haſt been the father of good news. 
Pol. Have I, my Lord? Aſſure you, my good Liege, 
[| hold my duty, as I hold my Soul, . 

Both to my God, one to my gracious King: 

And I dothink, or elſe this brain of mine 

Hunts not the trail of Policy, ſo be ſure 

As I have us'd todo, that I have found 

The very cauſe of Hamler's Lunacy. 

King. O ſpeak of that, that | do long to hear. 

Pol. Give firſt admittance to th* Ambaſſadors, 

My News ſhall be the News to that great Fealt. ; 
King. Thy ſelfdograce to them, and bring them iN- 
He tells me,my ſweet Queen, that he hath found 

The head and ſource of all your ſons diſtemper. 

ueen, I doubt it is no other, but the main, 

His fathers death, and our o're-haſty Marriage. 


Enter 
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T be Tragedy of Hatalet. 


Enter Polonius, Voltimand, ard Cornelius, 


King. Well, we ſhall ſift him. V Velcom, good Friends : 
Say YVoltimand, what from onr Brother Norway ? 
Volt. Moſt fair return of Greetings, and delires. 
Upon our firſt, he ſent out to ſuppreſs 
His Nephews Levies, which to him appear'd 
To be a preparation *gainſt the Polak : 
But better look'd into, he truly found 
[: was againſt your Highneſs, whereat grieved, 
That ſo his Sickneſs, Age, and Impotence 
YVas falſely born in hand, ſends out Arreſts 
On Fortinbras, which he ( in brief ) obeys, 
Receives rebuke from Norway : and in fine, 
Makes Vow before his Uncle, never more 
To give th'aſſay of armes againſt your Majeſty. 
VVhereon old Norway, overcome with Joy, 
Gives him three thouland Crewns in annual Fee, 
And his commiſſion to imploy thoſe Souldiers 
$0 levied as before, againſt the Polak : 
VVith an intreaty herein further ſhewn, 
That it might pleaſe you to give quiet paſs 
Through your Dominions for his enterprize. 
On ſuch regards of ſafety and allowance, 
As therein are ſet down. 
King. It likes us well : 
And at our more conſider'd time we'll read, 
Anſwer, and think upon this buſineſs. 
Mean time we thank you, for your well-look't labor. 
Go to your reſt, at night we'll Feaſt together, 
Moſt welcom home. F Exie Ambaſl. 
Pol. This buſineſs is very well ended. 
My Liege and Madam, to expoſtulate 
What Majeſty ſhould be, what duty is, 
Why day is day ; night, night; and time is time, 
Were nothing but to waſte Night, day, and time. 
Therefore, ſince Brevity is the Soul of wit, 
And tediouſneſs, the limbs and outward flouriſhes, 
[ will be brief. Your noble Son is mad : 
Mad call I it; for to define true Madneſs, 
What is'r, but to be nothing elſe but mad. 
But let that go, 
Queen, More matter, with leſs Art. 
Pol. Madam, 1 ſwear I uſe no Art at all: 
That he is mad *cis true : *Tis true, *tis pity, 
And pity it is true: A fooliſh figure, 
But farewell it : for 1 will uſe no art. 
Mad let us grant him then - and now remains 
That we find out the cauſe of this effect, 
Or rather ſay, the cauſe of this defet ; 
For this effe&t defeftive, comes by cauſe, 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. Perpend. 
| have a Daughter : have, whiPſt ſhe is mine, 
Whain her duty and Obedience, mark, 
Hath given me this: now gather, and ſurmiſe. 


a 


The Letter. 
- the Celeſtiall, and my Souls Idol , the moſt beantified 
elia, , 
bat's an ill Phraſe, a vile Phraſe, beautified is a vile 
Phraſe : but you ſhall heat theſe in her excellent white 
boſome , thels. 
Queen, Came this from Hamlet to her. 
Pol. Good Madam ſtay a while, I will be 
Doubt thou, the Stars are fire, 
Doubt, that the Sun doth move : 
Doubt Truth to be a Lyar, 
But never Doubt, T love. 
0 dear Ophelia, / am ilt at theſe Numbers : 1 have not 
Art to vecken my groans;, but that 1 love thee beſt, oh 
moſt Beft, believe it. Adien. 


faitbfull. 


— 


| This in Obedience hath my Davghter ſhew'd me : 
And more above hath his ſoliciting, 
As they fell out by time, by means, and place, 
All given to mine ear. 

King. But how hath ſhe receiv'd his Love ? 

Pol. What do you think of me? 

King. As of a man, faithfull and honourable. 

Pol. T would fain prove ſo. But what might you thitik ? 
When I had ſeen his hot love on the wing, 
As I perceived it, { muſt tell you that 
Before my Daughter told me, what might you 
Or my dear Mzjeſty your Queen here, think, 
if I had play'd the Desk or Table-book, 
Or given my heart a winking, mute and dumb; 
Or look'd upon this lpve, with idle ſight, 
What might you think ? No, I went round to work, 
And my young Miſtris thus I did beſpeak ; 
Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy Sphere, 
This muſt not be : and then, I precepts gave het; 
That ſheſhould lock her ſelf from his Reſort, 
Admit no Meſſengers, receive no Tokens : 
Which done, ſhe took the fruits of my advice, 
And he repulſed, a fhort Tale to make, - 
Fell into a Sadneſs, then into a Faſt, 
Thence to a Watch, thence into a weakneſs, 
Thence to a Lightneſs, and by thisdectenſion 
into the Madneſs whereon now he raves, 
And all we wail for. 

King. Do you think *tis this ? 

Queen, It may be very likely. 

Pol. Hath there been ſach a time; I'de fain khnow that, 
That I have poſitively ſaid, *tis ſo, * ' 
Whea it prov'd otherwiſe ? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pd. Take this from this, if this be otherwiſe, 
If Circumſtances lead me, 1 will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Center. 

King. How may we try it further ? 

Pol. You know ſometimes * 


| He walks four hours together, here' 


lo the Lobby. 
Queen. So he has indeed. 
Pol. At ſuch a time I'le looſe my Daughter to him, 
Be you and [ behind an Arras then, ; 
Mark the encounter : If he love her not, 
And be not fram his reaſon fala thereon 
Let me be no Aſliſtant for a State, 
And keep a Farm and Carters, 
King. We will try it. 


Enter Hamlet reading on 4 Book, 


Queen, But look where ſadly the poor wretch 
Comes reading. 

Pol. Away, I do beſeech you, both away, 

[le board him preſently, [Exit King and Queen, 
Oh give me leave. How does, my good Lord Hamlet 

Ham, Well, god-a-mercy. | 

Po!. Do you know me, myLord? - 

Ham, Excellent, excellent well : y'are a Fiſhmonger ? 

Pol. Not I, my Lord? 

Ham, Then 1 would you were ſo honeſt a man. 

Pol. Honeſt, my Lord ? ; 

Ham. 1, Sir, to be honeſt as this world goes, is to be 
one pick'd out of two thouſand. 

Pol. That's very true, my Lord. 

Ham. For if the Sun breed Maggotsin a dead Dog, 
being a good kiſſing Carrion—— 
Have you a Daughter ? 

Pol. 1 have, my Lord. 


Ham. Let her not walk ith* Son: Conception is a 


Thine evermore, moſt dear Lady, whilſt this | bleſſing, but not as your Daughter may conceive; Friend 
| Machine is to bim, Hamlet. } look to't. 


Pal. 
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Pol.- How ſay you by that ? Still harping on my Daugh- Roſin. Why then your Ambition makes it one : *tis too 
ter: yet he knew me not at firſt; he ſaid 1 was a Fiſhmor- | narrow for your mind, * 
ger : heis far gone, far gone: and truly in_my youth, 1 Ham. O God, 1 could be bounded in a Nut-ſhell, and | 
ſuffered much extremity for love : very near this. le ſpeak | count my ſelf a King of infinite ſpace ; were it nor that | th 
to him again. What do you read,my Lord? bave bad. dreams, | 

Ham, Words, words, words. Guild, Which dreams indeed are Ambition; for the [y 
- Pol. What is the matter, my Lord ? very ſubſtance of the Ambirious, is meerly the ſhadow of 

| Ham, Between -whom ? a Dream. 
” Pol. I mean the matter you mean, my Lord. Ham, Adreamit ſeif is but a ſhadow. 

Ham. Slanders, Sir : for the Satyrical ſlave ſayes here, | Roſin. Truly, and I hold Ambitionof fo airy and light a By 
that old men have gray'Beards that their faces are wrin- | quality, that it is but a ſhadows ſhadow. Ju 
kled; their eyes purging thick Amber , or Plum Tree-| Ham. Then are our Beggars bodies ; and our Monarchs ſo 
Gum: and that they have a plentifull lock of Wit , | and out-ſtretcht Heroes, the Beggars ſhadows : ſhall we to ” 
together with weak. Hams. - All which, Sir, though 1/| th* Court : for, by my tey I cannot reaſon ? R 
molt powerfully, and potently believe, yet I hold it not | Both, Well wait upon you. | th 
Hen :ity to have it thus, ſet down: For you your ſelf, y Ham, No ſuch matter. | will not ſort you with the re 
Sir, ſhould be old as 1 am, if like a Crab you could go | of my ſervants : for to ſpeak to you like an honeſt man; 5 
backward. | | [ am moſt dreadfully attended 5 but in the beaten way of Ic 

Pol. Though this be madneſs, | friendſhip. What make you at Elſinoore ? if 
Yet there is Mzthod in't«; will you walk Reſin, To vilit you, my Lord, no other occaſion, i 
Out of the air, my Lord ? Ham. Beggar that | am, I am even poor in thanks ;, but d 

Ham, Into my. Grave ? I thank you: and ſure, dear friends, - my thanks are too 0 

Pol. Indeed that-isout-oth” air : dear a half-penny ; were you not ſent for ? Is it your own! 

How pregnant ( ſometimes ) his replies are ? inclining ? Isit a free viſitation ? Come, deal juſtly with 2 
A happineſs; '- 6 me - come, come ; nay, ſpeak. y 
Tat ofzen Madneſs hits on, \ Guild, What ſhould we fay, my Lord ? x 
Which Reaſon and Sanity could not Ham, Why, any thing, But-to the purpoſe ; you were 
So proſperoully be deliver'd of, . _ * | ſent for; and there is a kind of confeſſion ia your looks: 

| will leave him, 'P : '| which your modeſties have not craft enough to colour, | | 
And ſuddenly contrive the means of meeting know the good King and Queen have ſent for you, 
Between him and fly Daughter. Roſin, To what end, my Lord ? 

My honourable Lord, I will moſt humbly Ham, That you mult teach me: but let me conjure you 

Take my leave of you. by the rights of your fellowſhip,by the conſonancy of our 


Ham, You cannot, Sir, take fromi me any thing, that | youth, by the obligation of our ever-preſerved love, and | 
[ will more willitgly-part withall, except my lite, my by what more dear, a better propoſer could charge you | 


life, Mig 1 withall; be even and direct with me, whether you were 
Po'on, Fare you well, my Lord. ſent for or no, | 
Ham. Theſe tedious old fools. Roſin. What ſay you? | 
Pelon. You go to ſeek my Lord Hamlet ; there he is. , _”- "= then I havean eye of you: if you love me, 
, : old not off: 
Enter Roſincros and Guildenſtare, Guild, My Lord, we were ſent for. ! 
| Ham, 1 will tell you why; ſo ſhall my anticipation 
Roſin. God fave you, Sir. prevent your diſcovery of your ſecrecy to the King and 
Guild. Mine hononr'd Lord ? Queen : moult no feather, I have of late, but wherefore | 
Reſin. My moſt dear Lord? know not, loſt all my mirth,forgone all cuſtom of exercile; 
| Ham, My excellent good friends? How doſt thou | and indeed, it goes ſo heavenly with my diſpoſition z that 
Guildenſtare ? Oh, "Roſincros , good Lads: How do ye this goodly frame, the earth, ſeems to me a ſteril Pro. 
both ? montory; this moſt excellent Canopy the air, look you | 
Roſin. As the indifferent Children of the earth. this brave o're-hanging, this Majeſtical Roof, fretted with > of 
Guild. Happy, in that we are- not over-happy : on | golden fire: why, it appeared no other thing to me, than 
Fortunes Cap, we are not the very Button. a foul and peſtilent congregation of vapours. What a 
Ham, Nor the Soals of her Shooe ? piece of work is a man. ! How Noble in Reaſen? how in 
Roſm. Neither, my Lord. finite in faculty? in form and moving how expreſs and 
Ham. Then you live about her waſte, or in the middle | admirable ? in aCtion, how like an Angel ? in apprehenſion 
of her favour ? how like a god ? the beauty of the world, the Parragon 
Guild. Faith, her privates we. of Animals; and yet to me, what is this quinteſſence of 
Ham. In the fecret parts of Fortune? Oh, moſt true : | Duſt ? Man delights not me ; no, nor Woman neither, 
ſhe is a Strumpet.. Whats the news. though by your ſmiling you ſeem to ſay ſo. : 
1 KRoſin, None, my Lord, but that the World's grown | KReſwm. My Lord, there was no ſuch ſtuff in my 
honeſt. 4 thoughts. 


Ham, Then is Dooms.day near : but-your News is not Ham, Why did you laugh, when I ſaid, Man delights 
true. Let me queſtion more in particular: what have you, | not me ? 


my good friends, deſerved at the hands of fortune, that | Reſin. To think, my Lord, if you delight not in Man, 
ſhe ſends you to priſon hither ? what Lenton entertainment the Players ſhall receive from 


Guild. Priſon, my Lofd ? you - we coated them on the way, and hither are they 
Ham. Denmark's a Priſon. | coming to offer you Service. : 
Roſin. Then is the World one. Ham. He that playes the King ſhall be welcome ; his 


Ham.” A goodly' one, in which there are many Con- | Majeſty ſhall have Tribute of me - the adventurous Knight 
fines, Wards, and Dungeons; ' Denmark, being one | ſhall uſe hig Foyle and Target :* The Lover ſhall not ſigh 


| o* th worſt. gratis, the humorous man ſhall end his part in peace : rhe 
Roſ6n. . We think not ſo, my Lord. Clown ſhall make thoſe lavgh,whoſe lungs are rickPd ath | 


* Ham. Why then, *tis hone to you ; for there is nothing | ſere : and the Lady ſhall ſay her mind freely ; or the blank 


either good or bad, but thinking makes it ſo: to me it is | Verſe ſhall halt for't, what Playersare they ? 
» |a priſon, Roſin. Even thoſe you were wont to take delight in, the 


Maes Tragedians of the City. Ham. 


ns wenn 
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T he Tragedy of Harnler. 


Ham. How chances it they travell? their reſidence both 
in reputation and profit was better both wayes. 


the late innovation ? : 

Ham. Do they hold the ſame eſtimation they did when 
[was in the City ? Are they fo follow'd ? 

Reſin. No indeed, they are not. 

Ham. How comes it ? do they grow Tully ? 

Roſin. Nay, their endeavour keeps in the wonted pace z 
But there is, Sir,an Airy of Children, little Yaſes, that cry 
out on the top of queſtion ; and are moſt tyrannically clapt 
for't: theſe are now the faſhion, and for be-rattle the 
common Stages ( ſo they call them) that many wearing 
Rapiers, are afraid of Gooſe Quills, and dare ſcarce come 
thither. 

Ham. What are they Children? Who maintains *em ? 
How are they eſcoted ? Will they purſue the Quality no 
longer than they can ſing? Will they not ſay afterwards 
if they ſhould grow themſelves to common Players ( as it 
is like moſt if their means are no better ) their Writers 
do them wrong to make them exclaim againſt their own 
Succeſſion. 


yerſie. There was for a while, no money bid for argu- 
ment, unieſsthe Poet and the Player went to Cuffs in the 
Queſtion, 

Ham. Is't poſſible ? 


brains. 
Ham. Do the Boyes carry it away ? 
Roſin. 1 that they do,my Lord, Hercules and his load too. 
Ham. It is not ſtrange, for mine Unkle is King of Den. 
mark, and thoſe that would make mowes at him while my 
Father lived , give twenty, forty, an hundred Ducates a 
piece, for his picture in little. Taere is ſomething in this 
more than Natural, if Philoſophy could find it onr. 

[ Flouriſh for the Players. 
Guild, There are the Players. 
Ham, Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elſinore : your 
hands, come : The appurtenance of Welcome, is Faſhion 
and Ceremony. Let me comply with you in the Garbe, 
leſt my extent to the Players ( which I tell you muſt ſhew 
fairly outward ) ſhould more appear like entertainment 
than yours. You are welcome : but my Unkle Father, and 
Aunt Mother are deceiv'd, 
Guild. In what, my dear Lord ? , 
Ham. | am but mad North, North-Weſt: when the 
Wind is Southerly, I know a Hawk from a Handſaw. 


Enter Polonius. 


Polo, Well be with you, Gentlemen. 

Ham, Hark you, Guildenſtare, and you too, at each ear a 
hearer - that great Baby you ſee there, is not yet out of his 
[wathing clouts. 

Roſin, Haply he's the ſecond time come to them : for 
they ſay, an old man is twice a Child. 

Han, 1 will Propheſie , He es to tell me of the 
Players. Mark it, you ſay righ for on Munday mor- 
ning *twas ſo indeed. 

Pol. My Lord, | have news to tell fbu. 

Ham, My Lord, I have news to tell you, 

When Roſcius an Aftor in Rome 
Pol. The Actors are come hither,my Lord. 
Ham, Buzze, buzze. + # 
Pol. Upon mine honour, 

Ham, Then can each Actor on his Aſs —— 
Pol. The beſt Aﬀors in the world, either for Tragedy, 
Comedy, Hiſtory, Paſtoral - Paſtorica!-Comical-Hiſtorical. 
Paſtoral : Tragical-Hiſtorical ; Tragical-Comical-Hiſtori- 
Cal-Paſtoral: Scene indivible, or Poem unlimited, Seneca 
cannot be too heavy, nor Plautzs too light, for the law of 
Wir, and the liberty. Theſe are the onlymen. 


Reſin, 1 think their [nhibition comes by the means of | 


Roſin. Faith there has been much to do on both ſides : 
and the Nation holds itnoſin, to tarre them to contro- 


| Guild, Oh there has been much throwing about of 


Ak. 


——— 


L m— O Tephta, Judge of 1/-ael, what a-Treaſure hadſt 
ou ? ; 

Pol, What a Treaſure had he, my Lord ? 

Ham. \Why one fair Daughter, and no more, 
The which he loved paſſing well. 

Pol. Still on my Daughter. 

Ham, Am I not ith” right, old Fepht a ? 

Pol. If you call me Fephra, my Lord, I have a Daughter 
that I love paſſing well. 

Ham, Nay that follows not. 

Pol. What foHows then, my Lord ? 
Ham, Why, as by lot, God wot? and ten you know, 
it came to pals,"as molt like it was ; the ficit row- of the 


Abridgements come. 
Enter four or five Player:. 


Yare welcome Maſters, welcomeall, 1am glad to fee thee 
well; welcome good friends.” Oh my old friend ! Thy 
face is valiant ſince I ſaw theelaſt:' Com'ſt thou to beard 
me in Denmark, ? what-my young: Lady -and Miltris ? 
Berlady your Lordſhip is nearer heaven, -than when | ſaw 
you laſt, by the altitude of a Choppine. Pray God your 
voyce, like a piece of uncurrant gold; be not crack'd with- 
in the Ring. Maſters, you are all welcome : we'll e'neto't 
like French Faulconers, flye at afly thing we ſee : we'll have 
a ſpeech ſtraight: Come, give vs a talte ofgyour quality : 
come, a paſſionate ſpeech. 

1. Play. What ſpeech, my Lord ? 

Ham, | heard thee ſpeak me a ſpeech once, but it was 
never Afted : or'if it was, not aboye once, for the Play I 
remember pleagd not the Million, *twas Cantary- to the 
General: but it'was (as I received it, and others, whoſe 
judgment in ſach matrers, cryed'in the top of mine) an 
excellent Play well digeſted in the Scenes, ſet down with 
as much modeſty, as cunning. I remember one ſaid, there 
was no Sallets in -the lines, to make the matter (avoury ; 
nor nomatter jn the phrafe, that might indite the Author 
of afﬀfeCtation, 'but'calPd iran honeſt method. One chief 


thereabout of it eſpecially , where he ſpeaks of Priams 
ſlaughter. If it live in your memory, begin at this Line,lec 
me ſee, let me ſee: The rugged Fyrrbus, like the Hyroant 
an Bealt, not ſo : it begins with Pyrrbus. a 

The rugged Pyrrhw, he whoſe Sable Armes 

Black as his purpoſe, did the night reſemble 

When he lay couched in the Ominous Horle, 

Hath now this dread and black Complexion ſmeat'd 
With Heraldry more diſmal : head to foot 

Now is he to take Geules; horridly Trickt es 
With blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sons, 

Ba'k and impaſted, with the parching- ſtreets, 

That lend a tyrannous, and damned light 

To their vile Murthers, roaſted in wrath and fire, 

And thus o'reſized with coagulate gore, 

With eyes like Carbuncles, the helliſh Pyrrhus 

Old Grandfire Priam ſeeks. 


and good diſcretion. | 

1, Play. Anon he finds him, 
Striking too fhort at Greeks. His antick Sword, 
Rebellious to his Arm, lies where it falls 
Repugnant to command : unequal match, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives, in rage ſtrikes wide : 
But with the whiff and wind of his fell Sword, 


| Ti'unnerved father falls. Then ſenſeleſs 11am, 
 Seeming to feel his blow , with flaming top 


Stoops to his Bace, and with a hideous craſh 
Takes Priſoner Pyrrbus ear, For lo, his Sword 
Which was declifting on the Milky head 

Of Reverend Priam, feem'd ith* Air to flick : 
So asa Tyrant Pyrrhw ſtood, 


And like a Neutral to his will and matter, did _—_— 
ut 


Pans Chanſon will ſew you mote,” For look where my 


ſpeechin it, I chiefly lov'd, "twas Afneas Tale to Dido, and. 


Pol. *Fore God, my Lord, well ſpoket;with good accent, | 
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But as we often ſee againſt ſome ſtorm, 
A ſilence in the heavens, the Rack ſtand ſtill, 
Tae bold winds ſpeechleſs, and the Orbe below 
As huſhas death: Anon the dreadful Thunder 
Doth rend the Region. So after Pyrrhus pawle, 
A rowſed Vengeance lets him new a work, 
And never did the Cyclops hammers fall 
On Mars his Armonrs, forg'd for proof Eterne, 
With leſs remorſe than Pyrrhus bleeding Sword 
Now falls on Priam ; 
Our, out, thou Strumpet-Fortune, all you gods, 
In general Syngd take away her power : 
Break all the Spokes and Fellies from her wheel, 
And bowl the round Nave down the hill of heaven, 
As low as to the fiends. 
Pol. This is too long. 
Ham. It ſhall to th Barbers with your Beard, Prethee 
ſay on : He's for a Jigge, or a tale of Bawdry, or he lleeps. 
Say on ; come to Hecuba, 

1. Play. But wio, O who, had ſeen the Mobled Queen ? 

Ham. The Mobled Queen ? 

Pol. That's good : Mobled Queen is good. 

1, Play. Run bare.foot up and down, 

Threatning the flame 

With Biſſon Rheum : a clout about that head, 

Where late the Diadem ſtood, and for a Robe 

About ker lank and all o*ce teamed Loyns, 

A Blanket in gh'alarum of tear cauglit up. 

Who this had ſeen, with tongue in Venome ſteep'd, 
Gainlſt fortunes State, would treaſon have pronounc'd ? 
Bur if the gods themſelves did fee her then, 

When ſhe ſaw Pyrrbh« make malicious ſport 

In mincing with his Sword her Husbands limbs. 

| The inſtant Burſt of Clamouc that ſhe made 

( Ualeſs things mortal meant them not all ) 

Would have made milch the burning eyes of heaven, 
And paſſion in the Gods, | 

Pol. Look where he has not turn'd his colour, and has 
tears in's Eyes. Pray you no.more. 

Ham. *Tis well, Ple have thee, ſpeak out the reſt ſoon, 
Good my Lord, wi l you ſee the Players well beſtow'd. 
Doye hear,let them be well us'd: for they are the abſtracts, 
and brief Cironicles of the time. , After your death, you 
were better bave a bad Epitaph, thantheic ill ceport while 
you Jived. < 

Pol. My Lord, I will uſe them according to their de- 
ſert, | 

Ham. Gods bodikins man, better. Uſe every man after 


his deſert, and who ſhould ſcape whipping : uſe them after | 


your own Honour and Digoicy. The leſs they deſerve;the 
moremerirt is in your bounty. Take them in. | 

Pol. Come, Sirs. [ Exit Polonius. 

Ham. Follow him, Friends : We'll hear a Play to mor- 
row. Doſt thou hear me, old Friend,*can you Play the 
murther of Gonzago ? 

Play. 1, my Lotd. 

Ham, \We'll ha't to morrow night. You could for a 
need ſtudy a ſpeech of ſome dozen or ſixteen lines, which 
| would ſet down, and inſert in't ? Could ye not ? 

Play. 1, my Lord. 

Ham. Very well. Follow that Lord, and look you mock 
him-not. My good friends, Ile leave you till night,you are 
welcom to Elſmoore. 

Roſin. Good my Lord. 

Manet Hamlet. 

Ham. 1 ſo, god b'w'ye : Now | am alone, 
O what a Rogue and Pezant ſlave am I? 


Is tt not monltrous that this Player here, + 


But in a Fiction, in a dream of Paſlion, 

Could force his Soul fo to his whole conceit, 

That from her working, all his _—_ warm'd ; 
Tears in hiseyes, diſtraction in's aſpect, 

A broken voyce, and his whole Function ſuiting 
With forms, to his conceit ? and all for nothing ? 


——_— 


[ Exeunt, 


| For Hecuba ? 
What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuha, 


| That he ſhould weep for her ? what would he do, 


Had he the motive and the Cue for paſſion 

That I bave, he would drown the Stage with tears 
And cleave the general ear with horrid ſpeech ; x 
Make mad the guilty, and apale the free : 
Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed, 

The very faculty of Eyes and Ears. Yet I, 

A dull and muddy-metled Raſcal, peak 

Like John. a-deames, unpregnant of my cauſe, 

And can iay nothing : No, not for a King, 

Upon whole property, and moſt dear life, 

A damn'd defeat was made. Amla Coward ? 
Who calls me Villain ? breaks my pate a-croſs, 
Plucks off my Beard, and blows it in my face ? 
Tweaks me by th*Noſe, gives me the Lye ith? Throat, 
As deep as to the Lungs. Who does me this # 

Ha ? Why ſhould | take it ? for it caanot be, - 

But I am Pigeon-Liver*d, .and lack Gall 

To make Oppreſlion bitter, or ere this, 

I ſhould have fatted all the Region Kites 

With this Slaves Offall, bloody : a Bawdy villain, 
Remorſeleſs,-Treacherous, Lecherous, kindleſs villain! 
Oh Vengeance ! 

Who? what an Aſs am 1? I ſure, this is molt brave, 
That I, the Son of the dear murthered, 

Prompted to my revenge by heaven, and hell, 
Mult.(like a Whore) unpack my heart with words, 
And fall a curſing like a very Drab, 

AScullion ? Fye upon't, Foh. About my Braia. 

[ have heard, that guilty Creatures ſitting at a Play, 
Have by the very cunning of the Scene, 

Been ſtruck ſo to the Soul, that preſently 
They have proclaim'd their MalefaCtions. 

For Murther, though it have no tongue, will ſpeak 
With moſt miraculous Organ. Tle have theſe Players, 
Play ſomething like the murder of my Father, 
Before mine Unkle. Ple obſerve his looks, 
Ple rent him to the quick - if te but blench, 
| know my courſe, The Spirit that I have ſeen, 
lay be the D:vil, and the Devil hath power 
{aſſume a picaſing ſhape, yea, and perhaps 
nt of my weaknels, and my melancholy, 

As be is very potent with ſuch Spirits, 

Abuſes me todamn me. Ile have grounds 
More relative than this: The Play'sthe thing, 
Whereiu Ple catch the Conſcience of the King. 


Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rolincros, 
Guildenſtare, and Lords. 


King. And can you by no drift of circumſtance 
Get from him why he puts on this Confuſion, 
Grating ſo harſhly all his dayes of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy. 
Roſin. He does confeſs he feels himſelf diſtracted, 
But from what cauſe he will by no means ſpeak. 
Gui. Nor do we < forward to be ſounded, 


But with a crafty Ma ceps aloof : 
When we would bring Mn on to ſome Confeſſion 
ff his true ſtate, 
Queen, Did he receive you well ? 
Roſin, Moſt like a Gentleman, 
Gwild. Bat with muci forcing of his diſpoſitton, 
Roſin. Nigzard of queſtion, but of our demands 
Moſt free in vis reply. 
Q«en, Did you allay him to any paſtime? 
R 9/*n, Madan, it fo fell out, that certain Players 
We o're-took on the way : of theſe we told him, 
And there did ſeem in him a kind of Joy 
To hear of it - They are about the Court, 


And (as1 think) they have already order 
This night to play before him, 


[Ext 


Pol. 


| 
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Pol. *Tis molt true : 
And he beſeech'd me to intreat your Majeſties 
To hear and ſee the matter. 
King. With all my heart, and it doth much content me 
To hear him ſo inclin'd. Good Gentlemen, 
Give him a further edge, and drive his purpoſe on 
To theſe delights. 
Roſin. We (hall, my Lord. 
King, Sweet Gertrude, leave us too, 
For we have cloſely ſent for Hamlet hither, 
That he, as *twere by accident, may there 
Afront Ophelia. Her Father, and my ſelf (lawful eſpials) 
Will ſo beſtow our ſelves, that ſeeing unſeen 
We may of their encounter frankly judge, 
And gather by him, as he is behaved, 
If *t be ttPaffliction of his love, or no, 
That thus he ſuffers for, 
Queen. | ſhall obey you: 
And for your part, Ophelia, I do wiſh 
That your good beauties be the happy cauſe 
Of Hamlet's wildneſs : ſo fhall I hope your Virtues 
Will bring him to his wonted way again, 
To both your Honours. 
Ophe. Madam, I wiſh it may. 
Pol. Ophelia, walk you here. Gracious, ſo pleaſe ye, 
We will beſtow our ſelves : Read on this Book, 
That ſhew of ſuch an exerciſe may colour 
Your lonelineſs, We are oft to blame in this, 
Tis too much prov'd, that with Devotions viſage, 
And pious Aftion, we do ſurge g're 
The Devil himſelf. 
King. Oh *tis true : | 
How imart a laſh that ſpeech doth give my Conſcience ? 
The Harlots Cheek beautied with plaſtiring Art 
ls not more ugly to the thing that helps it, 
Than is my deed ta my molt painted word, 
Ob heavy burthen : 
Pol. 1 hear him coming, let's withdraw, my Lord. 
[ Exeunt. 


[Exennt, 


Enter Hamlet. | 


Ham, To be, or not tobe, that is the Queſtion: 
Whether *cis nobler in the mind to ſuffer 

The Slings and Arrows of outragious Fortune, 

Or to take Arms againſt a Sea of troubles, 

And by oppoſing end them : to dye, to ſleep 

No more: and by a ſleep, to ſay we end 

The heart-ache, and the thouſand natural ſhocks 
That fleſh is heir to. *Tis a conſummation 
Devoutly to be wiſt'd. To die to ſleep, 

To ſleep, perchance to dream; I, there's the rub, 
For in that ſleep of death, what dreams may come, 
VVhen he hath ſhuffled off this mortal coyle, 

Muſt give us pawſe. There's the reſpec 

That makes Calamity of ſo long life : 

For who would bear the whips and ſcorns of time, 
The oppreflors wrong, the poor mans Contumely, 
Thepangs of diſpriz'd Love, the Laws delay, 

The inſolence of office, and the ſpurns 

That patient merit of the unworthy takes, 

When he himſelf might his Quzetus make 

With a bare Bodkin ? VVho would theſe Fardles bear 
To grunt and ſweat under a weary lite, 

But that the dread of ſomething after death, 

| The undiſcovered Country, from whoſe Born 

No Traveller returns, puzzles the will, 

And makes us rather bear thoſe ills we have, 

Than fly to others that we know not of, 

Thus Conſcience does make Cowards of us all, 
And thus the Native hue of Reſolution 

Is ſicklied o're, with the pale caſt of thought, 
Andenterprizes of great pith and moment, 

VVith this regard their Currents turn away, 


And io'> the name of aCtion. Soft you now, 
The fair Ophelia ? Nymph, in thy Horizons 
Be all my {ins remembred. 
Ophe. Good my Lord, 
How does your honour for this many a day ? 
Ham. | humbly thank you : well, well, well, 
Opbe. My Lord, | have remembrances of yours, 
That | have longed long to re-deliver. 
I pray you now receive them. 
Ham, No, no, I never gave you ought. 
Ophe. My hononr'd Lord, I know right well you did, 
And with them words of ſo ſweet breath compos'd, 
As made the things more rich, than perfume left : 
Take theſe again, for to the noble mind 
Ric!) gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind, 
There, my Lord. | 


Ham. Ha, ha: are you honeſt ? s 
Ophe. My Lord. 

Hum, Are you fair ? 

Opbe. What means your Lordſhip? 

t/am, That if you be honeſt and tair,your honeſty ſhould 


admit no diſcourſe to your beauty. 

Ophe. Could beauty, my Lord, have better Commerce 
Laan your honeſty ? 

Ham, | truly : for the power of beauty, will ſooner 
transform honelly from what it is, to a bawd, than the 
force of honeſty can tranſlate beauty into his likeneſs. 
This was ſometimes a Paradox, but now the time gives it 
proof. I did love you once, 

Ophe. Indeed, my Lord, you made me believe ſo. 

Ham, You ſhould not have believed me. For virtue 
cannot fo inocualte our old ſtock, but we ſhall relliſh of 
it, I loved you not. 

Oph. 1 was the more deceived. 

Ham. Get thee to a Nunnery. Why would'ſt thou be a 
breeder of Sinners? I am my ſelf indifferent honeſt, bur 
yet I could accuſe me of ſuch things, that it were better, 
my Mother had not born me. 1 am very prond,revengeful, 
Ambitious, with more offences at my beck, than 1 have 
thoughts to put them in imagination, to give them ſhape, 
or time to aCt them in. VVhat ſhould tuch Fellows as 
do crawling between Heaven and Earth. We are arrant 
Knaves all, believe none of us. Go thy ways to a 
Nunnery. Where's your Father ? 

Ophe. At home, my Lord. 

Ham, Let the doors be ſhut upon him, that he may 
play the Fool no way, but in's own houſe. Farewel. 

Ophe. O help him, you ſweet heavens. 

Ham. It thou do'ſt Marry, Ile give thee this Plague 
for thy Dowry. Be thou as chaſte as lce, as pure as Snow, 
thou ſhalt not eſcape Calumny. Get thee to a Nonnery, 
Go, farewel. Or if thou wilt needs marry , Marry a 
fool: for wiſe men know well enough, what m $ 
you make of them. Toa Nunnery go, and quickly too ; 
Farewel. 

Ophe. O heavenly Powers, reſtore him. 

Ham. | have heard of your pratling too, well enough. 
God has given you one pace, and you make your ſelf an- 
other : you gidge, you amble, and you |ifp, and nick-name 
GodsCreatures,and make your wantonunels,your ignorance. 
GoTle no more on'r, it hath made me mad; I fay, we 
will have no more Marriages. Thoſe that are married al 
ready, all but one ſhall, the reſt ſhall keep as they are, To 
a Nunnery, go. Exit Hamlet. 

e. O what a Noble mind is here o're-thrown ? 
The Courtiers, Souldiers, Scholars ! Eye, tongue, Sword, 
Th'expefancy and Roſe of the fair State, 
The glaſs of faſhion, and the monld of fort, 
Th'obſerv'd of all obſervers, quite, quite down. 
 [ am of Ladies moſt dejeCt and wretched, 
That ſuck*d the Hony of his Muſick Vows: 
Now ſee that Noble, and moſt Soveraign Reaſon, 
Like ſweet Bells jangled out of tune, and harſh, 


That unmatch'd fortune and feature of blown a 
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Blaſted with ecſtaſie. Oh woe is me, 
T* have ſeen what I have ſeen: ſee whatl ſee, 


Enter King and Polonius. 


Kino, Love? his affeftions do not that way tend, 
Nor what he ſpake, though it lack'd form a little, 
Was not like Madneſs. There's ſomething in his Soul, 
| O're which his Melancholy fits on brood, - 

And 1 do doubt the hatch, and the diſcloſe 

Will be ſome danger, which how to prevent, 

| I have in quick determination. 

Thus ſet it down. He ſhall with ſpeed to England 
For the demand of our neglected tribute : 

Haply the Seas and Countreys different 

VVith variable objeCts, ſhall expel 

This ſomething ſetled matter in his heart : 
Whereon his brains ſtill beating, puts him thus 
From faſhion of himſelf, What think you on't ? 

Pol. It ſhall do well. But yet dol believe 
The Origin and Commencement of this grief 
Sprung from negleCted love. How now, Ophelia ? 

You need not tell us, what Lord Hamlet ſaid, 
We heard it all, My Lord, daas you pleaſe, 
But if you bold it fit after the Play, 

Let bis Queen Mother all alone intreat him 

To ſhew nis griefs : let her be round with him: 
And Ple be plac'd, ſo pleaſe you, in the ear 
Of all their conference, If ſhe find him not, 

| To England ſend him : or confine him where 
Your wiſdom beſt ſhall think. 

King. It ſhall beſo ; 

Madneſs in great Ones muſt not unwatch'd go. 
| [ Exeunt. 


Enter Hamlet, and two or three of the Players. 


Ham, Speak the Speech I pray you, as I pronounc'd 
it to you trippingly on the Tongue. But if you mouth it, 
as many of your Players do, 1 had as lieve the Town- 
Cryer had ſpoke my Lines: Nor do not ſaw the air too 
much with your hand thus, but uſe all gently ; for in the 
very torrent, tempeſt, and (as I may ſay) the whirl-wind 
of paſſion, you mult acquire and beget a temperance that 
may give it ſmoothneſs, O it offends me to the Soul, to 
ſeea robuſtous Perriwig-parted fellow, tear a Paſſion to 
tatters, to very rags, to ſplit the ears of the Groundlings : 
who (for the moſt part) are capable of nothing, but in. 
explicable dumb ſhews, and noiſe : I could have ſuch a fel 
low whipt for o're-doing Termagant : it ont-Herods Herod. 
Pray- you avoid It, 

Player. 1 warrant your Honour. 

Ham. Be not too tame neither : but let your own Diſ- 
cretion be your Tutor. Sute the Action tothe word, the 
word to the aCtion. with this ſpecial obſervance : that you 
o*re-ſtop not the modeſty of nature; for any thing ſo over- 
done, is from the purpoſe of Playing, whoſe end both at 
the firſt and now, was and is, to hold as *twere the Mirrour 
up to nature; to ſhew Virtue her own Feature, ſcorn her 
own Image, and the very Age and Body of the time, his 
form and preſſure. Now, this over-done, or come tardy 
off, though it make the unskilful laugh, cannot but make 
the- judicious grieve : the cenſure of the which one, muſt 
in your allowance o're-ſway a whole Theatre of others. 
Oh, there be Players that I have ſeen Play, and heard 0- 
thers praiſe, and that highly (not to ſpeak it prophanely) 
that neither having the accent of Chriſtians, nor the gate 
of Chriſtian, Pagan, or Norman, have ſo ſtrutted and bel- 
lowed, that I have thought ſome of natures Journey-men 
had made men, and not made them well, they imitated 
Humanity ſo abominably. 

"= I hope we have reform'd that indifferently with 
us, Sir. x 

Ham, O reform it altogether. And let thoſe that play 


I Cans... = 
your Clowns,{peak no moretian is ſet down for them, For 
there be of them, that will oi themſelves laugh, to ſet on 
ſome quantity of barren Spectators to laugh tO0, though 
in the mean time, ſome neceſſary queſtion of the Play be 
then to be conlidered : that's Villagous, and ſhews a moſt 
pitiful Ambition in the Fool that uſes it. Go make you 
ready, [E:xeunt Player, 


Enter Polonius, Roſincros, and Guildenſtare. 
How now, my Lord? 


Will the King hear this piece of work ? 
Pol. And the Queen too, and that preſently, 


Ham. Bid the Players make haſte. Exit Polonii 
Will you two help to haſten them ? L T 
Both, We will, my Lord. L. Exeunt, 


Enter Horatio. 


Ham, What ho, Horatio ? 
Hora, Here, ſweet Loid, at your ſervice. 
Him. Horatio, thou art ene as juſt a man 
As e're my Converſation coap'd withal. 
Hora. O my dear Lord, | 
Ham, Nay, do not think | flatter : 
for what advancement may I hope from thee, 
That no Revenue haſt, but thy guoc Spirits | 
| To feed and cloathe thee. Why ſhould the poor be flatter”? 
No, let the Candied tongue, like abſurd pomp, 
And crook the pregnant Hindges of che knee, 
Where thrift may follow feigning ? Doſt thou hear, 
Since my dear Soul was Miſtris of my choice, 
And could of men diſtinguiſh, her eleftion 
Hath ſeald thee for her ſelf. For thou haſt been 
As one in ſuffering all, that ſuffers nothing. 
A man that fortune buffets, and rewards 
Hath tane with equal thanks. And bleſt are thoſe, 
Whoſe blood and Judgement are ſo well co-mingled, 
That they are not a Pipe for fortunes finger, 
To ſound what ſtop ſhe pleaſe. Give me that man, 
That is not Paſſions Slave, and I will wear him 
ln my hearts Core : I, in my heart of heart, 
As | dothee. Somerhing roo much of this, 
There is a Play to night before the King, 
One Scene of it comes near the Circumſtance 
Which I have told thee, of my Fathers death. 
| prethee, when thou ſeeſt that ACt a foot, 
Even with the Comment of my Soul 
Obſerve mine Unkle : if his occulted guilt 
Do not it ſef unkennel in one ſpeech, 
[t is a damned Ghoſt that we have ſeen : 
And my imaginations are as foul 
As YVulcar*s Styth, Give him heedful note, 
For I mine eyes will rivet to his face, 
And after we will both our judgements joyn, 
To cenſure of his ſeeming. 
Hora, Well, my Lord. 
If he ſteal ought the whilſt this Play is playing, 
And ſcape deteCting, 1 will pay the Theft, 


Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Roſincros, Guil- 
denſtare, andother Lords Attendant, with his Guard car- 
rying Torches. Daniſh March. Sound a Flouriſh. 


Ham. They are coming to the Play : I muſt be idle. 
Get you a place. 

King. How fares my Couſin Hamlet ? 

Ham, Excellent ifaith,of the Chamelion's diſh : I eat the 
Air promiſe-gamm'd, you cannot feed Capors 10. 

King. 1 have nothing with this anſwer, Hamlet, theſe 
words are not mine. ; 

Ham. No, nor mine. Now my Lord, you plaid once 
ith* Univerſity, you ſay ? 


Actor, 
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Polen. That 1 did, my Lord, and was accounted a godd || 


Ham. || 
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Ham, And what did you enact ? 

Polon, 1 did enact Zulu Ceſar, | was killd ith* Capitol : 
Brut kill'd me. | : 
Ham, It was a bruit part of him,to kill ſo Captial a Calf 
there. Be the Players ready ? | 
R:ſin, | my Lord, they ſtay upon your patience, 
{ Oucen, Come hither, my good Aamler, lit by me. 
Ham, No,good Mother, here's inettle more attractive, 
Polo. Oh ho, do you mark that ? 
Ham, Lady, ſhall I lye in your Lap? 
Ophe. No, my Lord, 
Ham. | mean, my head upon your Lap ? 
Ophe. I, my Lord. A, 
"Ham. Do you think I meant Country matters ? 
Ophe. I think nothing, my Lord, 
Ham, That's a fair thought to lie between Maids Legs. 
Ophe. What is my Lord ? Ham, Nothing, 
Opbe. You are merry, my Lord ? 
Ham. Who 1? Ophe. I, my Lord. | 
Ham, Oh God, your only Jigge-maker : what ſhould a 
man do, but be merry. For look you how cheerfully my 
Mother looks, and my Father di'd within's twe hours. 
Ophe. Nay, 'tis twice two months, My Lord. 
Ham. Solong ? Nay then let the Devil wear black, for 
[le have a Suit of Sables. Oh heavens! dye two months 
2go, and not forgotren yet ? then there's hope, a great 
mans Memory may out-lve his life half a year: But by'r. 
lady he muſt build Churches then : or elle ſhall he ſuffer 
not thinking on, with the Hobby-horſe, whoſe Epitaph is, 
for 0, for o, the Hobby-horſe is forgot. 


Hoboyes Play. The dumb ſhew enters. | 

Enter 4 King and Queen, very loving.y,, the Queen embracing 
him. She kneels , and makes [hew of Proteſt ation unto 
him. He takes her up, and declines bis head upon her neck. 
Layes him down upon a Bank, of Flowers. She ſeeing him 
a-ſleep, leaves him, _ _ in 4 _— takes off wr 
Crown, kiſſes it, ana pours poyſon i the Kings ears, 4 

Exits. We Queen returns , finds the King dead, and 
makes paſſionate Aftion. The poyſoner, with ſome two or 
three «Mutes come in a7ain, ſeeming to lament with her. 
The dead Body 1s carried away : The Poyſoner wooes the 
Queen with Gifts, ſhe ſeems loth and unwilling a while, but 
in the end accepts his love. [ Exeunt, 


Ophe, What means this, my Lord ? Woo 
Ham.Marry this is Miching Malcho,that means miſchief. 
' Oph. Belike this ſhewimportsthe Argument ofthe Play ? 
Ham. We ſhall know by theſe fellows: the Players can- 
not keep counſel, they'll tell all, 
Ophe, Will they tell us what this ſhew meant ? 
Ham. 1, or any ſhew thatyou'll ſhew him. Be not you 
aſhham'd to ſhew,he'Ill not ſhame to tell you what it means, 
Opbe, You are naught, you are naught, Ile make the 
ay. | 
_ Enter Prologue. 
For us , and for our Tregeay, 
Here ſtooping to your Clemency , 
We beg your bearing patiently. 


Ham, 1s this a Prologue, or the Poſie of a Ring ? 
| Ophe. 'Tis brief, my Lord. 
Ham. As Womans love. 


Enter King, and Queen. 


King. Full thirty times hath Phebws Cart gon round, + 
Neptunes ſalt Waſh, and Te{us Orbed ground : 

And thirty dozen Moons with borrowed ſheen, 

About the world have time, twelve thirties been, 

Since Love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 

Unite co-mutual,in moſt ſacred Bands 

Queen. So many Journeys may the Sun and Moon 


Make us again count o're, ere love be done. 

But woe is me, you are ſo lick of late, 

So far from cheet, and from your former ſtate, 

That [ diſtruſt you : yet though 1 diſtruſt, 

Diſcomfort you (my Lord) it nothing muſt : 

For womens Fear and Love, - holds quancity, 

[n neither ought, or in extremity : | 

Now what my love is, proof hath made you know, 

And as my love is fixt, my fear is ſo, 

King. Faith I mult teave thee, Love,and ſhortly too : 
My operant Powers my functions leave todo, 

And thou ſhalt live in this fair world behind, 

Honour'd, belov'd, and haply, one as kind; 

For Husband ſhalt thoyu——. 

Queen, Oh counfound the reſt : 

Such Love mult needs be Treaſon iti my breſt ; 

[n ſecond Husband let me be accurſt, 

None wed the ſecond, but who killd the firſt, 

Ham. Wormwood, Wormwood, 

Leen. The inſtances that ſecond Marriage move, 
Are bale reſpects of Thrifr, but'none of Love. 

A ſecond time, I kill my Husband dead, 

When ſecond Husband kiſſes me in Bed, 

King. | do believe you. Think what now you ſpeak; 
But what we do'determine,oft we break : | 
Purpoſe is but the ſlave to Memory, 

Of violent Birth, but poor validity : 

Which now like fruit unripe ſticks on the Tree, 

But fall unſhaken, when they mellow be. 

Moſt neceſſary *tis that we forget 

To pay our ſelves, what to our ſelves is debt : 

What to our ſelves in paſſion we propoſe, 

The paſſion ending, doth the purpoſe loſe, 

The violence of other Grief or Joy, 

Their own enactors with themſelves deſtroy : 

Where Joy molt revels, Grief doth moſt lament ; 

Grief joys, Joy grieves on ſlender accident. 

This world is not for aye, nor *tis not ſtrange 

That even our Loves ſhould with our Fortunes change, 

For "cis a queſtion left us yet to prove, 

Whether Love lead Fortune, or elſe Fortune Love. 

The great man down, you mark his favourite flyes, 

The poor advanc'd makes friends of Enemies : 

And hitherto doth Love on Fortune tend, 

For who not needs, ſhall never lack a friend ? 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Diredtly ſeaſons him his Enemy. 

Burt orderly to end where I begun, 

Our Wills and Fates do ſo contrary run, 

Thar our Devices ſtill are overthrown, 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own. 

So think thou wilt no ſecond husband wed, 

But dye thy thoughts, when thy firſt Lord is dead. 
Queen, Nor Earth to give me food, nor heaven light, 

Sport and repoſe lock from me day and night : 

Each oppoſite that blanks the face of joy, 

Meet what I would have well, and it deltroy : 

Both here, and hence, purſue me laſting ſtrife, 

If once a Widow, everl be Wife. 

Ham. If ſhe ſhould break it now. ; 

King. "Tis deeply ſworn : 

Sweet, leave me here a while, 

My Spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 

The tedious day with fkep. 

Queen, Sleep rock thy brain, 

And never come miſchance between vs twain. 
Ham. Madam, how. like you the Play ? 
Laeen, The Lady proteſts roo much methinks. 
Ham, Oh bur ſhe'll keep' her word. 

King. Have you heard the Argument, is there no Of: | 
fence 1n't? .. pup | 
Ham. No, no, they do but jeſt, poyfon in jeſt; noOf- 
fence ith* world. , | 
King, What do you call the Play ? 


[Exu. 
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' The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


Ham. The Mouſe trap: Marry how? Tropically : 
This Play is the image of a murder done in Yrenna : 
Gonzaro is the Dukes name, his Wife Baptiſta : you 
ſhall fee anon: *tis a knaviſh piece of work ; but what 
0? that? Your Majeſty, and we that have free ſouls, it 
couches us not : let the galld jade winch : our withers 
are unwrung, - ? 

Enter Lucianus, 


This is one Lucian, nephew to the King. 
Ophe. You are a good Chorus, my Lord. 
Ham. | could interpret between you and your love: 
if I could ſee the Puppets dallying. 
Ophe. You are keen, my Lord, you are keen. 
Ham, It would colt you a groaning , to take off my 


edge. 

Ophe. Still better and worſe, 

Ham. So you miſtake Husbands. ; 
Begin Murther.* Pox, leave thy damnable Faces,and begin. 
Come, the croaking Raven doth bellow for Revenge. 

Lucian. Thoughts black ,bands apt, 

Drugs fit, and Time agreeing : 
Confederate ſeaſon, elſe nq Creature ſeeing : 
Thou mixture rank, of Midnight-Weeds collected, 
With Hecates Bane,thrice blaſted, thrice infected, 
The natural Magick, and dire property, 
On wholſome life, uſurp immediately. 
[ Pour: the poyſon in his ears. 

Hm. He poyſons him ith* Garden for's eſtate : His 
names Gonzago : the Story is extant, and writ in choice 
Italian. You ſhall ſee anon how the Murtherer gets the 
love of Gonzago's Wife, 

Ophe. The King riſes. 

Ham, What, frighted with falſe fire. 

Queen. How fares my Lord ? 

Pol, Give o're the Play, 

King. Give me ſome Light. Away, 

All, Lights, Lights, Lights. [ Exeunt. 
WYanent Hamlet and Horatio, 


Haim, Why let the ſtrucken Deer go weep, 
The Hart ungalled play : 
For ſome mult watch, while ſome mult ſleep? 
 Soruns the world away. 

Would not this, Sir, and a Foreſt of Fathers, if the reſt 
of my fortunes turn Turk with me; with two. Provinical 
Roſes on my rac'd Shooes, get me a Fellowſhip in a cry of 
Hor, Half a ſhare, 

Ham. A whole one 1.- 
For thou doſt know : Oh Damon dear, 
\ This Realm diſmantled was of Fove himſelf, 
"And now reigns here, 
A very very Pajock, 

Hora, You might have Rim'd, 

Ham, Oh good Horatze, Ile take the Ghoſts word for a 
thouſand pounds. Didſt perceive? 
Hora, Very well, my Lord, 
Ham. Upon the talk of the poyſoning ? 
Hora. 1did very well note him, 


Enter Roſincros and Guildenſtare. 


Ham. Oh,ba ! come ſome Muſick. Come the Recorders, 
| For if the King like not the Comedy : 
Why then belike he likes it not perdy. 
Come, ſome Muſick. 

Guild. Good my Lord, vouchſafe me a word with you, 

Ham. Sir, a whole Hiſtory. 

. Guild, The Kiog, Sir. 

Ham, I, Sir, what of him. 

Gmild, Is in his retirement, marvellous diſtemper'd. 

Ham, With drink, Sir? 

Guild, No, my Lord, rather with choler. 


| 


GE Es 


Ham, Your wiſdom ſhould ſhew it ſelf more rich 
to ſignifie this to this DoCtor ;, for me to put him to his 
Purgation, would perhaps plunge him into far more 
Cho = 

Guild, Good my Lord , put your diſcourſe in 
frame, and ſtart not ſo wildly Gom my affair, hes x 

Ham. | am tame, Sir, pronounce. 

Guild. The Queen your Mother, in moſt great afidtion 
of Spirit, hath ſent me to you. 

Ham, You are welcom. 

Gwld. Nay, good my Lord, this courteſie is not of the 
right breed. If it ſhall pleaſe you to make me a wholſom 
anſwer, I] will do your Mothers commandment : if 
not, your pardon, and my return ſhall be the end of my 
buſineſs. Ham. Sir, I cannot, 

Guild, What my Lord ? 

Ham, Make you a wholſom anſwer : my wit's diſeas'd. 
But Sir, ſuch anſwers as I can make, you ſhall command : 
or rather you ſay, my mother : therefore no more but to 
the matter. My mother you ſay. 

Roſin, Then thus ſhe ſays: your bebaviour hath ſtruck 
her into amazement, and admiration. 

Ham. Oh wonderful Son, that can ſo aſtoniſh a Mother. 
But is there no ſequel at the heels of this Mother-admi. 
ration ? 

Roſin. She deſires to ſpeak with you in her Cloſet ere you 
g0 to bed. 

Ham. We ſhall obey, were ſhe ten times our Mother, 
Have you any further Trade with vs ? 

Roſin. My Lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. $01 do ſtill, by theſe pickers and ſtealers. 

Roſm. Good my Lord, what is your cauſe of diſtemper ? 
You do freely bar the door of your own liberty, if you 
deny your griefs to your friend. 

Ham, Sir, 1 lack advancement. ' 

Roſin. How can that be, when you have the voice of the 
King himſelf, for your ſucceſſion in Denmark? 


Ham. 1, but while the graſs grows, the Proverb is 


ſomething muſty. 
Enter one with a Recorder. 


O the Recorder. Let me ſee to withdraw with you, why 
do you go about to recover the wind of me, as if you would 
drive me intoa toil ? 

Guild, O my Lord, if my Duty be too bold, my love is 
too unmannerly. 

Ham. 1 do not well underſtand that. Will you play up- 
on this Pipe ? 

Guild. My Lord, I cannot. 

Ham. 1 pray you. 

Guild, Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham. 1 do beſeech you. 

Guild. I know no touch of it, my Lord. 

Ham. 'Tis as eaſie as lying : govern theſe Ventiges with 
your finger and thumb, give it breath with your mouth, 
and it will diſcourſe moſt excellent Muſick. 

Look you, theſe are the ſtops. 

Guild, But theſe cannot 1 command to any utterance of 
harmony, I have not the skill, 

Ham. Why look you now, how unworthy a thing you 
make of me : you would play upon me : you would ſeem 
to know my ſtops : you would pluck out the heart of my 
Myſtery : you would ſound me from my loweſt note, to the 
top of my compaſs : and there is much Muſick, excellent 
Voice, in this little Organ, yet cannot you make it. Why 
doyou think, that I ameafier to be plaid on than a Pipe ? 
Call me what Inſtrument you will,though you can fret me, 
you cannot play upon me. God bleſs you, Sir. 


Enter Polonius, 
Polon. My Lord, the Queen would ſpeak with you, and 


reſently. 
P J Ham. 
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The Tragedy of Hainlet, 


Ham. Do you ſee that Cloud, thats almolt ia (hape like. 
a Camel? | 
Polon. By th* Maſs, and it's like a Camel indeed, 
Ham. Methinks it is like a Weazel, 
Polox. It is back'd like a Weazel. 
Ham, Or like a Whale? 
Polon. Very like a Whale. . 
Ham. Then will I come to my Mother by and by : 
They fool me to the top of my bear, 
| will come by and by. 
Polon. 1 will ſay fo. [ Exit, 
Ham. By and by is eaſily ſaid, Leave me, friends : 
'Tis now.the very witching time of night, 
When Charch-yards yawn, and Hell it ſelf breathes out 
Contagion to this world. Now could I drink hot blood, 
And do ſuch bitter buſineſs as the day 
Would quake to look on. Soft now, to my Mether : 
Oh heart, looſe not thy nature ; let not ever 
The Soul of Nero enter this firm boſom : 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural, 
I will ſpeak Daggers to her, but uſe none : 
My tongue and Soul in.this be Hypocrites. 
How in my words ſomever ſhe be ſhent, 
To give them ſeals, never my Soul conſent. 


Enter King, Roſincros, and Guildenſtlare, 


King. | like him not, nor ſtands it ſafe with us, 

To let his madneſs range. Therefore prepare you, 
| your Commiſſion will forthwith diſpatch, 
And he to England ſhall along with you, 
The terms of our eſtate may not endure 
Hazard ſo dangerous as doth hourly grow 
Out of his Lunacies. 

Guild. We will our ſelves provide : 
Moſt holy and Religious fear it is 
To keep thoſe many bodies fafe 
That live and feed upon your Majeſty. 

Roſim. The lingle 
And peculiar life is bound - 

With all the ſtrength and Armour of the mind, 
To keep it ſelf from noyance: but much more z 
That Spirit, upon whoſe Spirit depends and reſts 
The lives of many, the ceaſe of Majeſty 

Dies not alone - but like a Gulf doth draw 
What's near it, with it, It is a maſlie wheel 

Fixt on the Somnet of the higheſt Mount, _ 
To whoſe huge Spoaks, ten thouſand lefler things 
Are mortiz'd and adjoin'd : which when it falls, 
Each ſmall annexmenr, petty conſequence 
Attends the boyſtrous Ruine, Never alaye 

Did the King ſigh, but with a general groan. 

King. Arme you, I pray you to this ſpeedy Voyage ; 
For we will Fetters put upon this fear, 

Which now goes too free-footed. 
Both. We will halt us, [Exeunt Gent, 


Enter Polonius. 


Pol. My Lord, he's going to his mothers Cloſet : 
Behind the Arras le convey my ſelf : 
To hear the Proceſs. I'le warrant ſhe'll tax him home, 
And as you ſaid, and wiſely was it ſaid, 

'Tis meet that ſome more audience than a Mother, 

Since Nature con partial, ſhould o're-hear 

The ſpeech of vantage. Fare you well my Liege, 

Ple call upon you e're you go to bed, : 

And tell you what I know, [. Ex, 
King. Thanks, dear my Lord. 

Oh my offence is rank, it ſmells to heaven, 

It hath the primal eldeſt curſe upon 'r. 

A Brothers mucther. Pray can I not, 

Though inclination be as ſharp as will : 


| And likea man to double buſineſs bound, 

[ ſtand in pawſe where | ſhall firſt begin, 

And both neglect; whatif this curſed hand 

Were thicker than it ſelf with Brothers blood, 
Is there not Rain enough in the ſweet heavens 
To waſh it white as Snow ? whereto ſerves mercy, 
But to contront the viſage of Offence ? 
And whats in Prayer, but this two-fold force, 
To be fore-ſtalled ere we come to fall, 
Or pardon'd being down ? Then !le look up, 
My fault is paſt. But oh, what form of Prayer 
Can ſerFe my turn ? Forgive me my foul Mother : 
Thar cannot be, ſince I am ſtill poſſeſt 
| Of thoſe effects for which I did the Murther, 
My Crown, mine own Ambition, and my Queen, 
May one be pardon'd, and retain th*offence ? 
[n the corrupted currants of this world, — 
Offences gilded hand may ſhove by Juſtice, © 
And oft *tis ſeen, the wicked prize it ſelf 
Buys out the Law ; but *cis not ſo above, 
There is no ſhuffling, there the Aion lies 
[a his true Nature, and we our ſelves compell'd 
Even to the teeth and fore-head of our faults, 
To give in evidence. What then 3 what reſts ? 
Try what Repentance can. What can it not ? © 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 
Oh wretched ſtate? oh boſom, black as death ! 
Oh limed Soul, that ſtrugling to be free, 
Art more ingag'd : Help Angels, make aſſay : 
Bow ſtubborn kees, and heart with ſtrings of Steel, 
Be ſoft as ſinews of the new. born Babe, 
All may be well, 


Enter Hamlet, 


And now PFle do't, and ſo he goesto heaven, 
And ſo am I revenged: that would be ſcann'd, 
A Villain kills my Father, and for that 
- bis foul Son, \ th _ ſame Villain ſend 
o heaven. O this is hire and , not Revenge. 
He took my Father groſſely, fall of rent, 
With all his Crimes cy { hr freſh as May, - 
And how his Audit ſtands, who knows, ſave heayen 
But in our circumſtance and conrſe of thought, 
'Tis heavy with him: and am I thenreveng'd, 
To take bim in the purging of his Soul, 
When he is fit and ſeaſon?d for his pallage 2 No. 
Up Sword, and know thou a more horrid beat 
When he is drunk aſleep : oc in his Rage, 
Or in tVinceſtnous pleaſure of his bed, 
At gaming, ſwearing, or about ſome act 
That has norelliſh of Salvation in *t, 
Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven, 
And that his Soul may be as damn'd and black 
As hell, whereto it goes. My Mother ſtays, 
This Phyſick but prologgs thy ſickly dayes. 


Words without thoughts never to heaven go, 
- Enter Queen and Polonius, 


Polo. He will come ſtraight : 
Look you lay home to him, 


Much heat and him, Vle filence me e*ne here: 
Pray you be round with him, 
Ham, within, Mother, mother, mother, 
ueen, le warrant you, fear me nof. 
Withdraw, I hear him coming. 


My ſtronger guile defeats my ſtrong intent, 


Ggg 2 


Ham. Now might I doit pat ; now he is praying, 


King. My words fly up, my thoughts remain below 


Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear with, 
And tbat your Grace hath ſcreer'd, and ſtood between 


[Exir. 
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| The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


Enter Hamlet. 


Ham, Now, Mother, what's the matter ? 
Que. Hamlet, thon haſt thy Father much offended. 
Ham, Mother, you have my Father much offended. 
Que. Come, come, you anſwer with an idle tongue. 
Ham, Come, go, you quzition with aa idle tongue. 
' Owe. Why how now, Hamlet ? 
Ham, What's the matter now ? 
 B8-e. Have you forgot me ? 
Ham. No, by the Rood, not fo : 
You are the Queen, your Husbands Brothers Wife, 
But would you were not ſo. You are my Mother, 
Que. Nay, then ['l] ſer thoſe to you that can ſpeak. 
Ham. Come, come; and fit you down,. you ſhall not 
budge : 
You go not till F ſet up a Glaſs. 
Where you may ſee the inmoſlt part of you ? 
Que. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murther me ? 
Help, help, ho. 
Pol. What ho, help, help, help. 
Ham. How now, a Rat? dead for a Ducate, dead. 
Pol. Oh I am lain. [Kills Polonius. 
Que. Oh me, what haſt thou done ? 
Ham. Nay 1 know not, is it the King ? 
Que, Oh what a raſh and bloody deed 1s this ? 
Ham. A bloody deed, almoſt as bad, good Mother, 
As kill a King, and marry with'his Brother. 
Que. As kilPda King ? 
Ham. I, Lady, 'twas my word. ; 
Thou wretched, raſh, intruding Fool, farewel, 
I took thee for thy Betters, take thy fortune, 
hou find*lt ro be too buſie,” is ſome danger. 
Leave wringing of your hands, peace, {:t you down, 
And let me wring your heart, for fo I'ſhalt 
If it be made of penetrable ſtuff; * - © w 
If damned Cuſtom have not braz'd it ſo, -* - ** 
That it is proof and bulwark againft Senſe, 
Qs, What have Fdone;that choh dar*ſt'wag thy tongue, 
[n noiſe fo rude againlt me? ' ; 
O46 +. Fouieca? hams: Abo 
That blurs the grace and-bluſh of Modeſty, 
Calls'Virtne Hypocrite, takes off rhe Roſe: 
From the fair Fore-hexd of ani innocefit Jove, 
And makes a blifter'there. Makes marriage vows 
As falſe as Dicers Oaths: Ofucta Deed,” 
As from the body of*contrat:on placks 
The very Soul, and ſweet Religion 'makes 
A thapſody of words. * Heavens face doth glow, 
Yea this ſolidity and compound maſs, 


1 With triſtful viſage as againſt the/doom, 


Is thought-lick at the-act.. _YW 
Que. Aye me, what act; that ryars ſo lond, and thun- 
ders in the Index.”* © © © kts rake 
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| The hey day in the blood is tame, it's humble, 


 Hizn, Look here upon this Pifture; and on this, 
Thexounterteir preſentment of two Brothers : 
See what #' grate ſeated oh his Brow,  * 
Hypetions Curls, the front of Fove himſelf, 

An Eye like Mars, to threaten or command 


A Station like the Herald Mercury; : 


| Now lighted on a Heaven kiſſing Hill : 


A Combination, and a form- indeed,” * 

Where every. god did ſcem to ſet hisSeal, — 

Towgive the World afſifance of # man. 

This was your Husband. Look yop now what follows. 


| Here is your Husband, tike'a Mfldew'd Deer 
| Blaſting his wholſome breath. Have you Eyes? 
:| Could you on this fair Mountain leave to feed, 


And batten on this Moore ?* Ha? have you Eyes ? 
You cannot call it Love : For at your Age; 


And waits upon the judgment : and what judgment. 


'| Would ſtep from this to this? What Devil was't, 
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| And with the Corporal air do hold diſcourſe, 


| Your bedded hair, like life in Excrements, 


'| And makes as healthful Muſick. It is not madneſs 
| That I have uttered ; bring me to the Teſt 


— — 


That thus hath'cozen'd you at Hoodman. blind ? 
O Shame ! where is thy bluſh ? Rebellious Hel! 
[f thou canſt mutine in a Matrons bones, , 
To flaming youth, let Virtue be as Wax. 
And melt in her own fire. Proclaim no ſhame, 
When the compullive Ardure gives the charge 
Since Froſt it ſeſf, as aftively doth burn, ; 
As Reaſon panders Will, 

Que. O Hamlet, ſpeak no more. 
Thou turnſt mine Eyes into my very Soul, 
And there I ſee ſuch black and grained ſpots, 
As will not leave their TinCt. 

Ham. Nay, but to live 
[In the rank ſweat of an enſeamed Bed, 
Stew'd in Corruption ; honying and making love 
Over the naſty Sty. 

Que. Oh ſpeak to me, no more, 
Thele words like Daggers enter in mine Ears, 
No more, {weet Hamler. 

Ham. A Murderer, and a Villain : 
A Slave, that is not twentieth part, the tythe 
Of your precedent Lord, A vice of Kings, 
A Cutpurſe of the Empire and the Rule. 
That from a ſhelf, the precious Diadem ſtole, 
And put it in his Pocket. 

Que, No more. 


Enter Ghollt. 


Ham, A King of ſhreds and patches, 
Save me : and hover o're me with your Wings 
You Heavenly Guards. What would you gracious figure? 
Que. Alaſs he's mad. 
Ham, Do you not come your tardy Son to chide, 
That laps'd in Time and Paſſion, let's go by 
Th important acting of your dread command ? Oh ſay, 
Ghoſt. Do not forget : this Viſitation 
[s but to whet thy almoſt blunted purpoſe. 
But look Amazement on thy Mother fits 
O ſtep berween her, and her fighting Soul, 
Conceit in-weakeſt bodies, ſtrongeſt works. 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 
Ham, How is it with you, Lady? 
Que. Alas, how is't with you ? 
That thus you bend your Eye on vacancy, 


Forth at your Eyes, your ſpirits wildly peep, 
And as the ſleeping Souldiers in th* Alarm, 


Start up, and ſtand an end. O gentle Son, 
Upon the heat and flame of thy diſtemper 
Sprinkle cool patience, Whereon do you look ? 

Ham, On him, on him, look you how pale he glares, 
His form and cauſe conjoin'd, preaching to ſtones, 
Would make them capable, Do not look upon me, 

Leſt with this pitious aCtion you convert 
My ſtern effefts : then what have 1 to do, 
Will want true colour ; tears perchance for blood. 

Que, To whom do you ſpeak this ? 

Ham, Do you ſee nothing there ? 

Q«e. Nothing atall, yet all that is I ſee. 

Ham. Nor did you ngthing hear ? 

£2 xe. No, nothing but our ſelves. 

Ham. Why look you there : look how it ſteals away'; 
My Father in his habit, as he lived. 

Look where he goes even now out at the Portal. 

Wo This is the very Coinage of your brain, 
This bodileſs Creation ecſtaſie is very cunning iD. 

Ham. Ecſtaſie ? 

My Pulſe, as yours, doth temperately keep time, 


[ Ext. 


And I the matter will re-word : which madneſs 


Would gamboll from, Mother, for love of Grace, 
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Lay not a flattering Unction to, your Soul, 

That not your treſpaſs, but my madneſs ſpeaks : 

[t will but skin and film the Ulcerous place, 

Whilſt rank Corruption running all within, 

[nfets unſeen. Confeſs your ſelf to Heaven, 

Repent whats palt, avoid-what is to come, 

And do not ſpread the Compoſt or the Weeds, 

To make them rank, Forgive me this my Virtue, 

For in the fatneſs of theſe purſy times, 

Virtue it ſelf, of Vice muſt pardon beg, 

Yea curb, and wooe, for leave to do him good, 
Que. Oh, Hamlet, 

Thou haſt cleft my heart in twain. 

Ham. O throw away the worſer part of it, 

And live the purer with the other half. 

Good night, but go not to mine Unkle's Bed, 

Aſſume a Virtue, if you haye it not, refrain to night, 

And that ſhall lend a kind of eaſineſs 

To the next abſtinence, Once more good night, 

And when you are deſirous to be bleſt, 

[ll bleſſing beg of yoy. For this ſame Lord, 

| do repent : but Heaven hath pleas'd it ſo. 

To puniſh me with this, and this with me, 

That I mult be their Scourge and Miniſter, 

| will beſtow him, and will anſwer well 

The death I gave him: ſo again, good night, 

| muſt be cruel, only to be kind; 

Thus bad begins, and worſe remains behind. 

Que, What ſhallI do? 

Ham, Not this by no means that I bid you do: 

Let the blunt King tempt you again to Bed , 

Pinch Wanton on your cheek, call you his Mouſe, 

And let him for a pair of reechy kiſles, 

Or padling in your neck with his damn'd fingers, 

Make you to ravel all this matter out, 

That I eſſentially am not in madneſs, 

But mad in crafr, *Twere good you let him know, 

| For who thats but a Queen, fair, ſober, wiſe, 

Would from a Paddock, from a Bat, a Gibbe, 

Such dear concernings hide ? Who would do ſo? 

No, in deſpight of Senſe and Secrecy, 

Unpeg the Basket on the Houſes top: 

Let the Birds fly, and like. the famous Ape, 

To try Concluſions, in the Basket creep, 

And break your own neck down. 

ve. Be thou aſſur*d, if words be made of breath, 

And breath of life : 1 have no life to breathe 

What thou haſt ſaid to me. 

Ham, | muſt to £nyland, you know that ? 

Que. Alack, I had forgot: *Tis ſo concluded on. 

Ham. This man ſhall ſer me packing : 

[ll lug the Guts into the Neighbour room ; 

Mother, good night. Indeed this Counſellor 

Is now molt ſtill, moſt ſecret, and moſt grave, 

Who was in lifea Fooliſh prating Knave. 

Come, Sir, to @aw toward anend with you. 

Good night, Mother. F 

[Exit Hamlet rrgging in Polomus. 


Enter King. 


King. There's matters in theſe ſighs. 

Theſe profound heaves 

You muſt tranſlate : *cis fit we underſtand them. 

Where is your Son ? ; 
Que. Ah, my good Lord, what have | ſeen to night ? 
King. What, Gertrude ? How does Hamlet ? 

Que. Mad as the Seas, and Wind, when both contend 
Which is the Mightier, in his lawleſs fit 

Behind the Arras, hearing ſomething ſtir, 

He whips his Rapier out, and cries a Rat, a Rat, 

And in his brainiſh apprehenſion kills 

The unſeen good old man. 

King. Oh heavy deed. 


1 Go ſeek him out, ſpeak fair, and bring the body 


[t had been ſo with ushad we been there : 

His Liberty is full of threats to all, 

To you your ſelf, to us, to every one. 

Alas, how ſhall this bloody deed be anſwered ? 

[t will be laid tous, whoſe providence 

Should have kept ſhort, reſtrain'd, and out of haunt, | 

This mad young man. But ſo much was our love, 

We would not underſtand what was moſt fit, 

But lice the Owner of a foul Diſcaſe, 

To keep it from divulging, lets it feed | 

Even on the pith of lite. Where is he gone ? 
Q*e, To draw apart the body he hath kill'd, 

O'rce whom his very madneſs like ſome Ore 

Among a Min-ral of Mettals baſe 

Shews 1t ſelf pure. He weeps for what is done. 
King. Oh Gertrude, come away : 

Tae Sun n9 ſooner ſhall the Mountains touch, 

But we will ſhip him hence, and this vile deed, 

\e muſt with «ll our Majeſty and Skiil 

both countenance, and excule. 


Enter Roſiacros, and Guildenſtare. 


Ho Gmldenſtare : 

Friends both, go join you with ſome further aid : 
Hamlet 19 madneſs hath Polonius (lain, 

And from his Mothers Cloſet hath he dragg'd him. 


[into the Chappel. 1 pray you haſte in this. [Exit. Gent. 
Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wiſeſt Friends, 
To let them know both what we mean todo, 
And what's untimely done. Oh come away, 
My Soul is full ot diſcord and diſmay. [ Exeunt, 
Enter Hamlet. 


Ham. Safely ſtowed. 

Gentlemen within. Hamlet, Lord Hamlets 

Ham, What noiſe ? who calls on Hamlet ? 
Oh here they come, 


Enter Roſincros, and Guildenſtare. 


Roſ. What have you done, myLord, with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with duſt, whereto 'tis kin. 

Roſin. Tell us where *tis, that we may take it thence, 
And bear it to the Chappel. 

Ham. Do not believe it, 

Roſin. Believe what ? 

Ham. That I can keep your Counſel, and not mine | 
own. Beſides, to be demanded of a Spunge, what repli- 
cation ſhould be made by the Son of a King. 

Roſin. Take you me for a Spunge, my Lord ? 

Ham, 1, Sir, that ſokes up the Kings Countenance, his 
Rewards, his Authorities (but ſuch Officers do the King 
beſt ſervice in the end.) He keeps them like an Ape in the 
corner of his Jaw, firſt mouth'd to be laſt ſwallowed, 
when he needs what you have glean'd, it-is but ſqueezing 
you, and Spunge you ſhall be dry again. 

Roſin. 1 underſtand you not, my Lord, _ | 

Ham, | am glad of it: a Knaviſh ſpeech ſleeps ini a 
Fooliſh Ear, 

Roſin. My Lord, you muſt tell us where the body 1s, 
and go with us to the King. bo. 

Ham. The Body is with the King, but the King is not 
with the Body. The King, is a thing — 

Guild, A thing, my Lord? N FF 

Ham, Of nothing? bring me to him, hide Fox, and 
all after. LExeunt. 
: 


Enter King. 
King; I have ſent to ſeek him, and to find the Body J 


7 Was 


How dangerous is it that this man goes looſe : £ | 
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Yet muſt not we put the ſtrong Law on him: 

' He's lov'd of the diſtrafted multitude, 

| Who like not in their judgment, but their Eyes : 

' And where *tis ſo, th' Offenders ſcourge is weigh'd 

' But nearer the offence: to bear all ſmooth, and even, 

' This ſudden ſending him away, mult ſeem 
D:liberate pawſe, diſeaſes deſperate grown, 
By deſperate appliance ate relieved, 

' Or not at all. 

Enter Roſincros, 


How now ? what hath befaln ? 
Roſin, Where the dead body is beſtow'd, my Lord, 
We cannot get from him. 
| King. But where is he? 
| Roſon. Without, my Lord, guarded to know your plea- 
ſure. 
King. Bring bim before us. 
Roſin, Ho, Guildenſtare? bring in my Lord. 


- Enter Hamlet, and Guildenſtare. 


King. Now, Hamlet, where's Polonins ? 
\ Ham, At Supper. 
King. At Supper ? Where ? | 
Ham, Not where he eats, but where he is eaten, a Cer- 
tain Convocation of Worms are e'ne at him. Your Worm 
is your only Emperour for diet, We fat all Creatures elſe 
to fat us, and we fat out ſelves for Maggots. Your fat 
King and your lean Beggar is but variable ſervice, two 
Diſhes, but to one Table, that's the end. 
King, What doſt thou mean by this? _ 
Ham. Nothing but to ſhew you how a King may go a 
; Progreſs through the gut of a Beggar. 
| King. Where is Polonins ? 
| Ham, In Heaven, ſend thither to ſee, If your Neſſen- 
ger find him not there , ſeek him i” th? other place your 
ſelf : but indeed, if you find him not this month , you 
ſhall noſe him as you go up the ſtairs into the Lobbey. 
King, Go (eek him there, 
Ham. He will ſtay *till ye come. 
Ki. Ham'et, this deed of thine, for thine eſpecial ſafety 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou haſt done, muſt ſend thee hence 
With fiery quickneſs: therefore prepare thy ſelf, 
The Bark is ready, and the wind at help, 
Th* Aſſociates tend, and every thing at bent 
For England. 
Ham. For England ? 
King. I, Hamlet. 
' Ham, Good. 
King. So is it, if thou knew'ſt our purpoſes. | 
Ham. 1 ſee a Cherub that ſees him : but come, for 
England. Farewel, dear Mother. | 
King. Thy loving Father, Hamlet. | 
Hamlet. My Mother : Father and Mother is Man and 
Wife : Man and Wife is one fleſh, and ſo my Mother. 
Come, for England. Ext. 
King. Follow him at foot, 
Tempt him with ſpeed aboard : 
Delay it not, Ill have him hence to night, 
Away,. for every thing is ſeal'd and done 
That elſe leans on th* Aﬀair, pray you make haſte, 
And England, if my love thou hold'ſt at ovght, 
As my great power thereof may give thee ſenſe, 
Since yet thy Cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Daniſh Sword, and ny free awe 
Payes homape tous ; thou may'ſt not coldly fet 
Our Sovereign Proceſs, which imports at full 
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By Letters conjuring to that effect 

The preſent Death of Famlet. Do it in England, 

For like the HeCtick in my bloud he rages, 

And thou muſt cure me : *cill I know 'tis done, 
How-e're my haps, my joyes were ne're begun, [ Ex. 


Enter Fortinbras with an Army, 


For, Go, Captain, from me to the Danriſh King 
Tell him that by his Licence , Fortinbras ; 
Claims the conveyance of a promis'd March 
Over his Kingdom. You know the Rendeyou: : 
If that his Majeſty would ought with us, 

We ſhall expreſs our duty in his Eye, 
And let him know fo. 

Cap. I will do't, my Lord. 

For. Go ſafely on. [Exit 
Enter Queen and Horatio, 


Qs. I will not ſpeak with her, 

Hor. She is importunate , indeed diſtrat, her mood 
will needs be pitied. 

Qs. What would ſhe have? 

Hor. She ſpeaks much of her Father ; fayes ſhe hears 
There's tricks i th? World,and hems,and beats her heart 
Spurns enviouſly at Straws, ſpeaks things in doubt, F 
That carry but half ſenſe : Her ſpeech is nothing, 

Yet the unſtaped uſe of it doth move 
The hearers to ColleCtion; they aim at it, 
And both the words up fit to their own thoughts, 
Which at her winks, and nods, and geſtures yield them, 
Indeed would make one think there would be thoughts 
Though notking ſure, yet much unhappily. 
Qs. *Twere good ſhe were ſpoken with, 
For the may ſtrow dangerous conjeCtures 
In ill breeding minds. Let her come in 
To my ſick Soul (as fin's trne nature is) 
Each toy ſeems Prologue to ſome great amiſs, 
So full of Artleſs jealouſie is guilt, 
It ſpills it ſelf in fearing to be ſpilt, 


Enter Ophelia diſtra&ed. 


Oph, Where is the beauteous Majeſty of Denmark? 
2s. How now, Ophelia. 
Oph. How ſhould Tyour true love know from another one ? 
By his cockle hat and ſtaff, and his ſandal ſhoon. 
2s. Alas, ſweet Lady : what imports this Song ? 
Oph. Say you? Nay, pray you mark, 
He ts dead and gone, Lady, be is dead and gone, 
At his head a graſs-green Turf, at bis heels a ſtone. 


Enter King. 


Q«. Nay, but Ophelia. 

Oph. Pray you mark. 

White his Shrowd as the e Mountain Snow, 

2. Alas, look here, my Lord. 

Oph. Larded with ſweet flowers : ©s 

Which bewept to the gr ave did not g 
With True-love flowers. 

King. How do ye, pretty Lady ? 

Oph. Well, God did you. They ſay the Owle was a 
Baker's Daughter. Lord, we know what we are, but know 
not what we may be. God be at your Table. 

King. Conceit upon her Father, 

Oph. Pray you let us have no words of this: but when 
they ask yon what it means, ſay you this : 

To morrow is S. Valentine*s day, all in the morn betime, 
And I a Maid at your window, to be your Valentine. 

Then up he roſe,and don'd his cloths,and dupt the chamber door : 
Let in a Maid, that out a Maid never departed more. 

King, Prettv Ophelia. | k 

Oph. Indeed 1a? without an Oath, 1'll make an end 00. 

By Gs, and by S. Charity : 

Alack, an fie for ſhame. 

Young men will dot, if they come to't, 

By Cock they are to blame. 


Qupth 


| 


and ſo I thank you for your good counſel, 
Coach : Goodnight, Ladies : Goodnight, ſweet Ladies : 


O thou vile King, give me my Father. 


The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


Oueth ſhe, before you tumbled me, 

Tou promis'd me to wed: 

So would I ha done, by yonder Sun, 

And thou hadſt not come to my Bed. 

King, How long hath ſhe been thus ? 

Oph. | hope all will be well, We muſt be patient, 
but | cannot chuſe but weep, to think they ſhould 
lay him 'th* cold ground : My Brother ſhall know of it, 
Come, my 
Goodnight, goodnight, LExit. 
King. Follow her cloſe, 

Give her good watch I pray you: 

Oh this is the poiſon of deep grief, it ſprings 

All from her Father's death. Oh Gertrude, Gertrude, 
When Sorrows come, they come not ſingle ſpies, 

But in Battels. Firſt, her Father ſlain, 

Next your Son gone, and he molt violent anthor 

Of his own jult remove : the people muddied, 

Thick and unwholſome in their thoughts and whiſpers, 
for good Polonins death ; and we have done but greenly, 
in hugger mugger to interr him. Poor Ophelia 

Divided from her ſelf, and her fair judgmenr, 

Without the which we are PiCtures, or mere Beaſts, 

Laſt, and as much containing as all theſe, 

Her Brother is in ſecret come from France, 

Keeps on his wonder, keeps himſelf in clouds, 

And wants not Buzzers to infe&t his ear 

With peſtilent ſpeeches of his Fathers death, 

Where in neceſlity of matter beggar*d 

Will nothing ſtick our perſons to arraign 

[near and ear, O my dear Gererade, this, 

Like to a murdering Piece in many places, 

Gives me ſuperfluous death, [4 Noiſe within. 


Enter a Meſlenger. 


Queen. Alack, what noiſe is this? 
King, Where are my Switzers ? h 
Let them guard the door. What is the matter ? 
Meſſ. Save your ſelf, my Lord. 
The Ocean (over peering of his Liſt ) 
Fats not the Flats with more impetuous haſte 
Than young Laerres, 1n a riotous head, 
O're-bears your Officers, the rabble call him Lord, 
And as the World were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgot, Cuſtome not known, 
The Ratifiers and props of every word, 
They cry, chooſe we ? Laertes ſhall be King. 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the Clouds, 
Laertes ſhall be King, Laertes _ 
Queen. How chearfully on the falſe Trail they cry, 
Oh this is the Counter, you falſe Daniſh Doggs. 
[ Noiſe within, 
Enter Laertes. 


King. The doors are broke. 
Laer. Where is the King, Sirs? Stand you all without, 
All, No, let's come in. 

Laer, | pray you give me leave. 

All- We will, we will. 

Laer. I thank you : Keep the door. 


Queen, Calmly, good Laertes, 
Laer. That drop of blood that calms, 


Proclaims me Baſtard : | 
Crys Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot 
Even here between the chaſte unſmitched brow 
Of my true Mother. 


King. What is the cauſe, Laertes, 


That thy Rebellion looks {o Gyant-like ? 
Let him go, Gertrude : Do not fear our Perſon: 
Theres ſuch Divinity doth hedge a King, 
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; Acts little of his will.. Tell me 
; Why art thdu thy 
' Speak man. | 
Laer. Where's my 
King. Dead. 
Queen, But not by him. 
King. Let him demand his fill. 
Laer. How came be dead ? I'll not be juggl'd with 
' To Hell Allegiance: ' Vows to the blackelt Devil: 
Conſcience and Grace, to the profoundeſt Pit. 
| | dare Damnation : to this point .lſtand, 
That both the'Worlds | give to negligence, 
Let come what comey :* only P11 be deveng's 
Moſt throughly for 'my! Father, 
King. Who ſhall ſtay you ? 
Laer, My Will, ngt all the World, 
And for my means, Fil husband them ſo well, 
They ſhall go far with little. | | 
King, Good Laertes : 
if = deſire to: know the certainty: 
' Of your dear Father*s-death, if writ in your revenge, 
; That Soop-ſtake you will draw both friend and foe, 
| Winner and Loſer. 
Laer. None but his Enemies. 
King, Will you know them then? 
Laer, To his good Friends thus wide | 
And like the kind kfe rendring Pelican, 
Repalt them with my blood. | 
King. Why now ? what noiſe is that? 
| Like a good Child, and a true Gentleman, 
That 1-am guiltleſs of your Father's death, 
And am moſt ſenſible in grief for it, 
[t ſhall as level ts yonr Judgment pierce, 
| As day do's to your eye. 
| tt + *.- 4 [ A Noiſe within. Let her come in. 
T; | 


g Laertes, 
S incenſt ?. Let, him go, Gertrude, 


Father ? 


1 ope my Arms, 


; fr 


Enter Ophelia, 


Laer. How now? what noiſe is that ? 
O heat dry up my brains, tears even times ſalt, 
Burn out the ſenſe and virtue of mine Eye. 
By Heaven thy madneſs ſhall be pail by weight, 
| *Till our Scale turns the Beam. 'O Roſe of May, 
Dear Maid, kind Siſter, ſweet Opheks: 
O Heavens, is'r poſſible, a young Maid's wits, 
Should be as mortal as an old Man's life ? 


| Nature is fine in Tove, and where 'tis fine, 


It ſends ſome precious inſtance of it ſelf 
After the thing it loves. 
Oph. They bore him bare-fac'd on the Beer, 

Hey noz noney, noney, hey noney : 

And on his grave rams many a tear, 

Fare you well, my Dove. : 

Laer. Had'ſt thou thy wits, and did'ſt perſwade Re- 
venge, it could not move thus: * 

Oph. You muſt ſing down a-down, and you call him 
a down-a. O how the wheels become ? It is the falſe 
Steward that ſtole his Malter's danghter. 
Laer. This nothing's more than matter. | 
Oph. There's Roſemary, that% for remembrance. | 
Pray Love remembet : and there's*Pancies , - that's for 
Thoughts. NY | 
Laer. A document in ma 
brance fitted. | 
Oph. Theres Fennel for you; -and Columbines:- there's 
Rue for you, and here's ſome for me.” 'We maycall it 
Herb-Grace a Sundays: O you muſt wear your Rue 
with a difference. There's aDafſie, I would give you ſome 
Violets, but they withered all when my Father dyed : 
They BY, he made a good, end 3 : 

For bonny ſweet Robin's all my joy. | : 
Laer. There and Afition, Paſſion, Hell it ſelf: 
She turns to fayour ; and co prettinels. 


anefs, thoughts and remem- 


That treaſon can but peep to what it would, 


Oph. 


þ 


| 
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'Oph. And will be not come again ? 

And will be not come again ? 

No, no, he ts dead, go to thy Death-bed, 

Fe never will come again. 

Hu Beard as white as Snow, 

All Elaxen was his Pole : 

He is gone, he is gone, and we caſt away mone, 

Gramercy on bis Soul. 
And of all Chriſtian Souls, I pray God. 
God b'w'ye. 
|  Laer. Do you ſee this, you gods? 

King. Laertes, | muſt; commune with your grief, 

Or you deny me right:: Go but a-part, 
Make choice of whom your wiſeſt friends. you will, 
And they ſhall hear and judge *twixt you and me z 
If by direct or by Collateral hand ; 
They find us touch'd, we will our Kingdom give, 
Our Crown, our Life, and all that we call Ours, 
To you in fatisfaftion. But if not, 
Be you content to lend your patience to us, 
And we ſhall joyntly labour with your ſoul, 
To give it due content. 

Laer, Let this be ſo : 
His means of death, his _—_ burial: 
No Trophee, Sword, nor Hatchment o'er hs bones, 
No Noble Rite, nor Formal Oſtentation, 
Cry to be heard, as *twere from Heaven to Earth, 
That I muſt call in queſtion. 

King. So you ſhall: 
And where th*offence is , let the great Axe fall. 
| pray you go with me. | | 


[Exit Ophelia. 


LExeunt, 


Enter Horatio, with,an Attendant, 

- Us 
Hora. What are they that would ſpeak with me ? 

' Ser. Sailors, Sir, they ſay they have letters for you. 
Hora, Let them come in, +- _ 3 

I do not know from what part of the world 

[ ſhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamer, " 


Enter Sailor, 


Sail. God bleſs you, Sir. . 

Hora. Let him bleſs thee too. 

Sail. He ſhall, Sir, an'c pleaſe him. There's a, Letter 
for you, Sir: It comes from th'Amballadour that was 
bqund for England, if your name be Horatio; as am let 
to know It is. 

Reads the Letter, 


theſe fellows ſome means to the King : They bave 
Letters for him. E're we were two days old at Sea, a Ti- 
rate of very Warlike appointment , gave # Chace. Find- 
ing our ſebves too ſlow of Sail, we put on 4 compelled Va- 
lour. In the Grapple, I boarded th:m: On the inſtant they 
got clear of our Ship, So''I alone became: their Priſoner, 
They have dealt with me, like Thieves of Mercy , but 
they knew what they did. I am to do a good turn for 
them, Let the King have the Letters I have ſent, and re- 
pair thou: to me with as much. haſte as thou wou!dſt flie 


dumb, yet are they much too light for the bore of the 
Matter. Theſe good fellows will bring thee where I am. 
Roſincroſs and Guildenſtare bold their courſe for England, 
Of them I bave as much to tell thee, Farewell, © 


He that thou knoweſt thine, 


F Hamlet. 
Come, I will give you way for theſe your Letters, 
And do't the ſpeedier, that you may dire me 


To him, from whom you brought them. LExit, 


Oratio, when thou ſpalt have overlook'd thu, give| 


Death. I bave words to ſpeak, in your ear , will make thee | 


Ea > 


Enter Ring and Laertes. 


King. Now mult your Conſcience my Acquitance ſcat 
And you mult put me in your heart, for friend, / 
Sith you have heard, and with a knowing car, 

That he which hath your Noble Father ſlain, 
Purſued my life. 

Laer. It well appears. But tell me, 

Why you proceeded not againſt theſe feats, 
So Crimeful and ſo Capital in Nature, 

As by your Safety, Wiſdom, all things elſe, 
You mainly were ſtirr*d up ? 

King. O for two ſpecial Reaſons, 

{ Which may to you (perhaps) ſeem mugh unſinewed, 

And yet to me they are ſtrong, The Queen, his Mother 

Lives almoſt by his looks: and for my elf, ' 

My Virtue or my Plague, be it either which, 

She's ſo conjunctive to my Life and Soul 

That as the Star moves not but in his Sphere, 

| could not but by her. The other Motive, 

Why toa publick count I might not go, 

[s the great love the general gender bear him, 

Who dipping all his faults in their affeftion, 

\ Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 

Convert his Gives to Graces, So that my Arrows 

' Tooflightly Timbred for ſo loud a wind, 

| Would have reverted to my Bow again, 

And not where I bad aim'd them. 
Laer.. And ſo have 1a Noble Father loſt, 

A Siſter driven into deſperate terms, 

Who was (if praiſes may go back again) 

Stood Challenger on mount, of all the Age 

For her perfections. But my revenge will come. 
King. Break not your ſleeps for that, 

You muſt not think | 

That we are made of ſtuff ſo flat and dull, 

That we can let our Beard be ſhook with danger, 

And think it paſtime. You ſhortly ſhall hear more, 

[ lov'd your Father, and we love your ſelf, 

And that I hope will teach you to imagine —— 


Enter Meſſenger, 


How now? What News? 

eeſ. Letters, my Lord, from Hamler. This to your 
Majelty : This to the Queen. 

King, From Hamlet ? Who brought them ? 

Meſ. Sailors, my Lord, they ſay, | ſaw them not: 
They were given me by Clandzo, he receiv'd them. 

King. Laertes, you ſhall read them : 
Leave us. [Exit Meſſenger, 

High and Mighty, you ſhall know I am ſet naked on your 
Kingdom, To Morrow ſhall I bs leave to ſee your King- 


recourt th" Occaſions of my ſudden, and more ſtrange re- 


tirn, 
Hamlet. 


What ſhould this mean? Are all the reſt come back ? 
Or is it ſome abuſe ? Or no ſuch thing ? 

Laer, Know you the hand ? 

King. Tis Hamlet's CharaQter, naked, and in a Poſt- 
ſcript here he ſays alone : Can you adviſe me ? 

Laer. Pm loſt in it, my Lord, but let him come, | 
It warms the very ſickneſs in my heart, | 
That I ſhall live and tell him to his teeth : 

Thus diddeſt thou. 

King. If it be ſo, Laertes, as how ſhould it be ſo? 
How otherwiſe ? will you be ruF'd by me. | 

Laer. If ſo, you'll not o'er-rule me to a peace. 

King. To thine own peace: If he be now return'd, 
As checking at his Voyage, and that he means ' 
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ly Eyes. When TI ſhall (firſt asking you Pardon thereunto) | 


No more to undertake it ; I will work him To 
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Toan exploit now ripe in my Dzvice, [ ha't: When in your motion you are hot and dry 
Under the which he thall not chooſe but fall: | As make your boon more vials to the ___ wich 
And for his death no wind of blame ſhall breathe, And that he calls for drink; I'll have prepar'd him 
But even his Mother ihall uncharge the pradtice, A Chalice for the nonce ;- whereon bur ſipping 
And call it — - _— wo __ hence [f he by chance eſcape your venom'd ſtuck, 
Here waSa wentieman or iVormanay, Our purpoſe may hold there ; WC 
Pye ſeen my ſelf and ferv'd naiad the French. . : , Sadars Doom. amp 
And they ran well on horſe back ; but this Gallant Enter Queen, 
Had witchcraft in't; he grew into his Scat, | | 
And to ſuch wondrous doing brought his Horſe, Qucen, One woe doth tread upon another's heel, 
As had he been encorps't and demy-Natur*d So falt they'll follow : Your Siſter's drown'd, Laerres, < 
With the brave Bealt, ſo far he paſt my thought, Laer. Drown'd! O where ? 
That I in forgery of S'apes and Tricks, Qneen. There is a Willow grows aſlant a Brook, Þ- | 
Come ſhort of what he did. That ſhews his hoar leaves in the glaſlie ſtream : 
Larr. A Norman was't ? There with fantaltick Garlands did ſhe come, 
King, A Norman. | Ot Crow-flowers, Nettles, Daiſies, and long Purples, 
Laer. Upon my life, Lamound. That liberal Shepherds gave a groſler name ; , 
King, The Very fame. Burt our cold Maids do dead men's Fingers call them : 
Laer, I know him well, he is the brooch indeed, There on the pendant boughs, her Coronet weeds 
And Gemm of all our Nation, Clambring to hang; an envious ſhver broke, . 
King. He made confeſſion of you, When down the weedy Trophies, and her ſelf, 
And gave you ſuch a maſterly report, Fell in the weeping Brook, her cloaths ſpread wide, | 
For art and exerciſe in your defence ; And Maremaid-like, a while they bear her up, 
An for your Rapier molt eſpecially, Which time ſhe chaunted ſnatqhes of old Tunes, 
That he cry*d out, *rwould be a ſight indeed, As one incapable of her own diſtreſs, 
If one could match you, Sir. This Report of his Or like a Creature Native, and deduced® 
Did Hamlet ſo envenom with his Envy, Unto that element : But long it could not be, 
That he could nothing do bur wiſh and beg, 'Till that her Garments heavy with their drink, 
Your ſudden coming over to play with him 3 { Pull'd the poor wretch from her melodious by 
Now out of this —— \ To muddy death. 
Laer, Why out of this, my Lord ? Laer, Alas then, is ſhe drown'd ? 
King. Laertes, was your Father dear to you ? my Drown'd; drown'd. 
Or are you like the painting of a Sorrow, L#er. Too much of water haſt thou, poor Ophelia, 
A face without a heart ? And therefore I forbid my tears: But yer 
Laer. Why ask you this ? [t is our trick, Nature her cuſtom holds; 
King. Not that I think you did not love your Father, | Let ſhame ſay what it will ; when theſe are gone, 
But that I know Love is ago by Time : The woman will be out: Adiev, my Lord, 
And that I ſee in paſſages of proof, Thavea peech of fire that fain would blaze, 
Time qualifies the ſpark and fire of it: But that this folly drowns it. LExi, 
Hamler, come back, what would you undertake, King. Let's follow, Gertrude : 
To ſhew your ſelf your Father's Sog in deed, How much I had to do to calm his Rage ? 
More than in words ? Now fear I this will give it ſtart aguin, 
Laer. To cut his Throat Pth? Church, ; Therefore let's follow. LExennt, 
King. No place indeed ſhould murther ſanctuarize , 4 | 
Revenge ſhould have no bounds: but, good Laerres, Enter two Clowns. "A 
Will you do this, keep cloſe within your Chamber ? © LL 
Hamlet return'd, ſhall know you are come home : Clown. Is ſhe to be buried in Chriſtian burial, that wil be. 
We'll put on thoſe ſhall praiſe your excellence, fully ſeeks her own ſalvation ? 
And ſet a double varniſh on the ſame Other. | tell thee, ſhe is, and therefore make her Grave v8 
The Frenchman gave you , bring you in fine together, ſtraight, the Crowner hath fate'on her, and finds it = 
And wager on your heads, he being remiſs, | Chriſtian burial. - 4 
Moſt generous, and free from all contriving, Clown. How can that be, unleſs ſhe drowned her felf 
Will not peruſe the Foils ? So that with eaſe, in her own defence ? 
Or with a lictle ſhuffling, you may chooſe Other, Why *tis found ſo. ; 
A Sword un-baired, and in a paſs of praCtice, ; * Clown. It muſt be Se offendendo, it cannot be elſe: For 
Require him for your Father. here lies the point: If I drown my ſelf wittingly, itar 
Laey, 1 will do't, an Aft : And an Act hath three branches. Ir is an Act to 
And for that purpoſe PII anoint my Sword : do, and to perfprm; argall ſhe.drown'd her ſelf wit- 
| bought an UnCtion of a Mountebank, tingly. : 
So mortal, 1 burdipt a Knife 1n it, Other. Nay, but hear you Goodman Delver. 
Where it draws blood, no Cataplaſm ſo rare, Clown. Give me leave; here lies the water, good ; 
Collected from all Simples that have Virtue here ſtands the man , good: If the man go to this Water, 
Under the Moon, can ſave the thing from death, | and drown himſelf: it is will he, nill he, he goes; mark 
That is but ſcratcht withal : Ill touch my point, you that: But if the water come to him, and drown him; 
With this contagion, that if 1 gall him ſlightly, he drowns not himſelf. Argall, he that is not guilty of 
[t may be death. his own death, ſhortens not his own life. 
Kino, Let's further think of this, Other, But is this Law ? 
Weign what convenience both of time and means Clown. 1 marry is't, Crowner*s Queſt Law. | 
| May fit us to our ſhape if this ſhould fail; Other. Will you ha? the truth on't: if this had not 
| * 2 that our drift lookt through our bad performance, been a Gentlewoman, ſhe ſhould have been buried out of 
| "rrere better not aſſay'd ; therefore this Project - | Chriſtian Butial. Bog : 
ould nave a back, or ſecond, that might hold, Clown. Why there thou ſay'ſt. And the more pity that 
| this hould blaſt in proof: - Soft, let me ſee, great Folk ſhould have countenance in- this World to 
* '2?!! raake a ſolemn wager on your comings, | drown or hang themſelves, more than their even —_ 
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| ſtian. Come, my Spade; there is no ancient Gentlemen 
but Gardiners, Ditchers and Grave-makers; they hold up 
Adam's profeſlion. 

Other, Was he a Gentleman ? 

Clo. He was the firlt that ever bore Armes, 

Other. Why, be had none. | | W 

Clo. What, art a Heathen ? how doſt thou underſtand 
the Scripture? the Scripture ſayes Adam digg'd ; could 
be dig without Armes ? Ile put another queſtioi1 to thee z 
if thou anſwereſt me not to the purpoſe , confeſs thy 
ſelf —— 

Other, Go to. : 

Clo. What is he that builds ſtronger than either the 
Maſon, the Ship-wright, or the Carpenter ? : 

Other. The Gallows-maker, for that Frame out-lives a 
thouſand Tenants. 

Clo. like thy wit well in good faith, the Gallows does 
well ; but how does it well ? it does well to thoſe that do 
ill : now thou do'ſt ill to ſay the Gallows is built ſtronger 
than the Church : Argal, the Gallows may do well to thee. 
To't again, Come. 

Other. Who builds ſtronger than a Maſon, a Ship- 
wright, or a Carpenter ? 

Cle. I, tell me that, and pnyoke, 

Other. Marry, now I can tell. 

-— *4 | ; Jo nk 

Other. Maſs, I cannot tell. 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio afar off. 


Clo. Cudgel thy brains no more about it; for your dull 
Aſs will not mend his pace with beating; and when you 
are askt this queſtion next, ſay a Grave-maker ? the hotlſes 
that he makes, laſt till Dooms-day: go,get thee to Tawghan, 
fetch me a ſtoup of Liquor. 

Sings. 
In youth when I did love, did love, 
me thought it was very ſweet, 
To contratt O the for a my behove, 
O me thought there was nothing meet, 


Ham, Has this fellow no feeling of his buſineſs, that he 
ſings at Grave-makiog, 

Hor. Cuſtom hath made it in him a property of eaſi- 
neſs. | RP 

Ham. *Tis &en ſo; the hand of little imployment hath 


the daintier ſenſe, 


Clown ſings. 
But Age with hu ſtealing ſteps 
bath caught me in his clutch : 
And hath ſhupped me #ntill the Land, 
as if I never had bin ſuch. 


Ham. That Scull had a tongue in it, and could ſing once: 
how the Knave jowles ic to th*ground, as if it were Cair's 
Jaw-bone, that did the firſt murther - It might be the pate 
of a Politician which this Aſs o're-offices : one that could 
circumvent God, might it not ? * 

Hor. It might, my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Courctier, which could ſay, Good Morrow, 
ſweet Lord : how doſt thou, good Lord ? this __—_— 
my Lord ſuch a one,that prais'd my Lord ſuch a ones horle, 
when he meant to beg it ; might it not ? 
Hor. 1, my Lord. | | 
Ham, Why &en ſo : and now my Lady Worm's, Chap 
leſs, and knockt about the Mazzard with a Sexton's Spade, 
here's fine Revolution, if we had the trick to ſee*t, Did 
theſe bones coſt no more the breeding, but to play at Log- 
gers with **m? mine ake to think on't. 


Clown ſmgs. 
A Pick:axe and a Spade, a Spade, 
for and a ſbrowding. ſheet : 


| of his Lands will hardly lye in this Box z and muſt the 1n 


Oa Pit of C lay for to be made, | 


for ſuch a Gueſt is meet. 


Ham. There's another : why might not tha 

ofa Lawyer? where be his Quiddits now ? "wag 
his Caſes? his Tenures , and his Tricks ? why - wh 
ſuffer this rude knave now to knock him about the "ves 
with a dirty Shovel, and will not tell him of his Action of 
Battery ? hum. This fellow might be in's time a great buyer 
of Land, with his Statutes, his Recognizances, his Fins 

his double Vouchers, his Recoveries : ls this the fine of his 
Fines, and ghe recovery of his Recoveries, to have his fine 
Pate full of fine Dirt ? will his Vouchers vonch him no 
more of his Purchaces,and double ones too,than the lenoth 
and breadth of a pair of Indentures ? the very Conveyances 


heritor himſelf kave no more ? ha ? 

Hor. Not a jot more, my Lord, 

Ham. ls not Parchment made of Sheep $king? 

Hor. 1 my Lord, and of Calve-skins too. 

Ham, They are Sheep and Calves that ſcek out aſſy. 
rance in that. I will ſpeak to this fellow : whoſe Graye's 
this, Sir ? | 

(io. Mine, Sir : 

O a pit of Clay for to be made, 

for ſuch a Gueſt is meet. | 

Ham. | think it be thine indeed : for thou lieſt in't. 

Clo. Youlye out on't, Sir, and therefore it is not yours : 
for my part 1 do not lie in't, and yet it is mine. 

Ham, Thou doſt lye in't, to be in't, and ſay tis thine, 
'tis for the dead, not for the quick, therefore thou lyeſt, 

Clo. *Tis a quick lye, Sir, *twill away again from me 
to you. | 

Ham. What man doſt thou dig it for ? 

Clo, For no man, Sir. 

Ham. What woman then ? 

Clo, For none neither. 

Ham. Whois to be buried in't ? 

Clo. One that was a Woman, Sir ; but reſt her Soul, 
ſhe's dead. 

Ham. How abſolute the Knave is? we muſt ſpeak by 
the Card, or equivocation will follow us: by the Lord, 
Horatio, theſe three years I have taken note of it, the Age 
is grown ſo picked, and the toe of the Peſant comes ſo near 
the heel of our Courtier , he galls his Kibe. How long 
haſt thou been a Grave-maker ? 

Cle, Of all the dayes *th*year, I came to't that day that 
our laſt King Hamlet o'recame Fortinbras, 

Ham. How long is that ſince ? 

Clo. Cannot you tell that ? every fool can tell that: It 
was the very day that young Hamlet was born, he that was 
mad and ſent into England. 

Ham, 1 marry, why was he ſent into England ? 

Clo. Why, becauſe he was mad ; he ſhall recover his 
wits there; or if he donot, it's no great matter there, 
Ham, Why ? | 
Clowr, *Twill not be ſeen in him, there the men are as 
mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad ? 

Cle. Very ſtrangely they ſay. 

Ham. How ſtrangely ? 

Clo, Faith &en with loſing his wits. 

Ham, Upon what ground ? 

Clo. Why here in Denmark.; I have been Sexton here, 
Man and Boy thirty years. 

Ham, How long will a man lie i'th*earth *ere he rot ? 

Clo. Ifaith, if he be rotten before he dye (as we have 
many pocky Coarſes now adays, that will ſcarce bold the 
laying in) he will laſt you ſome eight year, or nine year. 
A Tanner will laſt you nine years. 

Ham. Why he, more than another? 
Clo. Why Sir, his hide is tann'd with his Trade, that 


he will keep out water a great while. And your water 


is a ſore Decayer of your whoreſon dead body, oy a 


—————— 
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Scull now : this Scull has lain in the Earth three and 
twenty years. 

Ham, Whoſe was it ? 

Clo. A whoreſon mad Fellow's it was ; 

Whoſe do you think it was ? 

Ham, Nay, I know not. 

Co. A peltilence on him for a mad Rogue, a pour'd a 
Flagon of Rheniſh on my head once. This ſame Scull, Sir, 
this fame Scull, Sir, was Yorick's Scull, the Kings Jeſter, 

Ham, This? 

Clo, Een that. 

Ham. Let me ſee. Alas poor Yorick,I knew him, Horatio, 
a fellow of infinite Jeſt ; of moſt excellent fancy, he hath 
born me on his back a thouſand times : And how abhor- 
red my imagination is, my gorge riſes at it. Here hung 
thoſe lips, that I have kiſt | know not how oft, Where 
be your Jibes now ? Your Gambals ? Your Songs? Your 
flaſhes of Merriment that were wont to ſet the Table on a 
Roar ? No one now to mock your own Jeering ? Quite 
chop fall'n ? Now get you to my Ladies Chamber, and tell 
her, let her paint an inch thick, to this favour ſhe muſt 
come, Make her laugh at that : prethee, Horatio, tell me 
one thing. 

Hor, What's that, my Lord ? 

Ham. Do'ſt thou think Alexander lookt o'this faſhion 
'th'earth e 

Hor. E'en ſo. 

Ham. And ſmelt ſo ? Puh. 

Her, E'en ſo, my Lord. 

Ham, To what baſe uſes we may return, Horatio. Why 
may not imagination trace the Noble duſt of Alexander, 
ill he find'it ſtopping a bung-hole ? 

Hor. *Twere to conſider : too curiouſly to conſider ſo. 

Ham. No faith, not a jot. But to follow him thither 
with modeſty enough, and likelyhood to lead it ; as thus, 
Alexander died: Alexander was buried : Alexander re- 
turneth into duſt; the duſt is earth; of earth we make 
Lome, and why of that Lome (whereto he was converted) 
might they not ſtop a Beer-barrel ? 

[mperial Ceſar,dead and turn'd to clay, 

Might ſtop a hole to keep the wind away. 

Oh, that that earth, which kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a Wall, t'expell the Winter's flaw. 
But ſoft, but ſoft, aſide'; here comes the King, 


Fnter King, Queen, Laerts, and 4 Cofhn, 
with Lords attendant. 


The Queen, the Courtiers. What is't that they follow, 
And with ſuch maimed rights ? This doth betoken, 
The-Coarſe they follow, did with deſperate hand, 
Foredo it's own life z *twas ſome Eſtate. 
Couch we a while, and mark. 
Laer, What Ceremony elſe? 
Ham. That is Laertes, a very Noble youth : Mark. 
Laer. What Ceremony elle ? 
Prieſt. Her Obſequies have been as far enlarg'd, 
As we have warrantie, her death was doubtful, 
And but that great command o'reſways the order, 
She ſhould in gronnd unſanCtified have lodg'd, 
'Till the laſt Trumpet. For charitable prayer, 
Shards, Flints, and Pebbles, ſhould be thrown on her : 
Yet here ſhe is allowed her Virgin Rites, 
Her Maiden ſtrewments, and the bringing home 
Of Bell and Burial. 
Laer, Muſt there no more be done ? 
Prieſt. No more be done ? 
We ſhould prophane the ſervice of the dead, 
Toſing ſage Requiem, and ſuch reſt to her 
As to peace-departed Souls. 
+ Laer, Lay her ?tWearth, + 
And from her fair and unpolluted fleſh, = 
May Violets ſpring. I tell thee (churliſh Prieſt) 
A Miniſtring Angel ſhall my Siſter be, 


When thou lieſt howling, 
Ham, What, the fair Ophelia ? 
Queen. Sweets, to thee ſweet farewell, 
| hop'd thou would'ſt have been my Hamlet's wife : 
[ thought thy Bride-bed to bave deckt (ſweet Maid) 
And not t'have ſtrew'd thy Grave. 
Laer. Oh terrible wooer, 
Fall ten times treble on that curſed head, 
Whoſe wicked deed, thy moſt ingenious ſenſe 
Depriv'd theeof. Hold off the earth a while, 
'Till | have caught her once more in mine arms : 
Leaps imo the Grave. 
Now pile your duſt upon thequick an dead, Tas 
Till of this flat a mountain you have made, 
Too're-top old Pekon, or the skyiſh head 
Of blue Olympwe, 
Ham, What is he, whoſe griefs 
Bear ſuch an Emphaſis ? whoſe phraſe of ſorrow 
Conjures the wandring Stars, and makes them ſtand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers? This is 1, 
Hamlet the Dane, 
Laer. The Devil take thy Soul, 
Ham. Thou pray'lt not well, 
[ prithee take thy fingers from my throat : 
Sir, though 1 am not ſpleenative and raſh, 
Yet have 1 ſomething in me dangerous, 
VVhich let thy wiſeneſs fear. Away thy hand. 
King. Pluck them aſunder, 
Queen. Hamlet, Hamlet, 
Gen. Good my Lord be quiet. mo 
Hem. VVhy I will fight with him upon this Theme; -* 
Until my eye-lids will ao longer wag. 
Queen, Oh my Son, what Theme ? - 
Ham. Ilov'd Opheha; forty thouſand brothers 
Could not (with all their quantity of loye) 
Make up my ſumm.  VVhat wilt thou do'for her ? 
King. Oh he is mad, ' Laertes: 
Queen, For love of God forbear him. ' ' Qs 22 
Ham. Come ſhew me what thow'lt do. 
VVoo'r weep? woo't fight ?* woo't tear"thy ſelf 
' VVoo't drink up Eſie, eat a Crocodile ? . 
le do't Do'ſt thou come hither towhine;z * © 
Toout-face me with leaping in to her Grave ? 
Be buried quick with her, and ſo will I | 
And if thou prate of Mountains ; letthem thraw 0 
Millions of Acres on us, *tilt our ground” x 
Sindging his pate againſt the burning Zone, 
Make Of like a wart, Nay, and thow'lt month, 
Ple rant as well as thoy. 
King. This is mere madneſs ; «©: 
And thus a while the fic will work on him: 
Anon as patient as the female Dove, 
VVhen that her golden Cuplet are diſclos'd 
His ſilence will fir drooping. 
Ham, Hear you Sir + | 
VVhat is the reaſon that you nſe me thys ? ; 
| loy'd youeverz but it isno matter : i 
Let Hercules himſelf do what he may, 

The Cat will mew,'and Dog will have his day. 
King. | pray you good Horatio, wait upon him, 
Strengthen your patience in our laſt nights ſpeech, 

VVe'll put the matter'to the preſent puſh; 
Good Gertrude ſet ſome watch over your Son, 
This Grave ſhall have a living Monument - 
An hour of quiet ſhortly ſhall we ſee ; 

'Till then in patience our proceeding be. 


[Exis. 


FD Exennt; 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 


Ham. So much for this, Sir ; now let me ſee the other, 
You do remember all the circumſtance. 

Hor. Remember it,my Lord. ; 

Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting, 


That would not let me ſleep ; me thought I lay 
VVorſe 


—— 
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Worſe than the mutines in the Bilboes, raſhly, 
(And praiſe be raſhneſs for it) let us know 
Our indiſcretion ſometimes ſerves us well, _ 
When our dear Plots do pall, and that ſhould teach us, 
There's a Divinity that ſhapes our ends, 
| Rough-hew them how we will. 
Hor. That is moſt certain. 

Ham, Up from my Cabin. 
-My Sea-Gown ſcarft about me in the dark, 
Grop'd I to find out them; had my deſire, 
Finger*d their Packet, and in fine withdrew 
| To mine own Room again; making ſo bold, 

(My tears forgetting manners) to unſeal 
Their grand Commiſſion, where I found, Horatio, 
Oh royal knavery : An exact command, 

1 Larded with many ſeveral ſorts of reaſon : 
Importing Denmark's health, and England's too, 
With hoo, ſuch Buggs and Goblins in my life, 
That on the ſupervize no leiſure bated, 

No not to ſtay the grinding of the Axe, 

. My head ſhould be ſtruck off. 

Hor. 1s*t poſlible ? 


But wilt thou hear how 1 did proceed ? 

Hor. 1 beſeech you, 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with Villains, 
E're I conld make a Prologue to my Brains 
They bad begun the Play. 1 fate me down, 
Devis'd a new Commiſſion, wrote it fair, 
I once did hold it as our Statiſts do, 
} A baſeneſs to write fair ; and labour'd much 
| How to forget that learning : But, Sir, now, 
It did me yeoman's ſervice : wilt thou know 
The effefts of what I wrote ? 

Hor. I, good my Lord. 

Ham, Ancarneſt Conjuration from the King, 
| As England was his faithful Tributary, 
As love between them, as the Palm ſhould flouriſh, 
As Peace ſhould ſtill her wheaten Garland wear, 
And ſtand a Comma 'tween their amities, 
And many ſuch like Aſſis of great charge, 
That on the view and know of theſe contents, 
VVithout debatement further, more or leſs, 
He ſhould the bearers put to ſudden death, 
| No ſhriving time allowed. | 

Hor. How was this ſeald ? 

Ham. Why even in that was heaven ordinate ; 
I had my Father's Signet in my Purſe, 
| Which was the model of that Danſb Seal : 
Folded the Writ up in form of the other, 
Subſcrib'd it, gav'th'lmpreſſion, plac'd it ſafely, 
The Changling never known : Now, the next day 
Was our Sea-fight, and what to this was ſement, 
Thou know'ſt already. 

Hor, So, Guildenſtare and Roſincrofs, go to't. 


They are not near my conſcience ; their debate 
Doth by their own inſinuation grow : 
"Tis dangerous when baſer nature comes 
Between the paſs, and fell incenſed points 
Of mighty oppolites. 

Hor. Why, what a King is this? 


He that hath killd my King, and-whor'd my Mother, 
Popt in between th'eleftion and my hopes, 
Thrown out his Angle for my proper life , 
And with ſach cozenage; is't not perfect conſcience, 
Toquit him with his arm?. And is't notto be damn'd 
To let this Canker of our Nature come 
[n further evil. 

Hor. |t muſt be ſhortly knowa to him from England, 
What is the iſſue of the buſineſs there. 

Ham, It will be ſhort. 
The I:terim's mine, and a man's life's no more 


| 


Ham, Does it not, thiakſt thee, ſtand me now upon, 


Ham. Here's the Commiſſion, read it at more leiſure : | 


Ham.Why mary hey did make love to this imployment, 


Than to fay one : But I am very ſorr 0 
That to Laerres I forgot my ſelf ; FE, 
For by the Image of my cauſe | ſee 
The Pourtraituce of his z VII count his favours - 
But ſure the bravery of his grief did put me 
lnto a Towring paſſion, 

Hor. Peace, who comes here ? 


Enter Olſrick, 


Oſr. Your Lordſhip is right welcome back to Denmay 
Ham. | humbly thank you,sSir ; doſt know this water-fly? 
Hor. = my good Lord, " 
Ham, I hy ſtate is the more gracious; for *tis a Vi 
know him: he hath much Lang z and fertile; des 
-— - of _ —_— Crib ſhall ſtand at the King's 

elle; *tisa Chough; but as | ſay, ſpacious i 
Gon of dirt. 09 NE TOE 

Ofr. Sweet Lord, if your friendſhip were at leiſure, 1 
ſhould impart a thing to you from his Majeſty. : 

Ham, | will receive it with all diligence of ſpirit; put 
your Bonnet to his right uſe, *cis for the head. 

Oſr. 1 thank your Lordſhip, *tis very hot. 

Ham, No, believe me, *tis very cold, the wind is 
Northerly. 

Ofr. 1t is indifferent cold, my Locd, indeed. 

Ham, Methinks -it is very [ſoultry , and hot for my 
Complexion. 

Oſr. Exceedingly, my Lord, it is very ſoultry, as 'twere 
| catinot tell how : but, my Lord, his Majeſty bid meſig. 
nifie to you, that he has laid a great wager on your head ; 
Sir, this is the matter. | 

Ham. | beſeech you remember. 

_ Ofr. Nay in good faith, for mine eaſe in good faith: 
SIr, you are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes is at 
his weapon. 

Ham, What's his weapon ? 

Oſr. Rapier and Dagger. 

Ham. That's two of his weapons ; but well. 

Oſr. The King, Sir, has wag'd with him ſix Barbary 
Horſes, againſt the which he impon'd, as I take it, fix 
French Rapiers and Poinards, with their aſſigns, as Gir- 
dle Hangers, or fo : Three of the carriages in faith are ye- 
ry dear to fancie, very reſponſive to the hilts, moſt deli 
cate carriages, and of yery liberab conceit. 

Ham, What call you the carriages ? 

Oſr. The carriages, Sir, are the Hangers. 

Ham. The Phraſe would be more germane to the 
matter : If we could carry Cannon by our ſides; 1 would 
ic might be Hangers *cill then; but on, fix Barbary 
Horſes, againſt fix French Swords: their Afligns and 
three liberal conceited carriages, that's the French, but 
againſt the Daniſh; why, is this impon'd as you call it ? 

Oſr. The King, Sir, hath laid that in a dozen paſſes 
between you and him, he ſhall not exceed you three hits; 
He hath one twelve for mine, and that would come to 
immediate tryal, if your Lordſhip would vouchſafe the 
Anſwer. 

Ham, How if I anſwer no? 
 Ofr. q mean, my Lord, the oppoſition of your perſon 
in tryal, 

Ham. Sir, 1 will walk here in the' Hall; if it pleaſe 
his Majeſty, *tis the breathing time of day with me; let 
the Foyles be brought, the Gentleman willing,” and the 
King hold his purpoſe; I will win for him if I'can: if 
nor, I'Il gain nothing but my ſhame, and the odd hits. 

Oſr. Shall I redeliver you cn fo? 

Ham, Tothis effect, Sir, after what flouriſh your nature 


will. 
Oſr. Icommend my duty to your Lordſhip. [Ext 


Ham, Yours, yours; he does well to commend t| 


himſelf, there are no tongues elſe for's tongue. 
Hor. This Lapwing runs away with the ſhell on bis 


head, 
Ham. 
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Ham. He did comply with his Dug before he ſuck't 
it: thus had he and nine more of the ſame Beavy that 1 
know the droſlie Age doats on ; only got the tune of the 
time, and outward habit of encounter, a kind of yeſty 
Colleftion, which carries them through and through the 
moſt fond aud winnowed optnions ; and do but blow them 
to their Tryais, che Bubbles are out. 

Hor. You will loſe this Wager, my Lord. 

Ham. 1 do not think fo, fince he went into Frazce, 
| have been in continual practice ; I ſhall wia at.che odds ; 
but thou wouldeſt not think how all here about my heart : 
but it is no matter. 

Hor. Nay, good my Lord. 

Ham. It is but foolery z but it is ſuch a kind of gain- 
giving as would perhaps trouble a Woman, 

Hor. If your mind diſlike any thing, obey. 
foreſtal their repaic hither, and ſay you are not fit. 

Ham, Not a whit, we defie Augury ; there's a ſpecial 
Providence in the fall of a Sparrow. If it be now, *tis not 
to come : if it be not come, it will be now: if it be 
not now; yet it will come ; the readineſs is all , ſince 
no man has ought of what he leaves. What is't to leave 


betimes ? 


I wall 


Enter King, Queen, Laertes and Lords , with other At- 
tendants with Foyles, and Gantlets, a Table 
and Flaggons of Wine on it. 


Kin. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me. 
Ham. Give me your pardon, Sir, I've done you wrong, 
But pardon't as you are a Gentleman. . 
This preſence knows, 
And you muſt needs have heard how I am puniſh'd 
With ſore diſtrattion ? What have I done 
That might your natures honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madgels : 
Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? Never Hamlet : 


| If Hamlet from himſelf be tane away : 


And when he's not himfelf, do's wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it : 

Who does it then ? His madneſs ?. If't be ſo, 
Hamlet is of the FaCtion that is wrong'd, 

His Madneſs is poor Hamlet's Enemy, * 

Sir, in this Audience, 

Let my diſclaiming from a purpos'd evil, 

Free me ſo far in your moſt generous thoughts, 
That I have ſhot mine Arrow o'ce the Houle, 

And hurt my Mother. . 

Laer. I am fatisfied in Nature, 

Whoſe Motive in this caſe ſhould ſtir me moſt 
To my Revenge. But in my terms of honour 

| ſtand aloof, and will no reconcilement, 

'Till by ſome elder Maſters of known honour, 

| have a voice, and preſident of peace 

To keep my name ungorg'd. But 'cill that time, 
| do receive your offer'd love like love, 

| And will not wrong it, 

Ham. 1 do embrace it freely, 

And will this Brother's Wager frankly play. 
Gives us the Foyles : Come 02. 

Laer, Come on for me. 

Ham, Vl be your Foyle, Laertes, in mine ignorance, 
Your $kill ſhall like a Star 7 th? brighteſt night, 
Stick fiery off indeed. 

Laer, You mock me, Sir. 

Ham, No, by this hand. 

King. Give the Foyles young Ofrick, 

Couſin Hamlet, you know the Wager. 

Hans, 'Very well, my Lord, 
Yout Grace bath laid the odds o* th* weaker fide, 

King. | do not fear it, 
| haye ſeen you both : 

Bur ſince he is better*d, we have therefore odds. 

Laer. This is too heavy, 


Let me ſee another. 
Ham, This likes me well, 
Theſe Foyles have all a length. 
- > my good Lord, 
ing. vt me the Stopes of Wine upon t : 
If Hamlet give the ſor ſecond bit.” yoraa 
Or quit in aniwer of a third exchange, 
Let all the Battlements their Ordnance fire, 
The King ſhall drink to Hamler's better breath, 
And in the Cup an Union ſhall he throw 
R'cher chan that, which four ſucceſlive Kings 
[n Denmark's Crown have worn. 
Give me the Cups, 
And let the Kettle to the Trumpets ſpeak, 
Tne Trumpets to the Canoneer without, 
The Canons to the Heavens, the Heaven to Earth, 
Now the King drinks to Hamler, Come, begin, 
And you the Judges bear a wary Eye. 
Ham, Come on, Sir, 
Laer. Come on, Sir, 
Ham. One. 
Laer. No. 
Ham. Judgment. 
Oſr. A hit, a very palpable hit. 
Laer, Well: again. 
King. Stay, give me drink, 
Hamlet, this Pearl is thine, 
Here's to thy health. Give him the Cup. 


[Trumpet ſound, ſhot goes off, 


Ham, Vil play this bout firſt, ſet by a while, 
Come: another hit; what ſay-you? 
Laer, Atouch, a touch, I do confeſs. 
King. Our Son ſhall win. 
24. He's fat, and ſcahit of breath, 
Heres a Napkin, rub thy. brows, 
The Queen carouſes to thy fortune, Hamlee, 
Ham. Good Madam. 
King. Gertrude, do not drink, 
2s. 1 will, my Lord ; 
| pray you pardon me; _ | 
King. It is the poiſon'd Cup, it is too late. 
Ham. 1 dare not drink yet, Madam, 
By and by. 
Qs. Come, let me wipe thy face. 
Laer. My Lord, Vil hit him now. 
King. I do not think'r, 
Laer. And yet tis almoſt 'gainſt my Conſcience, 
Ham. Come, for the third, 
Laertes, you but dally, 
| pray you paſs with your beſt violence, 
| am afeard you make a wanton of me. 
Laer. Say you ſo? Come on. 
Oſr. Nothing neither way.. , 
Laer. Have at you now. 


[In ſcuffling they change Rapiers, 


King. Part them, they are incen'sd. 
Ham, Nay, come again. 
Oſr. Look to the Queen there, ho. 


Hor. They bleed on both ſides. How is't, my Lord ? 


Ofr. How is't, Laertes ? 

Laer. Why as a Woodcock 
To my Sprindge, Ofrick , 
l am juſtly killd with mine own treachery. 

Ham, How does the Queen ? 

King. She ſwounds to ſee them bleed. 

#, No, no, the drink, the drink, 

Oh my dear Hemet, the drink, the drink, 
I am poiſon'd. 


Treachery, ſeek it out. 
Laer. It is here, Hamlet. 
Hamlet, thou art ſlain, ' 
No Medicine in the World can do thee good. 
[n thee there is not half oy Jens of life 


—_ 
ws 


[Prepare to Play, 


{ They play. 


[_ Play. 


Ham. Oh Villany! How? Let the door be lock'd : 
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The treacherous Inſtrument is in thy hagd, 
Unbated and envenom'd : the foul practice 
Hath turn'd it ſelf on me. Lo, herel lye, 
Never to riſe again: thy Mother's poiſon'd : 
| can'no more, the King, the King's to blame. 
Ham, The point'envenom'd too, 
Then venom to thy work. 
[ Hurts the King. 
All, Treaſon, Treaſon. 
King. © yet defend me Friends, I am but hurt, 
Ham, Here thou inceſtuous, murd'rous 
Damned Dane, 
Drink off this Potion: Is thy Union here ? 
Follow my Mother. 
Laer. He is juſtly ſerv'd. 
Tt is a poiſon temp'red by himſelf : 
Exchange forgiveneſs with me, Noble F7amlet ; 
Mine and my Father's Death come not upoa thee, 
Nor thine on me. [Des 
Ham, Heaven make thee free of it, I follow thee, 
[| am dead, Horatio, wretched Queen, adiev, 
You that look pale and tremble at this chance, 
That are but Mutes or audience at this aCt: 
Had I but time-as this fell Serjeant Death 
Is ſtrift in this Arreſt) oh I could tell you, 
But let it be: Horatio, I am dead, 
Thou liv*ſt, report me and my cauſes right 
To be unſatisfied. 
Hor. Never believe it. 
I am more an Antick Roman than a Dare : 
Here's yet ſome Liquor left. 
Ham, As tl'arta man, give me the Cup, 
Let go, by Heaven ll bav't. 
Oh,good Horatio, what a wounded name, _ 
(Things ſtanding thus unknown) ſhall live behind me. 
If thou did'ſt ever bold me in thy heart, 
Abſent thee from felicity a while, | 
And in this harſh World draw thy breath in-pain, 
To'tell my Story. 


[King dies. 


Le March a far off, and ſbout within, 
What. Warlike noiſe is this? 


Enter Oſrick. 


Oſr. Young Fortinbras,with conqueſt come from Poland, 

To th' Ambaſladors of England gives this Warlike Volley. 
Ham. O.,l die, Horatio : N 

The potent poiſon quite o're-crows my ſpirit, 

| connnt liveto wn the News from England. 

But I do propheſie th? eleCtion lights 

On Fortinbras, he has my dying Voice, 

So tell him with the occurrents more or leſs, 

Which have ſolicited. The reſt is ſilence, O, o, 0. [Dies. 
Hora. Now cracks a Noble heart : 

Goodnight, ſweet Prince, 

And flights of Angels ſing thee to thy reſt, 

Why do's the Drum come hither ? 


| How theſe things came about. So ſhall you hear 


— 


Enter Fortinbras and Engliſh Ambaſſador, with Drum 
Colours, and Attendants, 


Fort, Where is the ſight ? 
Hor. What is It you would ſee ; 
If ought of woe or wonder, ceaſe your ſearch, 
Fort. His quarry Cryes on Havock. Oh proud death 
What Feaſt is toward in thine eternal Cell, 
That thou ſo many Princes at a ſhoot, 
So bloudily haſt ſtrook. 
Amb, The light is diſmal, 
And our affairs from &ng/and come too late, 
The Ears are ſenſeleſs that ſhould give us hearing, 
To tell him his Commandment is fulfil'd, 
That Roſecroſs and Guildenſtare are dead : 
Where thould we have our thanks ? 
Hor. Not from his mouth, 
Had it th ability of life to thank you: 
He never gave Command*ment for their Death. 
But ſince ſo jump upon this bloudy queſtion, 
You from the Polack, Wars, and you from England 
Are here arrived : Give order that theſe bodies 
High on a Stage be placed to the view, 
And let me ſpeak to th yet unknowing World, 


Of carnal, bloudy, and unnatural acts, 
Of accidental judgments, caſual ſlaughters, 
Of Deaths put on by cunning, and forc'd cauſe, 
And in this upſhot, purpoſes miſtook, 
Fan on the Inventor's heads. All this can 1 
Truly deliver. 
Fort, Let us haſte to hear it, 
And call the Nobleſt to the Audience. 
For me, with ſorrow, I embrace my Fortune, 
I have ſome Rites of memory in this Kingdom, 
Which are to claim, my vantage doth 
lavite me. | 
Hor. Of that I ſhall always cauſe to ſpeak, 
And from his mouth 
Whoſe Voice will draw on more : 
But let this ſame be preſently perform'd, 
Even whiles men's minds are wild, 
Leſt more miſchance 
On plots, and errours happen. 
Fort. Let four Captains 
Bear Hamlet like a Souldier off the Stage, 
For he was likely, had he been put on 
To have prov'd moſt royally : 
And for his paſſage, 
The Souldiers Muſick, and the rites of War - 
Speak loudly for him. 
Take up the Body ; Such a ſight as this, 
Becomes the Field, but here ſhews much amis. 
Go, bid the Souldiers ſhoot. 
[Exeunt e Marching : after which, a Pea! 
of Ordnance are ſhot off. 
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KING LEAR 


Enter Kent, Gloſter, and Edmund, 
TT Thought the King had more afteted the Duke 


of Albany, than Cornwall. 
Glo. It did always ſeem tous: But now in 
the diviſioa of the Kingdom, it appears not 
which of the Dukes he values moſt, for qualities are fo 
weigh'd, that curioſity in neither, can make choice of 
eithers moiety, 

Kent. Is not this your Son, my Lord ? 

Glo. His breeding, Sir, hath been at my charge. I bave 
ſo often bluſh'd to acknowledge him, that now I am} 
braz'd to't. | 

Kent: | cannot conceive you. 

Glo. Sir, this young Fellows Mother could ; where- 
upon ſhe grew round womb'd, and had indeed (Sit) a 
Son for her Cradle, e're ſhe had a Husband for her bed. 
Do you ſinell a fault ? 

Kent. 1 cannot wiſh the fault undone, the iſſue of it 
being ſo proper. 

Glo. But I have a Son, Sir, by order of Law, ſome 
Year elder than this; who, yet is no dearer in my ac- 
count, though this Knave came ſomewhat ſawcily to the 
World before he was ſent for : yet was his Mother fair, 
there was good ſport at his making, and the whorſon 
muſt be acknowledged. Do you know this Nobleman, 
Edmond ? 

Edm, No, my Lord. 

Glo. My Lord of Kent : | 
Remember him hereafter, as my honourable Friend. 

Edm, My ſervices to your Lordſhip. 

Kent, 1 muſt love you, and ſue to know you better, 

Eam. Sir, - I ſhall ſtudy deſerving. 

Glo. He hath been out nine years, and away he ſhall 
again, The King is coming. 
Sennet, Enter King Lear , Cornwall, Albany, Gonerill, 

Regan, Cordelia, and Attendants. 
Lear, Attend the Lords of France and Burgundy, Gloſter. 
Glo. I ſhall, my Lord, [ Exit, 
Lear. Mean time we ſhall expreſs our darker purpoſe. 
Give me the Map here. Know, that we have divided 
[nto three, our Kingdom : and *tis our faſt intent, 
To ſhake all cares and buſineſs from our Age, 
Conferring them on younger ſtrengths, while we 
Unburthen'd crawl toward Death. Our Son of Corawall, 
And you our no leſs loving Son of Albany, o 
We have this hour a conſtant will to publiſh 
Our Daughter's ſeveral Dowers, that future ſtrife 
May be prevented now. The Prince, France and Burgunay, 


Great Rivals in our younger Daughter's Love, 


eAFtus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Long in our Court, have made their amorous ſojourn, 


and here are to be anſwer'd. Tell my Daughters 


| (Since now we will diveſt us both of Rule, 


Intereſt of Terrority, Cares of State ) 

Which of you ſhall we fay doth love tis moſt, 

That we, our largeſt bounty may extend 

Where nature Coth with merit challenge. Gonerll 
Our eldeſt born, ſpeak firſt. - 


Gon.Sir,[ love you more than word can wield the matter, 


Dearer than Eye-Vight, ſpace, and liberty, 
Beyond what-an be valued, rich or rare, 


No leſs than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour: 


As much as Child ere loy'd, or Father found. 
A love that” makes breath poor, and ſpeech-unable, 
Beyond all manner of ſo much | love you. 


Cor, What ſhall Cordelia ſpeak ? Love, and be filent. 


Lear. Of all theſe bqunds,even from this Line, to 
With ſhadowy Foreſts, and with Champjons rich'd 
With plenteous Rivers, and wide-skirted Meads 
We make thee Lady. To thine and elbary's Iſſues 


Be this perpetual, What ſayes our ſecond Davghter, 


Our deareſt Regan, Wife of Cornwall ? 
Reg. | am made of that ſelf-metal as my Siſter, 
And prize me ather worth. In my true heart,” 
| find ſhe names my very deed of love : 
Only ſhe comes too ſhort, that I profeſs 
My ſelf an Enemy to all other joyes, 
Which the moſt precious ſquare of ſenſe profeſſes, 
And find | am alone felicitate 
[n your dear Highneſs love, 
Cor. Then, poor Cordelia, 
And yet not fo, ſince I am ſure my4ove's 
More ponderous than my tongue, 
Lear. To thee, and thine hereditary ever : 
Remain this ample third of our fair Kingdom, 
No leſs in ſpace, validity, agd pleaſure 
Than that confer'd on Goverill. Now our Joy, 
Although our laſt and leaſt; to whoſe young love, 
The Vines of France, and Milk of Burgundy, 
Strive to be intereſt. What can you ſay, to draw 
A third,. more opulent than your Siſters ? ſpeak. 
Cor, Nothing, my Lord. . 
Lear. Nothing ? 
Cor. Nothing. | | 
Lear. Nothing will come of nothing, ſpeak again; 
Cord. Unhappy that I am, I cannot have 
My heart into my mouth: 1 love your Majelty 
According to my bond, no more nor lels. 


Lear. How; how, Cydelia ? Mend your ſpeech a little, 
| Leſt | 


Hhhas 
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Leſt you may marr your fortunes. 
Cor, Good, my Lordy 
You have bzgot me, bred me, Iov'd me. 
| return thoſe duties back as are right fit, 
Obey you, love you, and moſt honous you. 
Why bave my Siſters liosbands, if they ſay 
They love you all? Happily when I ſhall wed, 
Thar Lord, whoſe hdtid muſt take my plight, ſhall carry 
Half my Love witl-Miim, half my Care, and Dhty, 
Sure 1 ſhall never marry like my Siſters. 
Lear. But goes thy heart with this ? 
Cor, | my good Lord, 
Lear. So young, and ſo untender ? 
Cor. So young, my Lord, and true ? 
Lear, kt it be ſo, the truth then be thy dowre - 
For by the ſacred radiance of the Sun, 
The myſteries of Het#rey, and the night : 
By ll the operations of the Orbs, 
From whom we do exiſt, and ceaſe to be, 
Here | diſclaim all my Paternal care, 
Propinquity and property of blood, 
And as a ſtranger to my heart and me, | : 
Hold thee from this for ever. The Batbarous Scythian, 
Or he that makes his Generation Meſſes 
To gorge his appetite, ſhall to my boſom 
Be as well neighbour'd, pitied, and reliev'd, 
As thou my ſometime Daughter, 
Kent. Good my Liege, Lear. Peace, Kent ; 
Come not between the Dragon and his wrath, 
[ lov'd her moſt, -and thought to ſet my reſt 
On her kind nurſery. Hence, and avoid my ſight ; 
So be my grave my peace, as here l give 
Her Father's heart from her ; call France, who ſtirs ? 
Call Burgundy, Cornwall, and eAlbany, : 
With my two Daughters Dowres, digeſt the third, 
Let pride, which ſhe calls plainnefs; marry her: 
| do invelt you joyntly with my power, 
Preheminence, and all the large effefts 
That troop with Majeſty. Our ſelf by monthly courſe 
With reſervation of an hundred Knights, 
By you to be ſuſtain'd, ſhall our abode 
Make with you by dve turn, only we ſhall retain 
The name, and all tt"addition to'a King : the Sway, 
Revenue, Execution of the reſt, 
Beloved Sons be yours; which to confirm, 
This Coronet part between you. 
Kent. Royal Lear, 
Whom l have ever honour'd as a King, 
Loy?d as my Father, as triy Maſter follow'd, 
As my Patron, thought on in my Prayers. 


Kent, Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
The region of my heart, be Xent unmannerly, 
When Lear is mad, what wouldſt thon do; old man ? 
Think'ſt thou that Duty ſhall have dread to ſpeak, 
When Power to Flattery bows ? 

To plainneſs honour's bound, 

When Majeſty falls to folly, reſerve thy ſtate, 

And thy beſt conſideration, check 

This hideous raſhneſs, anſwer my life, my judgment: 
Thy youngelt Daughter do's not love thee leaſt, 

Nor are thoſe empty hearted, whoſe low ſounds 
Reverb no hollowneſs. 

Lear. Kent, on my life no more. 

Kent. My life I never held but asa pawn 


© 4 To wage againſt thine enemies, rie*er ſear to loſe it, 


Thy ſafety being motive. Lear. Out of my light. 
Kent. See better, Lear, and let me ſtill remain 

Tie true blank of thine eye. Lear. Now by Apollo, 
Kent. Now by «Apollo, King, 

Thou fwear'lſt thy gods in vain, 

Lear. () Vaſſal! Miſcreant. 

Alb. Corn. Dear Sir Norbear. + 

Kent. Kill thy Phyſician, and thy Fee beſtow 


_ oO 4 =_ - _- =_ 


Lear. The bow is betit and drawn, make from the ſhafr. 


Upon the foul diſeaſe, revoke the gift, 
Or whiP{t I canvent clamour from my throat 
III tell thee thou do'ſt evil. ; 
Lear. Hear me Recreant, on thine alle 
That thou haſt ſought to make us break our vows 
Which we durſt never yet 3 and with ſtraln'd pride 
Tocome betwixt our ſentefice and out power, * 
Which, not our nature, nor our place can bear : 
Our Potency made good, take thy reward, 
Five days we do allot thee for proviſion, 
To ſhield thee from diſaſters of the world, 
And on the ſixth to turn thy hated back 
Upon our Kingdom ; if the tenth day following, 
Thy baniſht Trunk be found in our Dominions, 
| The moment is thy death, away. By 7apiter, 
| This ſhall not be revok'd. 
Kent. Fare thee well, King, ſith thus thou wil 


The gods to their dear ſhelter take thee, 'Maid 
That juſtly thinks, and haſt moſt rightly ſaid : * 
And your large ſpeeches may'your deeds approve, 
That good effe&ts may ſpring from words of love: 
Thus Kezt, O Princes, bids you all adicu, 


Enter Gloſter, with France and Burgundy Attendans, 
Cor. Here's France and Burgundy, my Noble Lord, 
Lear. My Lord of Burgundy, 
We firlt addreſs toward you, who, with this King, 
Hath rivall'd for our Daughter; what in the leaſt 
Will you require in preſent Dowre with her, 
Or ceaſe your Queſt of Loye? 
Bur. Moſt Royal Majeſty, 
I crave no more than what your Highneſs offer'd, 
Nor will you tender leſs. 
Lear. Right Noble Burgundy, 
When ſhe was dear tous we held her ſo, 
But now her price is fall'n : Sir, there ſhe ſtands, 
If ought withia that little ſeeming ſubſtance, 
Or all of it with our diſpleaſure piec'd, 
And nothing more may fitly like your Grace, 
She's there, and ſhe is yours. 
Bur. I know no anſwer. 
Lear, Will you with thoſe infirmities ſhe owes, 
Unfriended, new adopted tp our hate, 
Dowr'd with our curſe, and ſtranger'd with our oath, 
Take leave, or leave her. 
Bar. Pardon me, Royal Sir, 
Eleftion makes not up in ſuch conditions, 


[ tell you all her wealth. For you, great King, 

I would not from your love make ſach a ſtray, 
To match you wherel hate, therefore beſeech you 
Favert your liking a more worthier way, 

Than on a wretch whom nature is aſham'd 
Almoſt Cacknowledge hers. 

Fra, This is moſt ſtrange, 

That ſhe, who even but now, was your beſt object, 
The argument of your praiſe, balm of your age, 
The belt, the deareſt, ſhould in this trice of time 
Commit a thing ſo monſtrous, to diſmantle 

So many folds of favour : ſure her offence 

Mult be of ſuch unnatural degree, 

That monſters it : Or your fore-voucht affeftion 
Fall into Taint; which to believe of her 

Muſt be a faith, that reaſon without miracle 
Should n*ver plantin me. 

Cor, I yet beſeech your Majeſty, 

If for I want that glib and oylie Art, 

To ſpeak and - not, ſince what l will intend, 
PII det before I ſpeak, that you make known 

[t is no vicious blot, murther, or foulneſs, 

No unchaſte ation, or diſhonoured ſtep, 

That hath depriv'd me of your Grace and Favour, 
But even for want of that, for which lam richer, 


glance hear me; 


: ta 
Freedom lives hence, and banciſhment is here ; me, 


He'll ſhape his old courſe in a Countrey new, LExit 
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Lear.Then leave her,Sir, for by the power that made me, 
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A ſtill ſoliciting eye, and ſuch a tongue, 

That | am glad | bave not, though not to have it, 

Hath loſt me in your liking, 

Lear, Better thou had*(t 
Not been born, than not Chave plcas'd me better. 

Fra, Is it but this? A tardineſs in nature, 

Which often leaves the Hiſtory unſpoke 

That it intends todo; my Lord of Burgundy, 

What ſay you to the Lady ? Love's not love 

When it is mingled with regards, that ſtands 

Aloof from thintire point, will you have her ? 

She is her ſelf a Dowry, 

Bur. Royal King, 

Give but that portion which your ſelf propos'd, 

And here 1 take Cordelia by the hand, 

Dutcheſs of Burgundy. 

Lear. Nothing, I have ſworn, Iam firm. 

Bur. 1 am ſorry then you have ſo loſt a Father, 

That you mult loſe a Husband. 

Cor. Peace be with Burgundy, 

Since that reſpect and fortunes are his love, 

[ ſhall not be his wife. 

Fra. Faireſt Cordelia, that art moſt rich being poor, 
Moſt choice forſaken, and molt lov'd deſpis'd, 

Thee and thy Virtues here I ſeize upon, 

Be it lawful I take up what's caſt away, 

Gods, gods ! *Tis ſtrange, that from their cold'ſt neglect 

My love ſhould kindle to enflam'd reſpect, 

Thy dowreleſs Daughter, King, thrown to my chance, 

[s Queen of us, of ours, and our fair France : 

Not all the Dukes of watriſh Burgundy, 

Can buy this unpriz'd precious Maid of me. 

Bid them farewel, Cordelia, though unkind, 

Thou loſeſt here a better where to find. 

Lear. Thou haſt her France, let her be thine, for we 
Have no ſuch Daughter, nor ſhall ever ſee 
That face of her*s again, therefore be gone, 
Without our Grace, our Love, our Benizon -: 
Come Noble Burgunay. Flouriſh, 

Fra. Bid farewel to your Siſters. 

Cor, The Jewels of our Father, with waſh'd eyes 
Cordelia leaves you, I know you what you are, 

And like a Siſter am molt loth to call 

Your faults as they are named, Love well our Father : 

Toyour profeſſed boſoms I commit him, 

\ But yet alas, ſtood I within his Grace, 

| would prefer him to a better place, 

So farewel to you both. 

Reg. Preſcribe not us our duty, / 

Gon, Let your ſtudy 
Be to content your Lord, who hath receiv'd you, 

At fortunes alms, you have obedience ſcanted, 

And well are worth the want that you have wanted, 
Cor, Time ſhall unfold what plighted cunning hides, 

Who covers faults, at laſt with ſhame derides. 

Well may you proſper. 
Fra. Cone, my fair Cordelia, | Exeunt France and Cor. 
Gon. Siſter, it is not little I have to ſay, 

Of what moſt nearly appertains to us both, 

[think our Father will hence to night. (with us. 
Reg. That's moſt certain, and with you : next month 
Gon. You ſee how full of changes his age is, the obſerva 

tion we have made of it hath been little : he always lov'd 

our Siſter moſt, and with what poor judgement he hath 
now caſt her off, appears too too groſlely, 

Reg. 'Tis the infirmity of his Age, yet he hath ever but 
llenderly known himſelf. 

Gon, The beſt and ſoundeſt of his time hath been but 
raſh, then muſt we look from his Age, to receive not alone 
the imperfections of long engraffed condition, bur there: 
withal the unruly way wardneſs, that infirm and cholerick 
years bring with them, : 

Reg. Such unconſtant ſtarts are we like to have from 
him, as this of Xent's baniſhment. 


[_Exeunt, 


| WOE 


Gon. There is further complement of leave taking, be- 
tween France and him, pray you let us fit together, if our 
Father carry Authority with ſuch diſpoſition as he bears, 
this laſt ſurrender of his will but offend us. 
Reg. We ſhall further think of it. 

Gon, We muſt do ſomething, and Pct heat. 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter Baſtard. 


LExennt. 


Baſe. Thou Nature art my Goddeſs, to thy Law 
My ſervices are bound, wherefore ſhould I 
Stand in the plague of cuſtom, and permit 
The curioſity of Nations to deprive me ? 
For that 1 am ſome twelve, or fourteen Moonſhines 
Lag of a Brother £ Why Baſtard ? wherefore baſe ? 
When my Dimenſions are as well compact, 
My mind as generous, and my ſhape as true 
As honeſt Madam's iſſue ? why brand they us 
With Baſe ? with baſeneſs Baſtardy ? Baſe, Baſe ? 
Who in the luſty ſtealth of nature, take 
More compoſition,and fierce quality, 
Than doth within a dull ſtale tyred bed 
Go the creating a whole Tribe of Fops 
Got *rween a ſleep, and wake ? Well then, 
Legitimate Edgar, I mult have your land, 
Our Father's love is to the Baſtard Edmund, 
As to tllegitimate : fine word : legitimate. 
Well, my Legitimate, if this Letter ſpeed, 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the baſe 
Shall to th'Legitimate : I grow, I proſper : 
Now gods, ſtand up for Baſtards, 


Enter Glouceſter. 


Glo, Kent baniſh'd thus ? and France in choler parted ? 
And the King gone to night ? Preſcrib'd his power, 
| Conkin'd to exhibition ? All this gone 
Upon the gad? Edmand, how now ? what news ? 

Baſt. So pleaſe your Lordſhip, none. 

Glo. Why ſo earneſtly ſeek you to put up that letter ? 

Baſt. 1 know no news, my Lord. 

Glo, What Paper were you reading ? 

Baſt. Nothing my Lord. 

Glo. No? what needed then that terrible diſpatch of it 
into your Pocket ? the quality of nothing, hath not ſuch 


! need to hide it ſelf, Let's ſee : come, if it be nothing, 1 


ſhall not need SpeCtacles, | 

Boſt, 1 beſeech you, Sir, pardon me; it is a letter from 
my Brother, that I have not all o're-read; and for ſo much 
as | haye perus'd, I find it not fit for your o're-looking. 

Glo, Give me the Letter, Sir, | 

Baſt. I ſhall offend, either to detaig, or give it ; 

The Contents, -as in-part | underſtand them, 
Are to blame- 

Glo. Let's ſee, let's ſee. , 

Baſt. | hope tor my brother's juſtification, he wrote this 
but as an eſſay, or taſte of my Virtue. 

Glou. reads. This policy, and reverence of Age, makes 
the World bitter to beſt of our times keeps our Fortunes from 
us , *till our oldneſs cannot relliſh them, I begin to find an die 
aud fond bondage , in the oppreſſion of aged tyranny , who 
ſwayes not as it hath power, but” as it ts ſuffer d. Come to 
me, that of this I may ſpeak more. If our Father would ſleep 
till I wak'd him, you ſhould enjoy balf his Revenue for ever, 
and live the beloved of your Brother. Edgar. Hum ? Con 
ſpiracy ? Sleep till I wake him, you ſhould enjoy half bis 
Revenue : my Son Edgar, had hea hand to write this? A 
heart and brain to breed it in? When came this to you ? 


who brought it ? | | 
Baſt, It was not brought me, my Lord; there's the 


cunning of it. I found it thrown in at the Caſement of my 
Cloſlet. Hhb 3 Glo. 
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Glo. You know the character to be your Brother's ? 
Baſt. If the matter were good, my Lord, I durlt ſwear 
it were his :. but in reſpect of that, 1 would fain think it 
were not, 

Glo. It is his. : 

Baſt. It is his hand, my Lord : I hope his heart 1s not 1n 
the Contents, 
Glo. Has he never before ſounded you in this buſineſs ? 
Baſt. Never,my Lord. But I have heard him oft maintain 
it to be fit, that Sons at perfect age, and Fathers declin'd, 
the Father ſhould be as Ward to the Son, and the Son ma- 
nage his Revenue. 
Glo. O Villain; villain : his very opinion in the Letter, 
Abhorred Villain, unnatural, deteſted, bruitiſh Villain 
worſe than bruitiſh : Go, ſirrah, ſeek him : I'le apprehend 
him. Abominable Villain, where is he ? 
Baſt. I do not well know, my Lord; if it ſhall pleaſe 
you to ſuſpend your indignation againſt my Brother, *ill 
you can derive frant Him better Teſtimony of his intent , 
you ſhould run goarg [courſe : where, if you violently 
proceed againſthim, miſtaking his purpoſe, it would make 
a great gap in your honous, and ſhake in pieces the heart 
of his obedieuce. I dare pawn down my life for him, that 
+| he hath writ this to feel my affetion to your honour, and 
to no other pretence of danger. 
Glo, Think you ſo? 
Baſt, If your honour judge it meet, I will place you 
where you ſhall hear us confer this, and by an Auricular 
aſſurance have your ſatisfaftion, and that without any 
further delay, than this very Evening. 
Glo, He cannot be ſuch a Monſter. Edmund, ſeek him 
out: wind me into him, I pray you: frame the Buſineſs 
after your own wiſdom. I would unſtate my ſelf, to be in a 
due reſolution, 
Baſt. I will ſeek him, Sir, preſently : convey the buſineſs 
as | ſhall find means, and acquaint you withal, 
Glo, Theſe late Eclipſes in the Sun and Moon portend no 
good tous : though the wiſdom of Nature can reaſon it 
thus, and thus, yet Nature finds it ſelf ſcourg'd by the ſe. 
quent effefts, Love cools, Friendſhip falls off, Brothers 
divide. In Cities, mutiniesz in Countries, diſcord ' in 
Palaces, Treaſon ; and the Bond crack'd, *twixt Son and 
Father. This Villain of mine comes under the prediction : 
there's Son againſt Father, the King falls from biaſs of na- 
ture,there's Father againſt Child, We have ſeen the beſt of 
ourtime. Machinations, hollowneſs, treachery, and all 
ruinous diſorders follow us diſquietly to our Graves. Find 
out this Villain, Edzwnd, it ſhall loſe thee nothing, do it 
carefully : and the Noble and true-hearted Kent baniſh'd ; 
his offence, honeſty. *Tis ſtrange. ' LExit. 
Baſt. This is the excellent foppery of the world, that 
when we are ſick in fortune, often the ſurfeits of our own 
bebaviour, we make guilty of our diſaſters, the Sun, the 
Moon , and Stars, as if we were Villains on neceſſity, 
Fools by heavenly compulſion , Knaves, Thieves, and 
Treachers by Spherical predominance, Drunkards, Lyars, 
and Adulterers by an inforc'd obedience of Planetary in- 
fluence; and all that we arc evil in, by a divine thruſting 
on. An admirable evaſion of Whore-maſter-man, to lay 
his Goatiſh diſpoſition on the charge of a Star : My Father 
compounded with my Mother under the Dragon's tail, 
and my Nativity was under Urſa major, ſo that it follows, 
Iam rough and Lecherovs. I ſhould have been that lam, 
had the Maidenlieſt Star in the Firmament twinkled on 
my Baſtardizing. 


Enter Edgar, 


Pat: he comes like the Cataſtrophe of the old Comedy : 
my Cne is villanous Melancholy, with a figh like Tom 
0 Bedlam O theſe Eclipſes do portend theſe diviſions : 
Fa, Sol, La, Me. 

Edz. How now, Brother Edmund, what ſerious contem- 
plation are you in ? 


. . Os 
Baſt, 1 am thinking, Brother, of a Prediction 1 ; 


this other day, what ſhould follow theſe Ecliples, 
Edgz, Do you bulie your ſelf with that ? 
Baſt, 1 promiſe, the effects he writes of, ſucceed 
happily. 
When ſaw you my Father laſt ? 
Edo. The night gone by. 
Baſt. Spake you with him ? 
Eag. I, two hours together, 


Baſt. Parted you in good terms? Found you no dic. 


pleaſure in him, by word, nor countenance ? 
Edg. None at all, 


Baſt. Bethink your ſelf wherein you have offended 
him : and at my entreaty forbear his preſence, until ſome 
little time hath qualified the heat of his diſpleaſure, which 
at this inſtant ſo rageth in him, that with the miſchief of 


your perſon, it would ſcarcely allay. 
Eag. Some Villain hath done me wrong, 


Edm. That's my fear, I pray you have a continent for- 
bearance till the ſpeed of his rage goes ſlower; and as 
ſay,retire with me to my lodging, from whence I will fitly 


bring you to hear my Lord ſpeak : pray ye go, there's 
key : if you do ſtir abroad, go arm'd, 
Eag. Arm'd, Brother ? 


Edm. Brother, I adviſe you to the beſt, I am no honeſt 
man, if there be any good meaning toward you : | have 
told you what I have ſeen, and heard : But faintly. No. 
thing like the image, and horrour of it, pray you away. 

Ecge Shall I hear from you anon ? LExit, 

Eam 


. I do ſerve you in this bulineſs: 
A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble, 
Whoſe nature is ſo far from doing harms, 
That he ſuſpe&ts none: ' on whoſe fooliſh honeſty 
My prattices ride eaſe : I ſee the buſineſs. 
Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit, 


All with me's meet, that I can faſhion fir. [Exit, 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Goneril, and Steward. 


Gon. Did my Father ſtrike my Gentleman for chiding 


of his fool ? 
Stew. I, Madam. 


Gon. By day and night, he wrongs me z every hour. 


He flaſhes into one grols crime, or other, 

That ſets us all at odds: Ple not endureit; 

His Knights grow riotous, and himſelf upbraids us 
On every trifle. When he returns from hunting, 

I will not ſpeak with him, ſay I am ſick, 

If you come ſlack of former ſervices, 

You ſhall do well, the fault of it Ple anſwer. 

Stew. He's coming, Madam, I hear him. 

Gon. Put on what weary negligence you pleaſe. 
You and your Fellows : Pd have it come to queſtion; 
If he diſtaſte it, let him to my Siſter, 

Whoſe mind and mine I know in that are one, 
Remember what I have ſaid. 

Stew, 'Well, Madam. 

Gon, And let his Knights have colder looks among y 
what grows of it no matter, adviſe your fellows io, 


write [traight to my Siſter to hold my courſe : prepare 
dinner. [Ex 
Scena Quarta. 
Emery Kent. 


Ly 


Kent, If but as well I other accents borrow, 
That can my ſpeech diffuſe, my good intent 
May carry through it ſelf to that full iſſue 
For which I rais'd my likeneſs. Now,baniſht Kent, 


cunt, 


cad 


un- 


my 


ou : 
I'le 
for 


If 
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[t chou canſt ſerve where thou doſt ſtand condemn'd, 
Sg may it come, thy Maſter whom thou lov'lt, 
Shall ind thee full of labours. 

Horns within, Enter Lear and Attendants, 

Lear. Let me not ſtay a jot for dinner, go get it rea- 
dy : how now, what art thou ? 

Kent. A man, Sir. 

Lear. What doit thou profeſs? what would*ſt thou 
with us ? 

Kent, I do profeſs to be no leſs than I ſeem-; to ſerve 
him truly that will put me in truſt, to love him that is 
honeſt, to converſe with him that is wiſe, and ſays lit- 
tle, to fear juJgment, to fight when I cannot chuſe, and 
to eat no fiſh, 

Lear. What art thou ? 

Kent, A very honeſt hearted Fellow, and as poor as 
the King. | , 

Lear, If thou be'ſt as poor for a Subject, as he's for a 
King, thou art poor enough, What would*lt thou ? 

Kent, Service, 

Lear. Whom would'ſt thou ſerve ? 

Kent, You. 

Lear. Do'ſt thou know me, fellow ? 

Kent 
which I would fain call Maſter, 

Lear, What's that ? : 

Kent, Authority, 

Lear. What ſervices canſt thou do ? 

Kent, | can keep honeſt connſels, ride, run, marr a 
curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain meſſage 
bluntly : that which ordinary men are fit for, I am qua 
lified in, and the beſt of me, is diligence. | 

Lear. How old art.thou ? 


Kent, Not ſo young, Sir, to love a woman for ſinging, ] ' 


nor ſo old to doat on her for any thing. 1 have years on 
my back forty eight. 

Lear. Follow me, thou ſhalt ſerve me, if I like thee no 
worſe after Dinner, [ will not part from thee yer. Dinner 
ho, Dinner, where's my Knave? my Fool? go you and call 


my Fool hither. You, you, Sirrah, where's my Daughter ? 
Enter Steward, * 


Stew. So pleaſe yOUl—— [Exit 

Lear, What ſays the fellow there? Call the Clotpole 
back : where's my Fool? Ho, I think the World's aſleep, 
how now ? where's that Mungrel ? 

Knight, He ſays, my Lord, your Daughter is not well. 

Lear. Why came not the ſlave back to me when I 
call'd him ? 

Knight. Sir, he anſwered in the roundeſt manner, he 
would not. 

Lear. He would not ? - 

Knight. My Lord, 1 know not what the matter is, but 
to my judgment, your Highneſs is not entertain'd with 
that Ceremonious AﬀeCtion as you were wont, there's a 
great abatement of kindneſs appears as well in the gene- 
ral dependents, as in the Dake himſelf alſo, and your 
Daughter, 

Lear. Ha! ſay'ſt thou ſo? : 

Knight. 1 beſeech you, pardon me, my Lord, if I be 
miſtaken, for my duty cannot. be ſilent, when [ think your 
Highneſs is wrong'd. ; 

Lear. Thou but remembreſt me of my own Concepti- 
on, I have perceiv'd a moſt faint negle& of late, which 
[ have rather blamed as my own jealous curiolity, than as 
a very pretence and purpoſe of unkindneſs; 1 will look 
furfher+nto't : but where*s my Fool? 1 have not ſeen him 
this two days. 

Knight. Since my young Ladies going into France, Sir, 
the Fool hath much pined away. 

Lear. No more of that, I have noted it well; go you 


4 


. No, Sir, but you have that in your countenance, 


and tell my Daughter, T would ſpeak with her. Go you 
call hither my Fool; O you Sir, come you hither, Sir, 
who am I Sir? 8 


Enter Steward. 


Stew, My Ladies Father. | 

Lear, My Ladies Father ? my Lords Knaye, you whor: 
ſon Dog, you Slave, you Cur. | 

Stew. I am none FP theſe, my Lord; 
| beſeech your pardon. 

Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you Raſcal? 

Stew, I'll not be ſtrucken, my Locd. 

Kent. Nor tript neither; you baſe Foot-ball Player.” 

Lear, | thank'thee;' fellow, * 

Thou ferv'ſt me, and-FIl love thee. 

Kent. Come, Sir,ariſe, away, 11! teach you diffcrences : 
away, away, if you will meaſure your lubbers Ikngth a- 
gain, tarry, but away, go to, have you wiſdom, 10. 

Lear. Now my friendly Knave I thank thee, there's 
earneſt of thy ſervice, | 


Enter Fool. 


Fool. Let me hire him too, here's my Coxcomb. 

Lear. How now my pretty Knave ? how doſt thou ? 

Fool. Sirrah, you were bet take my Coxcomb, 

Kent, Why, my Boy ? ny 

Fool.” Why? for taking one's part that is out of favour ; 
nay, and thou can'ſt not ſmile as the wind ſits, thouPt 
catch- cold ſhortly , there take my Coxcomb z why this 
fellow has baniſh'd two on's Daughters, and did the third 
a bleſſing againſt his will ; if thou follow him, thou muſt 
needs wear my Coxcomb.” How now Nunkle ? would ] 
had two Coxcombs, and two Daughters. 

Lear Why, my Byy ? © 

Fool, If 1 yo all my living, Pld keep my Cox- 
comb my ſelf, there's mine, beg another of thy Daugh- 
ters. | 

Leay. Take heed, Sirrah, the whip. 

Fool. : Truth's a" muſt to kennel, he muſt be 
whip'd out, when the Lady Brach may ſtand by th'fire 
and ſtink. 

Lear, A peſtilent gall to me. ! 

Fool. Sirrah, I'll teach thee a fpecch. 

Lear. Do. 

Fool. Mark it Nunkle ; 

Have more thanthotſhoweſt, 


Speak leſs than thon knoweſt, 


Lend lefs than thou oweſt, 
Ride more than thou goeſt, 
Learn more than thon trowefk, 
Set leſs than thou throweſt : 
Leave thy Drink and thy Whore, 
And keep in Door, 
And thou ſhalt have more, 
Than two tens to & ſcore. 
Kent. This is nothing, Fool. | 7 
Fool. Then it is like the breath of an unfee'd Lawyer, 
you give me nothing for'r, can you make no uſe of no- 
thing, Nunkle? 
Lear, Why no, Boy, A 
Nothing can be made out of nothing, -- 
Fool. Prithee tell him, ſo much the rent of his Land: 
comes to, he will not believe a Fool. 
Lear. A bitter Fool- | Fo 
Fool. Do'ſt thon know the difference, my Boy ; be- 
tween a bitter Fool, and a ſweet one ? 
Lear. NoLad; teach me. | *% 
Fool. Nunkle, give me an egg, and PII give thee two 
Crowns. 
Lear. What two Crowns ſhall they be?  _ 
Fool. Why? after 1 have cut the egg ''th* middle, and 
eat up the meat, the two-Crowhs of the egg : when thou 


cloveſt f 
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cloveſt thy Crown ith'middle, and gav*ſt away both parts, 
thou bor'ſt thine Aſs on thy back o're the dirt,thou had'ſt 
little wit in thy bald crown, when thou gav'ſt thy golden 
one away : if | ſpeak like my ſelf in this, let him be whipt 
that firſt finds it ſo. 


Fools had ne're leſs grace in ayear, 
For wiſemen are grown foppiſh, 

And know not how their wits to wear, 
Their manners are ſo apiſh. 


Lear. When were you wont to be ſo full of Songs, 
Sirrah ? 

Fool. | have uſed it Nuncle, e're ſince thou mad*ſt thy 
Daughters thy Mothers, for when thou gav'ſt them the 
rod, and purt'ſt down thine own breechs, then they 


For ſudden joy did weep, 

Ang I for ſorrow ſung, 

That ſuch a King ſhould play bo peep, 
And go the Fools among. 


Prythee Nuncle keep a School-Maſter that can teach thy 
Fool tolye, 1 would fain learn to lye, 

Lear. And you lye, Sirrah, we'll have you whipt. 

Fool. I marvel what kin thou and thy Daughters are : 
thy*ll have me whipt for ſpeaking true: thou'lt have me 
whipt for lying, and ſometimes 1. am whipr, for holding 
my peace. I had rather be any kind o'thing thana fool, 
and yet I would not be thee, Nuncle; thou baſt pared thy 
wit o'both ſides, and left nothing i'th*middle ; here comes 
one o'the parings. 


Enter Goneril. p 


Lear. How now, Daughter ? what makes that Frontlet 
on ? You are too much of late i'tl? frown, | 

Fool, Thou walt a pretty fellow when thou had'ft no 
need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an O without 
a figure, I am better than thou art now, I am a fool, thou 


face bids me, though you fay nothing. 
Mum, Mum, he that keeps nor cruſt, nor crum, 

Weary of all, ſhall want ſome. That's a ſheal*d Peſcod. 
| Gon, Not only, Sir, this, your all licenc'd Fool, 
Bur other of your inſolent retinue 
Do hourly Carp and Quarrel, breaking forth 
[n rank, (and not tobe endured) riots, Sir. 
| had thought by making this well know unto you, 
To have found a ſafe redreſs, but now grow fearful 
By what your ſelf too late have ſpoke and done, 
That you protect this courſe, and put it on 
By your allowance, which if you ſhould, the fault 
Would not ſcape cenſure, nor the redreſſes ſleep, 
Which in the tender of a wholeſome weal, 

Might in their working do you that offence, 
Which elſe were ſhame, that then neceſlity 
Will call diſcreet proceeding, 

Fool. For you know, Nuncle,the Hedge-ſparrow fed the 
Cuckooe ſo long, that it had it's head bit off by it's young, 
ſo out went the Candle, and we were left darkling. 

Lear. Are you our Daughter ? 

Gon. I would you would makeuſe of your good wiſdom, 
(Whereof I know you are fraught) and put away 
Theſe diſpoſitions, which of late tranſport you 
From what you rightly are. | 

Fool, May not an Afs know, when the Cart draws the 
Horſe ? 

Whoop Jug I love thee. 
Lear. Do's any here know me ? 
This is not Lear : 
Do's Lear walk thus ? Speak thus ? Where are his eyes ? 
Either his Notion weakens, his Diſcernings 
Are Lethargicd. Ha ? Waking ? *Tis not fo ; 


art nothing. Yes forſooth I will hold my tongue, ſo your : 


| 


th 


—— 


Who is it that can tell me who l am ? 
Fool. Lear's ſhadow. 
Lear. Your name, fair Gentlewoman ? 
Gon. This admiration, Sir, is much 0'th*ſavour 
Of other your new pranks, 1 do beſcech you 
To underſtand my purpoſes aright : 
As you are Old, and Reverend, ſhould be Wiſz. 
Here'do you keep a hundred Knights and Squires 
Men ſo diſorder*d, ſo deboſh'd, and bold, ; 
That this our Court infefted, with their manners 
Shews like a riotous Inn; Epicuriſm and Luſt * 
Makes it more like a Tavern, or a Brothell, 
Than a grac'd Palace. The ſhame it ſelf doth ſpeak 
For inſtant remedy. Be then deſir'd, 
By her that elſe will take the thing ſhe begs, 
A little to diſquantity your Train, 
And the remainders that ſhall ſtill depend, 
To be ſuch men as may beſort your Ape, 
Which'know themſelves, and you. 
Lear. Darkneſs, and Devils, 
Saddle my Horſes : call my Train together. 
Degenerate Baſtard, Ile not trouble thee ; 
Yet have [ left a Daughter. 


Gon, You ſtrike my people, and your diſorder'd tabble 
make Servants of their Betters. 


Enter Albany. | 


Lear. Woe, that toolate repents : 
[s it your will, ſpeak, Sir? Prepare my Horſes. 
Ingratitude ! thou Marble- hearted Fiend, 
More hideous when thou ſhew'ſt thee in a Child, 
Than the Sea-monſter. 
Alb. Pray, Sir, be patient, 
Lear. Deteſted Kite, thou lyeſt. 
My Train are men of choice, and rareſt parts, 
That all particulars of duty know, 
And in the moſt exact regard, ſupport 
Their worſhips of their name. O moſt ſmall fault, 
How ugly did'ſt thou in {ordelia ſhew ? 
Which like an Engine, wrencht my frame of Nature 
From the fixt place : drew from my heart all love, 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear / 
Beat at this gate that let thy Folly in, 
And thy dear Judgement out. Go, go, my people. 
Alb. My Lord, | am guiltleſs, as am ignorant 
Of what hath moved you. 
Lear, It may be ſo, my Lord, 
Hear Nature, hear, dear Goddeſs, hear : 
Suſpend thy purpoſe, if thou did'lt intend 
To make this Creature fruitful : 
into her Womb convey ſterility, 
Dry up in her the Organs of increaſe, 
And from her derogate body, never ſpring 
A Babe to honour her, If ſhe mult teem, 
Create her Child of Spleen, that it may live 
And be a thwart, diſnatur'd torment to her. 
Let it tamp wrinkles in her brow of youth, 
With cadent Tears fret Chanels in her Checks, 
Turn all her Mother's pains, and benefits 
Tolaughter, and contempt : That ſhe may feel, 
How ſharper than a Serpent's tooth it is, | 
To have a thankleſs Child. Away, away, [ Exit. 
Alb. Now gods that we adore. | 
Whereof comes this ? 
Gon, Never afflit your ſelf to know of it : 
But let his diſpoſition have that ſcope 
As dotage gives it. 


Enter Lear. 


Lear. What fifty of my followers at a clap ? 
Within a fortnight ? 
Alb. What's the matter, Sir ? 4 
far. 


{ 
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© Tear, Viltell thee: 
Life and Death, I am aſham'd 


Should make thee worth them, 

Blaſts and Fogs upon thee : 

Th! untented woundings of a Father's Curſe 
pierce every ſenſe about thee. Old fond Eyes, 
Peweep thee once again, Ill pluck ye ont, 

And caſt you with the Waters that you loſe 

To temper Clay. Ha? Let it be ſo, 

[ have auother Daughter, 

Who i am ſure is kind and comfortable : 

When fhe ſhall hear this of thee, with her nails 


That I'll reſume the ſhape which thou doſt think 
[ have caſt off for ever. 

Gon. Do you mark that ? 

Alb. 1 cannot be ſo partial, Goreril!, 
To the great love I bear you, 

Gon, Pray you content, What, Oſwald, ho ? 


Fool. Nuncle Lear, Nuncle Lear, 
Tarry, take the Fool with thee : 

A Fox, when one has caught her, 

And ſuch a Daughter, 

Should ſure to the ſlaughter, 

If my Cap would buy a Halter, 

$0 the Fool follows after. 

Gon. This man hath had good counſel, 
A hundred Knights ? 

Tis politick, and ſafe to let him keep 


Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, diſlike, 
He may enguard his dotage with their powers, 
And hold our lives in mercy. Oſwald, 1 fay. 
Alb, Well, you may fear too far ; 

Gon, Safer than truſt too far; 

Let me ſtill take away the harms I fear, 

Not fear ſtill to be taken. I know his heart, 
What he hath utter'd, I have writ my Siſter : 
If ſhe'll ſuſtain bim, and bis hundred Knights 
When 1 have ſhew*d th? unfitneſs. 


Enter Steward. 


' How now, Ofwald ? ; 
What have you writ that Letter to my Siſter ? 


Stew. I, Madam. 


orm her full of my particular tear, 

And thereto add ſuch reaſons of your own, 

As may compact it more. Get you gone, 

And haſten your return; no, no, my Lord, 
This milky gentleneſs, and courſe of yours 
Though 1 condemn not, yet under pardon 

You are much more at task for want of wiſdom, 
Than prais'd for harmful mildnels, 


Striving to better, oft we mar what's well. 
Gon. Nay then —— 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Lear, Kent, Gentleman, and Fool. 


That thou haſt power to ſhake my manhood thys, 
That theſe hot tears, which break from me perforce, 


Shee'll flea thy Wolviſh viſage. Thon ſhalt find, 


You, Sir, more Knave than Fool, after your Maſter. 


danger of kibes ? 
Lear, I, Boy. 


ſlip-ſhod. 
Lear. Ha, ha, ha, 


| can tell what I can tell. 
Lear, What canſt tel), Boy ? 


on's face ? 
Lear. No. 


what a man cannot fmnell out, he may ſpy into. 
Lear. 1 did her wrong. 
Fool. Canſt tell how an Oyſter makes his ſhell ? 
Leai . No. 


Houſe. 
Lear, Why ? 


Daughters, and leave his Horns wichout a Cuſe. 

Lear. | will forget my Nature, fo kind a Father ? Be 
my Horſes ready ? 

Fool. Thy Aſes are gone about *em ; the reaſon why 
the ſeven Stars are no more than ſeven,is a Pretty reaſon. 


LExit.| Lear, Becauſe they are not eight. 


on. Take you ſome Company, and away to Horſe, 
inf! j fea 


Alb. How far yout Eyes may pierce I cannot tell; 


Aib. Well, well, the *vent. LExennt. 


Lear. Go you before to Gloſter with theſe Letters z ac- 
quaint my Daughter no further with any thing you know, 
than comes from her demand: out of the Letter, 
diligence be not ſpeedy, I ſhall be there afore you. 
Kent, 1 will not ſleep, my Lord, till I have delivered 


your Letter. 


if your 


[Exit. 


| 


Fool, Yes indeed, .thou would*ſt make a good Fool, 
Lear. To tak't again perforce? Monſter ingratitude ! 
Faol. If you were my Fool, Nuncle, 11'd have thee beat 


At point a hundred Knights: yes, that on every Dream, | en for being old before thy time. 


Lear, How's that ? 

Fool. Thou ſhould'ſt not have bin old, till thou had'ſ 
bin wiſe. 

Lear, O let me not be mad, not mad, ſweet Heaven : 
keep me in temper, I would not be mad. How now, are 
the Horſes ready ? 

Gent, Ready, my Lord: 

Lear, Come, Bo . 

Fool. She that's a Maid now,and laughs at my departure 
Shall not be a Maid long, unleſs things be cur ſhorter. 

[ Exenun. 


6 
Aus Secundus. Scenma Prima. 


Enter Baſtard, and Curan, ſeverally. 


Baſt C\ Ave thee, Curarn. 

Cur, And you, Sir, I have bin 

With your Father, and given him notice 

That the Duke of Cormwal, and Regar his Dutcheſs 

Will be here with him this aight. , 
Baſt. How comes that ? 

Cur. Nay 1 know not, you have heard of the news a- 
broad, I mean the whiſper'd ones, for they are yer but 
Ear-kiſſiog Arguments. 

Baſt. Not 1 : pray you what are they ? 

Cur. Have you heard of no likely Wars toward, 

'Twixt the Dukes of Cornwall and Albany ? 

Baſt. Not a word. 

Cur. You may*do then in time, , 

Fare you well, Sir. CExt. 
Baſt. The Duke be here tonight? the better beſt, 

This weaves it ſelf perforce into my buſineſs, 

My Father hath ſet guard to take my Brother, 

And I have one thing of a queazy queſtion 

Which I maſt at, briefneſs, and fortune work. 
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Fool, If a man's brains were in his heels, wert not in 


Fool. Then | prythee be merry, thy Wit ſhall not go 


Fool. Shalt ſee thy other Daughter will uſe thee k; 
for though ſhe's as like this, as : Crad's like an _—_— 


Fool, She will taſte as like this, as a Crab d A 
Crab: canſt thou tell why ones Noſe ſtands 7 th? middle 


Fool. Why to keep ones Eyes of either ſide's noſe, that 


Fool. Nor I neither; but I can tell why a Snail has a 


Fool. Why to put's head in, not to give it away to his 


| 


—— 
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Enter Edgar. 


Brother, a word, deſcend, brother I ſay, 
My Father watches ; O Sir, fly this place, 
lntelligence is given where you are hid z 
You have now the good advantage of the night, 
Have you not ſpoken 'gainſt the Duke of Gornwall ? 
He's coming hither, now i'th* night, i'th haſte, 
And Regan with him, have you nothing ſaid 
Upon his party *gainſt the Duke of Albany ? 
Adviſe your cit, 

Ede. lam ſure on't, not a word. 

Baſt. 1 hear my Father coming, pardon me : 
[n cunning, l mult draw my Swo:d upon you: | 
Draw, ſeem to defend your (elf, 
Now quit you well, 
Yield, come bcfore my father, light hoa, here, 
Fly, Brother, Torches, ſo farewel, [ Exit Edgar, 
Some bloud drawn on me would beget opinion 
Of my more fierce endeavour. | have ſeen drunkards 
Do more than this in ſport ; Father, father, 
Stop, top, no help? 


Enter Gloſter, and Servants with Torches. 


Glo. Now, Edmund, where's the villain ? 

Baſt. Here ſtood he inthe dark, his ſharp Sword ont, 
| Mumbling of wicked Charms, conjucring the Moon 

To ſtand his auſpicious Miſtreſs. 

Glo. But where is he? | 

Baſt. Look, Sir, I bleed, 

Glo. Where is the villain, Edmurd ? 

Baſt. Fled this way,Sir, when by no means he could —- 

Glo. Purſue him, ho : goafter.- By no means, what ? 

Baſt, Perſwade me to murther of your Lordſhip, + 
But that I told him the revenging gods, 

*Gainſt Parricidesdid all the thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manifold, and ſtrong a Bond 
The Child was bound to th? Father. Sir,in fine, 
Seeing how lothly oppoſite I ſtood 

To his unnatural purpoſe, in fell motion 

With his prepared Sword, he charges home 

| My unprovided body, latch'd mine Arm : 

And when he ſaw my belt alarm'd Spirits 

Bold in the quarrels right, rouz'd to th'encounter, 
Or whether gaſted by the noiſe | made, 

Full ſuddenly he fled. 

Glo. Let him flye far: 

Not in this land ſhall he remain uncaught | 
And found ;, diſpatch, the Noble Duke my Maſter, 
My worth Arch and Patron comes to night, 

By his Authority L will proclaim it, 

That he which finds him ſhall deſerve our thanks, 

| Bringing the murderous Coward tothe ſtake : 

14 He that conceals him, death. 

Baſt. When | diſſwaded him from his intent, 
And fonnd him pight to do it, with curſt ſpeech 
I threatn..d to diſcover him he replied, 

Thou uopoſſeſſing Baſtard, doſt thou think, 

If I would ſtand againſt thee, would the repoſal 

Of any truſt, virtue, or worth in thee 

Make thy words faith'd ? No, what ſhould I deny, 
(As this | would, though thou did'ſt produce 

My very Charatter ) VII turn it all. 

To thy ſuggeſtion, plot,and damned practice : 

And thou muſt make a dullard of the world, 

If they not thought the profits of my death 
Were very pregnant and potential Spirits 
To make thee leek it. 

Glo. O ſtrange and faſtned Villain! 
Would he deny his Letter, faid he? 
Heark, the Duke's trumpets, I know not where he comes, 
All Ports Ple bar, the villain ſhall not ſcape, 


D Tucket within, 
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| Occalions Noble Gloſter of ſome prize. 


The Duke mult grant me that : beſides, his pi 
| | will ſend far _- near, that all the Kinnton _ 

My have due note of him, and of my land 

( Loyal and natural Boy) Vie work the means 

To make thee capable. 


Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants. 


Corn, How now, my noble friend, ſince I came hi 
(Which I can call but now) I have heard mortar % 
Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too ſhort = 
Which can purſue th'offender: how does my Lord ? 
Gio. O Madam, my old heart is crack'd, it's crack?q 
Reg. What, did my Father's Godſon ſeek your life 3 
He whom my father nam'd, your Edpar : ; 
= _ Lady, ſhame would have it hid, 
eg. Was he not compainon with the riotous Kni 
That tended upon my father ? OY 
Glo. I know not, Madam, *tis too bad, too bad. 
Baſt. Yes, Madam, he was of that conſort. 
Reg. No marvel then, though he were ill-affeCted, 
'Tis they have put him on the old man's death, 
To have tl'expence and yaſlt of Revenues 
[ have this preſent evening from my Siſter 
Been well inform?*d of them, and with ſuch cautions, 
That if they come to ſojourn at my Houſe, 
le not be there. 
Cor. Nor I, aſſure thee, Regan ; 
Edmund, | hear that you have ſhewn your Father 
A Child-like Office, 
Baſt. It is my duty, Sir. 
5/0, He did bewray his practice, and receiy'd 
This hurt you ſee, ſtriving to apprehend him. 
(or. Is he purſued ? 
Glo, I, my good Lord. 
Cor. If he be taken, he ſhall never more 
Be fear?d of doing harm, make your own purpoſe, 
How in my ſtrength you pleaſe : as for you, Edmund, 
Whoſe virtue and obedietce doth this inſtant 
So much commend it ſelf, you ſhall be ours, 
Natures of ſuch deep truſt, we ſhall much need : 
You we firſt ſeize on, | 
Baſt. 1 ſhall ſerve you, Sir, truly, how ever elſe. 
Glo, For him I thank your Grace. 
Cor. You know not why we came to viſit you. 
Reg. Thus out of ſeaſon, thredding dark-ey'd night, + 


Wherein we muſt have uſe of your advice. 
Our Father he hath writ, ſo hath our Siſter, 
Of differences, which I beſt thought it fit 
To anſwer from our home : the ſeveral Meſſengers 
From hence attend diſpatch, our good old friend 
Lay comforts to your boſome, and beſtow 

Your needful counſel to our buſineſſes, 

Which craves the inſtant uſe. 

Glo. I ſerve you, Madam, 


Your Graces are right welcom. [Exennt, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Kent, and Steward, ſeverally. 


Stew. Good dawning to thee, friend, art of this houſe ? 
Kent, I. 

Stew, Where may we ſet our horſes ? 

Kent. I thymire. 

Stew. Prythee if thou loy*ſt me, tell me. 

Kent. I love thee not. 

Stew, Why then I care not for thee. 

Kent, If I had thee in Lipsbwry Pinfold, 1 would make 
thee care for me, 

Stew. Why doſt thou uſe me thus ? I know thee not. 


Kent. Fellow, I know thee. 
Stew. | 


p— 


The Tragedy of King Lear. 


Z 


— 


Stew. What doſt thou know me for ? 

Kent, A Rnave, a Raſcal, and eater of broken meats, a 
baſe, proud, ſhallow, beggarly, three-ſuited, hundred pound, 
filthy woolted ſtocking Knave, a Lilly-livered , Action- 
taking , whorſon glaſs gazing , ſuper-ſerviceable finical 
Rogue, one- Trunk-inheriting ſlave, one that wouldſt be a 
Bawd in way of good ſervice, and art nothing but the 
compoſition of a Knave, Beggar, Coward, Pander, and 
the Son and Heir of a Mungril Bitch, one whom I will beat 
into clamorous whining, it thou deny'lſt the leaſt ſyllable 
of thy addition. 

Stew. Wny, what a monſtrous fellow art thou , thus 
to rail on one, that 1s neither known of thee, nor knows 
thee? - 

Kent, What a brazen fac'd Varlet art thou, to deny 
thou knowelt me ? Is it two days ſince [ tript up rhy heels, 
and beat thee betore the King? Draw you Rogue , for 
though it be night , yet the Moon ſhines, le make a ſop/ 
o'th*Moonſhine of you, you whorſoa Culleinly Barbar- 
/ | monger, draw, 

Stew. Away, | have nothing to do with thee. 

Kent, Draw, you Raſcal, you come with letters againit 
the Ring, and take Vanity the puppet's part, againſt the 
Royalty of her father : draw, you rogue,or Ile ſo carbonado 
your ſhanks, draw you Raſcal, come your ways, 

Stew, Help, ho, murther, help. 

Kent. Strike you flave : ſtand, Rogue, ſtand you neat 
ſlave, ſtrike. | 

Stew. Help ho, murrher, murther, 


Enter Baſtard, Cornwal, Regan, Gloſter, Servant. 


Baſt. How now, what's the matter ? Part. 
Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you pleaſe, come, 


Fle fleſh ye; come on young Maſter, 

Glo. Weapons? Arms? what's the matter here ? 

Cor, Keep peace upon your lives, he dyes that ſtrikes a- ; 
pain, what is the matter ? | 

Reg. The Meſſengers from our Siſter, and the King ? 

Cor, What is your difference, ſpeak ? 

Stew, Iam ſcarce in breath, my Lord. | 

Kent. No marvel, you have ſo beſtir'd your Valour, you 
ny Raſcal, nature diſclaims in thee : a Taylor made 
thee, 

Corn, Thou art a ſtrange fellow, a Taylor make a man ? 

Kent, A Taylor, Sir ; a Stone-cutter, or a Painter, could 
not have made him fo ill, though they had been but two 
years 0*ch'trade. 

Cor, Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ? 

Stew. The ancient Ruffian, Sir, whoſe life Fhave ſpar'd 
at ſute of his gray beard. 

Kent, Thou whoreſon Zed, thou unneceſſary letter, my 
Lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread this unboulted 
villain into mortar,and daub the wall of a Jakes with him, 
Spare my gray-beard, you wag-tail ? 

Cor, Peace, Sirrah, 

You beaſtly knave, know you no reverence ? 

Kent, Yes, Sir, but anger hath a priviledge. 

Cor, Why art thou angry ? 

Kent, That ſuch a ſlave as this ſhould wear a Sword, 
Who wears no honeſty : ſuch ſmiling rognes as theſe, 

Like Rats oft bite the holy cords a-twain, 
Which art Vintrince, Cunlooſe : ſmooth every paſſion 
That in the natures of their Lords rebel, 
Being oil to fire, ſhow to the colder moods, 
Renege, affirm, and turn their Halcyon beaks, 
With every gale, and vary of their Maſters, 
Knowing nought (like dogs) but following : 
A plague upon your Epileptick viſage, 
Smile you my ſpeeches, as I were a fool? 
Gooſe, it 1 had you upon Sarum plain 
Ple drive ye cackling home to Camelot, 
Corn, What art thou mad, old fellow ? 
Gleſt. How fell you out, ſay that ? 


—_— 


Kent, Nocontcaries hold more an 
Thaa I, and-ſuch a Krave. 
Cora, Why dolſt thon call him Knave ? 
What is bis fault ? 
Kent, His countenance likes me no 
Cor, No more perchance do's minc,nor his,nor hers. 
Kent, Sir, "tis my occupation to be plain, 
[ have ſeen better faces in my time, 


tipathy, 


. Than itands on any ſhoulder that | ſee 


| 


Before me, at this inſtanr, 
Corn. This is ſome fellow, 
\Who having been prais'd for bluntneſs, dothafet 
A ſawcy roughneſs, and conſtrains the garb. * 
Quite from his Nature. He cannot flatter, he, * 
An honeſt mind and plain, he muſt ſpeak truth, 
And they will take it ſo, if not, he's plain. 
Theſe kind of Knaves I know, which in this plainneſs. 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, 
Then twenty ſilly-ducking obſervants, 
That ſtretch their duties nicely. 
Kent. Sir, in good faith, in ſincere verity, 
Under th'al:owance of your great aſpect, 
\Vhoſe influence like the wreath of radiant fire 
7n flicking Phebus front. 
Corn, What mean'ſt by this? _. | 
Kent. To goout of my dialect : which yondiſcommend 
ſomuch; I know, Sir, 1 am no flatterer, he that begvil'd 
you ina plain accent, was a plain Knave, which for my 
part I will not be, though 1 ſhould win your diſpleaſure to 
intreat me to'r, 
Corn, What was th'offence you gave him ? 
Stew. I never gave him any : 
[t pleas'd the King his Maſter very late ' 
To ſtrike at me upon his miſconſtruction, 
When he compadt, and flattering his diſpleaſure 
Tript me behind : being down, inſulted, rail'd, 
And put upon him ſuch a deal of Man, 
That worthied him, got praiſes of the King, 
For him attempting, who was ſelf-ſubdued, 
And in the fleſhment of this dead exploit, 
Drew on me here again. 
Kent, None of theſe Rogues, and Cowards, 
But Ajax is their fool. 
Corn, Fetch forth the Stocks ? 
Ycu ſtubborn ancient Knave, you reverent Braggart, 
We'll teach you. 
Kent. Sir, l am too old to learn: 
Call not your Stocks for me, 1 ſerve the King ; 
On whoſe imployment I was ſent to you, ; 
You ſhall do ſmall reſpe&ts, ſhew too bold malice 
Againſt the Grace, and Perſon of my Maſter, 
Stocking his Meſfenger. 
Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks ; : 
As I have life and honour, there ſhall he ſit *rill Noon, 
Reg. 'Till noon ? *rill night my Lord, and all nighr too. 
Ke t. Why Madam, if 1 were your Father's dog, 
You ſhould not uſe me ſo. 

Reg. Sir, being his Knave, | will.  [ Stocks brought ont. | 
Corn. This isa fellow of the ſelf-ſame colour, 
Our Siſter ſpeaks of. Come, bring away the Stocks, 
Glo. Let me beſeech your Grace, not todo fo, 

The King his Maſter needs muſt take it ill 
That he's ſo ſlightly valued in his Meſſenger, 
Should have bim this reſtrained. 
Corn, Vle anſwer that. 
Reg. My Siſter may receive it much _ worſe, 
To have her Gentleman abusd, affanlted. by 
Corn, Come, my Lord, away. [Exit. 
Glo. I am ſorry for thee, friend, 'tis the Dukes pleaſure, 
Whoſe diſpoſition all the world well knows 
Will not be rubb'd nor ſtopr. Ile intreat for thee. oY 
Ken, Pray do not, fir, | have watch'd and travel d hard, 
Some time I ſhall ſleep ovt, the reſt Ple whiſtle : a 


A good man's fortune may grow out at heels: ' a 


” 
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Give you Good morrow. \ 
Glo. The Duke's to blame in this, | 

Twill be ill raken, | DExit. 
Keyt. Good Kigg, that muſt approve the common ſaw, 

Thou out of Heads benediCtion conſt 

To the warm Sun, 

Approach thou Beacon to this under Globe, 

That by tity comfortable Beams I may 

Peruſe this Letter, Nothing almoſt ſees miracles 

But miſery. 1 know *tis from Cordelia, 

Who hath molt fortunately been inform'd 

Of my obſcured courſe. And ſhall find time 

From this enormous State, ſeeking to give 

Loſſes their remedies, All weary and o're-watch'd, 

Take vantage heavy eyes, not to behold 

This ſhameful lodging. Fortune, good night, 

Smile once more, turn thy wheel. 


Enter Edgar. 


Ez. 1 have heard my ſelf proclaim'd, 
And by the happy hollow of a Tree, 
Eſcap*d the hunt. No Port is free, no place 
Thar guard, and moſt unuſual vigilance 
Do's not attend my taking. Whiles I may ſcape 
| will preſerve my ſelf : and am bethought 
To take the baſeſt and moſt pooreſt ſhape 
That ever penury in contempt of man, 
Brought near to Beaſt : My face Fll grime with filth, 
Blanket my loins, put all my hair in knots, 
And with preſented nakednels out-face 
The winds, and perſecutions of the Sky : 
The Country gives me proof and preſident 
Of Bedlam beggars, who with roaring voices 
Strike in their numm'd and mortifi'd Arms, _ 
Pins, Wooden pricks, Nails, Sprigs of Roſemary : 
And with this horrible objeQ:, from low Farms, 
Poor pelting Villages, Shceps-Coats, and Mills, 
Sometimes with Lunatick Bans, ſometimes with Prayers, 
Inforce their charity : poor Turlygod, poor Tom. 
Thai? ſomething yet : Edgar I nothing am. [CExit. 
Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. 


Lear .'Tis ſtrange that they ſhould ſo depart from home, 
And not ſend back my Meſlenger. 
Gent, As learn'd, F 
The night before, there was no purpoſe in them 
Of this remove. 
Kent, Hail to thee, Noble Maſter. 
Lear. Ha, mak'ſt thou this ſhame thy paſtime? |, 
' Kent, No, my Lord. | 
Fool, Ha, ha, he wears Crewel Garters; Horſes are ty'd 
by the heads, Dogs and Bears by th*neck, Monkies by 
th* loins, and men by th* legs; when a man is overluſty 
at legs, then he wears wooden nether ſtocks. 
Lear, What's he, 
That hath ſo much thy place miſtook 
To ſet thee here ? 
Kent, |t is both he and ſhe, 
Your Son and Daughter. 
Lear. No. 
, TaQ 
. No, I ſay. 
. I ay, yea. | 
. By Zupiter, I ſwear no. 
. By Funo, I ſwear l. 
Lear. T hey durſt not do't - 
They could not, would not do't : *tis worſe than murther 
Todo upon reſpect ſuch violent outrage : 
Reſolve me with'all modeſt haſt, which way 
Thou might®ſt deſerve, or they impoſe this uſage, 
Coming from us. | 
Kent. My Lord, when at their home 


| there's no labouring th? winter. All that follow their 


| gives thee better counſel, give me mine again, I would 


4 CA A 
| did commend your Highneſs Letters to them, 
E're I was riſen from the place, that ſhewed 
My duty kneeling, came there a recking Poſt, 
Stew'd 10 his haſt, half breathleſs, panting forth 
From Gonerill his Miſtreſs, ſalutation ; 
Deliver'd Letters ſpight of intermiſſion, 
Which preſently they read ; on thoſe contents 
They ſummon'd up their meiny, ſtraight took horſe, 
Commanded me to follow and attend 
The leiſure of their anſwer, 'gave me cold looks, 
And meeting here the ather Meſſenger, 
Whoſe welcome l perceiy'd had poyſon'd mine, 
Being the very fellow which: of late 
Diſplay'd ſo ſawcily againſt your Highneſs , 
Having more'man than wit about me, drew ; 
He rais'd the houſe, with-loud and coward cries, 
Your Son and Daughter found this treſpaſs worth 
The ſhame which here ir ſuffers. (way, 
Fool, Winter's not gone yet, - if the wild Geeſe fly that 
Fathers that wear Rags do make their Children blind, 
But Fathers that bear Bags, ſhall ſee their Children king, 
Fortune, that arrant whore, ne'er turns the key to th*poor, 
But for all this thou ſhalt have as many dolours for thy dear 
Daughters, as thou canſt tell in a year. 
Lear. Oh how this Mother ſwells up toward my heart! 
Sſterica paſſio, down thou climiog ſorrow, 
hy Element's below; where is this Daughter ? 
Kent, With the Ear], Sir, here within. 
Lear. Follow me not, ſtay here. 
Gen, Made you more offence, 
But what you ſpeak of, 
Kent, None ; 
How chance the King comes with ſo ſmall a number ? 
Fool. And thou hadſt been ſet ith? Stocks for that 
queſtion, thoud'ſt well deſerv'd it.. | 
Kent. - Why, Fool? 
Fool. We'll ſet thee to ſchool to an Art, to teach thee 


[ Exi, 


noſes,are led by their eyes, but blind men ; and there's not 
a noſe among twenty, but can ſmell him that's ſtinking ! 
let go thy hold, when a great wheel runs down a hill, leſt 
it break thy neck with following. But the great one that 
goes upward, let him draw thee after : When a wiſe man 


have none but Knaves follow it, ſince a fool gives it. 
That, Sir, which ſerves and ſeeks for gain, 
And follows but for form ; 
Will pack when it begins torain, 
And leave thee in a ſtorm, 
And I will tarry, the fool will ſtay, : 
And let the wiſe man fly : 
The Knave'turns fool that runs away, \ 
The fool noKnave perdy. 


Enter Lear, and Gloſter. \ 


Kent, Where learn'd you this, fool ? 

Fool. Not ith” Stocks, fool. 

Lear. Deny to ſpeak with me ? 

They are ſick, they are weary, 
They have travell'd all the night ? meer fetches, 
The Images of revolt and flying off. 
Fet me a better anſwer, 
Glo, My dear Lord, 
You know the fiery quality of the Duke, 
How unremoveable and fixt he is 
In his own courſe. - 

Lear, Vengeance, Plague, Death, Confuſion: 
Fiery ? What quality ? Why, Gloſter, Gloſter, 
P1d ſpeak with the Duke of Cornwal, and his wile. 

Glo. Well, my good Lord, I have inform'd them fo. ; 

Le. Inform'd them? Doſt thou underſtand me, man : 

Glo. I, my good Lord. 

Lear. The King would ſpeak with Cornwall, 


The 
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| | The dear Father 


Would with his Daughter ſpeak,commands, tends, ſervice, 
Are they inform'd of this ? My breath and blood : 
Fiery > The hery Duke, tel] the hot Duke that—— | 
No, but not yet, may be he is not well, 
[ofirmity doth (til! neglect all office, 
Whereto our health is bound, we are not our ſelves, 
When Nature being oppreſt, commands the mind 
To ſuffer with the body ;, I'll forbear, 
And am fall'n out with my. more headier wall, 
To take the indiſpos'd and ſickly fit, 
For the ſound man. Death on my ſtate : wherefore 
Should he fit here ? This at perſwades me, 
That this remotion of the Duke and her 
[s practice only, give me my ſervant forth ; 
Go, tell the Duke and's Wife, 1'ld ſpeak with them : 
Now preſently : Bid them come forth and hear me, 
Or at their Chamber door I'll beat the Drum, 
'Till ircry ſleep to death. 
Glo, 1 would have all well betwixt you. [_ Exit, 
Lear, Oh me, my heart! My riſing heart But. dow, 
Fool. Cry to it, Nuncle, as the Cockney did to the 
Eels, when he put them i'th' Paſte alive , ſhe knapt'em 
o'th* Coxcombs with a ſtick, and cryed down wantons, 
down ; *twas his Brother, that in pure m_ 


Horſe buttered his Hay. - 
Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gloſter, Servants. 


Lear. Good morrow to you both, 
- Corn, Hail to your Grace. [Kent here ſet at liberty. 
Reg. lam glad to fee your Highnels. 
Lear. Regan, Ithink you are, I know what reaſon, 
[ have to think ſo, if thou ſhould'ſt not be glad, 
| would divorce me from thy Mother's Tomb, 
Sepulchring an Adultereſs. O, are you free ? 
Some other time for that. Beloved Regan, 
Thy Siſter's naught : Oh Regar, ſhe bath tyed 
Sharp-tooth*'d unkindneſs, like a Vulture here, 
[can ſcarce ſpeak to thee, thou'lr not believe 
With how deprav'd a quality. Oh Regan. 
Reg. | pray you, Sir, take patience, I have hope 
You lefs know how to yalue her deſert, 
Than ſhe to ſcant her duty. 
Lear. Say* How is that ? 
Reg. | cannot think my Siſter in the leaſt 
Would fail her Obligation, If, Sir, perchance 
She have reſtrain'd the Riots of your Followers, 
'Tis on ſach ground, and to ſuch wholeſome end, 
Asclears her from all blame. 
Lear. My curſes on her. 
Reg. O Sir, you are old, 
Nature in you ſtands on the very Verge 
Of her confine : You ſhould be ruPd and led 
By ſome diſcretion, that diſcerns your ſtate 
Better than you your ſelf : Therefore l pray you, 
That to our Siſter you do make return, 
Say you have wrong'd her. 
Lear, Ask her forgiveneſs? 
Do you but mark how this becomes the houſe ? 
Dear Daughter, I confeſs that I am old 3 
Age is unneceſſary ; On my my knees | beg, 
That you'll vouchſafe me Rayment, Bed, and Food. 
Rez. Good Sir, nomore : theſe are udſightly tricks : 
Return you to my Siſter. 
Lear, Never, - Regan : 
She hath abated me of half my Train: 
Look'd black upon me , ſtrook me with het Tongue 
Moſt Serpent-like, upon the very heart. | 
All the ſtor*d vengeances of heaven fall 
On her ingrateful top : Strike her young bones, 
| You taking Airs, with Lameneſs. 
Cory, Fie, Sir, fie. 


| 


[f yqu dolove old men.z. if your ſweet ſwa 


| All's not offence that.indiſccetion kinds 


Lear, You nimble Lightnings, dart your blinding flames | 


= = _ eyes: Infect her Beauty, 
on F29-ſuck'd Fogs, drawn by the 
To fal!, and bliſte® : RPONITIE "a 
Reg. O the bleſt gods ! ” | 
50 will yor wiſhon me, when theraſh mood is on. 
Lear. No, Regan, thou thait never bave my curſe : 
Thy tender hefred nature ſhall nor give 
Thee o'er toharſhneſs: Her eyes are fherce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not burn, *Tis notin thee 
| 0 grudge my pleaſures, tocut off my Train, 
«0 bandy haſty words, to ſcant my ſizes, | 
Aad ia coaclution, to oppoſe the-bolr 
Againit my coming in. Thou. better know'it 
T ne Offices of Nature, Bond. of Child-hood, 
*ffe&ts of Courteſie, Dues of Gratitude : ' 
Ty half o'ci* Kingdom haſt thou not forgot, 
Wherein | thee endow'd. 
Reg. Good Sir, to ch'purpoſe, LTacket within, 
Lear. Who put my man i'th? Stocks ? 


Enter Steward. 


Corn, What Trumpet's that ? Y 

Reg. 1 know*t, my Silter's : This approves ber Letter, 
That ſhe would ſoon be here. Is your Lady come ? 

Lear. This is a Slave, whoſe calie borrowed pride 
Dwells in the ſickly grace of her he follows. 
Out Varlet, from my fight, 

Corn, What means your Grace ? 


Enter Gonerill, 


Lear. Who ſtockt my Servant ? Regan, I have good hope 
Thou didſt not.know on't, 
Who comes here.? Q Heavens ! 


Allow Obedience; if yoy,your ſelves are old, | 

Make it your cauſe ;, Send down and take my part, 

Art not aſham'd to look upon this Beard ? 

O Regan, will you take her by the hand ? | 
Gon, Why not by th hand, Sir ? How have [ offended ? 


And dotage terms ſo. | 
Lear, O ſides, you are too tough !.. 
Will you yet hold ? OY 
How came my man rth* Stocks? _ | 
Corn. | ſet him there, Sir : But his own D:ſorders 
Deſerv'd much lefs advancement. 
Lear, You? Did you? 
Reg. | pray you, Fatber, being weak, ſeem (0. 
[f, *cill the expiration of your Month 
You will return, and ſojourn with my, Siſter, 
Diſmiſling halt. your train, come 12RD _, , 9 
[ am now from home, and ovt,of that proyiſion,, 
Which ſhall be needful for your entertainment. 
Lear. Return to her? and ſiſty men dismiſs'd ? 
No, rather Iabjure all roofs, and chuſe | 
To wage againſt the enmity o'tb”air, -; _ 
To be a Comnerade with the Walf and Owl, 
Neceſſities ſharp rw Return with. her? _  _ 
Why ? The hot bloodied France, that Dowerleſs took _ 
Our youngeſt born; I could as well be bronght _ _. 
To knee his Throge, and Squice-like penſion beg, 
To keep baſe life a-foot,; 'return with her ? 
Perſwade me rather to be ſlave and ſumpter 
To this deteſted Groom. 
Gon. At your choice, Sir. « ' ' , | _ 
Lear. I prithee, Daughter, do nat make me mad, 
[ will not trouble thee, my Child : Farewell: 
We'll no more meet, , no more ſee one another, | 
But yet thou art my fleſh, my blood; my daughter, 
Or rather a diſeaſe thar's in my-fleſh, 
Which [ muſt needs call mine. Thou art a Bile, 
A plague-ſore, or inhale On uncle 
-— Sg 
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[ n my corrupted blood. But Ill not chide thee. 
Let ſhame come when it will, I do not call it, 
| do not bid the Thunder-Bearer ſhoot, 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Fove, 
Mend when thou canſt, be better at thy leiſure, 
[ can be patient, I can ſtay with Regar, 
I and my hundred Knights. 
Reg, Not altogether ſo, 

[ look*d not for you yet, nor am provided 
| For your fit welcome, give ear, Sir, to my Siſter, 
For thoſe that mingle reaſon with your paſſion, 
Muſt be content to think you old, and ſo, 

But ſhe knows what ſhe does. 

Lear, Is this well ſpoken ? 

| ee, Idare avouch it, Sir, what fifty followers ? 
[s it not well? What ſhould you need of more ? 
Yea, or ſo many? Sith that both charge and danger, 

Speak *gainſt ſo great a number : How in one houſe 

Should many people, under two commands 

Hold amity ? *Tis hard, almoſt impoſlible. 

Gon, Why might not you, my Lord, receive attendance 
From thoſe that ſhe calls fervants, or from mine ? 

Reg, Why not, my Lord? 

If then they chanc'd to flack ye, 

We could controll them ; it you will come to me, 
(For now [ ſpy a danger) I intreat you 

To bring five and twenty, to no more 

Will 1 give place or notice. 

Lear. I gave you all. 

Reg. And in good time you gave it. 

Lear. Made you my Guardians my- Depoſitaries, 
Burt keep a reſervation to be followed 
With ſuch a number ? What muſt I come to you 
With five and twenty ? Regan, ſaid you. ſo ? 

Reg. And ſpeak'*r again, my Lord, no more with me. 
| Lear. Thoſe wicked Creatures yet do look well fayor'd 
When others are more wicked, not being the worſt 
Stands in fome rank of praiſe; Pll'go with thee, 
Thy fifcy yet doth double five and twenty. 

And thay art twice her Love. | 

Gon, Hear me, my Lord 
What need you five and twenty? Ten? Orfive? 
To follow in a houſe, where twice ſo many. 

Have a command to tend you ? 
| Reg. What need one ? | 
; Lear. Oreaſon not the need : Our baſeſt Beggars 
Are in the pooreſt thing ſaperfluous, 
Allow not Nature, more than nature needs : 
Man's life is cheap as Beaſts. Thou art a Lady ; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous : 
Why Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'ſt, 
Which ſcarcely keeps thee warm, but for true need, 
| You Heavens, give me that patience, patience 1 need, 
You ſee me here (you gods) a poor old man, 
As full of grief as age, wretched in both, 
If ir be you that ſtirs theſe Daughters heacts 
Againſt their Father, fool me not ſo much : 
To bear it tamely : Tonch me with Noble anger, 
And let not Women's weapons, water drops, af 
Stain my man's cheeks. No, you unnatural Hags, 
I will have ſuch revenges. on you both, 
[That all the world ſhall —— I will do ſuch things, 
What they are yer, I know not, but they ſhall be 
The terrors of the Earth, you think I'll weep, 
No, I ll not weep, 1 have fall caufe of weeping. 
' [Storm and Tenyeſs. 


'But this heart ſhall break into a hundred thouſand flaws, 
or eer | weep. O fool, I ſhall go mad. [Exennt. 
Corn, Let us withdraw, *twill be a ſtorm. 


Rez. This houſe is little, the old. man and's people 
Cannot be well beſtow'd. wk, 

Gon, "Tis his own blame hath put himſelf from reſt, 
' And muſt needs taſte his folly. 
Reg. For his particular Pl receive him gladly, 


But not one follower. 
Gon. So am I purpos'd, 
Where is my Lord of Gloſter ? 


Enter Gloſter, 


(orn, Followed the old min forth, he isretnrn? 
Glo. The King is in high rage. MR. 
Corn, Whither is he going ? 
Glo. He calls to horſe, but will I know not whither 
Corn. *Tis beſt to give him way, he leads himſelf 
Gon, My Lord, intreat him by no means to ſtay. 
Glo. Alack the night comes on: and the high winds 
Do ſorely ruffle, for many Miles about 
There's ſcarce a Buſh. 
Reg. OSir, to wilful men, 
The 1njuries that they themſelves procure, 
Muſt be their School-Maſters: Shut up your doors, 
He isattended with a deſperate train, 
And what they may incenſe him to, being apt, 
To have his ear abus'd, wiſdom bids fear. 
Corn. Shut up your doors, my Lord, *tis a wild night, 
My Regan Counſels well - Come out o'th' ſtorm. 


| DExeun. 
Atus Tertins. 


Storm ſtill. Enter Kent, and a Gentleman, ſeverally. 


— 


Scena Prima. 


Kent, Ho's there beſides foul weather ? (ly. 
Gent. One minded like the weather,moſt anquiet 
.' Kent, I know you: Where's the King ? 

' Gent. Contending with the fretful Elements. 

Bids the wind blow the earth into the Sea, 

' Or ſwell the curled Waters *bove the Main, 

That things might change, or ceaſe. 

Kent, But whois with him ? 

Gent. None but the Faol, who labours to out-jeſt 
His heart»ſtrook injuries. 

Kent. Sir, Ido know you, * 

And dare upon the warrant of my note 

Commend a dear thing to you, There is diviſion 
(Although as yet. the face of it is cover*d 

With mutual cunning) *twixt Albany and Cornwall : 
; Who have, as who have not, that their great Stars 
[Thron'd and ſet high z Servants who ſeem no lefs, 

| Which are to France the Spies and Speculations 
'Intelligent of our State. What hath bin ſeen, 
Either in ſnuffs and packings of the Dukes, 

'Or the hard Rein which both of them have born 
Againſt the old kind King; or ſomething deeper, 

' Whereof (perchance ) theſe are but farniſhings, 

Gent. 1 will talk further with you. 

Kent, No, donot: 
For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my out-wall; open this purſe and take 
What it contains. If you ſhall ſee Cordelia, 
(As fear not but you ſhall) ſhew her this Ring, 
| And ſhe will tell you who that fellow is, 
That yet you do not know. Fie on this ſtorm, 
I will go ſeek the King, 

Gent, Give me your hand, 
Have you no more to ſay ? 

Kent, Few words, but toeffeft more than all yet; 
That when we have found the King, in which your pain 
That way, I'll this : He that firſt lights on him, 
Hollow the other, 

[ Exennt. 


Scena 
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Scena Secunda. 


Storm ſtill, Enter Lear, and Fool. 

Lear. Blow winds,and crack your cheeks ; Rage, blow 
Yau Cataracts, and Hurricano's ſpout, 

'Till you have drench'd our Steeples, drownthe Cocks. 
You Sulph'rous and thought-excuting fires, 
Vauat-cucriors of Oak-cleaving Thunder-bolts, 

Sindge my white head. And thou all-ſhaking Thunder, 
Strike flat the thick Rotundity o'th*world, 

Crack nature's moulds, all germanes ſpill at once 

That makes ingrateful Man, 

Fool. O Nuncle, Court holy-water in a dry Houſe , is 
better than the Rain-water out o*door, Good Nunkle,in,ask 
thy Daughters bleſſing, here's a night pities neither wile= 
men, nor Fools, 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full : ſpit Fire, ſpout Rain ; 
Nor Rain, Wind, Thunder, Fire are my Daughters, 

[ tax not you, you Elements with unkindneſs. 

| never gave you Kingdom, call'd you Children : 
You owe me no ſubſcription, Then let fall 

Your horrible pleaſure, Here I ſtand your Slaye, 
A poor, inficm, weak, and deſpis'd old man : 

But yet I call you ſervile Miniſters, 

That will with two pernicious Daughters join 
Your high-engender'd Battles, *gainſt a head 

$0 old and white as this. O, ho ! *tis foul, 

Fco!. He that has a Houſe to put's head in, bas a good 
Head- piece : 

The Codpiece that will houſe, before the head has any : 

The head, and he ſhall Lowſe : ſo beggars marry many. 

That man that makes his toe, what he his heart ſhould 
make, 

Shall of a Corn cry woe, and turn his ſleep to wake, 

For there was never yet-fair woman, but ſhe made 
mouths in a glaſs. Enter Kent. 

Lear. No, I will be the patience of all patience. 
| will ſay nothing, 

Kent, Who's there ? 

Fool. Marry here's Grace , and a Codpiece , that's a 
Wiſc-man, and a Fool. 

Kent, Alas Sir, are you here ? things that love night, 
Love not ſuch nights as theſe : the wrathful Skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark, 

And makes them keep their Caves: Since I was man, 
Such ſheets of fire, ſuch burſts of horrid thunder, 

 |Such groans of roaring Wind, and Rain, I never 
Remember to have heard. Man's naturg cannot carry 
Traflition, nor the fear. 

Lear, Let the great gods 
That keep this dreadful pudder o're our heads, 

Find ont their enemies now, Tremble thou Wretch, 
That baſt within thee undivulged Crimes 
Unwhipt of Juſtice. Hide thee, thou bloudy hand ; 
Thou Perjur'd, and thou Simular of Virtue 
That art inceſtuous. Caitiff, to pieces ſhake 
That under covert and convenient ſeeming 
Has practis'd on man's life. Cloſe pent upguilts, 
Rive your concealing Continents, and cry 
Theſe dreadful Summoners grace. I ama man, 
More'finn'd againſt, than ſinning. 
Kent, Alack, bare-headed ? 
Gracious my Lord, hard by here is a Hovel, 
Some friendſhip will it lend you 'gainſt the tempeſt : 
Repoſe you there, while I to this hard houſe 
( More harder than the Stones whereof tis rais'd, 
.| Which evert but now, demanding after you, 
Deny'd me to come in) return, and force 
Their ſcanted courteſie. 
Lear. My wits begin to turn. 
Come on my boy. How doſt my boy ? Art cold ? 


. 


—_—— 


1am cold my ſelf. Where is this ſtraw, my fellow ? | 

The art of our Neceſſities is ſtrange, | | 

And can make vild thing: precious. Come, your hovel ; 

Poor Fool, and Knave, I bave one part in my heart 

That's ſorry yer fer thee. | 
Fool, He that has and a little-tynewit, 

With height-ho, the Wind aad the Rain, 

Mult make coatent with his fortunes fit, 

Though the Rain it raineth cyecy day. | 
Lear, True boy : come bring us tothis Hovel, [£xir. 
Fool, This is a brave night to cool a Curtizan: 

[le ſpeak a prophecy efrel go: 

When Prietts are more in words, than matter : 

When Brewers marre their Malt with water ; | 
When Nobles are their taylor's tutors, 


| No Hereticks burn'd but wenches Suicors, 


\Vhen every Caſe in Law is right : 

No Squire in debt, nor no poor Knight : 

When Slanders do not live-in tongues ; 

Nor Cut-purſes come not to throngs; - 

When Uſurers tell their Gold ith* field, 

And Bawds and Whores, do Churches build. 

Then ſhall the Realm of Albion come to great conſuſion, 
Then comes the time, who lives to ſee't, | 
That going ſhall be us'd with feet. | 

This prophecy Merln ſhall make, : 
For Ido live before his time. LExw, 
| 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Gloſter and Edmund. 


Glo: Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this unnatural dea- 
ling; when I deſired their leave that 1 might pitty him, 
they took from me the uſe of mine own hoſe, charg'd me | - 
on pain of perpetual diſpleaſure, neither to. ſpeak of him, 
entreat for him, or any way ſuſtain him, 

Baſt. Moſt ſavage and unnatural: 

Glo. Go too; ſay you nothing. There is diviſion be. 
tween the Dukes, and a worſe matter than that: I have 
received a Letter this night, *tis dangerous to be ſpoken | 
have lock'd the Letter in my Cloſlet,theſe injuries the King 
now bears, will be revenged home; - there is part of a 
Power already footed, we muſt incline to the King, I will 
look him, and privily relieve him; go you and maintain 
talk with, the Duke, that my charity be not of him percei- 
yed; if heask for me, Iam il}, and gone to bed, if | die 
for it, (as no leſs is threatned me) the King my old Maſter 
muſt he relieved. There is ſtrange things roward,fdmmind, 
pray you be careful, | Exiz 

Baſt. This Courteſie forbid thee, ſhall the Duke 
[nſtantly know, and of that Letter too , 

This ſeems a fair deſerving, and muſt draw me 
That which my Father loſes: no leſs than all, 
The younger riſes, when the old doth fall, 


[Exit. 
Scend Quarta. 
Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool; 


Kent, Here is the place, my Lord, good my Lord, enter, 
The tyranny of the open night's too rough be 
For Nature to endure. [Storm fil. 

Lear, Let me alone. 

Kent. Good my Lord, enter here. 

Lear. Wilt break my heart ? 

Kent. I had rather break mine own, 

Good my Lord enter. - 

Lear: Thou think'ſt *tis much that this contentious. 


Invades us to the skinſo: tis to thee, ( ſtorm 

But where the greater malady is fixt, 

The leſſer is ſearce felt. Thou'dſt ſhun a Bear; , 
ut 
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all ceuttranc? 


— 
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But if thy flight light toward the roaring Sea,. 
Thow lt meet the Bear ith*'mouth,when the mind's free, 
The bodies delicate, the tempeſt in my mind, 
Doth from my ſenſes take all feeling elſe, 
Save what beats there. Filial ingratitude, 
[s it not as this mouth ſhould tear his hand 
For lifting food to't : But I will puniſh home 
No, I will weep no more. In ſuch a night, 
To ſhut me out ? Pour on, I will endure : 
[n ſuch a night as this? O Regan, Gonerill, 
Your old kind Father, whoſe trank heart gave all, 
O that way madneſs lies, let me ſhun thar : 
No more of that. 

Kent. Good my Lord, enter here. 

Lear. Prithee go in thy ſelf, ſeek thine own eaſe, 
This tempeſt will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more, but Fle go in, 
[n boy, go firſt. You houſeleſs poverty, 
Nay, get theein; Vle pray, and then Vle ſleep. 
Poor naked wretches, where ſo ere you are 
That bide the pelting of this pictileſs ſtorm, 
How ſhall your houſeleſs heads, and unfed fides, 
Your lop'd, and window'd raggedneſs defend you 
From ſeaſons ſuch as theſe ? OI have tane 
Too little care of this : take Phyſick, Pomp, 
Expoſe thy ſelf to feel, what wretches feel, 
Fhat thou may*ſt ſhake the ſuperflux to them, 
And ſhew the heavens morejult, 


Enter Edgar, and Fool. 


Edz. Fathom and half, Fathom and halt? poor Tom. 

Fool. Come not in here Nuncle, heres a Spirit, help me, 
help me, 

Kent. Give me thy hand, who's there ? 

Fool. A Spirit, a Spirit, he ſays his name's poor Tom 

Ken.What art thou that do'ſt grumble there i'th'ſtraw ? 
Come forth. 

Edg. Away, the foul Fiend follows me, through the 
ſharp Hawthorn blow the winds. Humb, go to thy bed and 
warm thee. 

Lear. Didſt thou give all to thy Daugthers? And art 
thou come to this ? 

Eadg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom? whom the 
foul. Fiend hath led through Fire , and through Flame, 
thraugh Sword , and whirlepool, ore Bog, and Quag- 
mire, that hath laid Knives under his Pillow, and Halters 
in his Pue, ſet Rats bane by his Porredge : made him 
Proud of heart, to ride on a Bay trotting Horſe, over four 
arch'd Bridges, to courſe his own ſhadow for a traitor, 
Bliſs thy five VVits, Tom's a cold. O do, de, do, de, do, 
de, bliſs thee from Whirle-winds, Star-blaſting, and 
taking, do poor Tom ſome charity, whom the foul fiend 
vexes. There could | have him now, and there, and here 
again, and there. 


[ Exit. 


[. Storm ſtill. 

Lear. Have his Daughters brought him to this aſle ? 
Could'ſt thou ſave nothing ? would'ſt thou give'em all ? 

Fool. Nay, he reſery'd a Blanket, elſe we had been all 
ſham'd, | 

Lear. Now all the plagues that in the pendulous aic 
Hang fated o're mens faults, light on thy daughters. 

Kent, He hath no Daughters, Sir, 

Lear. Death,traitor, nothing could have ſubdu'd nature 
To ſuch a lowneſs, but his unkind daughters, 
[s it the faſhion, that diſcarded Fathers, 


| Should have thus little mercy on their fleſh : 


Judicious puniſh ment, *twas this fleſh begot 
Thoſe Pelican Daughters. 
Ep. Pillicock ſat on Pillicock hill, alow : alow,loo, loo. 
Fool. This cold night will turn us all to fools , and 
Madmen. 
Edgar. Take heed oth* foul fiend , obey thy Parents, 
keep thy word, juſtice, ſwear not , commit not , with 


mans {worn Spouſe ; ſet on thy Sweet-heart on prouy 
array. Tem's a cold. 
Lear, What haſt thou been? 

.Edg. A ſervingman. Proud in heart, and mind :; that 
curPd my hair z wore Gloves in my cap; ſerv'd the Luſt 
of my Miſtris heart, and did the at of darkneſs with her. 
Swore as many Oaths, as I ſpake words, and broke them 
1n the ſweet face of Heaven, One, that ſlept in the con- 
triving of Luſt, and wak'd todo it. V Vine lov'd | dearly ; 
Dice dearly; and in woman, out-Paramour'd the Turk. 
| Falſe of heart, lighr of car, bloudy handed. Hog in ſloth, 
| Fox 12 ſtealth, VVolf in greedineſs, Dog in madneſs, Lion 
in prey. Let not the creaking of ſhoves, Nor the ruſtlin 
of Silks, betray thy poor heart to woman. Keep thy fogt 
out of brothels, thy hand out of Plackets, thy Pen from 
Lenders Books, and defie the foul fiend. Still through thy 
Hawthorn blows the cold wind : Says ſuum, mun, nonny 
Dolphin my Boy, Boy Seſſey : let him trot my. ; 

(_ Storm ſtill, 
Lear. Thou wert better in a Grave, than to anſwer 
with thy uncover'd body, this extremity of tne Skies, 1s 
man no more than this ? Conſider him well. Thou ow'(t 
the VVorm noSilk: the Beaſt, no Hide: the Sheep, no 
VVool : the Cat no perfume. Ha? Here's three on's are 
ſophiſticated. Thou art the thing it ſelf, unaccommodated 
man, 4$ no more but ſuch a poor, bare, forked Animal as 

thou art, Off, off you Lendings : Come, unbutton here, 


Enter Glouceſter with a Torch. 


Fool. Prethee Nuncle be contented, cis a naughty night 
to ſwimin. Now alittle fire in a wild field, were like an 
old Letchers heart, a ſmall ſpark, all the reſt on's body, 
cold : look, here comes a walking fire, 

Edgar. This is the foul Flibbertigibbetz he begins at 
Curfew, and walks at firſt Cock ; He gives the VVeb 
And the Pin, ſquints the eye, and makes the Hair.lip; 
Mildews the white VVheat, and hurts the poor Creature 
of the Earth, 

Swithold footed thrice the old, 

He met the Night-Mare, and her ninefold, 
Bid her a-light, and her troth-plight, 

And aroynt the V Vitch, aroynt thee, 

Kent, How fares your grace ? 

Lear. VVhat's he ? 

Kent, VVho's there ? what is't you ſeek? 

Glox. VVhatare youthere ? Your Names ? 

Edear. Poor Tom, that Eats the ſwimming Frog, the 
Toad, the Tod-pool, the wall-Neut, and the water : that 
in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiends rages, Eats 
Cow-dung for Sallets ; ſwallows the old Rat, and the 
ditch-Dog : drinks the green Mantle of the ſtanding Pool : 
who is-whipt from Tything to Tything, and ſtockt, pu- 
niſh'd, and impriſon'd : who hath three Suits to his back, 
{ix ſhirts to kis Body : 

Horſe to ride, and weapon to wear: 

But Mice, and Rats, and ſuch ſmall Dear, 

Have been Tom's food for ſeven long year ; 
Beware my follower. Peace Smulkin, peace thou fiend. 

Glou. V'Vhat, hath your Grace no better company ? 

Ede, The Prince of Darkneſs is a Gentleman, «7/040 
he's calPd, and e Habs. 

Glow. Our fleſh and bloud, my Lord, is grown ſo vile, 
that it doth hate what it gets. 

Edo. Poor Tom's a cold. 

Glou, Go in with me ; my duty cannot ſuffer 
T*obey in all your daughters bard commands : 
Though all their injunCtion be to bar my doors, 
And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you, 
Yet have I ventured tocome to ſeek you out, 
And bring you where both fire and food is ready. 

Lear. Firſt let me talk with this Philoſopher, 
VVhat is the cauſe of Thunder ? 


Kent, 
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| Kent. Good, my Lord, take his offer, 
(Go 1nto tit” houſe, 


What is your ſtudy ? 
Lear, Let us ask you one word in private. 


His wits begin Tualettle, 


He ſaid it would be thus: Poor baniſh'd man: 
[| am almoſt mad my ſelf, I had a Son, 


But lately : Very late : I lov'd him (friend) 
No Father his Son dzarer : True to tell thee, 


[do beleech your grace. 

. Lear, O cry you mercy, Sir - 

Noble Philoſopher, your company. 
Eadz. Tom's a Cold. 


Lear, Come, let's 1a all. 
Kent, This way, my Lord. 
Lear. With him ; 
[will xeep ſtill with my Philoſopher. 
Kent Good, my Lord, ſooth him: 
Let him'take the fellow. 
' Glou, Take him you on. 
Kent. Sirrah, come on : Goalong with us. 
Lear. Come, good «Athenian. 
Glou. No words, no words, huſh. 
Eds. Child Rowland to the dark Tower came, 
His word was ſtill, fie, foh, and fam, 
; {mell the blood of a Brutiſh man. 


Scena Quinta. 
Enter Cornwall and Edmund. 
of, 


in himſelf. 


or not I the Detector. 
Corn, Go with me to the Dutcheſs. 
mighty buſineſs in hand. 


for our apprehenſion. 


a dear father in my Love. 


Lear, Ill take a word with this ſame learned Thebanr : 
Eds. How to prevent the Fiend and to kill Vermin. 
Kent, lmportune him once more to go, my Lord, 


Glow. Canſt thou blame him ? [Storm ſtill. 
His Daughters ſeek his death : Ah, that good Ker, 


Thou ſayeſt the King grows mad, 1'1I tell thee, friend, 


Now out law*'d from my blood : He ſought my lite 


The grief hath craz'd my wits. What a night's this ? 


Gloy. ln, fellow, there, into th* Hovel; keep thee warm. 


Corn, 1 will have revenge, ere depart his houſe 
Baſt. How, my Lord, | may be cenſured, that Nature 
thus gives way to Loyalty, ſomething fears me to think 


Corn, 1 now perceive, it was not altogether your 
Brothers evil diſpoſition made him ſeek his death : But 
a provoking merit ſet a work by a reprovable badnelſs 


Baſt, How malicious is my fortune, that I muſt re- 
pent to be juſt ? This is the Letter which he ſpoke of; 
which approves him an intelligent party to the advanta- 
ges of France. O Heavens! That this Treaſon were not; 


Baſt. If the matter of this Paper be certain, you have 


Corn, True or falſe, it hath made thee Earl of Glou- 
ceſter : Seek out where thy Father is, that he may be ready 


Baſt. If 1 find him comforting the King, it will ſtuff 
his ſupition more fully. I will perſevere in my courſe of 
Loyalty, though the conflict be ſore between that and my 
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Corn. 1 will lay truſt npon thee; and thou ſhalt/find 


[ Exeunt. 


[Exennt, 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Kent and Glouceſter. 


Glou, Here is better than the open air, take it thank- 


fully: 1 will piece out the comfort with what addition | 


can : I will not be long from you. 


[_ Exit. 


Kent, All the power of his wits, have given way to his 


[impatience : The gods reward your kindneſs, 


Enter Lear , Edgar, and Fool. 


Eag. Fraterreto calls me, and tells me Nero is an An- 
gler in the Lake of Darkneſs: Pray innocent, and beware 


the foul fiend. 


Fool. Prithe, Nuncle, tell me, whether a madman be a 


Gentleman, or a Yeoman. 
Lear. A King, a King. 


Fool. No, he'sa Yeoman, that has a Gentleman to his 
Son : For he's a Yeoman that ſees his Son a Gentleman 


before him. 


Lear. To have a thouſand withred burniog ſpits. 


Come hizzing in upon em. | 
Eag. Bleſs thy five wits. 


Kent. O pity : Sir, where is the patience now, © - 


That you ſo oft have boaſted to remain ? 
Eadg. My tears begin to take his part ſo much, 
They marr my counterfeiting. \;;, \//4: -- 14) 
Lear, Thelittle.dogs and all; 


Tray, Blanch, and Sweetheart :. See, they bark at me, 
Eadg. 7om will throw his head at them : Avauat, you 


Currs, be thy mouth or black or white : 
Tooth that poiſons if-it bite : - 
Maſtiff, Grey-haund,: Mungril,. Grim, 
Hound or Spaniel, Brache, or Hym : 
Or Bobtail tike , or Troudle tail, 

Tom will make him weep and wail, 

For with throwing thus my head ; 
Dogs leapt the hatch, and all are fled. 


Do, de, de, de: Seſe; Come,! march to Wakes and Fairs, 


And Market Towns : poor Tom,ithy horn is dry. | 


[ Exit. 


Lear. Then let them Anatomize | Regan : See what 
breeds about her heart. Is there any cauſe in Nature that 
make theſe hard hearts. You, Sir, L entertain. for one of 


my hundred; qply, Ido not like the faſhion of your gar- 4 


ments. You will ſay they are Perſian ; but let them be 


chang'd. i .3:@ 1; 2 6k] 14 
Enter Gloſter. 


Kent, Now, good my Lord, lie here, and reſt a while. 
Lear. Make no noiſe, make nonoiſe,” draw the Cur- 


tains : So, ſo, we'll go to ſupper i'th* Morning, : 
Fool. And I'll go to bed at noon, 
Glou, Come hither, friend; 

Where is the King, my Maſter ? 


Kent. Here, Sir, but trouble him not, his wits are gone, 
Gloy. Good friend, I prithee take him in thy arms z 


[ have o'ceheard a plot of death upon, him : 
There s a Liiter ready, lay him i'r; 


And drive toward Dover, friend, where thou ſhalt meet - 


Both welcome aud proteCtion. Take up thy Maſter, 


If thou ſhould*ſt dally half an bour, his life 
With thine, and all that offer todefend him, 
Stand in aſſured loſs. Take up, take up, 

And follow me, that will to ſome proviſion 
Give thee quick conduct, Come, come, away. 


Iii 3 


[Exeunt. 
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Scena Stptima. 


Enter Cornwall, Gonerill, Baſtard, 
and Servants. 


Corn. Poſt ſpeedily to my Lord your Husband, -ſhew 
him this Letter, the Army of Frazce is landed: ſeek: ont 
the Traytor Gloſter. 

Reg. Hang him inſtantly. 

Gon. Pluck oat his Eyes. 

Corn, Leave him to my diſpleaſure. Edmnd, Keep you 


Nee EIS _ 


Was't thou not charg'd at peril? 
Corn, Wherefore to Dover ? Let him anſwer that. 
Glo. lam tyed to th Stake, 

And I muſt ſtand the Courſe. 

Reg, Wherefore to Dover ? 

Glo, Becanſe I would not ſee thy cruel Nails 
Pluck out his poor old Eyes : nor thy fierce Silter, 
ln his Anointed fleſh, ſtick boariſh phangs. 

The Sea, with ſuch a ſtorm as his bare head, 

In Hell-black-night indut*d, would have buoy'd up 
And quench'd the Steeled fires : 

Yet poor old heart, he holp the Heavens to rain. 


If Wolves had at thy Gate howPd that ſtern time, 


our Siſter Company : the revenges we are bound to take f Thou ſhould'ſt have ſaid, good Porter turn the Key: 
upon your traiterous Father, are not fit for your behold- | All Cruels elſe ſubſcribe : but I ſhall ſee 


ing. Adviſe the Duke where you are'going, to a molt 
feltinate preparation: we are bound to the like. Our 
Poſts ſhall be ſwifr, and intelligent betwixt us. Farewel 
dear Siſter, farewel my Lord of Gloſter. 


Enter Steward. 


How now ? Where's the King ? | 
Stew. My Lord of Gloſter had convey'd him hence. 
Some five or ix and thirty of -his Knights 
Hot Queſtriſts after him, met him at gate, 
Who, with ſome other of the Lords dependants, 
Are gone with him toward Dover ; where they boaſt 
To have well armed Friends. 
Corn, Get Horſes for your Miſtreſs. 
Gon. Farewel, ſweet Lotd, and Siſter. [Exit. 
Corn, Edmund farewel : po ſeek the Traitor Gloſter, 
Pirinion him like a Thief, bring him before us : 
Though well we may not paſs upon his life 
Without the form of Juſtice : yet our power 
Shall do a curt'fie to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not controul. 


Enter Gloſter, and Servants, 


Who's there? the Traitor ? 

Reg. Ingrateful Fox, *tis he. 

Corn, Bind faſt his Corky Arms, 

Glo. What mean your Graces? 

Good my Friends conſider you are my Gueſts : 
Do me no foul play, Friends, 

Corn. Bind him I ſay. | 

Reg. Hard, hard : O filthy Traitor, | 

Glo. Unmerciful Lady, as you are, I'm none. 

Corn, To this Chair bind him, 

Villain, thou ſhalt find. 

Glo. By the kind gods, *tis moſt ignobly done 
To pluck me by the Beard. 

Reg. So white, and ſach a Traytor ? 

Glo, Naughty Lady, 

Theſe hairs which thou do'ſt raviſh from my Chin 

Will quicken and accuſe thee. Iam your Hoſt, 

With Robbers hands, my hoſpitable favours 

You ſhould not'ruffle thus. What will you do ? 
(orn. Come, Sir, 

1 What Letters had you late from France ? 

Reg. Be ſimple anſwer'd, for we know the truth, 

Corn, And what Confederacy have you with the Tray- 
tors, late footed in the Kingdom ? 

Reg. To whoſe hands | 
You have ſent the LanatickKing : ſpeak. 

Glo. I have a Letter gheſlingly ſet'down 
Which'came from otie that's of a neutral heart, 
And not from one oppos'd. 

Corn, Cunning. ' 

Reg. And falſe. 

Cor. Where haſt thou ſent the King ? 

Glo. To Dover, 

Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 


| The winged Vengeance overtake ſuch Children. 


Corn. See't ſhalt thou neyer, Fellows hold the Chair. 
Upon theſe Eyes of thine, PII ſet my foor. 

Glo. He that will think to live, till he be old, 

Give me ſome help, — O cruel! O you gods. 

Reg. One fide will mock another : th other too. 

Corn, If you ſee vengeance. 

Serv. Hold your hand, my Lord ? 

I have ſery'd you ever ſince I was a Child: 
But better ſervice have I never done you, 
Than now to bid you hold. 

Reg. How now, you Dog ? | 

Ser, If you did wear a Beard upon your Chin, 
IFd ſhake it on this quarrel. What do you mean ? 

(orn, My Villain ? 

Ser. Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger. 

Reg. Give me thy Sword. A pezant ſtand up thus? 

[Kills bim, 

Ser. Oh, I am ſlain: my Lord, you have one Eye left 
To ſee, ſome miſchief on him. Oh. 

Corn, Lelt it ſee more, prevent it ; Out vild gelly : 
Where is thy luſter now ? | 

Glo, All dark and comfortleſs ? 

Where's my Son Edmund ? 
Edmund, enkindle all the ſparks of Nature 
To quit this horrid aCt. 

Reg. Out treacherons Villain, 

Thou call ſt on him, that hates thee, It was he 
That made the overture of thy Treaſons to us : 
Who is too good to pitty thee. 

Glo. O my follies! then Edgar was abus'd. 
Kind gods, forgive me that, and proſper him, 

Reg. Go thruſt him out at Gates, and let him ſmell 
His way to Dover. [Exit with Gloſter. 
How is't, my Lord ? How look you ? 

Corn. I have receiv'd a hurt : follow me Lady : 

Turn out that Eyeleſs Villain : throw this Slave 
Upon the Dunghill : Regar, I bleed apace, 
Untimely comes this hart. Give me your arm. [ Exe. 


AﬀFus Quartus, Scena Prima. 


Enter Edgar. 


Eds. W* T better thus, and known to be contemn'd, 
Than ſtill contemn'd and flatter'd, to be worlt : 

The loweſt, and moſt dejeft thing of Fortune, 

Stands ſtill in eſperantce, lives not in fear, 

The lamentable change is from the beſt, 

The worſt returns to laughter. Welcome then, 

Thou unſubſtantial air that I embrace : 

The wretch that thou haſt blown unto the work, 

Owes nothing to thy blaſts. - 


Enter 


gan cox» 21 My A ns 


24 «_ mc Tv av = DVyQu=<c ctw 


= 


T be Tragedy of King Lear. 103 
— - . 
Bring me but to the very brim of i ; 
Enter Gloſter led by an old man. And IU repair the miſery thou Jo'lt bear 
With ſomething rich a : 
But who comes here ? My Father poorly led ? I ſhall no tendiog need, — 
World, World, O World! . | Eag. Give me thy arm; 
But that thy ſtrange mutations make us hate thee, Poor Tom ſhall lead thee. [Excint 
Life would not yield to age. . , 
01d Man. O my good Lord, I have been your Tenant, | 
And your Fathers Tenant, theſe fourſcore years. Scena Secunda. 
Glo. Away, get thee away : good Friend be gone, 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all, Enter Gonerill, Baſtard, and Steward, 
Thee they may hurt, bs | | 
Old Man. You cannot ſee your way. Gon. VVelcome my Lord, I marvel our mild Husband 
Glo. | have no way, and therefore want no Eyes : Not met us on the way. Now, where's your Maſter ? 
[ tumbled when | ſaw. Full oft *cis ſeen, Stew. Madam within, but never man ſo chang'd: 
Our means ſecure us, and our meer defeRs I told him of the Army that was Landed : 
Prove our Commodities. Oh dear Son Edgar, He ſmil'd at it. I told him you were coming, 
The food of thy abuſed Fathers wrath : His anſwer was the worſe. Of Glofters Treachery, 
Might 1 but live to ſee thee in my touch, And of the loyal ſervice of his Son 
[Pd fay I had Eyes again. V Vhen | inform'd him, then he call'd me Sot, | 4 
Old Man. How now ? who's there ? And told me I had turn'd the wrong ſide out : 
Edr. O gods! Who is't can ſay 1 am at the worlt ? What moſt he ſhould diſlike, ſeems pleaſant to him ; 
lam worſe than ere | was, What like, offenſive. 
Old £Man. *Tis poor mad Tom. Gon. Then ſhall you go no further, 
Eds, And worſe | may be yet: the worlt is not, [t is the Cowiſh terror of his ſpirit 
$0 long as we can fay this is the worſt. Thar dares not undertake : he'll not feel wrongs | 
Old Man. Fellow, where goelt ? Which tye him to an anſwer; our wiſhes on the way 
Glo. Is it a Beggar-man ? May prove effetts. Back. Edmund to my Brother, 
O0!d Man, Madman, and Beggar too. Haſten his Muſters, and conduct his powers. 
Glo. He has ſome reaſon, elſe he could not beg, I muſt change names at home, and give the Diſtaff 
th” laſt nights ſtorm, I ſuch a Fellow ſaw; Into my Husbands hands. This truſty Servant 
Which made me think a Man, a Worm. My Son Shall paſs betweeg us : ere long you are like to hear 
Came then into my mind, and yet my mind (If you dare venture in your own behalf) 
Was then ſcarce Friends with him, A Miſtreſſes command, Wear this ; ſpare ſpeech, 
[ have heard more ſince : Decline your head. - This kiſs, if it durſt ſpeak, 
As Flies to th? wanton Boyes, are we to th? gods, Would ſtretch thy Spirits up into the air : 
They kill us for their ſport. Conceive, and face the well. 
Edg. How ſhould this be ? Baſt. Yours in the ranks of Death, 
Bad is the Trade that muſt play the Fool to ſorrow, Gon, My molt dear Gloſter. 
Ang'ring it ſelf, and others. Bleſs the Maſter, Oh, the difference of man, and man, | 
Glo. 1s that the naked Fellow ? To thee a Womans ſervices are due, 
Old Man. 1, my Lord. My Fool uſurps my Body, 
Glo, Get thee away : if for my ſake Stew, Madam, here comes my Lord. 
Thou wilt o're-take us hence a mile or twain | 
P th* way toward Dover, do it for ancient love, Enter Albany. 
And bring ſome covering for this naked Soul, , 
Which V11 intreat to lead me. Gon, 1 have been worth the whiſtle. 
Old Man, Alack Sir, he is mad, Alb. Oh Goneril, " 
+ Glo. 'Tis the times plague, You are not worth the duſt which the rude wind 
When Madmen lead the blind : Blows in your Face, 
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleaſure : Gon, Milk-liver'd man, | 
Above the reſt, be gone. That bear'ſt a cheek for blows, a head of wrongs, | 
Old Man. 111 bring him the beſt Parrel that I bave, Who haſt not in thy brows an Eye-diſcerning | 
Come on't, what will. Exit, | Thine honour, from thy ſuffering. | 
Gle. Sirrah, naked Fellow, Alb. See thy ſelf Devil: 
Edo. Poor Tow's a cold. I cannot daub it further, Proper deformity ſeems not in the fiend 
Glo. Come hither Fellow. So horrid as in Woman, 
Edo. And yet | mult: Gon. Oh vain Fool. 
| Bleſs thy ſweet Eyes, they bleed. 
Glo, Know'ſt thou the way to Dover ? Enter a Meſſenger. 
Ede. Both Stile, and Gate, Horſe way, and foot path : 
poor Tom hath been ſcar'd ont of his good wits. Bleſs | 24}. Oh my good Lord, the Duke of Cornwals dead, 
thee good mans Son, from the foul Fiend. (plagues | Slain by his Servant, going to put out 
Glo. Here take this Purſe, thon whom the Heay'ns | The other Eye of Gloſter. 
Have humbled to all ſtrokes : that I am wretched Alba. Gloſters Eyes? | 
Makes thee the happier : Heavens deal ſo ſtill : | eHeſ. AServantthat he bred, thrilfd with remorſe, 
Let the ſuperfluous, and Luſt-dieted man, Oppos'd againſt the aft : bending his Sword 
That ſlaves your Ordinance, that will not fee To his great Maſter, who, thereat enrag'd ; 
Becauſe he do's not feel, feel your power quickly : Flew on him, and amongſt them fell'd him dead, 
So diſtribution ſhould undo excefs, But not without that harmful ſtroke, which ſince 
And each man have enough. Do'ſt thou know Dover ? Hath pluck'd him after. 
Eds, 1 Maſter. Alba. This ſhews you are above ; 
Glo. There is a Cliff, whoſe high and bending head | You Juſtices, that theſe our nether crimes 
Looks fearfully in the confined Deep: So ſpeedily can venge. But (O poor Gloſter) T5 
ut 
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Loſt he his other Eye ? 

Meſ. Both, both, my Lord. 

This Letter Madam, craves a ſpeedy Anſwer : 
"Tis from your Silter. 

Gon. One way [ like this well, g 
But being Widow, and my Gloſter with her, 
May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my hateful life. Another way 


fl 


;The News is not ſo tart. I'll read, and anſwer. 


Alba. Where was his Son, 


- When they did take his Eyes ? 


Meſ. Come with my Lady hither, 
Alba, He is not here. ; 
Meſ. No, my good Lord, I met him back again. 
Alba. Knows he the wickedneſs ? EE 
Meſ. I, my good Lord : *rwas he inform'd againſt him, 
And quit the Houſe of purpoſe, that their puniſhment 
Might have the freer courſe. 
Alb. Gloſter, I live 
To thank thee for the love thou ſhewd'ſt the King, 
And to revenge thine Eyes. Come hither Friend, 
Tell me what more thou know'ſt. | Exeunt. 


Scena. Tertia. 


| Enter with Drum and Colours, Cordelia, Gentlemen, 
and Souldiers. 


(or. Alack, *tis he : why he was met even now 
As made the vext Sea, ſinging aloud, 
Crown'd with rank Fenitar, and furrow weeds, 
With Hardocks, Hemlock, Nettles, Quckow Flowers, 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our ſuſtaining Corn. A Century ſend forth ; 
Search every Acre in the high-grown Field, 
And bring him to our Eye, What can mans wiſdom 
In the reſtoring his bereaved Senſe : he that helps him, 
Take all my outward worth. 
Gent. There is means, Madam : 
Our foſter Nurſe of Nature, is repoſe, 
The which he lacks : that to provoke in him, 
Are many Simples operative, whoſe power 
Will cloſe the Eye of Anguiſh. 

Cord All bleſt Secrets, 
All you unpubliſh'd Vertues of the Earth 


Syring with my tears ; be aidant, and remediate 


In the goad mans deſire : ſeek, ſeek for him, 
Leſt his ungvvern'd rage, diſſolve the life 
That wants the means to lead it. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. News, Madam, 

The Britriſh Powers are marching hitherward. 

Cord. *Tis known before, Our preparation ſtands 

In expectation of them. O dear Father, 

It is thy buſineſs that I go about : therefore great France 
My mourning, and importun'd tears hath pittied : 

Now blown Ambition doth our Arms incite, 

But love, dear love, and our ag'd Fathers Right : 

Soon may [I hear, and ſee him. [Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Regan, and Steward. 


Reg. But are my Brothers Powers ſet forth ? 
Stew. I, Madam. 
Reg. Himſelf in perſon there ? 
Stew. Madam, with much adoe 
Your Siſter is the better Souldier. 


| 


L 


Reg. Lord Edmund ſpake not with your Lord at home ; 


Stew. No, Madam. 
Reg. What might import my Siſters Letter to him ? 
Stew. I know not, Lady. 
Reg. Faith he is poſted hence on ſerious matter : 
It was great ignorance, Gloſters Eyes being out 
To let him live. Where he arrives, he moves 
All hearts againſt us : Edmurd, I think, is gone 
In pitty of his miſery, to diſpatch 
His nighted life : Moreover to deſcry 
The ſtrength oth” Enemy, 
Stew, I muſt needs after him, Madam, with my Letter, 
Reg. Our Troops ſet forth to morrow, ſtay with us: 
The wayes are dangerous. 
Stew, I may not, Madam : 
My Lady charg*d my duty in his buſineſs, 
Reg. V'Vhy ſhould ſhe write to Edmmnd ? 
Might not you tranſport her purpoles by word ? Belike, 
Some things, | know not what, Pll love the much 
Let me unſeal the Letter. 
Stew. Madam, I had rather —— 
Reg. 1 know your Lady do's not love her Hugband, 
I am ſure of that: and at her late being here, 
She gave ſtrange lliads, and moſt ſpeaking looks 
To Noble Edmwmnd. I know you are of her boſome, 
Stew. I, Madam ? 
Reg. I ſpeak in underſtanding : Y'are : I know't, 
Therefore Il do adviſe you take this note : 
My Lord is dead : Edmund, and I bave talk'd, 
And more convenient is he for my hand 
Than for your Ladies: You may gather more : 
If you do find him, pray you give him this, 
And when your Miſtriſs hears thus much from you, 
I pray deſire her call her wiſdom to her. 
So fare you well : 
If you do chance to hear of that blind Traytor, 
Preferment falls on him, that cuts him off. 
Stew. VVould I could meet him, Madam, I ſhould ſhew 
V'Vhat party 1 do follow. 


Reg. Fare thee well. [ Exeunt, 


Scena Qumta. 


Enter Gloſter, and Edgar. 


Glo, V'Vhen ſhall I come to th* top of that ſame Hill? 
Edg. You do climb up it now. Look how we labour, 
Glo. Me thinks the ground is even. 
Eag. Horrible ſteep. 
Hark, do you hear the Sea ? 
Glo, No truly. 
Edo. V'Vhy then your other Senſes grow imperfet 
By your Eyes anguiſh, 

Glo. So may it be indeed. 
Me thinks thy Voice is alter'd, and thou ſpeak'ſt 
[n better phraſe, and matter than thou didſt, 

Ede. Y* are much deceiv'd: in nothing am I changd 
But in my Garments. 

Glo, Me thinks y* are better ſpoken. 

Eadz. Come on Sir, 
Heres the place : ſtand ſtill: how fearful 
And dizzy *tis, to caſt ones Eyes ſo low, 
The Crows and Choughs, that wing the midway air 
Shew ſcarce ſo groſs as Beetles. Half way down 
Hangs one that gathers Sampire : dreadful trade : 
Me thinks he ſeems no bigger than his head, 
The Fiſhermen that walk'd upon the beach 
Appear like Mice : and yond tall Anchoring Bark, 
Diminiſh'd to her Cock : her Cock, a Buoy 
Almoſt too ſmall for ſight, The murmuring Surge, 
That on th* unnumbred idle Pebble chates 
Cannot he heard ſo high, I'll Iook no more, 
Leſt my brain turn, and the deficient vght 
Topple down headlong. 


Glo. 
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Glou, Set me where you ſtand. 

Eag. Give me your hand : 

You arc now within a foot of tPextrean Verge : 

For all hencath the Moon would I not leap vyright. 
Glou. Let go my hand : 

Here frienvs, another purſe, in it, a Jewell 

Well wort'i a poor mans taking. Fairies, and gods 

Proſper it with thee. Go thou further off, | 

Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going, 

Edo. Now fare ye well, good Sir. » 

Glou. Wirh all my hearr. 

Eds. Why dol trifle thus with his deſpair, 

'Tis done to cure it. 
Glou, O you mighty gods ! 
This world I do renounce, and in your ſights 
Shake patiently my great affliction off : 
if | could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great oppofeleſs wills, 
My ſnuff, and loathed part of nature ſhould 
Burn it felf out. If Edgar live, O bleſs him, 
Now fellow, fare the well. 
Edg. Good Sir, Farewel. 
And yet 1 know not how conciet may rob 
The Treaſure of life, when life it ſelf 
Yields ta the Thefr. Had he been where he thought, 
By this had thought been paſt, Alive, or dead ? 
Hoa, you Sir : friend, here you Sir, ſpeak : 
Thus might he paſs indeed : yet he revives. 
What are you vir ? | 

Glou, Away, and let me die. 

Edg. Had'ſt thou been ought 
But Gozemore, Feathers and air, 

(So many fathom down precipitating) | 
Thoud'ſt ſhiver'd likean Egg: but thou do'ſt breath : 
Halt heavy ſubſtance, bleed'ſt not, ſpeak, art'ſound ? 
Ten Maſts at each, make not the altitude 

Which thou haſt perpendicularly fel}, 

The life's aaniracle. Speak yet again. 

Glou. But have I faln, or no ? 

Edz. From the dread Summet of this Chalky Bourn 
Look up a height, the ſhrill gor'd Lark fo fac 
Cannot be ſcen or heard: Do but look up. 

Glou, Alack, I have no eyes : 
ls weetchedneſs depriv'd that benefit 
'Toend it ſelf by death ? *Twas yet ſome comfort, 
When miſery could beguile the tyrants rage, 

And fruſtrate his proud wall, 

Ede. Give me your arm. 

Up, fo: How is't? Feel you your Legs? You ſtand, 

Glou, Too well, too well, 

Eds. This is above all ſtrangeneſs, 

[Upon the Crown oth'Cliffe. What thing was that 
Which parted from you ? 

Glou. A poor untortunate Beggar. 

Eds. As | ſtood here below, me thought his eyes 
Were two full-Moons : he had a thouſand Noſes, 
Horns walk*d, and wav'd like the enraged Sea : 
lt was ſome fiend : therefore thou happy Father, 
Think that the cleareſt gods, who make them honors 
Of mens impoſlibilities, have preſerved thee. 
| Glow, [do remember now : henceforth Ple bear 

Affliction, till ig dacry out it ſelf 
Enough, eaough, and die, That thing you ſpeak of, 

[ took it fora man : often, *twould ſay 
The fiend, the fiend, he led me to that place, 
Eag. Bear free and patient thoughts. 


Enter Lear. 


But who comes here ? 4 

The ſafer ſenſe will ne*re accomodate 

His Maſter thus. "8 | 
Lear. No, thoy cannot touch me for crying. I am the 

King himſelf. 


CC o. 
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Edgar. O thou ſide-piercing fight ! 

Lear. Natures above Art, 1a that reſpeft. There's your 
Preſs-mony. That fellow handles his Bow like a' Crow- 
keeper : draw mea Cloathiers yard. Look,look; a Mouſe. 
Peace , Peace, this piece of toaſted Cheeſe will doo't, 
There's my Gauntlet, Ple prove it ona Gyant. Bring vp 
the brown Bills. O well flown Bird : ith'clout, ith'clout : 
Hewgh. Give the word. ' 

Edg. Sweet Marjoram, 

Lear. Paſs. 

Glo. I know that voice, 

Lear, Ha! Gonerill with a white beard ? They flatter'd 
me like a Dog, and told me I had the white hairs in my 
Beard, ere the black ones were there, To fay I, and no, to 
cvery thing that I faid : 1, and no too, was no good Divi- 
nity, When the rain came to wet me once, and wind to 
make me chatter : when the Thunder would not peace at 
my bidding, there I found *em, there I ſmeltem out. Go 
to, they are not men o'their words ; they told me, I was 
every thing: 'Tis a Lie, I am not Ague-proof. 

Glo. The trick of that voice, | do well remember : Ig 
not the King ? 

'Lear, I, every inch a king. 

When I do ſtare, ſee how the ſubjeCt quakes. 

| pardon that mans life. What was thy cauſe ? 

Adultery ? thou ſhalt not die : die for Adultery ? 

No, the wren goes toof, and the ſmall gilded Flie 

Do's letcher ia my ſight. Let Copulation thrive : 

For Glofters Baſtard Son was kinder to his Father, 

Than my Daughters got *tween the lawful ſheets, 

Too't Luxury pelE-mell, for F lack Souldiers. 

Behold you fimpring Dame, whoſe face between her Forks 
preſages Snow ; that minces Vertue, and do's ſhake the 
head to hear of pleaſures name. The Fitchew, nor the 
ſoyled Horſe goes too't with a more riotous appetite : 
down from the waſte they are Centaures, though women 
all above: butto the Girdle do the gods inherit, beneath 
is all the fiends. There's hell, there's darkneſs, there is the 
ſulphurous pit, burning, fcalding, ſtench, conſumprion : 
Fie, fie, fie; . pah, -pah : Give me an Ounce Of Civet; 
good Apothecary -fweeten my imagination : There's | 
money for thee, 

Glou. Olet me kifs that hand, 

Leay, Let me wipe it firſt, 

[t ſmells of Mortality. 

'Glox. O ruin'd piece of nature, this great world 
Shall ſo wear out to naught. 
Do'lt thon know me ? 

Lear. 1. remember thine eyes well enough: do'ſt thou 
ſ{quiny at me ? No; do thy worſt blind Cupid, Ple not love. 
Read thou this challenge, mark but the penning of it. 

Glos., Were all thy Letters Suns, I could not fee one. 

Ede, | would not take this from report, 
It is, and my heart breaks at it, 

Lear. Read. 

Glo. What with the Cafe of eyes ? | 

Lear. Oh ho, are you there with me? No eyes in your 
head, nor no money in your purſe? Your eyes are in hea- 
vy cafe, your purſe in a light, yer you ſee how this world 


0es. 
x Glou. 1 ſee it feelingly. | 
Lear. What, art mad ? - A man may ſee how this world 
goes, withnoeyes. Look with thine ears: See how yohd 
Juſtice rails vpon yond ſimple thief, Heark in thine ear-:” 
Change places, and handy-dandy, which is the Juſtice, 
which is the thief: Thon haſt ſeen a Farmers dog batk 
at a Beggar ? | 
Glow, Sir. FF 4 Ie - 
Lear. And the Creature tun from the Cur : there thou 
might'ſt behold the great image of Authority, a Dog's 
obey'd in Office, Thon, Raſcal Beadle, hold thy blotudy 
hand: why do'ſt thou laſh that VVhore ? Strip thy own 
back, thou hotly luſts to uſe her in that kind, for which 
thou whip'ſt her. The Uftirer hangs'the Cozetter. Tho- 


| 


rough 
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rough and tatter'd cloaths, great Vices do appear: Robes, 
and furr'd gowns hide all.” Place fins with gold, and the 
ſtronge Lance of juſtice, huctleſs breaks : Arme 1t 1n rags, 
a Pigmy's ſtraw doth pierce it. None does offend, none, 1 
ſay none, Ile able *em ; take that of me my friend, who 
have the power to ſeal th*accuſers lips. Get thee glaſs eyes, 
and like a ſcurvy Politician, ſeem to ſee the things thou 
do'lt not. Now, now, now, now. Pull off my Boots : har. 
der, harder, fo. 

Edz. ( matter, and impertinency mixt, 
Reaſon in Madneſs. | 

Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortnnes, take my eyes, 
I know thee well enough, thy name is Gloſter : 
Thou muſt be patient z we came crying hither - 
Thou know'ſt, the firſt time that we ſmell the air 
We wawle, and cry. I will preach to thee : Mark. 

Glou. Alack, alack, the day. 

Lear, When we are born, we cry that we are come 
To this great ſtage of fools. This a good block : 
It were a delicate ſtratagem to ſhooe 
A Troop of Horſe with felt: Ple put*t in proof, 
And when I have ſtoln upon theſe Sons-in-Laws : 
Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, Kul, 


Enter a Gentleman. 


Gent, O here heis : lay hand upon him, Sir. 
Your molt dear Daughter — 
Lear. No reſcue ? what, a Priſoner ? I ameven 
The Natural Fool of fortune. Uſe me well, 
You ſhall have ranſom, Let me have Surgeons, 
| am cut to th'Brains, 
| Gert, You ſhall have any thing, 
L:are No Seconds? All my ſelf ? 
Why, this would make a man, a man of Salt ; 
To uſe his eyes for Garden water-pots, I will die bravely, 
Like a ſnug Bridegroom. What ? I will be Jovaal : 
Come, come, lam a King. Maſters, know you that ? 
Gent, You are a Royal one, and we obey you, 
Lear. Then there's life in't, Come, and you get it, 
You ſhall get it by running :- Sa, ſa, fa, fa. [Exit, 
Gent. A ſight moſt pittiful in the meaneſt wretch, 
Paſt ſpeaking of ina King. Thou haſt a Daughter 
Who redcems nature from the general curſe 
Which twain have brought her to. 
Eaz. Hail, gentle Sir, 
Gent. Sir, ſpeed you : what's your will? 
Eads. Do you hear ought (Sir) of a Battel toward. 
Gent, Moſt ſure, and vulgar: 
Every one hears that, which can diſtinguiſh ſound. 
Exg. But by your favour : 
How near's the other Army ? | 
Gent, Near, and on ſpeedy foot : the main diſcry 
' Stands on the hourly thought. 
Eag. 1 thank you,Sir, that's all. 
Gent, Though that the Queen on ſpecial cauſe is here, 
Her Army is mov'd on. [ Exit, 
Edg. | thank you,sSir. 
Glou. Youever gentle gods, take my breath from me, 
Let not my worſer Spirit tempt me again 
To die before you pleaſe, 
Edz. Well, pray you Father. 
Glou. Now good Sir, what are you? | 
Edg. Amoſt poor man, madetame to fortunes blows 
Who, by the Art of known, and feeling ſorrows, 
Am pregnant to good pitty. Give me your hand, 
Ple lead you to ſome biding. 
Glou. Hearty thanks : 
The bounty, and the benizon of Heaven 
To boot, and boot. 


Enter Steward. 


Briefly thy ſelf remember : the Sword is out 
That muſt deſtroy thee. 

Glou. Now let thy friendly hand 
Put ſtrength enough to't, 

Stew. Wherefore, bold Peazant, 
Darſt thou ſupport a publiſh'd traitor ? hence, 
Leſt that th'inteCtion of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his Arm, 

Edg. Chill not let go Zir, 
Without vurther caſlion. 

Stew. Let go, Slave, or thou dy'ſt. 


with you, 
Stew, Out Dunghil. 


your foyns. 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body, 


To Edmud Earl of Gloſter : ſeek him out 


As duteous to the vices of thy Miſtris, 
As badneſs would deſire, 

Glou, What, is he dead ? 

Ee. Sit you down Father : reſt you. 


May be my friends: he's dead; I am only ſorry 
He had no other Deathſman. Let us ſee : 
Leave gentle wax, and manners: blame us not 


Their Papers are more lawful, X 


Reads the Letter, 


Gaol, from the loathed warmth whereof, deliver me, 
the place of our Labour. 


Of indiſtinguiſh'd ſpace of Womans will, 
A plot upon her vertnous Husbands life, 


Thee le rake up, the poſt unſanQtified 


With this ungracious paper ſtrike the ſight 

Of the death-prattis'd Duke : for him 'tis well, 
That of thy death, and buſineſs, I can tell, 

Glou, The King is mad - 

How ſtifle is my vile ſenſe 

That I ſtand up, and have ingenious feeling 

Of my huge ſorrows ? Better 1 were diſtract, 

So ſhould my thoughts be ſeyer'd from my griefs, 


And woes, by wrong imaginations loſe 

The knowledg of themſelves. 

Ede. Give me your hand : 

Far off methinks I hear the beaten Drum. 
Come, Father, I'le beſtow you with a friend. 


Stew. A proclaim'd prize : moſt happy: 


wy 


That eyeleſs head of thine, was firſt fram'd fleſh 
To raiſe my fortunes. Thou old, unhappy traitor, 


Edg. Good Gentleman go your gate, and let poor yolk 
paſs: and*chud ha'been zwagged out of my life, *twould 
ha*been zo long as *tis, by a vortnight. Nay, come not 
| nearth'old man ; keep out che vor'ye, or ice try whither 
your Coſtard, or my Ballow be the harder ; chill be plain 


Ede. Child pick your teeth Zir : come, no matter vor 
Stew, Slave thou haſt lain me: villain, take my purſe; 


And give the Letters which thou findſt about me, 


Upon the Engliſh party. Oh untimely death, death. 
Eag. I know thee well, A ſerviceable Villain, 


Let's ſte theſe Pockets ; the Letters that he ſpeaks of 


To know our enemies minds, we rip their hearts, 


By our reciprocal vows be remembred. Tou have many 
opportunities to cut him off : if your will want not, time 
and place will be ſruitfully offer*d. There is nothing done. If be 
return the Conqueror, then am 1 the Priſoner, and his bed, my 


and ſupply 


Your (Wife, ſo 1 would ſay ) affettio 
nate Servant, Goneril, 


And the exchange my brother : here, in the ſands 


Of murtherous Letchers: and in the mature time, 


[ Drum afar off. 


LCExenm. 
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Scena Septima. 


Enter Cordelia, Kent and Gentleman, 


Cor. Othou good Kent, 
How ſhall I live and work 
Tomatch thy goodneſs ? 
My life will be coo ſhort, 
And every meaſure fail me, 
Kent. T o be acknowledg'd Madam is 0're-paid, 
All my reports go with the modeſt truth, 
Nor more, nor clipt, but ſo. 
Cor. Be better ſuited, 
Theſe weeds are memories of thoſe worſer hours ; 
[prethee put them off. 
Kent, Pardon, dear Madam, 
Yet to be known ſhortens my made intent, 
My boon I make it, that you know me not, 
Till time, and 1 think meet. 
Cor. Then be't ſo my good Lord: 
How do's the King ? 
Gent, Madam, ileeps ſtill. 
Cor. O you kind gads ! 
Cure this great breach in his abuſed Nature, 
Truntun'd and jarring ſenſes, O wind up, . 
Of this child changed Father, 
Gent. So pleaſe your Majelty. 
That we may wake the King, he bath ſlept long ? 
Cor. Be govern'd by your knowledge, and proceed 
[th' {way of your own will : is he array*d ? 


Enter Lear in a Chair, carried by Servants, 


Gent, I Madam: in the heavineſs of ſleep, | 
We put freſh garments on him. 
be by, good Madam, when we do awake him, 
[doubt not of his Temperance, 

Cor. O my dear Father, reſtauration bang. 
Thy medicine on my lips, and let this kiſs 
Repair thoſe violent harms, that my two Siſters 
Have in thy Reverence made. 
| Kent, Kind and dear Princeſs. 
| Cor. Had you not been their Father,theſe white flakes 
Did challenge pity of them. Was thisface | 
To be oppos'd againſt the jarring winds ? 

Mine Enemies dog, though he had bit me, 
[Should have ſtood that night againſt my fire, 
And was't thou fain. ( poor Father ) 
To hovell thee with Swine and Rogues forlorn, 
(ln ſhort and muſty ſtraw ? alack, alack, 
Tis wonder that my life and wits, at once 
Had not concluded all. He wakes, ſpeak to him, 
Gent, Madam, do.you, *tis fitteſt. 
Cor, How does my Royal Lord ? 
How fares your Majeſty ? 


Thou art a Soul in bliſs, but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do ſcald, like molten Lead. 
Cr, Sir, do you. kgow me ? : 
Leer. Youare a Spirit I know, when did you die ? 
Gr, Still, ſtill, far wide. 
Gent, He's ſcarce awake, 
Let him alone a while. 
Lear. Where have I been? 
Wheream I? fair day light ? ; 
lam mightily abus'd ; I ſhould even die with pity 
To ſee another thus. I know not: what to ſay :; 
I will not ſwear theſe are my hands :. let's ſee, 
| feel this pin prick, would I were afſur'd 
Of my condition, 
Cor. O look upon me, Sir, 


Lear. You do me wrong to take me out otIy grave ; 


And hold your hand in benediQion o're me 
You muſt not kneel. : 
Lear. Pray do not mock me; 
[ am a very fooliſh fond old man, 
Fourſcore and upward, 
Not an hour more, nor leſs : 
And to deal plainly, 
I fear I am not in my perfe@t mind, 
Methinks I ſhouid know you, and know this mah, 
Yet 1 am doubtfull ; for [ am mainly ignorant 
What place this is, and all the kill | have 
Remembers not theſe garments: nor | know not 
Where l did lodge laſt night. Do not laugh at me,” 
For (as lam a man) I think this Lady 
To be my child Cordelia. | 
Cor. Andſolam: I am, 
Lear, Be your tears wet ? 
Yes faith : I pray weep not. 
If you have poiſon for me, I will drink it : 
| know you do not love me, for your Siſters 
Have (as I doremember) done me wrong. > 
You have ſome cauſe, they have nor. ATA 

Cor. No cauſe, no cauſe. REES i] 

Lear. Am TI in France ? COLE 

Kent, In your own Kingdon, Sir, -mſ 

Lear. Do not abuſe me, 

Gent. Be comforted,ggood Madam, the great rage 
You fee is killd in him-: deſire him to go in, 
Trouble him no more till further ſetling, 

Cor, Wilt pleaſe your highneſs walk ? 

Lear. You mult bear with me : 

Pray you now forget, and forgive, 
I am old and fooliſh. 


. 
a >. » 
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[ Exeunt, 
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Aftus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter with Dram and Colours, Edmund, Regan, 
Gentlemen, and Souldrers, 


Baſt. go of the Duke it his laſt purpoſe hold, 
Or whether ſince heis advis'd by ought 

To change the courſe, he's full of altepation, 

And ſelf reproving, bring his conſtant pleaſure. 
Reg. Our Siſters man is certainly milcarcied. 
Baſe. *Tis to be doubted, Madam. 

Reg. Now ſweet Lord, 

You know the goodneſs I intend upon you: 

Tell me but truly, but then-ſpeak the-rruth, 

Do you not love my Siſter ? 

Baſt, In honoor'd Love. | 

Reg. Bur have you never found my Brothers way, 
To the fore-fended place ? 

Baſt. No by mine. honour, Madam. 

Reg. 1 never ſhall endure her, dear-my Lord, 

Be not familiat wittrher. 

Baſt. Fear not, ſhe and the Duke her husband, 


Enter with Drum and Colours, Albany, Goneril, Soxldiers, 


Alba. Our very loving Siſter, well be met: 
Sir, this [ heard, the King is come to his Daughter 
With others, whom the rigour of our State 
Forc'd to cry out. 

Reg, Why is this reaſon'd ? 

Gon. Combine together *gainſt theEnemny : 

For theſe.domeſtick, and particular broils, 
Are not the queſtion here. 

Alb. Let's then determine with th'ancient of war 
On our proceeding. 

Reg. Siſter, you'll go with us ? Gon, No. 

Rey, *Tis moſt convenient, pray go with us. E 

an ; 
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Eds. If ere your Grace had ſpeech with man ſo poor 
Hear me one word. | 
Mlb. Ile overtake you, ſpeak. : 

Eds. Before you fight the Battel, ope this Letter : 

If you have victory, Ict the Trumpet ſound 


| For him that brought it: wretch though I ſeem, 


| can produce a Champion, that will prove 

What is avouched there. If you miſcarry, 

Your buſineſs of the world hath: ſo an end, 

And machination ceaſes. Fortune loves you. 

Alb. Stay till I have read the Letter, 

Eg. 1 was forbid it, 

When time ſhall ſerve, let but the Herald cry, 

And I*le appear again. LC Exit. 
Alb, Why farethee well, I will o're»look thy paper. 


Enter Edmund. 


Baſt. The Enemy's in view, draw up your powers, 
Here is the gueſsof their true ſtrength and forces, 

By diligent diſcovery, but your halt 

is now urg'd on you. 

eA,b. We will greet the time. % LExit. 
Baſt. To both theſe Siſters have I ſworn my love: 
Each jealous of the other, as the ſtung | 
Are of the Adder. Which of them ſhall I take ? 
Both? One? Orneither? Neither can be enjoy'd, 

[f both remain alive: To take the Widow, 
Exaſperates, makes mad her Siſter Gonerill, 

And hardly ſhall 1 carry out my ſide, 

Her Husband being alive, Now then, we'll uſe 

His countenance for the Battel, which being done, 

Let her who would be rid of him, deviſe <. 

His ſpeedy taking off. As for the mercy 

Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordelia, 

The Battel done, and they within our power ; 

Shall never fee his pardon : for my ſtate, 


Stands on me todefend, not to debate, [ Ext. 


Scena Secunda. | 

L 

eAlarum within, Enter with Drum and Colours, Lear 
Cordelia,and Souldiers,over the Stage, & Exeunt, 


Enter Edgar, and Glouceſter, 


Edg. Here Father, take the ſhadow of this tree 

For your good hoaſt : pray that the right may thrive : 

[f ever I ceturn toyou again, 

Ple bring you comfort, 

Glo. Grace be with you Sir. LExi. 
[Alarum and Retreat within. 


Enter Edgar. 


Ede. Amay old man, give me thy hand, away : 
King Lear hath loſt, he and his Daughter tane, 
Give ine thy hand. Come on. 

Glo. No further Sir, a man may rot even here. 
Ede. What in ill thoughts again ? 

Men muſt endure 

Their going hence, even as their coming hither, 
Ripeneſs is all, come on. 


Glo, And that's true too. DT Exeunt. 


108 
' Gen. Ohz ho, I know the Riddle, 1 will go. | 
[Exeunt both the eArmes. 
Enter Edgar. 


| 


Scena Tertia, 


Enter in conqueſt with Drum and Colours, Edmund, Lear, 
and Cordelia, as priſoners, Souldrers, Captain, 


Baſt. Some Officers take them away : good guard, 
Until their greater pleaſures firſt be known 
That are to cenſure them, 

Cor. We are not the firſt, 
Who with beſt meaning have incurr'd the worſt : 
For thee, oppreſſed King, I am caſt down. 
My ſelf could elſe out-frown falſe fortunes frown, 
Shall we not ſee theſe Daughters, and theſe Siſters? 

Lear. No, no, no, no: come lets away to priſon : 
We two alone will Sing like Birds i'th*Cape : 
When thou do'lt ask me bleſſing, le kneel down 
And ask of thee forgiveneſs : So we'll live, 
| And pray and Sing, and tell old rales, and laugh 
At gilded Butterfties: and hear poor Rogues 
Talk of Court news, and we'll talk with them too, 
Who loſes, and who wins ; whe's in, who's out : 
And take upon's the myſtery of things, 
As if we were Gods ſpies : And we'll wear out 
Ina wall'd priſon, nacks and ſeQts of great ones 
That ebbe and ſlow by th*Moon. 

Baſt. Take them away. 

Lear. Upon ſuch ſacrifices, my Cordelia, 
The gods themſelves throw incenſe. 
Have I caught thee ? | 
He that parts us, ſhall bring a Brand from heaven, 
And fire us hence, like Foxes : wipe thine eye, 
The good years ſhall devour them, fleſh and fell, 
E're they ſhall make us weep ? 
We'll ſee'em ſtarv'd firſt : come. 

Baſt. Come hither Captain, hark. 
Take thou this note, go follow them to priſon, 
One ſtep | have advanc'd thee, if thou doft 
As this inſtruts thee, thou doſt make thy way 
To Noble Fortunes : know thou this, that men 
Are as the time is ; to be tender minded 
Do's not become a Sword, thy great imployment 
Will not bear queſtion : either tay thov'ltdo'r, 
Or thrive by other means, 
Capt. I'le do't my Lord. 
Baſt. About it, and write happy, when th'aſt done, 
Mark I fay inſtantly, and carry it fo 
As I have ſet it down, 


[Exit 


[Exit Captail. 
Enter Albany, Gonerill, Regan, Soulders. 


Alba. Sir, you have ſhew*d to day your valiant ſtrain 
And fortune led you well : you have the Captives 
Who were the oppoſites of this day's ſtrife : 

[ do require them of you ſo tg ule them, 

As we ſhall find their merits, and our ſafety 

May equally determine. 

Baſt. Sir, I thought it fit, ; 
To ſend the old and miſerable King to ſome retention, 
Whoſe Age had Charms in it, whoſe Title more, 

To pluck the common boſom on this fide, 

And turn our impreſt Launces in our eyes 

Which do command them. With him I ſent the Queen 
My reaſon all the ſame, and they are ready 

To morrow, or at further ſpace, appear 

Where you ſhall hold your Seſſion, 

Alba. Sir, by your patience, 

[ hold you but a ſubject of this V Var, 

Not as a Brother. 

Rego. That's as we liſt to grace him. 

Me thinks our pleaſure might have been demanded 
Ere you had ſpoke ſo far. Heled our Powers, 


— 


Bore the Commiſſion of my place and perſon, 
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The which immediacy may well ſtand vp, 
And call it ſelf your Brother, 
Gon. Not ſo hot : 
[n his own grace he doth exalt himſelf, | 
More than in your addition, 
Reg. In my rights, | 
By me inveſted, he compeers the bell. 
Alb. That were the moſt, if he ſhould Hasband you, 
Reo, Jelters do oft prove Prophets. 
Gon, Holla, holla, 
That Eye that told you ſa, look'd but a ſquint. 
Reo, Lady 1am not well, elſe I ſhould anfwer 
From a full lowing ſtomach. General, | 
Take thou my Souldiers, Priſoners, Patrimony, 
Diſpoſe of them, of me, the Walls are thine : 
Witneſs the World, that I create thee here, 
My Locd, and Maſter, 
Gon. Mean you to enjoy him ? : 
Alb. The lett alone lies not in your good will. 
Baſt. Nor inthine, Lord. 
Alb. Half. blouded Fellow, yes. : 
Reg. Let the Drum ſtrike, and prove my title thine, 
Alb. Stay yet, hear reaſon : Edmund, I arreſt thee 
On capital Treaſon; and in thy arreſt, _ 
This gilded Serpent : for your claim fair Siſters, 
[ bare it in the intereſt of my Wie, 
Tis ſhe is ſub-contracted to this Lord, 
And I her Husband contradict your Banes. 
If you will marry, make your loves to me, 
My Lady is beſpoke. 
Gon, An enterlude. 
Alb, T hou art armed, Gloſter, 
Let the Trumpet ſound : ; 
[f none appear to prove upon thy perſon, 
Thy heinous, manifeſt, and many Trealons, 
There is my pledge : I'll make it on thy heart 
Ere I taſte Bread, thou art in nothing leſs 
Than I have here proclaim'd thee. 
Reg. Sick, O lick. £4. 
Gon, If not, I'll ne*re truſt Medicine. ; 
Baſt. There's my exchange, what in the World he is 
That names me Traytor, Villain-!ike he lies, 
Call by the Trumpet : he that dares approach z 
On him, on you, who not, I will maintain 
My truth and honour firmly. 


Enter a Herald. 


Alb. A Herald, ho. | 
Truſt to thy ſingle vertues, for thy Souldiers 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their diſcharge. 
Reg, My ſickneſs grows upon me. 
eAlb. She is not well, convey her to my Tent, 
Come hither, Herald, let the Trumpet ſound, 
And.read out this. [ef Trumpet ſounds. 


Herald reads. | 
F any man of quality or degree within the liſts of the 
eArmy , will maintain upon Edmund ſuppoſed Earl of 
Gloſter, that he is « manifold Traytor , let him appear by 
the third ſound of the Trumpet : he is bold in his de- 


fence. 1 Trumpet. 
Her. Again. 2 Trumpet, 
Her. Again, 3 11 —_— 
[Trumpet anſwers him within. 


Enter Edgar armed. 


* eAlb. Ask him his purpoſes, why he appears 
Upon this Call o' th* Trumpet. 
Her. What are you? | 
Your name, your quality, and why you anſwer | 
This preſent Summons ? 


1 
; 


| | come to cope. | 


— 


Edg. Know my name is loſt 
By Ireaſons Tooth : bare-gnawn, and Canker-bit, 
Yet am | Noble as the Adverſary 


Als, Which is that Adverſary ? 
Eag. What's he that ſpeaks for Edmund Earl of Gloſter ? | 
Baſt. Himſelf, what faiſt thou to him ? 

Eadg. Draw thy Sword, 

That if my Speech offend a Noble heart, 

Thy arm may do thee Juſtice, here is mine : 

Behold it is my priviledge, 

The priviledge of mine honours, 

| My Oath, and my profeſlion.. I proteſt, 

Maugre thy ſtrength, place, youth, and eminence, 

De(piſe thy Vietor-Sword, and fire new fortune, 

Thy valour, and thy heart, thou art a Traytor : 

raiſe to thy gods, thy Brother, and thy Father, 

Conſpicant *gainſt this high illuſtrious Prince, 

\nd from th* extreameſt upward of thy head, 

To the deſcent and duſt below thy foot, 

A moſt Toad ſpotted Traytor, Say thou no, 

This Sword, this arm, and my beſt ſpirits are bent 

To prove upon thy heart, whereto l ſpeak, 

Thou lyeſt. 

Baſt. In wiſdom I ſhould ask thy name, 

' But ſince thy out-ſide looks ſo fair and Warlike, 

And that thy tongue (ſome ſay) of breeding breaths, 

What ſafe, and nicely I might well delay, 

By rule of Knight-bood, 1 diſdain'and ſpurn : 

Back do I toſs theſe Treaſons to thy head, 

With the Hell-hated Lie, orewhbelm thy heart, 

Which for they yet glance by, and ſcarcely bruiſe, 

This Sword of mine ſhall give them inſtant way, 

Where they ſhall reſt for ever. Trumpets ſpeak. 

Alb. Save him, ſave him; [ Alarums.. Fights. 
Gon. This is practice, Gloſter, {£'Y, 

By th* law of War, thou waſt.not bound to anſwer - 

| An unknown oppoſite : thou art not vanquiſh'd. ' 

But cozen'd, and beguiPd, | 
Alb. Shut your mouth, Dame, 

Or with this paper ſhall 1 ſtop it: hold, Sir, 

Thou worſe than any name, read thine own evil : 

No tearing Lady, I perceive you know it. 

Gon. Say if 1 do, the Laws are mine not thine, 

Who can arraign me fort ? [Exit, 
Alb. Moſt monſtrous! O, know'ſt thou this Paper ? 
Baſt. Ask me not what I know. 

Alb. Go after her, ſhe's deſperate, govern her. 
Baſt, What you have charg'd me with, 

That have I done, 

And more, much more, the time will bring it out. 

*Tis paſt, and ſo am I: But what art thou 

That haſt this fortune on me ? If thou'rt Noble; 

I do forgive thee. 

Eaz. Let's exchange charity : 

[ am no leſs in bloud than thou art, Edmund. 

If more, the more th* haſt wrong'd me. 

My name 1s Edgar, and thy Fathers Son, 

The gods are juſt, and of onr pleaſant Vices 

Make inſtruments to plague vs : 

The dark and vitious place, where thee he got; 

Colt him his Eyes. 

Baſt. Tt haſt ſpoken right, *tis true, 

The Wheel is come full Circle, I am here. 
Alb. Me thought thy very gate did propheſit 

A Royal Nobleneſs: 1 mult embrace thee, 

Let ſorrow ſplit my heart, if ever l 

Did hate thee, or thy Father, 

Edy. Worthy Prince, I know't. 
Aib. Where have you hid your ſelf? , <J87,04 

How have you known the miſeries of your Father ? | 
Eds. By nurſing them, my Lord. Liſt a brief ale; 

And when *tis toldz- O that my heart would burſt, . } 
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The Tragedy of King Lear. 


That follow'd me ſo near, (O our lives ſweetneſs ! 
That we the pain of Death would hourly die, 
Rather than die at once) taught me to ſhifr 

[(nto a Mad-mans rags, t aſſume a ſemblance 
That very Dogs diſdain'd : and in this habit 

. | Met I my Father with his bleeding Rings, ; 
Their precious Stones new loſt : became his guide, 
Led him, beg'd for him, ſav'd him from deſpair, 
Never (O fault) reveaPd my ſelf unto him, 
Uatil ſome half hour paſt, whenI was arm'd, 
Not ſure, though hoping of this good ſucceſs, 

[ ask'd his bleſſing, and from firſt to laſt 

Told him our Pilgrimage. But this flaw'd heart 
(Alack too weak the conflift to ſupport) _ 
'Twixt two extreams of paſſion, joy and grief, 
Burſt ſmilingly. 

Baſt. This Speech of yours hath moy'd me, 
And ſhall perchance do good, but ſpeak you on, 
You look as you had ſomething more to ſay. 

Alb. \f there be more, more woful, hold it 1n, 
For | am almoſt ready to diſſolve, 

Hearing of this. 


Enter a Gentleman. 


Gent. Help, Help; O help. 
| Eag. What kind of help ? 
| ÞAlb. Speak man. 

Edg. What means this bloudy Knife ? 

Gent. *Tis hot, it ſmoaks, came even from the heart 
of — O ſhe's dead, 

Alb. Who's dead ? Speak man. 

Gent, Your Lady Sir, your Lady z and her Siſter 
By her is poyſon'd : ſhe confeſſes it. 

Baſt. 1 was contracted to them both, all three 
Now marry in an inſtant. 

Eag. Here comes Kent. 


Enter Kent. 


Alb. Produce the Bodies, be they live or dead. 
| [Gonerill a»d Regans Bodies brought out. 
This judgment of the Heavens that makes us tremble. 
Touches us not with pitty. O! is this ſhe ? 
The time will not allow the complement 
| Which very manners urge. 
Kent. | am come ; 
To bid my King and Maſter aye good night, 
Is he-not here ? 
Alb. Great thing of us forgot, 
Speak Edmund, where's the King ? and where's Cordelia ? 
Sceſt thon this object, Kerr. 
Kent, Alack, why thus ? 
Baſt. Yet Edmund was belov'd : 
The one the other poiſon'd for my fake, 
And after, flew her ſelf. 
Alb, Even ſo: cover their Faces. 
Baſt. | pant for life : ſome good I mean todo 
| Deſpight of mine own Nature. Quickly ſend, 
(Be brief in it) to th* Caſtle for my Writ 
ls on the life of Lear, and Cordelia : 
Nay, ſend in time. 
Alb. Run, run, Orun. ; 
Edg. To whom my Lord ? Who has the Office ? 
Send thy token of reprieve. 
Baſt. Well thought on, take my Sword, 
Give it the Captain. 
Eds. Haſte thee for thy life. 
Baſt. He hath Commiſſion from thy Wife and me, 
To hang (ordebia in the Priſon, and 
To lay the blame upon her own deſpair, - 
| That ſhe fore-did her ſelf. 
Alb. The gods defend her, bear him hence a while. , 


—— 


One of them we behold. 


| Enter Lear with Cordelia #n: his arms. 


| 
Lear, Howl, howl, howl: O you are men of ft 
Had I your Tongues and Eyes, Pld uſe them ſo, 
That Heavens Vault ſhould crack : ſhe's gone for ever. 
[| know when one is dead, and when one lives, 
She*s dead as Earth : Lend me a Looking-Glaſs, 
[f that her breath will miſt oc ſtaia the ſtone, 
Why then ſhe lives. 
Kent. Is this the promis'd end ? 
Edg. Or image of that horror. 
. Fall and ceaſe. 
Lear. This Feather ſtirs, ſhe lives: if it be ſo, 
It is a chance which do's redeem all ſorrows 
That ever I have felt. 
Kent. Oh my good Maſter. 
Lear. Prethee away. 
Edg. 'Tis noble Kent your Friend. 
Lear. A plague upon you Murtherers, Traitors all, 
| might have ſav'd her, now ſhe's gone for ever : 
Cordelia, Cordelia, ſtay a little. Ha. 
What is't thou ſaiſt ? her Voice was ever ſoſt, 
Gentle, and low, an excellent thing in Woman. 
I kild the ſlave that was a hanging thee. 
Gent, *Tis true (my Lords) he did. 
Lear. Did I not, Fellow ? 
| have feen the day, with my good biting Faulchion 
| would have made him $kip: 1am old now, 
And thefe ſame croſſes ſpoil me. Who are you ? 
Mine Eyes are 0 th' beſt, I'll tell yon ſtraight. 
Kent, If Fortune brag of ewo, ſhe lov'd and hated, 


ones, 


Lear. This is a dull ſight, are you not Kerr ? 

Kent. The ſame: your Seryant Kent, 
Where is your Servant Cai 

Lear. He's a good Fellow, 1 can tell you that, 
He'll ſtrike, and quickly too, he's dead and rotten; 

Kent. No, my good Lord, I am the very man. 

L:ar, Vl ſee that ſtraight. 

Kent, That from your firſt of difference and decay, | 
Have follow'd your fad ſteps. 

Lear. You are welcom hither. 

Kent, Nor no man elſe: 
Alls cheerleſs, dark, and deadly : . 
Your eldeſt Daughters have fore-done themſelyes, 
And deſperately are dead, 

Lear. I, (oI think. 

Alb, He knows not what he fayes, and vain is it 
That we preſent us to him. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Eag. Very bootleſs. 
Meſ. Edmund is dead, my Lord. 
Alb. That's but a trifle here : 
Yon Lords and noble Friends know onr intent, 
What comfort to this great decay may come, 
Shall be appli'd. For us we will reſign, 
During the life of this old Majeſty, 
To him our abſolute power, you to your rights, 
With boot, and ſuch addition as your Honours 
Have more than merited. - All Friends ſhall 
Taſte the wages of their virtue, and all Foes 
The Cup of their deſervings: O ſee, ſee. 
Lear. And my poor Fool is hang'd : No, no, no lite ? 
Why ſhould a Dog, a Horſe, a Rat have life, 
And thou no breath at all ? Thou'lkt come no more, 
Never, never, never, never, never. | 
Pray you undo this Button. Thank you, Sir, , 
Do you ſee this? look on her, look on her Lips, + 
Look there, look there. [ He dies. 
Eadg. He faints, my Lord. 


Kent. Break heart, I prethee break. 


Eg, 


— _— 
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Stretch him out longer. 

Eds, He is gone indeed, 

K-nt. The wonder is, he hath endur'd ſo long, 
He but uſurpt his life. 

Alb. Bear them from hence, our preſent bulineſs 
[s general woe: Friends of my Soul, you "twain, 


II1 
Edg. Look to my Lord, : Rule in this Realm, and the gor'd ſtate ſuſtain. 
Kent, Vex not his Ghoſt, O let him paſs, he hates him, | Kerr. I have a Journey, Sir, ſhortly to go, 
That would upon the rack of this tough World My Maſter calls me, 1 muſt not fay no, [ Dies. 


Edg. The weight of this ſad time we muſt obey, 
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to ſay : 
The oldeſt bath born moſt, we that are young, 
Shall never ſee ſo much, nor live ſo long, 


[Exeunt with a dead march. | 
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OTHELLO, 


THE 
MOORE of VENICE. 


The Adkto 


Thello, the Moore. | 
Brabantio, Father to Deſdemona. : 

Cafſio, an honourable Lieutenant. 

Jago, a Villain. 

Rodorigo, 4 gulPd Gentleman. 

Duke of Venice. 

Senators. 

Montano, Governour of Cyprus. 


rs Names. 


Gentlemen of Cyprus. 

Lodovico, and Gratiano, two Noble Venetians. 
Saylors. 

Clown. 


Deſdemona, Wife to Othello. 
Amilia, Wife to Jago. 
Bianca, 4 Caritezay. 


.AFus Primus. 


Enter Rodorigo, and Jago. 


Roads. Ever tell me, I take it very unkindly 

| That thou (Fago) who haſt had my Purſe, 

As if the ſtrings were thine, 

Should'ſt know of this. 
Fago, But you'll not hear me. 
If ever | did Dream 
Of ſuch a matter, abhor me. 
Rodo. Thou told'it me, 
Thou didſt hold him in thy hate. 
Jago, Deſpiſe me 


Scena Prima. 


If I do not. Three great ones of the City, 

(In perſonal ſvit to make me his Lieutenant) 
Off-capt to him : and by the faith of man 

[| know my price, I am worth no worſe a place. 

But he (as loving his own pride and purpoſes) 
Evades them, with a Bumbalt Circumſtance, 
Horribly ſtuft with Epithets of War, 

Non-ſuits my Mediators. For certes, ſayes he, 

[ have already choſe my Officer. And what was he ? 
Forſooth, a great Arithmetician, 


One e Michael Caſſio, a Florentine, . 
(AFellow almoſt damn'd in a fair Wife) 


That never ſer a Squadron. in the Field, 
Rkk2 


Nor 
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The Tragedy of Othello, 


Nor the diviſion of a Battel knows 
More than a Spinſter : Unleſs the Bookiſh Theorick : 
Wherein the Tongued Conſuls can propoſe 
As Maſterly as he, meer prattle (without practice) 
[n all his Souldierſhip. But he (Sir) had th'eleCtion 
And I (of whom his eyes had ſeen the proof 
At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on others grounds 
Chriſtian, and Heathen) muſt be be-lee'd, and calm'd 
By Debitor, and Creditor, This Counter-Calter, 
He (in good time) mult his Lieutenant be, 
And I (bleſs the mark) his Moor-ſhip's Ancient, 
Red. By heaven, I rather would have been his hang-man. 
Fago, Why there's no remedy, 
"Tis the curſe of Service ; 
Preferment goes by Letter, and affection, 
And not by old gradation, where each ſecond 
Stood Heir to th' firſts. Now, Sir, be Judge your ſelf, 
Whether 1 in any juſt term am Afin? 
| To love the Moore ?: 
Red. I would notfoffow him then. 
Zago, O, Sir, content you. 
| follow him to ſerve my turn upon him. 
We cannot all be Maſters, nor all Maſters 
Cannot be truly follow'd. You ſhall mark 
Many a dutious and knee-crooking Knave, 
That (doting on his own obſequious bondage) 
Wears out his time, much like his Maſters Aſs, 
For nought but Provender, and when he's old Caſheer'd. 
Whip me ſuch honeſt Knaves, Others there are 
Who trimm'd in Forms, and Viſages of duty, 
Keep yet their hearts atcending on themſelves. 
And throwing but ſhows of 1ervice on their Lords, 
Do well thrive by them. 
And when they have lin'd in their Coats 
Do themſelves Homage. 
Theſe Fellows have ſome Soul, 
And ſuch a one do 1 profeſs my felf, For (Sir) 
[t is as ſure as you are Rodorigo, 
Were I the Moor, 1 would not be ago : 
In following him, 1 foltowbnt my felt. 
Heaven is my Judge, not I, for love and duty, 
But ſeeming ſo, for my peculiar end : 
For when my outward aCtion doth demonſtrate 
The native act, and figure of my heart 
la complement extern, *ris not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my fleeve 
For Dawes to peck at ; Iam not what | am. 
Rod. What a fall Fortune do's the thick-lips owe 
[f he can carry't thus ? 
Fago, Call up her Father : 
Rowſe him, make after him, poyſon his delight, 
Proclaim him in the ſtreets, Incenſe her Kintmen, 
And though he in a fertile Climate dwell, | 
Plague him with Flyes : though that his joy be joy, 
| Yer throw ſuch chances of vexation on't, 
As it may looſe ſome colour, 
Rodo, Here is her Fathers Houſe, 1'll call aloud. 
7ago. Do, with like timorous accent, and dire yell, 
As when (by night and negligence) the fire 
ls ſpicd in populous Cities. 
Rodo, What ho: Brabantio, Signior Brabantio, ho. 
Zago, Awake, what ho, Brabantio : Thieves, Thieves, 
Look to your Houſe, your Daughter, and your Bags, 
Thieves, Thieves. 
Bra. Above. What is the reaſon of this terrible 
Summons ?-what is the matter there ? 
Rods, Signior, is all your Family within ? 
Fago. Are your Doors lock'd ? 
Bra. Why ? wherefore ask you this ? 
7ago. Sir, y* are robb'd, for ſhame put on your Gown, 
Your heart is-burſt,- you have loſt half your Soul 
Even now, very now, an old blatk Ram 
[s Tupping your white Ewe. Ariſe, ariſe, 
Awake the ſnorting Citizens with the Bell, 


th cen 


a—— 


— 
— 


Or elſe the Devil will make a Grand.-ſfice of you, 
Ariſe I ſay. 

Bra. What, have you'teſt your Wits ? 

Rod. Moſt Reverend Signior, do you know my Voice ? 

Bra. Not I: what are you ? | 

Rod. My name is Rodorigo. 

Bra. The worlſer welcome : 
[ have charg'd thee not to haunt about my Doors : 
in honeſt plainneſs thou haſt heard me ſay, 
My Daughter is not for thee. And now in madneſs 
(Being full of Supper, and diſtempering draughts) 
Upon malicious Knavery, doſt thou come 
To ſtart my quiet, 

Rod. Sir, Sir, Sir. 

Bra. But thou muſt needs be ſure, 
My Spirits and my place have in their power 
To make this bitter to thee. | 

Rod. Patience, good Sir. 

Bra. What telPſt thou me of Robbing ? 
This is Yenice : my Houſe is not a Grange. 

Rod. Molt grave Brabantio, 
ln ſimple and pure Soul, I come to you. 

Tag. Sir, you are one of thoſe that will not ſerve God, 
if the Devil bid you. Becauſe we come to do you ſervice, 
and you think we are Ruffians, you'll have your Daugh- 
ter cover'd with a Barbary Horſe, you'll have your Ne- 
phews neigh to you, you'll have Courſers for Couſins, and 
Gennets for Germans, 

Bra. What profane wretch art thon ? 

Fag. 1 am one, Sir, that comes to tell you, your Davgh. 
ter and the Moore, are making the Beaſt with two backs. 

Bra. Thou art a Villain, 

Fago. You are a Senator. 

Bra. This thou ſhalt anſwer, I know thee, Rodorigo. 

Red. Sir, 1 will anſwer any thing. But I beſeech you, 
If't be your pleaſure, and moſt wiſe conſent, 

(As partly 1 find it is) that yout fair Daughter, 
At this odd Even and dull Watch oth? Night 
Tranſported with no worſe or better guard, 
But with a Knave of common hire, a Gundelier, 
To the groſs claſps of a Laſcivious Moore : 
If this be known to you, and your Allowance, 
We then have done you bold and ſawcy wrongs. 
But if you know not this, my manners tell me, 
We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe 
That from the ſenſe of all Civility, 
| thus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 
Your Daughter (if you have not given her leave) 
I ſay again, hath made a groſs revolt, 
Tying her Duty, Beauty, Wit, and Fortunes 
In an extravagant, and wheeling Stranger, 
Of here, and every where : ſtraight ſatisfie your ſelf. 
If ſhe be in your Chamber, or your Houſe, 
Let looſe on me the Juſtice of the ſtate 
For thus deluding you. 
Bra. Strike on the Tinder, ho : 
Give me a Taper : call up all my people, 
This Accident is not unlike my Dream, 
Belief of it oppreſſes me already. 
Light, I ay, light. 
Zago. Farewel : for I muſt leave you. 
It ſeems not meet, nor wholſome to my place 
To be produdted, as if I ſtay, I ſhall, 
Againſt the Moor. For I do know the ſtate, 
(However this may gall him with ſome check) 
Cannot with ſafety caſt him. For he's embark'd 
With ſuch loud reaſon to the Cyprus Wars, 
(Which even now ſtands in A) that for their Souls 
Another of his fadom, they have none, 
To lead their buſineſs. In which regard, * 
Though I do hate him as I do Hell, 
Yet, for neceſlity of preſent life, 
I muſt ſhew out a Flag, and ſign of Love, : 
(Which is indeed but ſign) that you ſhall ſurely m_— 
ca 
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Lead tothe Sagittary the raited Search : 
And there will 1 be with him; So farewel, Ext. 
Enter Brabantio, with Servants and Torches. 


Bra. It is too true an evil. Gone ſhe is, 
And whar's to come of my deſpiſed time, 
1s naught but bitterneſs. Now, Rodors0, 
Where dicſt thou ſee her? (Oh uahappy Girle) _.. 
With the Moore faiſt thou ? (Who would be a Father ?) 
How didſt thou know *rwas ſhe ? (Oh ſhe deceives me 
Paſt thonght : ) what ſaid ſhe toyou? Get moe Tapers: 
Raiſe all my Kindred. Are they married, think you ? 
Rod. Truly I think they are. 
Bra. Oh heaven: how got ſhe out? 
Oh treaſon of my blood. | 
Fathers, from hence truſt not your Daughters minds 
By what you ſee them Act. Are there not Charms, 
By which che property of Youth and Maidhood 
May be abus'd ? Have you not read, Rodorigo , 
Of ſome ſuch thing ? 
Red. Yes, Sir : | have indeed. 
Bra, Call up my brothers : oh wonld you had had her, 
Some one way, ſome another. Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her, and the Moore ? 
Rod. I think I can diſcover him, if you pleaſe 
To get good Guard, and go along with me, 
Bra. Pray you lead on.. Ar every Houſe F ll call, 
(1 may command at moſt) get Weapons (hoa) 
And raiſe ſome ſpecial Officers of might : 
On, good Rodorigo, | will deſerve your pains. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello, Jago, Attendants, with Torches. 


[Exeunt, 


Zazo. Though in the trade of war I have ſlain men, 
Yet do I hold it very ſtuff oth* Conſcience 
Todo no contriv'd murder : I take iniquity 
Sometime to do me ſervice. Nine or ten times 
| had thought to have yerk'd him here under the Rib. 
Othel. *Tis better as it is. 
Zago, Nay, but he prated, 
And ſpoke ſuch ſcurvy, and provoking terms 
Againſt your honour, that with the little godlineſsI have, 
I did full hard forbear him. But I pray you, Sir, 
Are you faſt married ? Be aſlur'd of this, 
That the Magnifico is much beloy'd, 
And hath in bis effect a voyce potential 
As double as the Dukes : He will divorce you, 
Or put ypon you, what reſtraint or grievance, 
The Law (with all his might, toenforce it 0n) 
Will give him Cable. 
Othe, Let him do his ſpight : 
My ſervices, which I have done the Signory 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. *Tis yet to know, 
Which when I know, that boaſting is an honour, 
I ſhallpromulgate. I fetch my life and being, 
From men of Royal Siege. And my demerits 
May ſpeak (unbonnetted) to as a proud a Fortune 
As this that I have reach'd. For know, 7ago, 
But that I love the gentle Deſdemona, 
| would not my unhouſed free condition 
Put into Circumſcription, and Confine, 
For the Seas worth. But look, what lights come yond ? 


Enter Caſlio with Torches. 


| Fago, Thoſe are the raiſed Father, and his friends : 
| You were beſt go in. 

Othel. Not I: 1 muſt be found. 

| My parts, my title, and my perfect Soul 

| Shall manifeſt me rightly. ls it they ? 


"OO 


fago. By Janus, 1 think no. 
Othel. The Servants of the Dukes ? 
And my Lieutenant ?. 
The goo\neſy of the night upon you ( friends ) 
What is the News ? 
(aſſio. The Duke does greet you (General) 
And he requires your haſte, Poſt-haſte appearance, 
Even on the inſtant. | 
Othel. What is the matter think you? 
Caſſio, Something from Cyprus, as | may divine : 
[t is a buſineſs of ſome heat, The Gallies 
Have fent a dozen ſequent meſſengers 
This very night, at one anothers heels: 
And many of the Conſuls (rais'd and met,) 
Are at the Dukes already. You have been hotly call'd for, 
When being not at your lodging to be found, 
The Senate hath ſent about three ſeveral Queſts, 
To ſearch you our, 
Othel. *Tis well I am found by you: 
[ will ſpend but a word here in the Houſe, 
And go with you. 
Caſſi9. Ancient, what makes he here? 
Zago. Faith, he to night bath boorded a Land Carrac, 
[f it prove lawful prize, he's made for ever. 
Caſſio. | do not underſtand. 
7ago, He's married. 
Caſſio. To whom ? 
Fago. Marry te——Come, Captain, will you go? 
Othel. Have with you. 
Caſſio. Here comes another Troop to ſeek for you , 


Enter Brabantio, Rodorcigo, with Officers and Torches, 


azo. It is Brabantio: General be advis'd, 
He comes to bad intent. 

Othel, Holla, ſtand there. 

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 

Bra. Down with him, Thief. 

Fago- You Rodorigo ? Come, Sir, -I am for you. 

Ochel. Keep up your bright Swords, for the dew will ruſt 
them. Good Signior, you ſhall more command with years, 
than with your Weapons. 

Bra. Oh thou foul Thief, 
Where haſt thou ſtow*'d my Davghter ? 
Damn'd as thou art, thou haſt enchanted her, 
For Ple refer me to all things of ſenſe , 
(lfſhein chains of Magick were not bound ) 
Whether a Maid, ſo tender, fair, and happy, 
So oppoſite to Marriage, that ſhe ſhunn'd 
The wealthy curled Darlipgof our Nation, 
Would ever have (tincurr a general mock) 
Run from her Guardage to the ſooty boſom, 
Of ſach a thing as thou : to fear, not todelight ? 
Judge me the world, if *cis not groſs in ſenſe, 
That thou haſt praQtis'd on her with foul Charms, 
Abus'd her delicate youth, with Drugs or Minerals, 
That weakens motion. Fle hav't diſputed on, 
'Tis probable, and palpable to thinking ; 
| therefore apprehend and do attach thee, 
For an abuſer of the world, a praCticer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant ; 
Lay hold upon him, if he do refiſt 
Subdue him at his peril. 

Othel. Hold your hand. 
Both you of my inclining, and the reſt. 
Were it my Cue to fight, 1 ſhould have known it 
Without a Prompter. Whither will you thatl go 
To anſwer this your charge ? 

Bra, To priſon, till fit time 
Of Law, and courſe of direct Seſſion 
Call thee to anſwer. 

Othel. What if | do gbey ? 
How may the Duke be therewith ſatisfied, 
Whoſe Meſſengers are _ —_ my ſide, 
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Upon ſome preſent buſineſs of the State, 
To bring me to him. 

Officer. *Tis true, moſt worthy Signior, 
The Duke's in Council, and your Noble ſelf, 
| am fure is ſent for. 

Bra, How ? The Duke in Council ? 
In'this time of the night ? bring him away : 
Mine?s not an idle cauſe. The Duke himſelf, 
Or any of my Brothers of the State, 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as 'twere their own : 
For if ſuch Aftions may have paſlage free, 
Bond ſlaves and Pagans ſhall our Stateſmea be. 

[_ Exennt . 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Duke, Senators, and Officers. 


Duke. There is no compoſition in this news, 
That gives them credit. 
I. Sen, Indeed, they are diſproportioned ; 
My Leters fay, a hundred and ſeven Gallies, 
Duke. And mine a hundred and forty. 
2, Sen. And mine two hundred : 
But'though they jump not on a juſt account, 
( As in theſe Caſes where the ayme reports, 
'Tis oft with difference) yet do they all confirm 
A Turkiſh Fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 
Duke.. Nay, it is poſſible enough to judgment : 
[| do not ſo ſecure me 1n the errour, 
Bur the main Article 1 do approve 
la fearfull ſenſe, 
Saylor within, What hoa, what hoa, what hoa. 


Enter Saylor, 


Officer. A Meſſenger from the Gallies. 
Duke, Now? What's the buſineſs ? 
Saylor. The Turkiſh preparation makes for Rhodes, 
So was | bid report here to the State, 
By Signior Angelo. 
D:ke. How tay you by this change ? 
I. Sen. This cannot be 
By no aſſay of Reaſon. *Tis a Pageant 
To keep us in falſe gaze, when we conſider 
Th'importancy of Cyprus to the Turk; +] 
And let our ſelves again but underſtand, 
That as it more concerns the T rk than Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile queſtion bear it, 
For that it ſtands not in ſuch warlike brace, 
But altogether lacks th'abilities 
That Rhodes is dreſs'd in. If we make thought of this, 
We muſt not think the Turk is ſo unskilfull, 
To leave that lateſt, which concerns hum firſt, 
NegleCting an attempt of eaſe and gain, 
To wake and wage a danger profitlefs. 
Duke. Nay; in all confidence he's not for Rhodes. 
Officer. Here is more News. 


Enter a Neſſenger. 


Meſſen. The Ottamittes, reverend, and gracious, 
Steering with due courſe toward the Iſle of Rhodes, 
Have there injoynted them with an aſter Fleet. 
1. Sen. 1, ſo | thought : how many, as you gueſs ? 
Meſſ. Of thirty Sail: and now they do re-ſtem 
This backward courſe, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purpoſes toward Cyprs. Signior Montane, - 
Your truſty and molt vahant Servitor, 
With his free duty, recommends you thus, 
And prays yon to believe i1m, 
Dake. 'Tis certain then for Cyproz - 
eMarcw Luccacos, is he not in Town? 


1. Sen, He's now in Florence, 

Duke. VVrite from us, 

' To him, Poſt, Poſt. haſte, diſpatch. 

I. Sen, Here comes Brabantio, and the Moor, 


Enter Brabantio, Othello, Caſlio, Jago, Rodorigo, 
and Officers. 


Duke. Vallant Othello, we muſt ſtraight employ you, 
Againſt the general Enemy Ottoman. 
I did not fee you: welcom, gentle Signior, 
VVelack*t your Counſel, and your help 60 night. 
Bra. So did | yours: Good your Grace pardon me, 
Neither my place, for ought | heard of bulineſs, 
Hath rais'd me from my Bed; nor doth the general care 
Take hold on me. For my pacticular grief 
Is of ſo flood- gate, and o're-bearing Nature, 
That it ingluts, and ſwallows other ſorrows, 
And it is till it ſelf, 
Duke. VVhy ? what's the matter ? 
Bra, My Daughter : oh my Daughter ! 
Sen, Dead ! | 
Bra. |, to me. 
She is abus'd, ſtolen from me, and corrupted 
By Spells and Medicines, bought of Mountebanks ; 
For Nature ſo prepoſteroully to erre, 
( Being not deficient, blind, or lame of ſenſe,) 
Sans witch-craft could not. 
Duke. V'Vho ere he be, that in this foul proceeding 
Hath thus beguid your Daughter of her ſelt, 
And you of her; the bloody Book of Law, 
You ſhall your ſelf read in the bitter Letter, 
After your own ſenſe : yea, though our proper Son 
Stood 1n your Action. 
Bra, Humbly I thank your Grace, 
Here 1s the man; this Moore, whom now it ſeems 
,Your ſpecial Mandate, for the State Aﬀairs, 
Hath hither brought. 
All. VVe are very ſorry for't, 
Duke. VVhat in your own part can you ſay to this? 
Bra. Nothing, but this is fo. 
Othel. Moſt Potent, Grave, and Reverend Signiors, 


S My very Noble, and approv'd good Maſters ; 


That I have tane away this old mans Daughter, 


| It is moſt true : true 1 have married her: 


The very head, and front of my offending, 

Hath this extent z no more. Rude am I in my ſpeech, 
And little bleſsd with the ſoft phraſe of Peace ; 

For ſince theſe Arms of mine had ſeven years pith, 
Till now, ſome nine Moons waſted, they have us'd 
Their dearſt Attion, in the tented field : 

And little of this great world can I fj 

More than pertains to Feats of Broyls, and Battel, 


. | And therefore little ſhall I grace my cauſe, 


ln ſpeaking for my ſelf. Yet, (by your gracious patience) 
| will a round un-varniſh'd tale deliver, - 
Of my whole courſe of love. 
V Vhat Drugs? what Charms ? 
V Vhat Conjuration ? and what mighty Magick, 
( For ſuch proceeding I am charg'd withal) 
| won his Daughter with. 

Bra. A Maiden, never bold: 
Of Spirit ſo ſtill and quiet, that her Motion 
Bluſh'd at her felf, and ſhe in ſpight of Nature, 
Of Years, of Country, Credit, every thing, 
To fall in Love with what ſhe fear'd to look on ; 
Ic is a judgment maim'd, and moſt imperfect. 
That will confel(s Perfeftion ſo could erre 
Againſt all Rules of Nature, and muſt be driven 
To hind ont practices of cunning hell 
V Vhy this ſhould be, I therefore vouch again, 
That with ſome mixtures powerful o're the blood, 
Or with ſome Dram ( conjur'd to this effect ) 


He wrought upon her. 


Duke. To vouch this, is no proof, VVithout 


| 


o 
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Without more wider, and more over-Teſt 
Than theſe thin habits, aud poor likelyhoods 
Of modern ſeeming, do prefer againſt him, 
Sen. Bur, Othello, ſpeak, 
Did you, by indirect and forced courſes 
Subdue, and poyſon this young Maids affeCtions ? 
Or came it by requeſt, and ſuch fair queſtion, 
As ſoul to foul atfordeth ? 
Othel. 1 do beleech you, 
Send for the Lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her ſpeak of me defore her Father ; 
If you do find me foul in her report, 
The truſt, the office, | do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your ſentence 
Even fall upon my life, 
Duke. Fetch Deſdemona hither. 
Othello. Ancient, condudt them : 
You belt know the place, 
And *till ſhe come as truly as to heaven, 
[do confels the yices of my blood, 
So juſtly to your Grave ears, Il] preſent 
How | did thrive 1n this fair Ladies Love, 
And fhe in mine. 
Duke. Say it, Otbello.. 
Othello. Her Father loy'd me, oft invited me : 
Still queſtion? me the Story of my life, 
krom year toyear; The Battells, Sieges, Fortune, 
That L have palt. 
| ran it through, even from my Boyiſh days, 
To th' very moment that he bad me tell it. 
Wherein I ſpoke of molt diſaſtrous Chances : 
Ot moving Accidents by Flood and Field, 
Of hair-breaclth jcapes i'th*imminent deadly Breach ;_ 
Of being taken by che infolent foe, 
And fold to ſlavery. Of my redemption thence, 
And portance in my Traveller's hiſtory, 
Wherein of Antars vaſt, and deſarts wild, (ven, 
Rough Quarries, Rocks and Hills, whoſe heads touch hea- 
le was my haac ro ſpeak. Such was my Proceſs, 
And of the Canibais that each other eat, . 
The Anthropophags, and men whoſe heads 
Grew beneath toeir Shoulders, Theſe things to hear, 
Would Deſdemona \criouſly incline : 
But ſtill the houſe affairs would draw her hence ; 
Which ever as ſhe could with haſte diſpatch, 
She'ld come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my Diſcourſe , which I obſerving, 
Took once a pliant hour, and faund good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earneſt heart, 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 
Whereof by parcels ſhe had ſomething heard , 
But not diſtiniyely: 1 did conſent, 
And often did beguile her of her tears, 
When did ſpeak of ſome diſtreſsful ſtroke, 
That my youth ſuffer'd : My ſtory being done, 
She gave me for my pains a world of kiſles : 
She ſwore in faith, *twas ſtrange, *twas paſling ſtrange. 
'Twas pPiful, *twas wondrous pitiful. 
She wiſh'd ſhe had not heard it, yet ſhe wiſh'd 
That heaven.had made her ſuch a man, She thank'd me, 
And bad me, if | had a friend that lov'd her, 
| ſhould but ceach him how to-tell my ſtory, 
And that would wooe her, - Upon this hiat | ſpake, 
She lov*d meFor the dangers | have paſt, 
And1loy'd her, that ſhe did pity them. 
This only is the witch=crafcl have ug'd. 
Here comes the Lady, let her witneſs it, 


Enter Deſdemona, Jago, Attendants. 


Duke. I think this tale would win my Daughter too, 
Good Brabartio, take up this led macter at the belt : 
| Mendo their broken weapons rather ule, 


|Thgq their bare bands. 


_ 


Bra, | pray you hear her ſpeak : 

[f ſhe confeſs that ſhe was half the wooer, 

Deitruction on my head, it my bad blame 

Light on the man, Come hither, gentle Miſtreſs, 

Do you perceive, inall this Noble Company, 

Where molt you owe obedience ? ; 

Deſ. My Noble Father ; 

[ do perceive here a divided duty, 

Toyoul am bound for lite, and education : 

My life and education both do learn me, 

How to reſpett you. You are the Lord of duty, 

[ am hitherto your Daughter. But here's my husband z 

And ſo much duty, as my Mother ſhew'd 

To you, preferring you before her Father : 

So much [ challenge, that I may profeſs 

Due to the «I/oore, my Lord. 

Bra. God be with you:. l.have done. 

Pleaſe it your Grace, on to the State affairs z 

| had rather to adopt a Child than get it. 

Come hither, eHoore, 

[ here do give thee that with all my heart, 

Which; but thou haſt already, with all my heart, 

[ would keep from chee. For your ſake (Jewel)) 

| am glad at ſoul, I have no other child; 

For thy eſcape would teach me tyranny 

To hang clogs on them. I have done, my Lord, 

Dake. Let me ſpcak like your ſelf; 

And lay a S:ntence, 

Which, like a griſe, or ſtep, may help theſe Loyers, 

When remediesare paſt, the griefs are ended 

By ſeeing worſt, which latc on hopes depended. 

To mourn a miſchief that is paſt and gone, ' 

[s the next way to draw new miſchief on. 

What cannot be preſerv'd when Fortune takes : 

Patience her injury a mockery makes. * ; 

The robb'd that ſmiles, ſteals ſomething from the Thief, 

He robs himſelf that ſpends a bootleſs grief, 

Bra. So let the Turk, of Cyprus us beguile, 

We loſe it not ſo long as we can ſmile; 

He bears the ſentence well, that nothing bears, 

But the free comfort which from thence he hears. 

But he hears both the ſentence, and the ſorrow, 

That to pay grief, muſt of poor patience borrow. 

Theſe Sentences to Sugar, or to Gall, 

Being ſtrong on both ſides are equivocall. 

But words are words : I never yet did hear, 

That the bruiz'd heart was pierced through the ear. 
Humbly beſeech you to proceed toth'affairs of State, 
Duke. The Turk, with a moſt mighty preparation, 

makes for Cyprus: Othello , the Fortitude of the place is 

beſt known to you. And though we-have there a Subti- 
tute of moſt allowed ſufficiency; yet opinion, a more 

Sovereign Miſtreſs of Effects, throws a- more ſafe voice 

on you : you muſt therefore be content to ſlubber the groſs 

of your new fortunes, with this more ſtubborn, and boy: 
ſterous expedition. 
Othel, The Tyrant Cuſtome, moſt Graye Senators, 

Hath made the fliaty and Steel Coach of War 

My thrice-driven bed of Down. I do aguize 

A natural and prompt Alacrity, 

| find in hardneſs: and do undertake 

This preſent war againſt the Orromntres. 

Moſt humbly therefore bending to your State, 

[ crave fit diſpoſition for my Wife, 

Due reverence of Place, and Exhibition, 

With ſuch accommodation and beſort, 

As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. Why, at her Fathers. 

Bra, 1 will not have it fo. 

Othel. Nor I. 

Def. Nor would | there reſide, 
To put my Father in impatient thoughts 
By being in his Eye. Moſt gracious Duke, 


To my unfolding, lend your proſperous Ears And 
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And let me find a Character in your voice 
T'aſliſt my ſimpleneſs. 

Duke. What would you, Deſdemona ? 

Deſd. That I love the Moor, to live with him, 
My down-right violence, and ſtorm of Fortunes, 
May trumpet to the world, My heart's ſubdu%d 
Even to the very quality of my Lord ; 
| ſaw Orhello's viſage in his mind, 
And to his honours and his valiant parts, 
Did I my ſoul and fortunes conſecrate, 
So that (dear Lords) if I be left behind 
A Moth of Peace, and he go to the War, 
The Rites for why 1 love him, are bereft me: 
And I a heavy interim ſhall ſupport 
By his dear abſence, Let m- go with him. 
Othcl. Let her have your voice. 
Vouch with me heaven, 1 therefore beg it not 
To pleaſe the palate of my Appetite : 
Nor to comply with heat the yourg effets 
In my defunct, and proper ſatisfaction. 
But to be free, and bounteous to her mind : 
And heaven defend your good. ſouls, that you think 
| will your ferious and great bufineſs ſcant 
When ſhe is with me. No, when light wing'd Toyes 
Of feather'd Cupid, ſeel with wanton dulneſs 
My ſpeculative and offic'd Inſtrument : 
That my Diſports corrupt and taint my buſineſs : 
Let Houſewives make a Skillet of my Helm, 
And all indign and baſe adver ſities, 
Make head againſt my Eſtimation. 
Duke. Be it as you ſhall privately determine, 
Either for ber ſtay or going : th*Afair cries haſte : 
And ſpeed muit anſwer it. 
Sen, You mult away to night. 
Othel. With all my heart. 
Duke. At nine ith* morning here we'll meet again. 
Othello, leave ſome Officer behind, 
And he ſhall our Commiſſion bring to you : 
And ſuch things elfe of quality and reſpect 
As doth import to you. 
Othel. So pleaſe your Grace, my Ancient, 
A man he is of honeſty and truſt : 
To his conveyance | aflign my wife. 
With what elſe needful, your good Grace ſhall think 
To be ſent after me. 
Dake. Let it be fo: 
Good night to every one. And Noble Signior, 
If Vertue no delighted beauty !ack, 
Your So-inelaw is far more fair than black. 
Sen. Adieu, brave Moor, uſe Deſdemona well. 
Bra. Look to her (Moor) if thou haſt eyes to ſee : 
She has deceiv'd her Father, and may thee. LExit. 
Orhe!, My life upon her faich. Honeſt Jago, 
My Deſdemona muſt I leave to thee : 
| prethee let thy wife attend on her, 
And bring them after in their beſt advantage. 
Come, Deſdemma, | have but an hour 
Of Love, of wordly matter, and direction 
To ſpeak with thee, We muſt obey the time. 
Rod. Fago. 
Zago. What ſayeſt thon, noble heart ? 
Rod. What will I do, thinkeſt thon ? 
Fago. Why, go to bed and ſleep. 
Rod. | will iccontinently drown my ſelf. 
Fago.. If thou doſt, I ſhall never love thee afrer. Why, 
thou ſilly Gentleman ? 
Red. It is ſillineſs to live, when to live is torment : and 
then have we a preſcription to dye, when death is our 
Phyſician. 
Faro. Oh villanous: I have look*'d upon the world for 
four times ſeven years, and fince I could diſtinguiſh be- 
twixt a Benefit and an Injury, I never found man that 
knew how to love himſelf, Ere I would fay, I would drown 


[_Extt, 


| hamanity with a Baboon, 


Rod, What ſhould I do, 1 confeſs it is my ſhame to be 
0 fond, bur it is not in my virtue to amend it. 

F-:go. Virtue? a Fig, "tis in our ſelves that we are thus 
or thus. Our Bodies are our Gardens, to the which our 
Wills are Gardiners. So that if we will plant Nettles, or 
ſow Lettice : Set Hyſſop, and weed up Time : Supply it 
with one gender of Herbs , or diſtract it with many : ej 
cher have it ſteril with idleneſs, or manured with induſtry 
why the power and corrigible Authority of this lies in our 
wills.[f the brain of our lives had not one ſcale of Reaſonto 
poiſe another of Senſuality, the blood and baſencſs of our 
Natures would conduct us to moſt prepoſterous Concly- 
ſions. But we have reaſon to cool our raging Motions, or 
carnal Stings, or unbitted Luſts : whereof I take this, that 
70u call Love, to be a Sect, or Seyen. 

Rod, 1t cannot be. 

ago. It is meerly a Luſt of the Blood, and a permiſſion 
of the will, Come, be a man: drown thy ſeit ? Drown 
-ats and blind Puppies, I have profeſt me thy Friend, 
ind I confeſs me knit to thy deſerving , with Cables of 
nerdurable toughneſs, I could never better ſteed thee 
than now. Put money in thy purſe: follow thou the 
Nars, defeat thy favour, with an uſurped Beard, I ſay, 
put money in thy purſe. It cannot-be long that Deſae. 
mona ſhould continue her love to the Moor. Put money 
in thy purſe : nor he his to her. It wasa violent Commer. 
cement in her, and thou ſhalt ſee an anſ{werable Sequeltra. 
tion, but put money in thy purſe. Theſe Moors are 
changeable in their wills: fill thy purſe with money. The 
food that to him now is as luſcious as Locuſts, ſhall to him 
(hortly be as bitter as Coloquintida, She muſt change for 
youth : when ſhe is ſated with his body, ſhe will find the 
errours of her choice. Therefore put money in thy purſe, 
if chou wilt needs damn thy ſelf, do it a more delicate 
way than drowning. Make all the money thou canſt : If 
SanAtimony end a frail Vow betwixt an erring Barbarian 
and ſuper-ſubtle Yenetran be not too hard for my wits, and 
all the tribe of hell, thou ſhalt enjoy her ; therefore make 


my ſelf for the love of a Gainney-Hen , I would change my 


| 


money : a pox of drowning thy ſelf, it is clean ont of the 
way. Seck thou rather to be hang'd in compaſling thy joy, 
than to be drown'd, and go without her, 

—_ Wilt thou he faſt to my hopes, if I depend on the 
iſſue ? 

Fago, Thou art ſure of me: Go make money : [I hare 
cold thee often , and l re-tell thee again and again , I hate 
the Moor. My cauſe is hearted ; thine bath no leſs rea 
ſon. Let us be conjunctive in our revenge againſt him. 
[f thou canſt cuckold him , thou doſt thy ſelf a pleaſure, 
me a ſport, There are many Events in the womb of Time, 
which will be delivered. Traverſe, go, provide thy mo- 
ney, We will have more of this to marrow. Adieu. 

Rod. Where ſhall we meet ith* morning ? 

7420. At my Lodging. 

Rod. Vil be with thee betimes. 

Fago. Go to, farewel. Do you hear, Rodorigo ? 

Rod. VI! ſell all my Land. 

Zagoe. Thus do ever make my Fool my purſe: 
For | mine own gain'd knowledge ſhould profane; 
If I would time expend with ſuch a Swain, 

But for my ſport and profit : 1 hate the Moor, 
And it is thought abroad, that *twixt my ſheets 
He has done my office. I know not if ”t be true, 
But I, for meer ſuſpicion in that kind, 

Will do, as if for Surety, He holds me well, 
The better ſhall my purpoſe work on him : 

Caſſio's a proper man : Let me ſee now, 

To get this place, and plume up my will 

In double Knavery. How ? how ? Let's ſee. 
After ſome time, to abuſe Othello's ears, | 
That he is too familiar with his wife : | 
He hath a perſon, and a ſmooth diſpoſe | 
To be ſuſpeCted : fram'd to make women falſe. 

The Moor is of a fregan Nature, 


[Exit. 


That thinks men honeſt,*that but ſeem to be ſo, And 


cg wa * .jJ 


© 4 "eo _ 


© =, +7, 3 


ll © 79I9_ —") me 


the &Moore of Venice. 
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And will as tenderly be led by th* Noſe 


As Aſles are : | 
{ have't : it is engendred : Hell and Night 


Muſt bring this monſtrous Birth to the worlds light. 


—_ 


| Aﬀus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Montano, and Gentlemen. ' 


Mont, Hat from the Cape, can you diſcern at Sea ? 
1, Gents Nothing at all, it is a'bigh-wrought Flood: 
| cannot *twixt the Heaven-and the Main, | 
Deſcry a Sail, | ; 
Mont. Methinks the wind hath ſpoke aloud at Land, 
A fuller blaſt ne're ſhook our Battlements : 
if it hath ruffiand ſo upon the Sea, 
What ribs of Oak, when Mountains melt on them, 
Can hold the Morties. What ſhall we hear of this? 
2. A Segregation of the Turkiſh Fleet : 
For do but ſtand upon the foaming ſhore, 
The chidden Billow ſeems to pelt the clouds, 
The wind-ſhak'd Surge, with high and monſtrous Main, 
S2ems to caſt water on the burning Bear, 
And quench the Guards of th'ever fixed Pole : 
[ never like moleſtation view 
On the enchafed Flood. 
Ment. If that be the Turksſb Fleet, 
Be not inſhelter'd and embay'd, they are drown'd, 
|[t is impoſſible to bear it out. 


Enter a Gentleman. 


3. News, Lads : our Wars are done : 7 
The deſperate Tempeſt hath ſo bang'd the Twrks, 
That their deſignment halts. A noble Ship of /encd 
Hath ſeen a grievous wrack and ſufferance | 
On moſt part of their Fleet. 

Mont. How ? Is this true ? 

3. The Ship is put in : A Yeroneſſo, Michael Caſſio 
Lieutenant of the warlike Moor, Othello, 
ls come on ſhore : the Moor himſelf at Sea, 

And is in full Commiſſion here for Cyprae. 

ont. 1 am glad ont : | 
Tis a worthy Governour. 

3, But this ſame Caſio, though he ſpeak of comfort, 
Touching the Twrk;ſb loſs, yet he looks ſadly, 

And prays the Moor be ſafe ; for they were parted 
| With foul and violent Tempeſt. 

Mont. Pray heavens he be : 
For I have ſerv'd him, and the man commands 
Like a full Souldier. Let's to the Sea-ſide (hoa) 
1 As well to ſee the Veſſel that comes 1n, 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello, 
Even till we make the Main and th' Erial blue, 
And indiſtin& regard. 

Gent, Come, let's do ſo; 
For every minute is expectancy 
Of our Arrivancy. 


Enter Caſlio. 


(aſ. Thanks you, the valiant of the warlike Iſle, 
That ſo approve the Moor : Oh let the Heavens 
Give him defence from the Elements, 

For I have loſt him on a dangerous Sea. 

Mont, Is he well ſhipp'd ? 

Caſ. His Bark is ſtoutly timber*d, and his Pilot 
Of very expert and approv'd Allowance 
Therefore my hopes (not ſurfeited to death) 

Stand in bold Cure, 


| Left in the Conduct of the bold Fego, 


Gent, The Town is empty; on the brow oth* Sea 
Stand ranks of People, and they cry, a Sail. 
Caſ. My hopes do ſhape him for the Governour. 
Gent, They do diſcharge their ſhot of courteſie, 
Our friends at leaſt. 
Caf. I pray you, Sir, go forth, 
And give us truth who *tis that is arrived. 
Gent, I ſhall. [Exit. 
ont. But, good Lieutenant, is your General wiy'd ? 
Caſ. Molt fortunately, he hath atchiey'd a Maid 
That Paragons deſcription, and wild Fame : 
One that excels the quirks of blazoning Pens, 
And in th' eſſential Veſture of Creation, 
Do's tire the Ingeniver. 


| Enter Gentleman. 


How now ? who has put in ? 

Gene, *Tis one Fago, Ancient to the General, 

Caf. Ha's had molt favourable and happy ſpeed : 
Tempelts themſelves, high Seas, and howling winds, 
The gutter'd Rocks and congregated Sands, 
Traitors enſteep'd, to enclog the guiltleſs Keel, 
' As having ſenſe of Beauty do omit 
Their mortal Natures, letting go ſafely by 
The divine Deſdemons. 

eWYons. What is the ? 

Caf. She that I ſpake of: - 


Our great Captain's Captain, 


Whofe footing here anticipates our thoughts, 

A Sennights ſpeed. Great Fove, Othello guard, 

And ſwell his Sail with thine own powerful breath, 

That he may bleſs this Bay with his tall Ship, w 
Make loves quick pants.in Deſdemona's arms, 

Give renew'd fire to our extinCteſt Spirits, 


Enter Deſdemona, Jago, Roderigo, and Xmilia. 


Oh behold, 
The riches of the Ship is come on ſhore : 
You men of Cyprus, let: ber have your knees. 
Hail to thee, Lady : and the grace of heaven, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand 
Enwheel thee round. 
Def. 1 thank you, valiant Caſſio, | 
What tidings can you tell me of my Lord ? 
Caſ. He is not arriv'd, nor know | ought | 
But that he's well, and will be ſhortly here. 
Def. Oh but I fear : 
How loſt you company ? 
Caſ. The great contention of the Sea and Skies 
Parted our Fellowſhip. But hark, a Sail. 
Within, A Sail, a Sail. -— 
Gent, They give this greeting to ittadel : 
This likewiſe is a friend 
Caf. See for the News: : 
| Good Ancient, you are welcome. Welcome, Miſtreſs. 
Let it not gall your patience (good Zago) 
That I extend my Manners. *TIis my breeding 
That gives me this bold ſhew of Conrtefie. 
7Zage. Sir, would ſhe give you ſo much of her lips; 
As of her tongue ſhe oft beſtows of me, 
Yon would have enough. | 
Def. Alas: ſhe has no ſpeech. 
7ago. In faith, too much : 
I find it ſtill, when I have leave to fleep; 
Marry before your Ladiſhip, I grant, 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking, 
Emil. You have little cauſe to ſay ſo. | 
7ago. Come on, come on : you are Pictures out of doors: 
Bells in your Parlors : Wild-Cats ia your Kitchens : 


Within, A Sail, a Sail, a Sail. 
Caſ. What noiſe ? 


Saints in your injuries : Devils being offended : 
Players 
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learn of him, eA'milia, though be be thy Husband. How 
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The Tragedy of Othello, 


Players in your Huſwifery, and Huſwives in your Beds. 
Def. Oh, fie npon thee, ſlanderer. 
7ago. Nay, it is true: orelſe lam a Twrk, 
You riſe to play, and go to bed to work. 
e/Emil, You ſhall not write my praiſe. 
Fago, No, let me nor, 
Deſ. What would'ſt write of me, if thou ſhould'ſt praiſe 
me ? 
Fago, Oh gentle Lady, do not put me to'r, 
For | am nothing, if not Critical, | 
Def. Come on, aflay. 
There's one gone to the Harbour, 
Zago, I, Madam. ': 
Deſ. 1 am not merry : but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by ſeeming otherwiſe, 
Come, how would'ſt thou praiſe me ? 
ago. I am about it, but indeed my invention comes 
from my Pate, as Birdlime does from Freeze , it plucks 
out Brains and all. -But my Muſe labours, and thus ſhe is. 
delivered, þ 
If ſhe be fair and wiſe : fairneſs and wit, 
The one's for uſe, the other uſeth it. - 
D:ſ. Well praisd : 
How if ſhe be black and witty ? 
Fago. If ſhe be black, and thereto have a wit, 
She'll find a white that ſhall her blackneſs fit. 
Deſ. Worſe and worſe. 
Emil, How if fair and fooliſh ? 
Fago. She never yet was fooksſh that was fair, 
For even her folly helpt her to an heir. . 
Deſ. Theſe are old fond Paradoxes, to make Fools laugh 
ith* Alehouſe. What miſerable praiſe haſt thou for her 
that's foul and fooliſh ? | 
Zago. There's none ſo ſoul and fookſh thereunto, 
But does foul pranks, which fair and wiſe ones do. ._ C. 
Def. Oh heavy ignorance : thou praiſeſt the,worlt belt. 
But what praiſe could*ſt thou beſtow on a deſerving wo- 
man indeed ? One, that in'the afthority of her merit, did 
juſtly put on the vouch of very malice it ſelf, 


Jago. She that was ever fair, and never proud, 
Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud : 
Never lackt gold, and yet went never gay, 

Fled from her wiſh, and yet ſaid now I may. 

She that being anger*d, her revenge being mph, 
Bad her wrong ſtay, and her diſpleaſure fly. 

She that in wifdom never was ſo frail 

To change the Cod's Head for the Salmon's T ail : 
She that could think, and ne're diſcloſe her mind, 
See Suttors following, and not look, behind : 

She was a Wight, (if ever ſuch Wights were. ) 
Deſ. To do what ? 

Jago. To ſuckle Fools, and chronicle ſmall Beer. 


m—_—_— 


Deſ. Oh moſt lame and impotent concluſion, Do not 


: 'y you (Caſſio) is he not a moſt profane and liberal Coun- 
ellor ? 

(af. He ſpeaks home (Madam) you may reliſh him 
more in the Souldier, than in the Scholar. 

Zago. He takes her by the palm : I, well ſaid, whiſper. 
With as little a web as this , will I enſnare as great a Fly 
as Caſſio. I, ſmile upon her, do: I will give thee in thine 
own Courtſhip. You ſay true, *tis ſo indeed. If ſuch 
tricks as theſe ſtrip you out of your Lieutenantry, it had 
been better you had not kiſs'd your three fingers ſo off, 
which now again you are moſt apt-to play the Sir in. Ve- 
ry good : well kiſs'd, and excellent Curteſie : *tis ſo in- 
deed, Yet again, your fingers to your lips ? Would they 
were Clyſter- pipes for your ſake, 

The Moore, I know his Trumpet. 

*Caſ. *Tis truly ſo. 

Deſ. Let's meet him, and receive him. 

Caſ. Lo, where he come. 


1 That not another comfort liketo this 


Enter Othello, and Attendants. 


Othel. O my fair Warriour, 
| Def. My dear Othello, 

Othel. 1t gives me wonder, great as my content 
To ſee you here before me. 
Oh my ſouls joy : 
If after every Tempeſt come ſuch calms, 
May the winds blow, till they have waken'd death : 
And let the labouring Bark climb hills of Seas 
Olympus high : and duck again as low 
As hell's from heaven: It it were now to dye, 
'Twere now to be moſt happy, For | fear 
My ſoul hath her content ſo abſolute, * 


Succeeds in unknown Fate, 
Deſ. The heavens forbid 
But that. our Loves 
And Comforts ſhould increaſe 
Even as our days do grow. 
Othel. Amen to that (ſweet Powers) 
I cannot ſpeak enough of this content, 
It ſtops me here: it is too much of joy, 
And this and this the greateſt diſcords be 
That e're apr hearts ſhall make. | 
Zago, Oh you are well tun'd now : But I'll ſet down 
the F<gs that make this Mulick, as honeſt as I am, 
Othel. Come, let us to the Caſtle. 
News, (Friends) our wars are done : 


How do's my old acquaintance of this Iſle ? 
(Honey) you ſhall be well deſir*d in Cyprus, | 
I have found great love amonglt them, O my Sweet, | 
| prattle out of faſhion, and I dote 

In mine own comforts. I prethee, good Fago, 


Bring thou the Maſter to the Cittadel, 
He is a good one, and his worthineſs 
Do's challenge much reſye&t, Come, Deſdemona, 
Once more well met at Cyprus. 
Exeunt Othello and Deſdemona, 
7ago. Do you meet me preſently at the harbour. Come 


in love, have then a Nobility in their Natures , more that 
is native to them) liſt me ; the Lieutenant to night wat- 


Deſdemona is direCtly in love with him. _. 
Red, With him ? why, *tis not poſſible, 


ed. Mark me with what violence ſhe lov*d the Moore, but 
for bragging , and telling her fantaſtical lies. To love 
him ſtill for .prating , let not thy diſcreet heart think it. 
Her eye muſt be fed. And what delight ſhall ſhe have to 
look on the Devil? When the blood is made dull with 
the Act of Sport, there ſhquld be a game to inflame it, 
and to give ſaticty a freſh appetite. Lovelineſs in favour, 
Sympathy in years, Manners, and Beauties: all which 
the Moore is defeCtive in, ,Now for want of theſe re 
quir'd Conveniences, her delicate tenderneſs will find it 
ſelf abus'd, begin to heave the gorge , diſreliſh and abhor 
the Moore, very Nature will inſtru&t her in it, and com 
pel her to tome ſecond choice, Now, Sir , this granted 
(as it is a moſt pregnant and unforc'd poſition) who ſtands 
ſo eminent in the degree of this Fortune , as Caſſio do's: I 
Knave very voluble : no further conſcionable , than 1N 
putting on the meer form of Civil and humane ſeeming, 
for the better compaſs of his Salt, and moſt hidden looſe 
affeltion ? Why none, why none ? A ſlippery and ſubtle 
Knave, a finder of occaſion : that has an eye can ſtamp 
and counterfeit advantages, though true advantage never 
preſent it ſelf, A Deviliſh Knave : beſides, the Knave 15 
handſom , young : and#hath all thoſe requiſites in h1m, 
that folly and green minds look after. A peſtilent com- 


The Turks are drown'd. | 


Go to the Bay, and diſembark thy Coffers : 


thither, if thou be'ſt valiant, (as they ſay, baſe men being} | 


ches on the Court of Guard. Firſt, I muſt tell thee this: 3 
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Fago, Lay thy fingers thus : and let thy ſoul be inſtruct. . 


pleat 


He Moors of Venics. 
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leat Knave, and the woman hath found him already. 
Red. I cannot believe that- in her, ſhe's full of moſt 
blefs'd condition. 
7aco. Bleſs'd 
made of Grapes. If ſhe had been bleſs'd, ſhe wonld ne- 
yer have lov'd the Moore : Bleſs'd pudding. Didit thou 
not ſee her paddle with the palm of his hand ? Didſt 
not mark. that ? | 
Red. Yes, that I did : But that was but courteſte. 
Fago. Leachery by this band : An Index, and obſcure 
Prologue to the Hiſtory of Luſt, and foul Thoughts. 
They met ſo near with their Lips , that their breaths 
embrac'd together, Villanous Thoughts, Roderigo, when 
theſe mutabilities ſo marſhal the way, hard at hand 


concluſion : Piſh. But, Sir, be you ruPd by me. I have 
brought you from Yenice. Watch you to night: For 
the command , I'll lay'e upon you. Cafſio knows you 
not: I'll not be far from you. Do you find fome oc- 
caſion th anger Caſio, either by ſpeaking too loud, or 
ainting his diſcipline, or from what other courſe- you 
pleaſe, which the time ſhall more favonradly 'minilter. 

Rod. Well. 

Fago. Sir, he's raſh, and very ſudden in Choler : and 
happily may ſtrike at you, provoke him that he may : For 
even out of that will I capſe theſef Cyprus to mutiny. 
Whoſe qualification ſhall come into no true taſte agatn, 
but by diſplanting of Caſſo. er 
journey to your deſires, by the means 1 ſhalt then have' 
to prefer them, And the impediment moſt profitably 
removed , without the which there were no expectation 
of our proſperity. bj tp” | 

Red. 1 will do this, if you can bring it to any /oppor- 
tunity. | | 
ua I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at, the Cit- 
tadel. I muſt fetch his neceſlaries aſhore. Farewet. © 

Rid, Adieu. my "FExie. 

Fago, That Caſſio loyesher, 1 do well believe't :* 

That ſhe loves him, *tis apt, and of great credit.” ' 
The Moore (howbeit that Lendure him not) N 

: [ls of aconſtant, loving, noble Nature, 

TAndIdare think, he'll prove to Deſdemons, 

Amoſt dear Husband, Nowl do love her too, 

Not out of abſolute Luſt, (though peradventure 

I ſtand accountant for as great a ſin) 

= [But partly led to diet evenge, 

* [For that 1 do ſuſpect the luſty door 

- |Hath leapt into my ſeat, The thonghts whereof, _ 
© [Doth (like a poyſonous Mineral) gnaw tny Inwards : 
And nothing can, or ſhall content my Soul 

Till I am even'd with bim, wife for wite : 

Or failing ſo, yet that 1 put the Moor, 

At leaſt into a Jealouſie ſo ſtrong, _ 

That Judgment cannot cure. Which thing to doe, 
lf this poor Traſh of Yerice, whom 1 trace 

For his quick hunting, ſtand the putting on, 

PIl have our AGchael Caſſio on the hip, 

Abuſe him to the 2door 1n the right garb 

(For | fear Caſſio with my Night-Cap too) 

Make the Moor thank me, love me and reward me, 
For making him egregiouſly an Aſs, 

And practiſing upon his peace and quiet, 

Eyen to madneſs. *Tis here; but yet confus'd, 
Knaveries plaia face, is never ſeen, 'tilf 08'd, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello's Herald ; with a Proclamation. 


[Exi. 


Herald. It is Othello's pleaſure , our Noble and Vali- 
ant General ; That upon certain Tidings now arriv d, 
importing the meer perdition of the Twkſb Fleet , every 
man put himſelf into triumph. Sortie to dance, ſometo 


Figgs end, "The Wine ſhe drinks is| 
is full liberty of Feaſting , 
*till the Bell have foll'd eleven. 

Bleſs the Iſle of *Cyprww, and'our Noble General Othello. 


[Let's teach our ſelves that honoutabte 


comes the Maſter , and main exerciſe, th” incorporate |' 


Sa ſhall you have a ſhorter | 


make Bone-fires, each man to'what Sport and Revels his 
addition leads him.. For Beſides theſe beneficial News , it 
is the celebration of his Nuptial.. So much was his plea- 
ſure ſhould be proclaimed.” All Offices are open, and there 


from this preſent hour of five, 


| heb 4 BA OY [Exi. 
Enter Othello, Deſdemona, Caſlio, and Attendant!. 

Othel. Good Michael, loo you to the Guard to night; 
Not to out-ſport diſcretion. £ 
. Cal. Jars _ — what to do. 

ut notwithſtaning with my perſonal | 
Will 1 look to't. p vat "I 

Othel. ago is molt honeſt : 

Michael, good night.” Tomorrow with'your earlieſt, 
Let me have ſpeecti with you.” Corte,” my dear Love, 
The purchace made, the fruits are to/enſue, 
(That profit's yet to come *tween me and you. 
Good night. [Exit, 
: Enter Jago. 
1 731" £0 425 


Caſ. Welcome, '7ago5” we muſt tothe Watch, 

Jags. Not this hour, Lieuetenant: *ris not yer ten o'th* 
Clock. Our General caſt us thus early for the loye.of 'bis 
' Deſdemona: Whom kt us not therefore blame; 'he' hath 


not yet made wantonthenigtt with/her:" and ſhe is ſport 


for 7ove. | 

| Caf. She's a moſt exquiſite Lady. 

| ago. And Pll wartandher full of Game. | 

Caf. Indeed ſhe's amofOfreth and'delicare creature. 
ago. What an eyoſhohas? - + 


 Methinks it ſounds a'parky to Tn, "x 
Caſ. An inviting eye+- - ger oVocatio 
| And yet methinks c 


—_—_—_ 


Is it not an Alarum to Love? 
Caſ. She is indeed perfettion, 


', 1 have a of winez and here without are a 
brace of Cyprus Gallants, that would tain have a meaſure 
to the health of black Orbello,o tn 
' "Caf. Not to night,” gootl(Fago : I have very poor, and 
unhappy Brains for drinking!" could well wiſh courteſie 
wouldtnvent ſome other cultoin.of entertainment. 
Zage.. Qh, they are our Friends : But one Cupl'll drink 
for yqu. | "anft07 
Caſſo, | have drunk. but one'Capto'hight , and-that 
was craftily qualified too: and behold" what innovation 
it makes here. { am infortunate inthe infirmity, and dare” 
not task my weakneſs with atly more. 
Jago. What, man ? *tis a night of Revels, the Gallants 
defire it. 
Caſ. Where are they? | | 
Jago. Here, at the door : I pray you, call them in; 
(af. VII do't, but it diſlikes me. 
ago. If I canfaſten but one Cup upon him, 
With that which he hath drunk to night already, 
He'll be as full of rel, and Offetce, 
As niy young Miſtriſs's Dog, _ 
Now, my fick Fool, Rodorigo;, 3s 
Whom Love hath turn'd almoſt tle wrong fide out; 
To Deſdewmona hath to night Carouz'd, 
| Potations, pottle-deep;: and he'sto witch. 
Three elſe of Cypra#; Noble ſwelling Spirits; 
| (That hold their honours in a wary diſtance, 
'The very Elemetits of this warlike Iſle) = 
Have l to night fluſter*d with flowing Cups; 
And they watch too. 


Now *mongſt this flock of Drunkards; Ry 
——— And. 


me 


—— 


— 


| 


Fago. Well : Happineſs to their ſheets: Come, Lieu- | 


—_— ——— 
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And [ to;put our Caſſia in ſome Action 
That may offend the tle, But here they come, 


i Enter Caſlio,.;Montano, «xd Gentlemen. 


If conſequence do but approve.my. Dream, - 

My Boat fails freely, both with wind and ſtream. 
Caf. *Fore Heaven, they have given me a rowſe already. 
C101, Good Faith a little one : not paſt a Pint , as 1 

am @ Sonldier, © ,, 1. 
Fago. Some Wine ho, 


iD OJ + i£7 5 63 407 0k ba; 

- And let me the Cannakin clink,s;:.clink;z 
And let me the Cannakin clamky +1111 » 1 | 
A Souldier's a man :, Oh, mans life's bat a ſpan, \..-. 
Why then let a Souldier drink, . ., | 


- 


Some Wine Boyes. - ff 1 
Caſ.' *Fore Heaven, an- excellent Song. 
Fago, I learn'd,it in England: where indeed they are: 
molt potent in Patting. Your Dave, your German, and 
your ſwag-belly'd |Holander,, (drink ho) are nothing, to: 
your Engliſh. 3 4 
Caſſio. is your Englſh-man ſo exquiſite in his drink- 
ing : 4-61 vata\ 
Fago. Why, he drinks you with facility, your Dane 
dead Drunk. He-ſwears not to overthrow your Almayr. 


e 20 


| ing 346 JF) 
{ af. To the health of qur General. . 
Jago. Oh ſweet England. "oh 


£3 Hers (4 o 3 
King Stephen; was and-a worthy Peer, || | 0 
His Breeches co him but a Crown, _ | "Wh, 
He beld them fix pence all tao:dtar,) * 
With that he cal(Pd the T aylor Lowns (1. 


He was a Wight of high Renown, +, N: 
eAnd thou art but of low' degree + 111 FF it 
Tis pride that pulls the Country down, © 
And take thy awl'd Cloak about thee. + | TREATS 
Wi. 
Some Wine ho. 


Caſſie. Why this is a more exquiſite Song than the 
other. + big oe be es 
Jage, Will you hear*t again ? | of 26107 
Caſ.. No: for 1 hald him to'be unworthy of his place, 
that do's thoſe things. Well : Heaven's above all: and 
there be Souls mult be ſaved, and there bg Souls myſt not 
be faved. bbw Solo, 2s 4A) 
Fazo, It's true, good Lientenant. (IT 
Caſ. For mine:own part, no offence to the General, nor 
any man of quality : I hope ta be ſaved. | 
 Jage. And ſo do too, Lieutenant. 
Caſſio. I: (but by your leave). not before me. The 
Lieutenant is to be ſaved before the Ancient. Lets have 
[No more of this: lets to our affairs. Forgive our fins : 
Gentlemen ,” lets look to our buſineſs. Do not think, 
Gentlemen, I am Drunk: this is my Ancient, this is my 
right hand, and this is my left:; b am not drunk now : 1 
can ſtand well-enough, and [| ſpeak well enough. 
Gent, Excellent well. | EN 
Caſ. Why very well then: you muſt not think then, 
-| that-l am drunk, ih 24 
Montan. To th* Platform (Maſters) come, lets ſet the 
Watch; | | 
Zago. You ſee this Fellow that is gone before, 
He is a Souldier,. firto:ſtand by Ceſar, 
And give direftion. And do but ſee. his Vice, 
'Tis to his Virtues a juſt Equinox, 
The one as long as th?: other.. ?Tis pity of him ; 
I ſear the truſt Ochello puts him in, 
On ſome odd time of his infirmity 


{ If drink rock not his Cradle. 


s Bye your Holl&n4er.a vomit; tre the next Pottle can | 
Wg | | bn) of 


ol N35 A. 
Mon. 1 am for. it,, {Lieutenant and I'll do you Juſtice... | 


| And would in ACtion glorious, I had loſt 
'| Thoſe legs that brought me to a part of it. 


Mont, But is he often thus. 
Fago. Tis evermore his prologue to his ſleep, 
He?ll watch the Horologue a double Set, 


Mont. It were well 
The General were put in mind of it; _ 
Perhaps he ſees it nor, or his good nature 
Prizes the Virtue that appears in Caſio, 
And looks not on his evik : is not this true ? 


| Enter Rod origo. 


Zage. How now, Rodorige ? 
| I pray you after the Lieutenant, go. 

Mont, And *tis great pity that the Noble Moore 
Sould hazard ſuch a place, as his own Second, 
With one ingraft Infirmity, | 
lt were an honeſt Action, to ſay ſo 
To the Moore. 

Zago, Not I, for this fair Iſland, 6 
I do love Cafſio wAl : and would do much 
To cure him, of this evil. But bark, what hoiſe ? 


Enter Caſlio purſuing Rodorigo. 


Caſ. You Rogue: you Raſcal. 
- e Hon. What's the matter, Lieutenant ? 

Caſ. A Knave teach me my duty ? I'll beat the 
'Knave.jinto a Twiggen Bottle. 
Rod. Beat me. | 
Caſ. Doſt thou prate, Rogue ? 
Mon. Nay, good Lieutenant : 
I pray you, Sir, hold your hand. 
Caſ. Let me go (Sir) 
Oc Il kgow you o're the, Mazzard. 
Mon. Come, -come, you're Drunk. 
Caſfio. Drunk ? IF 
Zago. Away I'fay : go out and cry. a Mutiny, 
Nay, good Lieutenant, Alas, Gentlemen : 
'Help ho, Lieutenant. Sir Jfonrano : 
Help Maſters. Here's a goodly Watch indeed. 
V'Vho's that which rings the Bell : Diablo; ho. 
The Town will riſe. Fie, fie, Lieutenant, 
'You'll be aſham'd for ever. 


Enter Othello, and Attendants. 


Oth. V'Vhat is the matter here ? 

Mon... I bleed ſtill, I am hurt, but not to th* Death. 
Oth, Hold for your lives. 

Zago. Hold ho: Lieutenant, Sir Montane, Gentlemen: 
Have you forgot all place of ſenſe and duty ? 

Hold. The General ſpeaks to you: hold for ſhame. _ 
Oth. V'Vhy how now ho? From whence ariſeth this? 
Are we turn'd Turks ? and to our ſelves do that 
VVhich Heaven hath forbid the Ortamites. 

For Chriſtian ſhame, put by this barbarous brawl: 

He that ſtirs next to carve for his own rage, 

Holds his Soul light: He dies upon his Motion. 

Silence that dreadful Bell, it frights the Iſle 

From her propriety. VVhat is the matter, Maſters, 
Honeſt 7ago, that looks dead with grieving, 

Speak : who began this ? On thy love l charge thee ? 
Fagoe. I do not know: Friends all, but now, even now 
In Quarter, and in terms like Bride and Groom 
Deveſting them for Bed : and then, but now : 

(As if ſome Planet had 'unwitted men) 

Sword out, and tilting one at others Brealts, 

In oppoſition. bloody, I cannot ſpeak 

Any beginning to this peeviſh odds. 


Oth. How comes it (cbael) you are thus forgot * 


Will ſhake this Iſland. 


Caf. 1 pray you pardon me, I cannot ſpeak. Oth 


— ______ 
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Orhel. Worthy Montano, you were wont to be civil : 
The gravity and ſtilneſs of. your youth, 
| The world hath noted. And your name is great 
[n moutizs of wiſeſt cenſure. - What's the matter, 
That you unlace your reputation thus, 
And ſpend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a Nigit-brawler ? give me anſwer to it, 

Mom. Worthy Othello, | am hurt to danger, 
Your Officer, F470, can inform you, | 
While 1 ſpare ſpeech, which ſomething now offends me. 
Of all that 1 do know, nor know 1 ought. 
By me; that's ſajd or done amiſs this night, ' - 
Unleſs Self-charity be ſomerimes a vice, 
And to defend our ſelves it be a ſin, 
When violence aljails us. 

Othel. Now, by Heaven, 
My blood begins my ſafer Guides rule, 
And paſſion (having my beſt judgment collied) 
Aſſays to lead the way. If I once ſtir, 
Qc do but lift this Arm, the beſt 'of you 
Shall ſink in my Rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul Rout began: Wao ſer it on, 
And he that is approv'd in this offence, 
Though he had twinn'd with me, both at a birth, 
Shall looſe me. What in a Town of War, | 
| Yet wild, the peoples hearts brim-fall of fear, 
To manage private, and domeſtick Quarrel ? 
[n night, and on the Court and Guard of ſafety ? 
'Tis monſtrous : Face, who began't ? 

Mon, \f partially affin'd, or league in office, _ 
Thou dolt deliver more, or leſs tHfan truth, 
Thou art no Souldier, 

- Touch me not ſonear, 

[ had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth, 
Than it ſhould do offence to Michael Caſſio. 
Yet I perſwade my ſelf, to ſpeak ſo the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. This it is, General: 
Mont ano and my ſelf being in ſpeech, 
There comes a Fellow, crying out for help, 
And Caſſio following him with determin'd Sword, 
To execute upon him, Sig, This Gentleman 
Steps into Caſſio, and intreats his pauſe : 
My ſelf the crying fellow did _ 
Leſt by his clamour (as it ſo fell ont) 
The Town might fall in fright. He, (ſwift of foot) 
Out-ran my purpoſe : and Ireturn'd the rather, 
for that, I heard the clink, and fall of Swords, 
And Caſio, high.ia oath : Which till to night 
[neer might ſay before. When I came back 
(For this was brief ) 1 found them cloſe together 
At blow, and thruſt, even as again they were 
When you your ſelf did part them: 
More of this matter cannot I report, 
But men are men : The beſt ſometimes forget, 
Though Caſio did ſome little wrong to him, 
As men in rage, ſtrike thoſe that wiſh them beſt, 
Yet ſurely Caſſio, I believe, receiv'd 
From him that fled, ſome ſtrange indignity, 
Which Patience could not pals. . 

Gthel, 1 know, Face, . 
Thy honeſty and love doth mince this matter, 
Making it light ts Caſſio: Caſſio, 1 love thee, 
But never more be Officer of mine, 


Enter Deſdemona attended. | 


Look if my gentle love be not rais'd up: 
II make thee an example. 
Deſ. Whats the matter (Dear? ) 
Othel. Als well, Sweeting : 
Come, away to bed. Sir, far.your hurts, 
My Self will be your Surgeon: Lead him off: 
Jazo, look with care about the Town, 
And ſilence thoſe whom this vile brawl diſtracted. 


| 


Come, Deſdemona, *tis the Souldiers life, 

To have theic Balmy ſlumbers wak'd with ſtrife. 
7ago. What, are you hurt, Lieutenant ? 
Caf. ., paſt all Surgery, 1: , | 
Zage. Marry, Heaven focbid.' - | 

| Caſ. Repucation, Reputation, Reputation: Oh 1 have 

'oft my Reputation! I have loſt the immoctal parc of my } 

ic/f, and what remains is beſtial. My Reputation, Fago, 

my Reputation, | *s 
Fago. As | am/an honeſt man, I had thought you had 

received ſome bodily wound; 'ithere is more ſence in that 
than in Reputation..: Reputationds.alt idle, and molt faiſe 
impoſition ; oft got: without merit, and loſt without de- 
(crving. .: You have loſt no Reputation at all, unleſs you 
repute your ſelf ſach'a looſer. What inan--there are more 
ways to recover the General again. -. You are but now 
caſt in his mood, (a puniſhmenc more in policy, than in 
malice ) even fo as one would beat-his offenceleſs dog 
to affright an imperions Lyon. Sus-to him again, and 
he's yours,  abells © 

Caſ. I will rather ſue to be deſpis'd , than to deceive 
lo good a Commander, with ſo- ſlight, ſo:drunken, and 
ſo indiſcreet an Officer; Drunk? and peak, Parrot? And 
{quabble ? Swagger ? Swear ? And diſcourſe Fuſtian wich 
ones own ſhadow? O thou inviſible Spirit of Wine! 
- _ haſt no name to be known by, let us call thee 

evil. band I 

Yago. What was he that you follow'd with your Sword? |. 
what had he done to you? +: 

(af. I know not. 

7-go. Is't polible ? | 

Caf. I remember a- Maſs of things, but nothing di- 
ſtintly : A Quarrel, but nothing: wherefore. Oh, that 
men ſhould pur an Enemy in their mouths, to ſteal away 
their Brains? That we ſhould with Joy pleaſance, revel 
and applauſe, transform our ſelves into Beaſts. 

Jago. Why, But you are now well enough : How came 
you thus recovered ? F wrvbal | 

Caf. It hath pleas'd the Devil, -Drunkenneſs, to give 
Place to the Devil, Wrath ; one unperfedtneſs ſhews me | 
another, to make me frankly deſpiſe my ſelf. | 

Fago. Come, you are too ſevere a Moraller. As: the 
Time, the Place, and the: condition of this Countrey 
[tands, I conld heartily wiſh this had not befaln : But ſince 
It is, as it is, mend it for your own good. 

Caf. I will ask him for my place again, he ſhall tell 
me, I ama Drunkard: Had I as many mouths as Hydra, 
ſuch an anſwer would ſtop them all. To be now a ſe 
ſible man, by and by a Fool, 'and preſently a Beaſt. Oh; 
ſtrange ! Every inordinate Cup is unbleſs'd , and the 1n- 
gredient is a Devil. 

Zago. Come, come, good Wine is a good familiar 
Creature , if it be well us'd : Exclaim no more againſt 
it, And, good Lieutenant, I think; you think I love 


[Exit. 
| 


—— 


— 


you. | 

Caſ. I have well approv'd it, Sir, I drunk ? 

Zago. You, or any man living, may be drunk at atime; 
man. [ tell you what you ſhall do:: Our General's Wife 
is now the General. I may ſay ſo, in this reſpe&t, for 
that he hath devoted, and given up himſelf to the -cqn-| 
templation, mark: and Devotement of her Parts and 
Graces. Confeſs your ſelf freely to her : Importue her / 
help, to put you in your place again. She is of ſo free,” ſo 
kind, ſo apt, ſo bleſled a diſpoſition, ſhe holds it a vice 
ift her goodneſs, not to do mare than ſhe is requeſted. } 
This brokea joint between you and her Husband, intreat 
her to ſplinter. - And my Fortunes agaidſbany' lay worth 
naming, this crack of your Love, ſhall grow ſtronger than 
it was before. | | 

Caſ. You adviſe me well. 

Zage, I proteſt in the ſincerity of Love, and honeſt | 
kindneſs, 

Caſii® | think it freely : and betimes in the morni 


I will beſcech the virtuous Deſdemona. to undertake for| 
= me. 
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me: I am deſperate of my Fortunes if they check me. 
Fago. You are inthe right: Good night, Lieutenant, 1 
muſt ro the Watch. 
Caſ. Good night, honeſt F ago. 
Faro. And what's he then, 
That ſays I play the Villain? 
When this advice is free | give, and honeſt, 
' Probal ta thinking, and indeed the courſe 
To win the Moor again. 
For 'tis moſt eaſie, . 
Tirinclining Deſdrmona to-ſubdue 
In any honeſt Suit: Ske?s-fram'd as fruitful 
As the free Elements., And then for her 
To win the Moar, were to renounce. his Baptiſm, 
All feals and Symbals of redeemed fin: 
His Soul is fo enferter'd to her-Love, 
That ſhe may make, uamake, do what ſhe liſt : 
Even as her appetite ſhall play the god 
With his weak FunCtion. How 1 am then a Villain, 
To counſel Caſio to this parallel courſe. 
Directly to his good? _ of-Hell, 
When Devils will their blackelt ſins put ea, 
They do fuggelt at firſt with heavenly ſhews, 
As do now. For while this honeſt Fool 
Plies Deſdemong, to repair his Fortune, 
And ſhe for him, pleads ftrangly to the Moor, 
['] pour this Peſtilence into his ear : 


[Exit Caſſio. 


|| That ſhe repeals him, for her bodies Luſt, 


And by how much ſhe ſtrives todo him good, 
She ſhall undoe her Credit with the Moor. ' 
So will 1 turn her virtue into pitch, 

And out of her own goodneſs make the Net, 
That ſhall eamaſh them all. 


How now, Roderige ? 
Enter Rodorigo. 


Rodoriro, 1 do follow here in the Chace , not.like a 
Hound:that hunts, - but one that fills up the Cry. My mo- 
| ney is almoſt ſpent; 1 have been to night exceedingly 
well cudgelld: and I think the iſſue will be, I ſhall 
have fo much experience for my pains; and fo with no 
' money at all, and a little more wit , return again to Ye- 
| C8. 

7ago. How poor are they that have not Patience ? 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees? 

Thoy know'ſt we wark by wit, and not by witchcraft ; 
And wit depends 0n dilatory time : | 


Doſt not go well? Cafwo. bath beaten thee, 


' | And thou by that ſmall hurt haſt caſhier'd C affio : 


| Though other things grow fair againſt the Sun, 

Yet iruits that me firſt , wall firſt be ripe: 

Content thy ſelf a while. In troth *eis Morning, 

Pleaſure and ation make the hours ſeem ſhort. 

Retire thee: Go where thou art Billeted: 

Away, I ſay , thou ſhalt know moce hereafter : 

Nay, get thee gone. [Exzz. Rodorigo. 
Two things are to be done: 

My Wife muſt move for Cafso to her Miſtreſs: 


| 1'11 ſet her on my ſelf a while, to draw the Moor apart, 


And bring him jump, when he may (Aſo find 
Solliciting his Wife : I, t hat's the way : 


Dull not Device, by coldneſs and delay. LExit. 


Aﬀus Tertins. Scena Prima. 
' Enter Caſlio, Muſicians, and Clown. 


Caſ Maſters, phy here, I will. content your pains, 
Something that's brief; and bid good morrow, General. 

Cle. Why, Maſters, have your Inſtruments beenfin Nu- 
ples, that they ſpeak 'th' noſe thus ? 


—————— 


| Muſ. How, Sir, how ? | 

Clown, Are thele, I pray you, wind Inſtruments ? 

Muj. I, marry are they, Sir. 

Clown. Oh, thereby hangs a Tale. 

Muſ. Whereby hangs a Tale, Sir? 

C.own. Marry , Sir, by many a wind Inſtrument that 1 
know. But, Maſters, here's money for you : And the Ge. 
neral ſo likes your Muſick, that he deſires you for loves 
ſake to make no noiſe with it. 

Mu. Well, Sir, we will not, ; 

Clown, If you have any Muſick that may not be heard 
too't again. But (as they ſay) to hear Muſick, the Gene- 
ral does not greatly care. 

Muſ. VVe have none ſuch, Sir. 

Clown. Then pot up your Pipes in your Bag, for Þ!] 
away. Go, vaniſh into air, away. LExit Mull, 

Caſ. Doſt thou he@ me, mine honeſt Friend ? 

Clown, No, I hear not your honeſt Friend: 
| hear you. | | 

Caſ. Prethee, keep up thy Quillets, there's a poor piece 
of Gold for thee : If the - chat veorads the 
General be ſtirring, tell her, there's one Caſio entreats her 
a little favour of ſpeech, Wilt thou do this ? 

Clown, She is ſtirring, Sir, if ſhe will ſtir hither, 1 ſhal! 
ſeem to notifie unto her. [Exit Clown, 


Enter Jago. 


In happy time, Fago. 

Zago. You have not been a bed then? 

Caſ. Why, no: The day had broke before we parted. 
| have made bold (Fago) to ſend in to your wife : 
My ſuit to her is, that ſhe will to virtuous De 
Procure me ſome acceſs, 

Zago, I'll ſend her to you preſently : 

And F'll deviſe a mean to draw the Moer 
Out of the way, that your converſe and buſineſs 
May be more free. [Exiy, 

Caf. I humbly thank you for't. I never knew . | 

A Florentzne more kind and honeſt, 


| 
Ll 
Enter Emilia. 


e/Emul. Good morrow (good Lieutenant) I am ſorry 
For your diſpleaſure; bur all will ſure be well, 
The General and his Wife are talking of it. 
And ſhe ſpeaks for you ſtoutly. The Moor replies, 
That he you hurt is of great fame in 
And great Affinity : and that in wholſom wiſdom 
He might not but cefuſe you. But he proteſts he loves y91, 
And needs no other Suitor but his likings, 
To bring you in again. 

(af. Yet, I beſeech you, 
If you think fit, or that it may be done, 
Give me advantage of ſome brief Diſcourſe 
With Deſdemor alone. 
| e/&mil, Pray, come in: 

Iwill beſtow you where you ſhall have time 

To ſpeak your boſom freely. 

Caſ. I am much bound to-you. 


Scena Secunda. © 
Enter Othello, Jago, «nd Gentlemen. 


Othel. Theſe Letters give (Jags) to the Pilot, 
And by him do my Duties to the Senate : | 
That done, I will be walking on the Works, 

Repair there to me, 

Zage. Well, my good Lord, Pll do't. 

Othel, This Fortification (Gentlemen) ſhall we ſee't ? 

Gent, Well wait upon your Lordſhip. [Exewrnt. 


[ Exeunt- 
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Scena Tertia. 


Enter Deſdemona, Caſlio, and Xmilia, 


Def. Be thou aſſur'd (good Caſſio) I will do 
All my abilities in thy bebalf. 

e/Eml, Good Madam, do ; 

[ warrant it grieves my Husband, 
As if the caule were his, 

Deſ. Oh that's an honeſt Fellow: do not doubt, Caſſio, 
But 1 will have my Lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

Caſſio. Bounteous Madam, 

Whatever ſhall! become of Michael! Caſſio, 
He's never any thing but your true Servant, 

Def. 1 know't: I thank you: you do love my Lord : 
You have known him long, and be you well aſſur'd, 
He ſhall in ſtrangeneſs ſtand no farther off, 
Than in a politick diſtance, 

(aſſio. 1, but Lady, 
That policy may either laſt ſo long, 
Or feed upon ſuch nice and wateriſh diet, 
Or breed it ſelf ſo out of Circumſtances, 
That I being abſent, and my plac? ſupply'd, 
My General will forget my Love and Service. 

Deſ. Do not doubt that : before Emilia here, 

| give thee warrant of thy place. Aſſure thee, 

If Ido vow a friendſhip, Pl! perform it 

To the laſt Article, My Lord ſhall never reſt, 

| Pit watch him tame, and talk him out of patience z 
His Bed ſhall ſeem a School, his Boord a Shrift, 
Pl} intermingle every thing he do's 

With Caſſio's ſuit : Therefore be merry, Caſſio, 
For thy Sollicitor ſhall rather die, 

Than give thy Cauſe away. 


Enter Othello and Jago. 


Emil, Madam, here comes my Lord. 
Caſſio. Madam, Ill take my leave. 
| Def. Why ſtay, and hear me ſpeak. 

Caf. Madam, not now : I am very ill at caſe. 
Unfit for mine own purpoſes. 

Deſ. Well, do your diſcretion, [Exit Caſlio. 

Fago. Hah ? I like not that. 

Othel. What doſt ghou fay ? 

Fazo. Nothing, my Lord ; or if—1 know not what, 

Othel, Was not that Caſſio parted from my wife ? 

Fago. Caſſio, my Lord ? No ſure, [ cannot think it, 
That he would ſteal away ſo guilty-like, 
Seeing you coming. 

Othel. 1 do believe 'twas he. 

Deſ. How now, my Lord ? 

[ have been talking with a Suitor here, 
A man that languiſhes in your diſpleaſure. 

Othel, Who is't you mean ? 

Deſ. Why your Lieutenant Caſſio. Good my Lord, 
If I have any grace, or power to move you, 
His preſent reconciliation take. 
For if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, 
[ have no judgment in an honeſt face. 
| prethee call him back. 

Othel. Went he hence now ? 


Def. 1, Sooth ; ſo humbled, 
That he hath left part.of his grief with me 
To ſuffer with him. Good Love, call him back. 
Othel. Not now (ſweet Deſ/demona) ſome other time. 
De). But ſhalt be ſhortly ? 
Othel. The ſooner (ſweet) for you. 
Def. Shal*t be to night, at Supper ? 
Othel. No, not to night. 


ts 


Def. To morrow Dinner then ? 
Orhel. 1 ſhall not dine at home : 
{ meet the Captains at the Cittadel, | 
Deſ. Why then to morrow night, on Tueſday morn, 
Oa Tueſday noon, or night z on Wedneſday morn, 
I prethee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three days. In faith he?s penitent : 
And yet his Treſpaſs, in our common reaſon 
(Save that they fay the wars muſt make example) 
Out of her belt, is not almoſt a fault 
T*incur a private check. When ſhall he come? - 
Tell me, Orhello, I wonder in my Soul 
What you would ask me, that | would deny, 
Or ſtand ſo mam'ring on? What ? Michael Caſcio, 
That came a wooing with you ? and ſo many a time 
(When | have ſpoke of you diſpraiſingly) 
Hath tane your part, to have ſo much to do 
To bring him in? Truſt me, I could do much. 
Orhel, Prethee no more : Let him come when he will : 
[ will _ thee nothing. 
Deſ. Why, this is not a Boon : 
"Tis as I ſhould entreat you wear your Gloves, 
Or feed on nouriſhing Diſhes, or keep you warm, 
Or ſue to you, to do a peculiar profic 
To your perſon. Nay, when | have ſuit, 
Wherein | mean to touch your Love indeed, 


| [c ſhall be full of poize, and difficult weight, 


And fearful to be granted. 
Othel, 1 will deny thee nothing. 
Whereon, I do beſeech thee, grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to my ſelf. | 
Def. Shall I deny you? no: Farewel, my Lord. 


Deſ. «Emilie, come ; be as your Fancies teach you: 
Whate're you be, I am obedient. 
Othel. Excellent wretch : Perdition catch my Soul, 
3ut I do love thee : and whea 1 loye thee not, 
Chaos is come again, 
Fago. My Noble Lord. 
Othel. What doſt thou ſay, 7ago ? 
Zago. Did Michael Caſsio 
When you woo'd my Lady, knaw of your love ? 
Othel. He did, from firſt to laſt ; 
Why doſt thou ask ? 


Jag. But for a ſatisfaction of my Thought, 
No further barm, 
Othel. Why of thy thought, 7ago ? | 
Zago, I did not think he bad been acquainted with it, 
Othel. O yes, and went between us very off. 
Zago. Indeed ? 


Othel. Indeed ? 1 indeed. Diſcern'ſt thou ought in that ? 


[s he not honeſt ? 

Fazo. Honeſt, my Lord? 

Othel. Honeſt ? I, honelt. 

Zago. My Lord, for ought I know. 

Ockel. What doſt thou think ? 

Fago. Think, my Lord? "RE 

Othel. Think, my Lord ? Alas, thou eccho'ſt me; 
As if there ſome Monſter in thy thought 
Too hideous to be ſhewn. Thou doſt mean ſomething: 
[ heard thee ſay even now, thou lik'ſt not that, * 
VVhen Caſio left my wife, What did'ſt not like ? 
And whenl told thee, he was of my Counfe), KI 
Of my whole courſe of wooing ; thou cried'ſt, Indeed ? 
And did'ſt contraCt and purſe thy brow together, 
As if thou then hadſt ſhut up in thy brain. 
Some horrible conceir, if thou dolt love me 
Shew me thy thought. ihe 4 

Zago. My Lord, you know I love you. 

Otbel. 1 think thou doſt: 
For I know thour't full of Love and Honeſty, , _ 
And weigh'ſt thy words before thou giv*{tthem breath, 
Therefore theſe ſtops of thine fright me the more} 
For ſuch things in a falſe ang Knave 

3 


Oth. Farewel, my Deſdemona, I'll come to thee ſtraight. 
[_Exit. | 


4 


| 


— 


— _ 
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Are tricks of Cuſtom : but in a man that's jult, 
They're cold dilations working from the heart, 
That paſſion cannot rule. 

Fago, For e Michael C aſſio, 

I dare be ſworn, 1 think that he is honeſt. 
Othel. 1 think ſo too. 

Fago. Men ſhould be what they ſeem, 

Or thoſe that be not, would they might ſeem none. 
Othel. Certain, men ſhould be what they ſeem. 
Zago. Why, then I think Caſſio's an honeſt man, 
Othel: Nay, yet there's more in this ? 

[ pray thee ſpeak to me as to thy —_— 

As thou doſt ruminate, and give thy worlt of thoughts, 

The worſt of words. 

Fago, Good, my Lord, pardon me, 

Though I am bound to every At of duty, 

4 am not bound to that : All Slaves are free : 

Utter my thoughts ? Why ſay they are vild and falſe ? 

As, where's that Palace, whereinto foul things 

Sometimes intrude not ? Who has that breaſt ſo pure, 

Wherein uncleanly apprehenſions 

Keep Leets, and Law-days, and in Seflions fit 

With meditations lawful ? 

Othel. Thou doſt conſpire againſt thy friend (Fago) 

If thou but think'ſt him wrong'd, and mak'ſt his ear 

A Stranger to thy thoughts. 

Fago. I do beleech you, 

Though I perchance am vicious in my gueſs 

( As I confeſs it is my natures plague 

To ſpie into abuſes, and of my Jealouſic 

Shapes faults that are not) that your wiſdom 

From one, that ſo imperfeCtly conceits, 

Would take no notice, nor build your ſelf a trouble 

Out of his ſcattering, and unſure obſervance ; 

It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 

Nor for my manhood, honeſty and wiſdom, 

Tolet you know my thoughts. 

 Othel, What doſt thou mean? 
Fago. Good name in man and woman (dear my Lord) 

Is the immediate Jewel of their Souls ; 

Who ſteals my purſe ſteals traſh: 

*Tis ſomething, nothing ; | 

*Twas mine, *cis his, and has been ſlave to thouſands : 

But he that filches from me my good name, 

Robs me of that, which not enriches him, 

- | And makes me poor indeed, 

Othel. Pll know thy thoughts. 

Fago, You cannot, if my heart were in your hand, 

Nor (hall not, whiPſt *tis in my cuſtody. 

Othel. Ha ! 
Fargo, Oh, beware, my Lord, of Jealouſie, 

It is the green-ey'd Monſter, which doth mock 

The meat it feeds on. That Cuckold lives in bliſs, 

Who, certain of his Fate, loves not his wronger : 

But Oh, what damned minutes tells he o're, 

Who dotes, yet doubts : ſuſpeCts, yet ſoundly loves ? 
Othel. O miſery ! 

Fago, Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough, 

But riches fineleſs, is as poor as V Vinter, 

To him that ever fears he ſhall be poor : 

Good Heaven, the Souls of all my Tribe defend 

From TJealovſie. 

Othel, Why ? VVhy is this? 

Think'ſt thou '1d make a Life of Jealouſie ? 

To follow ſtill the changes of the Moon, 

With freſh ſuſpicions? No: To be once in doubt, 

Is to be reſoly'd : Exchange me for a Goat, 

When I ſhall turn the buſineſs of my Soul 

To ſuch exufflicated, and blowed Surmiſes, 

Matching the inference, *Tis not to make me Jealous, 

To ſay my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, 

Is free of ſpeech, Sings, Plays, and Dances : 
Where Virtue is, theſe are moſt virtuous. 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 


The ſmalleſt fear, or doubt of her revolt, 
For ſhe had eyes, and choſe me. No; 7avo, 
Pll ſee before | doubt; whep I doubt, prove ; 
And on the proof there is no more but this, 
Away at once with Love, or Jealouſie. 
Zago. lam glad of this: for now 1 ſhall have reaſon 
To ſhew the Love and Duty that I bear you 
With franker Spirit. Therefore (as am bound) 
Receive it front me. I ſpeak not yet of proof: 
Look to your Wife, obſerve her well with Caſio, 
Wear your eyes, thus: Not Jealous, nor Secure: 
I would not have your free,and Noble Nature, 
Out of Selt-bounty be abus'd, look to't : 
| know our Country diſpoſition well : 
In Yenice, they do let Heaven ſee the pranks 
They dare not ſhew their Husbands, 
Their beſt Conſcience 
[s not to leave*t undone, but kept unknown. 
Othel. Dolt thou ſay ſo ? 
ago, She did deceive her Father, marrying you, 
And when ſhe ſeem'd to ſhake, and fear your looks, 
She lov'd them moſt. 
Othel. And ſo ſhe did. 
Fago. Why, gato then: 
She that ſo young could give out ſuch a Seeming 
To ſeal her Father's Eyes up, cloſe as Oak, 
He thought *twas Witchcraft. 
But I am much to blame: 
I humbly do beſeech you of your pardon 
For too much loving you. 
Othel. 1 am bound to thee for ever. 
ago. I ſee this hath a little daſl'd your Spirits ; 
Othel. Not a Jot, not a Jot. 
Zago. Truſt me, I fear it has: 
I hope you will conſider, what is ſpoke, 
Comes trom my Love, 
But I do fee y'are mov'd : 
I am to pray you, not to ſtrain my ſpeech 
To groſler iſſues, nor to larger reach, 
Than to Suſpicion, 
Othel. 1 will not. 
Fago, Should you do ſo (my Lord) 
My ſpeech ſhould fall into ſuch vild ſucceſs, 
Which my thoughts aim'd not. 
Caſſio's my worthy friend : 
My Lord, I fee y'are mov'd : 
Othel. No, not much mov'd : 
I do not think but Deſdemona's honeſt, 
Fago, Long live ſhe ſo; 
And iong live you to think ſo. 
Othel. And yet how Nature erring from it ſelf — — 
Zago. I, there's the point : 
As (to be bold with you ) 
Not to affeCt many propoſed Matches 
Of her own Clime, Complexion, and Degree, 
Whereto we ſee in all things, Nature tends: 
Foh, one may ſmell in ſuch, a will moſt rank, 
Foul diſproportions, thoughts unnatural, 
But (pardon me) Ido not in poſition 
Diſtinly ſpeak of her, though I may fear 
Her will, recoyling to her better Judgment, 
May fall to match you with her Country Forms, 
And happily repent. | 
Othel. Farewel, farewel : 
If more thou dolſt perceive, let me know more : 
Set on thy wife to obſerve. 
Leave me, 7aro, | 
Fago, My Lord, I take my leave. 
Otkel Why did I marry ? 
This honeſt Creature (doubtleſs) 
Sees, and knows more, much more than he unfolds. 


To ſcan this thing no farther : Leave it totime, 


| Although *tis fit that Caſſio have his place; 


Fago. My Lord, I would I might intreat your Honour 


For 
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| the «NAoore of Venice. 


-Tors be © $10 Up with great ability 
' Yet if you 94cain Lo put lum off a wiille, 
3 {halt oy Phat perceive Aim, and his means : 

| Note, M1 your Lady ifrain his Entertainment 
| \Vith an; frong, or venement importunity, 
| Mech will be ſeen in that: In the mean time, 
| L:t me he thought too bulie in my fears, 
((As worthy caule i have to fear lam) 
And hoid her free, Ido beſeech your Honour : 

Othel. Fear not my Government, 

7ago, I once more take my leave. 

Othel, T iis Fellow's of exceeding honeſty, 
And knows all Quantities with a learn'd Spirit 
Of humane dealings. If 1 do prove her Haggard, 
Though that her Jeſſes were my dear heart-(trings, 
Pld whiſtle her off, and let her dowa the wind 
To prey at Fortune, Haply, for 1 am black, 
And have not thole ſoft parts of Converſation, 
That Chambcrers bave: Or for I am declir'd 
[nto the vale of years (yet that's not much) 
She's gone, I am abus'd, and my relict 
Muſt be to loath her, Oh Curſe of Marriage ? 
Tiat we can call theſe delicate Creatures ours, 
And not their Appetites? I had rather be a Toad, 
And live upon the Vapour of a Dungeon, 
Than keep a corner in the thing i love, 
For others ulcs. Yet 'tis the piague to- Great-ones, 
Prerogativ'd are they leſs than the Baſe ; 
'Tis deitiny unthuanable like death : 
Even then, this forked plague 1s tated to us, 
VVhen we doquicken, Look where ſhe comes 4 


Enter Deſdemona and Xmilia, 


[f ſhe be falſe, Hcay'n mock'd it ſelf ; 
['ll not believ't. 
Deſ. How now, my dear Othello ? 
Your Dinner, and the generous Iſlanders, 
By you invited, do attend your preſence. 
Othel, 1 am to blame, 
Deſ. Why do you ſpeak fo faintly ? 
Are you not well ? 
Othel. | have a pain upon my Forehead here. 
Deſ. VVhy that's with watching, twill away again. 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
[t wiil be well. 
Othel. Your Napkin is too little : 
Let it alone: Come, Pll go in with you. 
Def. lam very forry that you are not well, 
mil. 1 am glad | have found this Napkin : 
This was her firſt remembrance from the Moor, 
My wayward Husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to ſteal it, But ſhe ſo loves the Token, 
(For he conjur'd her, ſhe ſhould ever keep it) 
That ſhe reſerves it ever more about her, 
To kiſs and talk to. III have the work tane out, 
And giv't F«2o0: what he will do with it, 
Heaven knows, not I : 
[ nothing, -but to pleaſe his Fantaſie, 


IJ 


[Exeunt. 


—_ 


Enter ago. 


Zage. How now? What do you here alone ? 
mil. Do not you chide : I have a thing for you. 
ago. You have a thing for me? 

[t is a common thing 
Emil, Hah? 
Zago, To have a fooliſh wife. 

Afmnl. Oh, is that all? what will you give me now 

For that ſame Handkerchief ? 

Zago. What Handkerchief ? 
AEml, What Handkerchiet ? 

| Why, that the « oor firſt gave to Deſdemona, 

| That which ſo often you did bid me ſteal. 
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| Look, where he comes: Not Poppy, Mandragora, 


Which thou ow*d'|t yeſterday. 


Fazo. Why, whacisthatio you? 
e=mil, If it be not for ſome purpoſe of unpore, 
G!v't me again. Poor Lady, fheil ron mad, 
V Vhen tbe ſhall lack it. 
Fago. Bc not acknown on't : 
' have aft. or it. Go, leave me; 
wi.l is © 4//q's Lodging loote vis Napkin, 
Ana ler 11m find it. Trifles light as air 
Are tothe jealous, confirmations {trong, 
a$ proofs of holy VVrir. This may do ſomething. 
'3e e Moor already changes with my poyſons : 
Dangc< tous conceits arc 1n their natures poylſons, 
V Vhich at the firſt are ſcarce found to diltaſte : 
But with a little act upon the blood, 
Burn like the Mines of Sulphur, | did fay ſo.. 


LEx:: Ami. 
| 


Enter Othello. 


Nor all the drowlie Syrups of the world, 
Shall ever medicine thee to that ſweet ſleep, 


Othel. Ha, ha, falſe to me? 4 
7ago, VVhy, how now, General ? no more of that. 
Othel. Avant, be gone: Thou haſt ſet me 0a the Rack : 
i ſwear *tis better to be much abus'd, 
Than but to know alittle. 
Tags How now, my Lord? 
Ochel, V'Vhat ſcent had I, in her ſtoln hours of Luſt ? 

[ ſaw it not, thought it not : it harm'd not me : 

| Nlept the next night well, fed well, was free, and merry, 

[ found not Caſſio's kiſſes on her lips : ' -* 

He that is robb'd, not wanting what is ſtoln, Þ:* 44 

Let him not know't, and he's not robb'd at all; " a 
Zage. 1 am ſorry to hear this, 

Othel, | had been happy if the general Camp, 

Pioneersand all, had her ſweet Body, 

S0 I had nothing known. Oh now, for ever 

Farewel the tranquill mind z Farewe), Content ; 

Farewel the plumed Troops, and the big V Vars, 

That make Ambition virtue ! Oh farewel, 

Farewel the neighing Steed, and the ſhrill Trump, 

The Spirit-ſtirring Drum, th'Ear-piercing Fife, 

The Royal Banner, and all Quality, 

Pride, Pomp, and Circumſtance of glorious V Var: 

And O you mortal Engines, whoſe rude throats 

Th'immortal Fove's dread Clamouts counterteit, 

Farewel: Orthello's Occtpation's gone. | 
Jayo. l TT my Lord ? : | 
Othel. Villain, be ſure thou prove my Love a V Vhore ; 

Be ſure of it - Give me the Ocular Proof, | 


| 
| 


Or by the worth of mine eternal Soul, 
Thou hadfſt been better have been borna Dog, 
Than anſwer my wak'd wrath. 

7ago. Ist come to this ? 

Othel. Make me to ſce't, or (at the leaſt) fo 
That the probation bear no Hindge, nor Loop, 
To hang a doubt on : Or woe upon thy Life. 

Zago. My Noble Lord. 

Orhel. It thou doſt flander her, and torture me, 

Never pray more : Abandon all remorſe 
On horrors head, horrors accumulate, 
Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz'd 
For nothing canſt thou to damnation add, 
Greater than that, | 

7ago. O Grace! O Heaven forgive me ! 


proveit, : 


mY 2 
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| 


Are you a man? Haye you a Soul? Or Senſe ? 
LIL 3 
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God b'w* you: take mine Office. Oh wretched Foo, 
That lov'ſt to make thine honeſty a Vice ! 
Oh monſtrous World ! Take note, take note (O World) 
To be direct and honeſt, is not ſafe. 
| thank you for this profit, and from hence 
Vil love no Friend, ith love breeds ſuch offence. 
Oth. Nay ſtay : thou ſhouldſt be honeſt, 
Fazo. I ſhould be wiſe, for honelty's a Fool, 
And loſes that it works for, 
Oth. By the World, 
I think my Wife is honeſt, and think ſhe 1s not : 
| think that thou art juſt, and think thou art not : 
P11 bave ſome proof. My name that was as freſh 
As Dians Viſage, is now begrim'd and black 
As mine own Face. If there be Cords or Knives, 
Poyſon, or Fire, or ſuffocating ſtreams, 
['|] not endure it. Would | were ſatisfied, 
Fago. | ſee you are eaten up with paſſion : 
I do repent me that | put it to you, 
You would be ſatisfied ? 
Oth. Would, Nay, and I will. | 
Fago, And may : but now ? how ſatisfied, my Lord ? 
Would you the ſuper-viſion'groſly gape on ? 
Behold her topp'd ? 
Oth. Death, and Damnation, Oh ! 
7age. It were a tedions difficulty I think, 
To bring to that proſpe&t : Damn them then, 
[f ever mortal Eyes do ſee them boulſter 
More than their own. What then ? how then ? 
What ſhall | ay ? Where's Satisfaction ? 
[t is impoſſible you ſhould ſee this, ] 
Were they as prime as Goats, as hot as Monkies, 
As ſalt as Wolves in pride, and Fools as groſs 
As Ignorance, made drunk, But yet, I ſay, 
If imputation and ſtrong circumſtances, 
Which lead directly to the door of truth, 
VVill give you ſatisfaftion, you might hav't. 
| - 'Oth, Give me a living reaſon ſhe's diſloyal, 
| Fago. I do not like the Office ; 
- ] But fith I. am entred in this cauſe fo far 
(Prick'd to't by fooliſh Honeſty and Love) 
| will goon. 1 lay with Caſſo lately, 
And being troubled with a taging Tooth, 
I could not ſleep. There are a kind. of men, 
So looſe of Soul, - that in their ſleeps will mutter 
' Their Aﬀairs : one of this kind is Caſſio : 
In ſkkepI heard him fay, ſweet Deſdemona, 
Let us be wary, let vs hide our Loves, 
And then (Sir) would he gripe, and wring my hand : 
Cry, oh ſweet Creature : then kiſs me hard, 
As if he pluckt up kiſſes by the roots, 
That grew upon.my Lips, laid his Leg o'ce my Thigh, 
And ſigh and kifs, and then cry curſed Fate, 
{ That gave thee to the Moore. 
Orth. O monſtrous ! monſtrous / 
Fago, Nay this was but his Dream. 
54 But this denoted a fore-gone concluſion, 
'Tis a ſhrewd doubt, though it be but a Dream. 
7ago. And this may help to thicken other proofs, 
That do demonſtrate thinly. 
Oth, VII tear her all to pieces. 
7ago. Nay yet be wiſe; yet we ſee nothing done, 
She may be honeſt yet : Tell me but this, 
Have you not ſometimes ſeen a Handkerchief 
Spotted with Straw-berries, in your V Vives hand ? 
Orh, 1 gave her ſuch a one : *twas my firſt gift. 
ago. 1 know not that: but ſuch a Handkerchief 
(I am ſure it was your V Vives) did | to day 
Sec Caſſio wipe his Beard with. 
Och, If it be that, 
7aco. If it be that, or any, if ?twas hers, 
It ſpeaks againſt her with the other proofs. 
Oth. O that the ſlave had forty thouſand lives : 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge. 


% 


i. 


CE —_ 


Now dol fee 'tis true. Look here, 7avo, 
All my fond love thus do | blow to Heaveff. 
Ariſe black vengeance from the hollow Hell, 
Yield up (O Love) thy Crown and hearted Throne 
To tyrannous hate, Swell boſom with thy fraught, 
For *tis of Aſpicks tongues, 
Jago, Yet be content. 
Oth. Oh blood, blood, blood. 
Jago. Patience I ſay : your mind may change, 
Oth, Never, Fago. Like to the Pontick Sea, 
VVhoſe Icy Current, and compulſive courſe, 
Ne're keeps retiring ebbe, but keeps due on 
To the Propontick, and the Helleſpont : 
Even ſo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace 
Shall ne're look back, ne're ebbe to- humble Love, 
Til that a capable, and wide Revenge 
Swallow them up. Now by yond Marble Heaven, 
In the due reverence of a Sacred Vow, 
I here engage my words —-. 
Zago. Do not rile yet : 
VVitneſs yourever-burning Lights above, 
You Elements, that clip us round about. 
VVitnefs that here Fago doth give up 
The Execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong'd Orhello's Service. Let him command, 
And to obey ſhall be in me remorſe, 
What bloody buſineſs ever. 
Oth. 1 greet thy love, 
Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the inſtant put thee to't : 
Within theſe three dayes let me hear thee ſay, 
That Caſſo's not alive. 
Fago, My Friend is dead : 
'Tis done at your requeſt. 
But let her live, 
Oth. Damn her lewd Minx: 
Odamn her, damn her. 
Come go with me apart, I will withdraw 
To furniſh me with ſome ſwift means of Death 
| For the fair Devil. wile 
Now art thou my Lieutenant. 
Jago. I am your own for ever. 


*Fis gone, 


| E:xexnt, 


Scena Quarta. 
Enter Deſdemona, Xmilia, and Clown. 


| Deſ. Do you know, Sirrah, where Lieutenant Caſſ 
yes ! R 

Clown. I dare not ſay he lies any where. 

Deſ. Why man ? ; 

Clown. He's a Souldier, and for me to ſay a Souldier 
lyes, *tis ſtabbing. 

Deſ. Goto : where lodges he ? 

a Clown. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you where 
ye. 

Deſ. Can any thing be made of this ? 

Clown. 1 know not where he lodges, and for me to de- 
viſe a lodging, and ſay he lies here, or he lies there, Were 
tolye in mine own throat. ; 

Def. Can you enquire him out? and be edified by 
report? | ; 

Clown, 1 will Catechize the World for him, that 1s, 
make Queſtions, and by them Anſwer, 

Def. Seek him, bid him come hither : tell him, I bave 
mov'd my Lord on his behalf, and'hope all will be well. 

Clown. To do this, is within the compaſs of mans Wit, 
and therefore I will —_— the doing it. [Exit Clown. 

Deſ. Where ſhould 1 looſe the Handkerchief , #- 
milia ? 

e/Emil. I know not, Madam. 

Def. Believe me, I had rather have loſt my purſe 
|Full of Cruzadoes. And but my Noble Moore 


Is 


_ 
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1; true of mind, and made of no ſuch baſeneſs, 
As jealous Creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking, 
mil. Is he not jealous ? 
Deſ. Who he ? 1 think the Sun where he was born, 
Drew all ſuch humours from him, 
Emilia. Look where he comes. 
Def, I will not leave him now, till Caſſio be 
Call'd to him. How is't with you, my Lord ? 


Enter Othello, 


0th. Well, my good Lady. Oh hardneſs to diſſemble ! 
How do you, Deſdemona ? 
Deſ. VVell, my good Lord, 
{ Oth. Give me your hand, 
This hand is moiſt, my Lady. 
Deſ. It hath felt no age, nor known no ſorrow, 
0th. This argues fruicfulneſs, and liberal heart : 
Hot, hot, and moiſt. This hand of yours requires 
A ſequeſter from Liberty : Faſting, and Prayer, 
Much Caſtigation, Exerciſe devout, 
For here's a young and ſweating Devil here, 
That commonly rebels: *Tis a good hand. 
A frank one. 
Deſ. You may (indeed) ſay (o : 
For *twas that hand that gave away my heart. 
Oth. A liberal hand. The hearts of old, gave hands : 
But our new Heraldry is hands, not hearts» 
Def. 1 cannot ſpeak of this: 
Come, now your promile. 
Oth, V'Vhat promiſe, Chuck ? 
Def. 1 have ſent to bid Caſſio come ſpeak with you, 
Oth, I have a ſalt and ſorry Rheupz offends me ; 
Lend me thy Handkerchiet, 
Def. Here, my Lord. | 
Oth. That which I gave yott 
Def. 1 have it not about me. 
Oth. _ p —_ "75 
Def, No indeed, my Lord. 
ol That's a fault : That Handkerchief 
Did an «gyptian to my Mother give; 
She was a Charmer, and could almoſt read FY 
The thoughts of people: She tfd her, while ſhe kept it, 
'Twould make her amiable, ſukdue my Father 


latiely to her love : but if {þ/ loſt .it, 
Or made a Gift of it, My fathers Eye 
Shawtd hold her loathed, pd his Spirits ſhould hunt 


new Fancies. She/ying gave it me, 
And bid me (when my/ate would have me V Viy'd) 
To give it her. 1 did & and take heed owt, 

Make it a Darlin your precious Eye: 
Toloos't, or giy/ way, were ſuch perdition, 

As nothing elſe / tch 


Def. 1gt ? | 
a 4 Tier there's Magick in the VVeb of it : 
A Sybill that bY Bumbred in the VVorld 


_ S_ O_ 
In h ry ſow'd the work : 
The View were hallowed, that did breed the Silk, 
And it wagi'd in Mummey, which the $kilſul 
Conſery'd F:Maidens hearts. 

&d* is't true? 
olkgeritable, therefore look to't well. 

ould the Heavyen, that I had never ſeen't. 
Oth Mai ore ? 
De VVity do you ſpeak ſo ſtaringly, and raſh ? 
Or},Is'eJol ?.is't gone ? Speak, is't out o'th* way ? 
+ BIeE vs. 

4 Say: Ton ? 
Neſt WEIS not loſt : but what-and if it were ? 


| Yow ? 
/Deſ. T ay it is not loſt. 
/Oth, Fefct'r, let me. ſee't. 


| 


This is a trick to put me from my ſuit, 
Pray you let Caſſio be receiv'd again. 

Oth, Fetch me che Handkerchief, 
My mind miſ-gives. 


ent man. 

Oth, The Handkerchief. 

Def, A man that all his time 
Hath founded bis good Fortunes on your love 
Shar'd dangers with you. 

2th. The Handkerchief. 

Deſ. Inſooth, you are to blame, 


:A&mil. Is not this man jealous ? 
Def. 1 never ſaw this before. 


I am moſt unhappy in the loſs of it. 


They belch us. 
Enter Jago, and Caſlio, 


Look you, Caſio, and my Husband. 
Zago. There is no other way : *tis ſhe muſt 
And lo the happineſs : go and importune her 


you ? 


That by your virtuous means, I may again 
Exiſt, and be a member of his love, 
Whom I, with all the Office of my heart 
Intirely honour, I would not be delay'd. 
If my offence be of ſuch mactal kind, 


Nor purpos'd merit in foturity, _ 
Can ranſome me into his love again, 
But to know ſo, muſt be my benefit : 
So ſhall4cloath me in a forc'd content, 
And ſhut my ſelf up in ſome other courſe 
To Fortunes Almes. 
Deſ. Alas (thrice-gentle Caſſio) 
My Advocation is not now in tune ; 


Were he in favour, -as ja humonr alter'd. 
So help me every ſpirit ſanCtified, 
As I have ſpoken for you all my beſt, 


VVhat ICando, I will; nd more 1 will 
Than for my ſelf I dare; Let that ſuffice you. 
Fago, Is my Lord angry? 
Emi. He went hence but now: 
And certainly in ſtrange ynquietneG, 
VVhen it hath blown his Ranks into the air, 
And like the Devil from his very Arm 
Puſt his own Brother: And is he angry ? 


There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry, 


Made demonſtrable here in {yprus, to him, 
Mens Natbres wrangle with infertour things, . 


For let our Finger ake, . and it endues 
Our other healthful members, even to a ſenſe 


I was (unhandſome V Varriour as | am) 


Deſ. VVhy foI can : but will not now : | 


Deſ. Come, come : you'll never meet a more ſuffici- 


Wh. Away. [Exit Othello. 


Sure there's ſome wonder in this Handkerchief,. 
Emil. "Tis not a year or two ſhews us a man: 


They are all but ſtomachs, and we all but Food, 
They eat us hungerly, and when they are full 


Deſ. How now, (good Gaſſio) what's the news with | 


Caſſio. Madam, my former ſuit. I do beſeech you, 


Thar not my Service paſt, nor preſent Sorrows, 


My Lord, is not my Lord ; nor ſhould I know him, 


And ſtood within the blank of bis diſpleaſure . 
For my free ſpeech. You mult a while be patient : 


Fago. Can he be angry ? I have ſeen the Cannon, 


Something of moment then; I will gomeet him, TY | | 
| Em] 
Def. 1 prethee do ſo. Something ſure of State, "1 
Either from Yenice, of ſome unhatch'd. practice, 


Hath pudled his clear Spirit : and in ſuch caſes, 
Though great ones are their object. 'Tis even ſo. 
Of pain. Nay, we muſt think men are not Gods; 


Nor of them look for ſuch obſervance . 
As fitsthe Bridal. Beſhrew me much; «/£mlia; 


do't: 


—_— _— 
— 
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| Arraj2ning bis vokindneſs with my foul : 
But now 1 find, I had ſuborn'd the Witnels, 
And he's indited falſely. 
Emil. Pray heaven it be 
Statz-matters, as you think, and no Conception, 
Nor no j-alons toy Concerning you. 
D:ſ. Alas-the-day, I never gave him cauſe. 
Emil, But j-alous Souls will not be anfwer'd fo 3 
They arc not ever jcalous for the cauſe, 
But j-alous, for they're jealous. It is a Montter 
Begot upon it ſelf, born on it ſelf. . 
Def. Heaven keep the Monſter from Othello's mind, 
Emil. Lady, Amen. 
\  Deſ. | will go ſeek him. Caſſio, walk hereabout : 
| If 1 do find him fit, I'il move your ſuit, 
| Ard ſcek to effect it to my uttermoſt. 
C4ſ. I humbly-thank your Ladiſhip. 


Enter Bianca. 


Bian. *Save you (Friend Caſſio. ) 
Caſſio. What makes you from home ? ' 
How is't with you, my moſt fair Bianca ? 
ladeed (ſweet Love) I was coming to your houſe. 
Bian. And 1 was going to your Lodging, Caſſio. 
What ? keep a week away ? Seven days and nights ? 
Eight ſcore eight hoars ? And Loves abſent hours 
More tedions than the Dial, eight ſcore times ? 
Oh weary reck*ning. 
Caſſio. Pardon me, Bianca : 
[ have this while with Jeaden thovglits been preſt, 
But | ſhall in a more continuate time 
Strike off this ſcore of ablence. Sweet Bianca, 
Take me this work ont, 
Bian. Oh C aſſio, whence came this ? 
This is ſome token from a newer Friend, 
To the telt-abſence : now feel a Cauſe : 
is come to this ? Well, well. 
Caſſio, Go to, woman : 
Throw your vild gueſſes in the Devils teeth, 
From whence you have them, You are jealons now 
That this is from fome Miſtreſs, ſome remembrafice z 
No, in good troth, Bianca. 
Bian, Why, whole is it ? 
Caſſio. 1 know not neither : 
I found it in my Chamber, 
| like the work well : F're it be demanded 
(As like enough it will) I would have it copied : 
Take it, and do'r, and leave me for this time. 
Bian. Leave you ? wherefore ? 
Caſſio. 1 do attend here on the General, 2 
And think it no addition, nor my wiſh 
To have him ſee me woman'd. 
Bian, Why, 1 pray you? 
({aſſio. Not that I love you not. 
Bian. But that you do not love me, 
[ pray you bring me on the way a little, 
And ſay, if | ſhall fee you ſoon at night ? 
Caſo. "Tis but a Jittle way that I can bring you, 
For 1 attend here, But PII ſee you ſoon. 
Bian. "Tis very good: 1 muſt be circumſtanc'd, 
| [ Exeunt onmnes. 


| 


a 
—— — 


Aﬀus Quartus. Scena Prima. 
Eriter Othello and Jago. 
Jags. LEE you think fo ? 


Othel. / Titik fo, Faro? 
Fage, What, to kits in private ? 
Othel. AN unauthorized kifs > 


(Ext, 


Zapgo. Or to be naked with her Friends in bed 
An hour or more, not mcaning ary harm ? : 

Othel, Naked in bed (Favo) and not mean harm ? 
[c is hypocriſie againſt the Devil : 

They that mean vertuouſly, and yet Co fo, 
The Devil their vertue rempts, and they tempt Heaven, 

Zago, If they do nothing, "tis « Venial flip : 

ut I give my wife a Handxerchiet, : 

Othel, What then ? 

Zago. Why then *tis hers (my Lord) and bcins hers 
She may (l think) beſtow't on any man, IS 

Othel, She is ProteCtreſs of her Honour too : 

May ſhe give that ? 
Fago. Her Honour is an Eſſence that”s not ſeen, 
They have it very oft that have it not. 
But for the Handkerchief. 
Othel. By heaven I would moſt gladly have forget it; 
Thou ſaidit (Oh, it comes o're my memory, 
As doth the Raven o're the infeCtious houſe ; 
Boading to all) he had my Handkercnicf, 
Fago, | : what of that ? 
Othel. That's not ſo good now. 
Fago. What if I had faid, I nad ſeen him do you wrong? 
| Or hear him ſay, as Knaves be ſuch abrozd,; 
Who having by their own importunate ſuit, 
Or voluntary dotage of fome Miſtreſs, 
' Convinced or ſuppli'd them, cannot chuſe 
' Bur they muſt blab. 
Othel.' Hath he faid any thing ? 
Zago. He hath (my Lord) but be you well aſſur'd, 
No more than he'll unſwear. 
Othel. Whathath he ſaid? 
Zago. Why, that he Gid : 1 know not what he did, 
Othel. What ? what ? 
Jags Lye. 
Or 16 With hcr ? 
| Zago. With her ? on het; what you will. 

Othel, Lye with her? lIye on her ? we ſay , Iye on her, 
when they be-lye her. Lye with her ? that's fulſom : 
Handkerchicf; =: Handkerchief, To confeſs, 
and be hang'd, for his laboug. Firſt, to be hang'd, end 
then toconfeſs : Itremble at it. Nature would not inveſt 
her ſelf in ſuch ſhadowing paſſion, without ſome inſtrutti- 
on. It is not words that flakes me thus, (piſh) Noſes, Ears 
and Lips : is't poſſible, Confeſs ? Handkerchief? O De- 
vil. [Falls in a Trance, 

Fago, Work on, | 
My Medigine works. Thus Cr&ulous Fools are caugh 
And many worthy, and chaſt Lagjes even thus 6 
(All guiltleſs) meet repi oach : Wat hoa? My Lord ? 
| My Lord, I ſay, Othello. 


Emer Caſſio. 


How now, Caſſio ? 
Caſ. What's the matter ? 
Fago, My Lord is falo into an Epilepkie. 
This is the ſecond Fit : he had one yelterde, 
Caſ. Rub him about the Temples. 
7age. The Lethargy mult have his quiet Grſe : 
If not, he foams at mouth : and byand by 
Breaks out to ſavage madneſs : Wok, he ſtir, 
Do you withdraw your ſelf alittle while, \ 
He will recover ſtraight : when he is gone, 
[ would on great occaſion, ſpeak with you. * ' 
How is it, General ? Have you not hart yoult had, 
Othel. Doſt thon mock my. Wo \ 
7ago. I mock you not, ven : | 
Would you would bear your Fortune like a Man. \ 
Othel. A Horned man's a Monſter and a Beaſt. \ 
Fago. There's many a Beaſt then in a populous Cit) 
And many a civil Monſter. 
Othel. Did he confeſs it ? 


Zage. Good Sir, be a man: Thi 
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_ every bearded fellow that's but yoak'd 
[May draw with you, There's millions now alive, 

That nightly lye in thoſe unproper beds, 

Which they dare ſwear peculiar. Your cauſe is better, 
0h, 'cis the ſpight of Hell, the Fiends Arch-mock, 
[Tolipa wanton in a fecure Cowch ; 
'And to ſuppoſe her chaſt., No, let me know, 
'And knowing what 1 am, I know what ſhe ſhall be. 
| Oth. Oh, thou art wiſe: *tis certain. 

7am, Stand you a while apart, 
confine your ſelf but in a patient Liſt, 
Whilſt you were here, o'ce-whelmed with your grief 
(A paſſion moſt reſulting ſuch a man ) 
Caſio came hither. I ſhifted him away, 
And laid good ſcuſes on your Ecſtaſie, 
Bad him anon return, and here ſpeak with me, 
The which he promis'd. Do but encave your ſelf, 
And mark the Fleers, the Gybes and notable ſcorns 
That dwell in every Region of his face. | 
'Forl will make him tell the tale anew ; 
'Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and-is again to cope your wife, 
[fay, but mark his geſture, marry Patience, 
'Or I ſhall ſay y'are all in all in $pleen, 

And nothing of a man. 
| Oth. Doſt thou hear, Fago, 
[[ will be found moſt cunning in my patience ; 
'But (doſt thou hear) moſt bloody. 
| 'Zago, That's not amiſs, 
But yet Keep time in all : will you withdraw ? 
Now will 1 queſtion Caſſio of Bianca, 
A Huſwife, that by ſelling her deſires, 
Buys her ſelf Bread and Cloth. It is a Creature 
That dotes on Caſſio, (as *tis the Strumpets plague 
To beguile many, and be beguiPd by one) 
He, when he hears of her, cannot reſtrain 
from the exceſs of Laughter, Here he comes. 


Enter Caſlio. 


As he ſhall (nile, Orhels ſhall go mad : 
And his unbookiſh Jealouſie muſt conſerve, 
Poor Caſſio ſmiles, geſtures and light behaviours 
Quite in the wrong. How do you, Lieutenant ? 

Caſ. The worſer, that you gave me the addition, 
Whoſe want even kills me, 
Fago.. Ply Deſdemona well, and you are ſure on't : 
Now, if this Sute lay in Bianca's dowre, 
How quickly ſhould you ſpeed ? 
(a. Alas, poor Caitiffe. 
Oth, Look how he laughs already. 
Zago, I never knew woman love man fo, 
Ca). Alas, poor Rogue, I thipk indeed ſhe loves me. 
Oth. Now he denies it faintly : and laughs it out, 
Zago. Do you hear, Caſſio? 
0th. Now he importunes him ; 
To tell it o're: go to, well ſaid, well ſaid. 
Fago. She gives it out, that you ſhall marry her. 
Do you intend it ? 
Caf. Ha, ha, ha. 
Oth. Do ye triumph, Roman ? do you triumph ?- 
Caf. I marry, What? a cuſtomer ; prithee bear 
Some Charity to my wit, do not think it 
50 unwholſome, Ha, ha, ha. 
Oth. So, ſo: they laugh that win. 
Fago, Why, the cry goes, that you ſhall marry her. 
Caf. Prithee ſay true. ; 
Zago. 1 ama very Villain elſe, 
Oth, Have you ſcoar'd me; well. 
Caſ. This is the Monkies own giving out : 
She is perſwaded I will marry her ; 
Out of her own love and flattery, not out of my promiſe. 
Oth. Fago beckons me : now he begins the ſtory. 
Caſ. She was here even now: ſhe haunts me in every 


| 


| 


So ſhakes, and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha. 


place, I was the other Uay talking on the Sea bank with 
certain Yenetiazs, and thither comes the Bauble, and falls 
me thus about my neck. | 
| Othel. Crying, oh dear Caſſio, as it were: his geſture 
imports it. 

Caſ. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me : 


Othel. Now he tells how ſhe pluckt hing to my Cham- 
ber: Oh, I ſee that Noſe of yours, but now that Dog, 1 
[hall throw it to, | 

Caſ. Well, I muſt leaye-her campany. 

ago. Before me : Look where ſhe comes. 


Enter Bianca. 


Caf. 'Tis ſuch another Fitchew : marry, a perfuin'd one : 
What do yon mean by this haunting of me ? 

Bian. Let the Devil and his Damm haunt you : What 
did you mean by that ſame Handkerchicf you gave me 
even now ? I was a fine fool co take it: I mult rake out 
the work? A likely pieceof work, that you ſhould find 
't in your Chamber, and know not who left it there. This 
'S$ ſome Minxes token, and I muſt take out the work ? 
There, give it your Hobbey-Horſe : Whereſoever you 
1ad it, Pll take out no work on'r, 

Caj. How now, my ſweet Bianca ? 

How now ? How now? A 
Othel. By Heaven, that ſhould be my Handkerchief, 
Bien. If you'll come to ſupper to night, you may; if you 

will not, come when you are next prepar'd for. [Exi. 

Zazo. Afﬀter her, after her. 

Caſ. I muſt, ſhe'll rail ia the ſtreets elſe, 

Zago. Will you ſup there ? 

Cj. Yes, Iintend ſo. 

Zago. Well, I may chance to ſee you: For I would very 
fain ſpeak with you. 

Caſ. Prithee, come, will you ? 

Zago, Goto: Say-no more. ,, 

Othe/. How ſhall I murther him, Zac ? 

7ago. Did you perceive how he laugh'd at his vice ? 

Othel. Oh, 7ago. | 

Jaye, And did you ſee the Handkerchief ? 

Othel, Was that mine? - 

ago. Yours by this hand: and to ſee how he prizes 
the fooliſh woman your wife : She gave it him, and he 
hath given it his Whore. | | | 

Otbel. 1 would have him nine years a _ : 
A fine woman, a faix woman, a ſweet woman 

7ago. Nay, you muſt forget that. . / 

Othel. 1, let her rot and periſh, and be damn'd to night, 
for ſhe ſhall not live. No, my heart is turn'd to ſtone: 1 
ſtrike it, and it hurts my hand. Oh, the world bath not 
a ſweeter Creature : She might lie by an Emperor's fide, 
and command him Tasks. 

7 ago. Nay, that's not your way. , - 

Othel. Hang her, I do but ſay what ſhe is: ſo delicate 
with her Needle: An admirable Muſician. Oh, ſhe will | 
ſing the Savageneſs out of a Bear : Of ſo high a plenteous 
wit, and invention ? 

Fago. She's the worſe for all this. 

Qchel. Oh, a thouſand, a thouſand times: 
And then of ſo gentle a condition? 

Fago. I, too gentle. 

Othel. Nay =_ _— the pity of it, # 
But yet the pity of it, Fage : o, the pity 0. 

7 ago. If you are {0 food one bs iniquity : Give her 
—_ offend, for if it touch not you, it comes near |, 
no | | 

Othel, I will chopher into Meſſes : Cuckold me! 

7ago. Oh, *tis foul in her. | 

Othel. With mine Offices ! 

Fago. That's fouler. 

Othel Get me ſome poyſon, 
expoſtulate with her : Leſt her 


LExit. 


i- 


Fago, this night, ll not 
body and her beauty un- 
provide| 
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provide my mind again : this night, Fago. 


even the bed ſhe hath contaminated. 

Othel. Good, good : 
The juſtice of it pleaſes : very good. 

7ago, And for Caſſio, let me be his undertaker : 
You [hall hear more by midnight. 


Enter Lodovico, Deſdemona, «nd Attendants. 


Othel. Excellent good : what Frumpet is that ſame ? 
Zago, I warrant ſomething from Yemce, 
'Tis Lodovico, this'comes from the Duke. 
See, your wife's with -him. 
Lodo. Save you, worthy General. 
Othel. With all my heart, Sir, * * 
Led. The Duke, and the Senators of Yenice greet you, 
Othel. I kiſs the Inſtrument of their pleaſures. 
Deſ. And what's the News, good Couſin Lodovico ? 
Zage. I am very glad to ſee you, Signtor. 
Welcome to (ypros. 
Lod. I thank you : how do's Lientenant Caſſio ? 
Zago. Lives, Sr. 
Deſ. Couſin, there's faln between him and my Lord 
An unkind breach : but you ſhall make all well. 
Othel. Are you ſure of that ? 
Deſ. My Lord ? | 
O-hel. This fail you not to do, as you will —— 
Lod He did not call : he's buſie in the paper, 
[s there diviſion *twixt my Lord and Caſſio ? 
Deſ. A moſt unhappy one : I would do much 
Tatone them for the love I bear to Caſſio. 
Othel. Fire and Brimſtone. ' 
Deſ. My Lord. 
Othel. Are you wiſe ? 
Deſ. What, is he angry? _. | 0 
Lod. May be the Letter mov*d him. * 
For as I think they do command him home, 
Deputing Caſſio in his Government, 
" Def. Trult me, I am glad on. 
Othe!. Indeed ? | 
Deſ. My Lord? * 
Othel. | am glad to ſee yon mad. 
Deſ. Why, ſweet Othello ? 
Othel. Devil. 
Def. | have not deſery'd this. 
Lod. My Lord, this would not be believ'd in Fenice, 
Though I ſhould ſwear | ſaw't. *Tis very much, 
Make her amends ;. ſhe weeps. 
Othel. Oh Devil, Devil: 
If that the Earth could teem with womans tears, 
Each drop ſhe falls would prove a Crocodile : 
Out of my ſight. 
Def. 1 will not ſtay to offend you : 
Lod, Truly. obedient Lady: 
I do beſeech your Lordſhip call her back. 
Othel, Miſtreſs. 
Deſ. My Lord. 
O:hbe!. What would you with her, Sir ? 
. Lod, Who I, my Lord? 
Othel. I, you did wiſh that I would make her turn; 
Sir, ſhe can turn and turn : and yet go on 
And turn again, And ſhe can weep, Sir, weep. 
And ſhe's obedient : as you ſay obedient. 
Very obedient : proceed you inyour tears- 
Concerning this, Sir, (Oh well painted paſſion) 
| am commanded home: get you'away : 
Il ſend for you anon. . Sir, I obey the Mandate. 
And will return to Yemce. Hence, avant : 
Caſſio ſhall have my place. And, Sir, to night 
| do entreat, that we may ſup together. 
You are welcome, Sir, to Cypri. 
Coats and Monkies. LExit. 
| Lod. Is this the Noble Moore, whom our full Senate 


7ago. Do it not with poyſon, ſtrangle her in her bed, 


[Cal all in all ſufficient ? ls this the Nature 
Whom Paſſion could not ſhake ? whoſe ſolid vcrtue 
The ſhot of Accident, nor dart of Chance 
Could neither graze, nor pierce ? 
Zago. He is much chang'd. 
Lod, Are his wits ſafe ? Is he not of light Brain ? 
ago. He's that he is: I may not breathe my cenſure 
What he might be : if what he might, he is not, | 
| would to heaven he were. 
Lod. What, ſtrike his wife ? 
Zago, *Faith that was not ſo well ;, yet would I knew 
That ſtroke would prove the worſt. 
Lod. Is it his uſe ? 
Or did the Letters work npon his blood, 
And new create his fault ? 
Zago, Alas, alas : 
It is not honeſty in me to ſpeak 
What I have ſeen and known. You ſhall obſerve him, 
And his own courſes will denote him fo, 
That I may ſave my ſpeech : do but go after, 
And mark how he continues. 


Lod. I am forry that I am deceiv'd in him, [Exe 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello and Emilia, 


Othel. You have ſeen nothing then ? 
e/Emil. Nor ever heard : nor ever did ſuſpect, 
Othel, Yes, you have ſeen Caſſio and ſhe together, 
Emil, But then I ſaw no harm: and then | h:ard 
Each ſyllable that breath made up between them, 
Othel, What ? Did they never whiſper ? 
Emil. Never, my Lord. 
Othel. Nor ſend you out oth! way ? | 
e/Emil, Never. 
Oth,To fetch her Fan,her Gloves, her Mask,nor nothing? } 
. eAEmil, Never, my Lord. 
Othel. That's ſtrange. | | 
Emil, 1 durſt (my Lord) to wager ſhe is honeſt, 
Lay down my Soul at ſtake: If you think other, 
Remove your thought. Ir doth abuſe your boſom, 
If any wretch hath put this in your head, 
Let heaven requite it with the Serpents curſe, 
For if ſhe be not honeſt, chaſt, and true, 
There's no man happy, the pureſt of their Wives 
Is foul as Slander. 
Othel., Bid her come hither : go, 
he ſays enough : yet ſhe's a ſimple Bawd 
That cannot ſay as much. This is a ſubtle Whore: 
A Cloſſet-Lock and Key of villanous Secrets, 
And yet ſhe'll kneel, and pray : I have ſeen her do't.' 


[Exit Amilia. 


Enter Deſdemona and-Xmilia. 


Deſ. My Lord, what is your will ? 

Othel. Pray you, Chuck, come hither, 

Deſ. What is your pleaſure ? 

Othel. Let me fee your eyes: look in my face. 

Deſ. What horrible Fancy's this ? 

Othel. Some of your Function, Miſtreſs, 

Leave Procreants alone, and ſhut the door : 

Cough, or cry hem, if any body come : YT 
Your Myſtery, your Myſtery ; nay diſpatch. [Ext Xml. 
Deſ. Upon my knee, what doth your ſpeech import ? 

[ underſtand a Fury in your words. 

Othel, "Why ? What art thou ? 
Deſ. Your wife, tay Lord : your true and loyal wite. 
Othel. Come ſwear it : damn thy ſelf, being like one of 
Heaven, the Devils themſelves ſhould fear to ſeize thee. 
Therefore be double damn'd : ſwear thou art honeſt. 
Deſ. Heaven doth truly know it. 
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Deſ. To whom, my Lord? | cannot weep: notanfirers have 1 nane, 

With whom ? How am I-falſe? But what ſhould go hy Water:'* Prethee to night, 

Othel. An, Deſdemon, away, away, away. Lay on my Bed my V.Vedding Sheets, remember 

Deſ. Alas the heavy day: Why do you weep ? And call thy Husband'fither. © - F 
Am | the motive of theſe tears, my Lord? Aml. Here's a change indeed; Exit. 
it happily yon my Father do ſuſpett, | Deſe *Tis meet | ſhould be ug4 {b'; very meet.” 
An Inſtrument of this your calling back, On How have I been behay'd, that he mighbr ſtick 
Lay not your blame on me : if you have loſt him, The ſmalleſt opiniqn;og my leaſt miſulc ? 

[ have loſt htm too. IPL! | 
Othel. Had it pleas'd Heaven, "Enter Jago, and Emilia. 
Totry me with AﬀiRion, had they rain'd xa | 
All kind of ſores, and ſhames on my bare head : Fago, What is your pkeaſure, "Madam ? 
Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips. How is't with you ? 
Given to Captivity me and my utmoſt hopes. Def. 1 cannot tell : Thoſe that do teach your Babes, 
[ ſhould have found in ſome place of my ſoul Do it with gentle means, and eaſie tasks. 
Adrop of patience. But alas, to make me | He might have chid me ſo: For it good faith, | 
The fixed figure for the time of Scorn, [ am a Child to chiding. __ | 
To point his ſlow and moving finger art. ' TJ ago. What's the matter, my TahAS 
Yet could I bear that too, well, very well : mil, Alas- be Y.any Lord ath ſo bewhor'd her, 
But there where 1 have garner'd up my heart, Thrown ſuch d It; and heavy verms upon her, 
Where either | muſt live, or bear no life, That true hearts cannot bear it,” -* 
The fountain from the which my current rons, Deſ. Am 1 that name; Fayo# © ©? | 
Or elſe dries up: To be diſcarded thence, Jago, What name (fair Lady?) . 
Or keep it as a Ciſtern, for ſoul Toads Def. Such as ſhe aid myLord did fay I was. 
To knot and gender in. Turn thy complexion there : Emil. HecalPd her whore : A'Beggar, in his drink, 
Patience, thou young and roſe lipp*d Cherubin, Could not have laid ſuch terms upon ts Caller. 
[ here look grim as hell, . Jago, Why did hefg? - © | 

Deſ. 1 hope my Lord eſteems me honeſt. | . Def. 1 donotKnaw: Lamfire fam none ſuch. 

Othe!, Q 1, as Summer. flies are in the Shambles, | © F4g0; Do not weep! "Dg ot reep*: Alas-the-day. 
That quicken even with blowing. Oh thou weed: ; $07 Harte orfook a ioble Matches? 
Who art ſo lovely, fair, and ſmelVſt ſo ſweet, , | Her (Feder ? And her'Countrey ? And her Friends ? 
That the Sence asks at thee, | To becal'd Whore ?* World it not thake one weep ? 


Would thou'dſt never been born, Def. It is my wretched Fartune. 


Deſ. Alas, what ignorant fin have I committed F ' oe. Beſhrew him fort: ©" 

F+ Was this fag. Paper ? This moſt gol ork [thn Wes wnchuporim? | 
Made to write Whore upon? What committed, '} © Deſi Nay, Heavendorifknow:”* | | | 
Committed ? Oh, thou publick Commoner, , emi. l will be dif ſome eternal Villain, 
| ſhould make very Farges of my Cheeks, : Same buſie and infinugting Rogue, X 
That would to Cynders burn up Modeſty, * , © - | Sore coggin eopentiv tve? to get ſome Office, 
Did but I ſpeak thy deeds. VVhat, committed ? | Has nog devis'd this flander: 1 will be hang'd elſe, | 
Heaven ſtops the Noſe at it, and che Moan winks ; ©"Fago, Fie, there'isno ſuch man * It is impoſſible. 
The bawdy wind that kifles all it meets, ; | DF-1f any fucti there be, Heaven patdon him. 
ls buſh*d within the hollow Mine of Earth a Emil. A Halter pardoa him : 
And will not hear't. What, committed ? - | And Hell gnaw his bones. 

Deſ. By Heaven, you do me wrong. | Why ſhould he calf her Whore? 

Othel. Are not you a Strumpet ? Whgo keeps her company ?. 

Def. No, as | am a Chriſtian. | What Place? What Time? 
[f to preſerve this Veſlel for my Lord, | What Form ? What Liketyhood ? 
From any other foul unlawful touch, . | The Moor's abog'd by forme moſt villainous Knave, 
Be not to be a Strumpet, I am none, Some baſe notorious Khave, ſome ſcurvy Fellow. 

Othel, What, not a Whore ? Oh Heavens, that ſuch compagions thoud'ſt untold, | | 

Def. No, as I ſhall be fay'd. | And put in every honeſt hand a whip, 

Othel. Is't poſſible ? To laſh the Raſcal naked throngh the World, 

Deſ. Oh Heaven forgive us. Eyen from the Eaft toeh* VVett;* - * 

Othel. I cry you mercy, then. | F ago: Speak within Door. © 
| took you for that cunning Whore of Yemice, Amil, Oh fie upon thertt+ Some ſach *Squice he was, 
That married with Othello. You, Miltreſs, That turn'd your Wit, the ſeamy ſide without, : 

And made you to foſpet me with the Moore. | 
Enter Xmilia. | Zage. You are a Fool : .Go to. | 
X Deſ. Alas, Jags, 

That have the Office "5 to Saint Peter, What ſhall Ido to win my Lord again? 
And keeps the gate of Hell. You, you: I, you. Good Friend, goto him : For by this light of Heaven, 


We have done our courſe : there's money for your pats: | I know nat bow I loſt him. Here tkneel : 

| pray you, turn the Key, and keep our counfe, Ex. | If e're my will did ng *gainlt his Love, t 
Emil. Alas , what does this Gentleman conceive? | Either in diſcourſe of ght, or aftnal deed; 

How do you, Madam? How do you, my good Lady ? Or that mine Eyes, ite Eats, orany Sehce 


Def. Faith, half aſleep. Delighted them : as other Form : 
£m. Good Madam, Or that I donot yet, and ever did, 
Whar's the matter with my Lord? ' And ever will (though he do ſhake me off 

Def. VVith whom ? To beggarly Divorcement) love him dearly, 
Emil. Why, with my Lord, Madam ? Comfort forſwear me. Unkindnefs may do much, 

* Def. Whois thy Lord? And his Unkindneſs may defeat my Lite, 
emi, He that is yours, ſweet Lady. But never taint my Love. I cannot fay Whore, 
Def. 1 have none, do not talk tome, c/fmilia, [t do's abhor me now I ſpeak the word, 
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Todothe Act, that might the addition earn, 
Not the worlds Maſle of vagity could make me. 


Fago. I pray you be content : tis but his humour : 


The buſineſs of the State do's him offence. 


Def. 1f *twere no other. 
Zago, It is but ſo, I warrant : 


Heark how theſe Iaſtruments ſummon to ſupper : 


The Meſſenger of Yenice ſtayes the Meat ; 
Go in, and weep not : all things ſhall be well, By 
[ Exeunt Deſdemona ard Emilia, 


Enter Rodorigo. 


How now, Rodorigo ?. 
Rod. | do not find mY 
That thou deal'R juſtly with me. 
7ago. Whatin the contrary? _, ;., , __ 
Redo, Every day thou dofts. me with ſome device,74go, 


| and rather as it ſcems to me now, keep'ſt from me all 


conveniency, thou ſupplieſt me with the leaſt advantage 


J 


of hope : I will indeed no longer eQdure it. Nor am I yet : 


perſwaded to put up in peace, what already 1 have fool- 
iſhly ſuffer'd. fer | 

Fago, Will you hear me, Rodorige?, . 

Redo, 1 have heard too much : and your words and per- 
formances are no king together, . -.. | 

ago. You charge me moſt unjuſtly. 

Rodo. With navght byt truth : I haye waſted my ſelf out 
of my means. The Jewels you haye had from me to.de- 
liver Deſdemona, would balf have corrupted. a Vorarilt. 
You have told me ſhe hath receiy'd them, aud return?d ine 


| expectations and comfarts of ſudden reſpect, and acquain- 


tance, butl find none. ..,.,.... = + 

Fago. Well, goto: very well... .. Wes 

Rods. Very well, go to: I cannot go to, Rowe nor tis 
not very well : nay, I thigk it isſcuryy ; ang begin to find 
my ſelf fopt in it. CO iGdedod fic 4 fon 

Tos Vey well, + t i rt Lon: 7 rf 21990 

Rods, I tell you, *tis not very xelſ: I will make my ſelf 
known to Deſdemona, If ſhe will return me my Jewels,.1 
will give over my Suit, and repent my unlawful !olicita- 
tion, IF not , aſſure your ſelf, I will ſeek atisfaQtion of 
you. k 

Zazo. You have ſaid now, <a hn 

I I, acd ſaid nothing but what I proteſt intendment 

of doing. Ly 

Jago. Why, now I ſee there's mettle in thee : and even 
from 'this inſtant do build on thee a better opinion than 
ever before: give we thy hand, Rodorige, Thou haſt taken 
againſt me a molt juſt exception: þur. yet 1 proteſt I have 


- 


«dealt moſt directly in thy Afﬀair. 


Rodeo. It hath not appear'd. 
7aro. I grant indeed it bath not appear'd : and your 


ſaſpition is not without wit and judgement. But, Rodorigo, f But to go hang my head all at one ſide 


if thou haſt that in thee indeed, which I have greater reaton 
to believe now than ever, (I mean, purpoſe, Courage, and 
Valour ) 
lowing enjoy not Deſdemona, take me from this world with 
Treachery, and deviſe Engines for my life. 

Rodo, Well : what isit? Is it within reaſon and com- 

ls? 
B20 Sir,there is eſpecial Commiſſion come from Yerice 
to depute {aſſio in Orhello's place. 

Rods. 1s that true ? Why then Othello and Deſdemona 


| return again to Yemice, 


Fago. Oh no: he goes into Mauritania, and taketh 
away with him the fair Deſdemona , unleſs his abode be 
lingred here by ſome accident. Wherein none can be ſo 
determinate, as the removing of Caſſio. 

Rodo. How do you mean removing him ? 

7ago, Why,by making him uncapable of Orhello's place : 
knocking out his brains, 

Rode. And that you would have me to do. 

Fago. I: if you dare do your ſelfa profit, and a right. 


ah. 


$ night ſhew it. If thou the next night fol-} 


He ſups to night with a Harlotry : and thither will I goto 
him. He knows not yet of his bonourable fortune, j you 
will watch bis going thence ( which 1 will faſhion to fall 
out between twelve aud one) you may take him at your 
pleaſure. I will be near to ſecond your Attempt, and he 
| ſhall fall betweenus. Come, ſtand not amaz'd at it, but 
goalong with me: I will ſhew you ſuch a neceſſity in his 
death , that you ſhall think your ſelf bound to put it on 
him. It is now high ſupper time : and the night grows 
to waſt, About it. | 
Rods. 1 will hear further reaſon for this. 
7ago, And you ſhall be ſatished, 


1 


| 
Scena Tertia; | | 


[ Exenn, 


Enter Othello, Lodovico, Deſdemona, Xmilia 
and Attendants, 


Led. 1 do beſeech you, Sir, trouble your ſelf no further | 

Othe. Oh pardon : *twill do me good to walk, 

Led. Madam, good night : I bumbly thank your Ladi: | 

Deſ. Your honour is moſt welcom. (ſhi 

Othe, Will you walk, Sir ? Oh Deſdemona. : 

Deſ. My Lord. 

Othe. Get you to bed on thinſtant, 1 will be return'q 
forthwith : diſmiſs your Attendant there ; look't he 
done, [Exit 
| Def. I will, my Lord, 

eA'mi, How goes it now ? he looks gentler than he dig, 

Def. He ſayes he will return incontinent, 
And hath commanded me to gots bed, 

And bid me to diſmiſs you, 

eAm, Diſmiſs me? 

Def. .It was his bidding: therefore good Afmilie, 
Give me my nightly wearing,-and adieu, . 

We muſt not now diſpleaſe him. 

Emi, | would you had never ſeen him. 

Deſ. So would not I: my love doth ſo approve him, 
That even his ſtubbornneſs, his checks, his frowns, 

( Prithee unp-pin me) have grace and favour. 

e/Ems. T have laid thoſe ſheets you bad me on the bed. 

Deſ. All's one: good Father, how fooliſh are our 
minds ? | 
| If I do die beſore thee, prithee ſhrowd me 

In one of theſe ſame ſheets. 

e/£mi, Come, come: you talk. 

Deſ. My Mother had a Maid call'd Barbara, 
She was in love : and he ſhe lov'd prov'd mad. 
And did forfake her. She had a Song of Willow, 
An old thing *twas: but it expreſs'd her Fortune, 
And ſhe dy'd ſinging it. That Song to night, 

Will not go from my mind : I have much to do, 
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And ſing it like poor Barbara : prithee diſpatch. 
Ems. Shall 1 go fetch your Night-gown ? 
Deſ. No, un-pin me here, 
This Lodovico is a proper man. 
Emil. A very handſom man. 
Deſ. He ſpeaks well. 
mil. I know a Lady in Fence would have walk'd 
bare-foot to Paleſtine for a touch of his nether lip. 
Deſ. The poor Soul ſat ſinging,by a Sycamore tree ; 
Sing all a green Willow : : 
Her hand on her boſome, her head on her knee, 
Sing Willow, Willow, Willow. 
The freſh ſtreams ran by ber, and murmur'd her moans ; 
Sing Willow, Cc. 
Her ſalt tears fell ſrom her,and ſoftnedthe ſtones ;, 
Sing Willow , &c. (Lady by theſe) 
Willow, Willow. (Pritbee high thee, he'll come anon) 
Sing all a green Willow muſt be my Garland. = 
Let no body blame him, hu ſcorn I approve. 


( Nay that's not next, Hark who is't that knocks ? 


es I. *% Tea 


e/Emil, | 
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Emi. It's the wind. 
Def. 1 call'd my Love falſe Love : but what ſaid he then ? | 
Sing Willough, &c. 
If I court no women, you'll couch with mo men. 
$0 get thee gone, good night: mine eyes do itch : 
Doth that boud weeping ? 
ml. *Tis neither here, nor there, 
Def. I have heard it faid fo, O theſe men, theſe men! 
Daſt thou in conſcience think (tell me «fmilia) 
That thete be women do abuſe their husbands 
[n ſuch groſs kind ? 
Emil, There be ſome ſuch, noqueſtion. 
Deſ. Would'ſt thou do ſuch a deed for all the world ; 
e/Emil, Why, would not you ? 
Deſ. No, by this heavenly light. | 
e/£mil. Nor I neither, by this heavenly light. 
[ might do't as well ith*dark. 
Def. Would'ſt thou do ſuch a deed for all the wor'd 
Emil, The world's a huge thing : 
[t is a great price, for a ſmall vice. 
Def. In troth I think thou would'ſt not. 
«Emil. In troth I think I ſhould, and undo't when 
| bad done. Marry 4 I would not do fuch a thing for a 
joynt Ring, nor for meaſures of Lawn, nor for Gowns, 
-Petticoats, nor Caps, nor any petty exhibition. But for 
all the whole world : why, who would not make her hus- 
band a Cuckold, to make him a Monarch ? 1 ſhould ven 
ture Purgatory fort. 
Deſ. Beſbrew me, if I would do ſuch a wrong 
For the whole world. 
e/Emil, Why,the wrong is but a wrong i*th*world; and 
having the world for your labour, *tis a wrong in your own 
world, and you might quickly make it right. 
Def. 1 do not think there is any ſuch woman. 
e/Emil, Yes, a dozen: and as many to th'vantage, as 
would ſtore the world they plaid for. 
But I do think it is their husbands faults 
If Wives do fall : (Say, that they ſlack their duties, 
- | And pour our treaſures into foreign laps : 
Or elſe break out in peeviſh Jealouſies, 
Throwing reſtraint upon us: Or ſay they ſtrike us, 
Or ſcant our former having in Jeſpight) 
Why we have galls : and though we have ſome Grace, 
Yet have we ſome Revenge. Let husbands know, 
Their wives have ſenſe like thera : they ſee and ſmell, 
And have their Palats both for ſweet and ſowr, 
As husbands have, What is it that they do 
When they change us for others ? ls it ſport ? 
[ think it is: and doth affeRtion breed it ? 
I think it doth : Iv't frailty that thus erres ? 
It is ſo too. And have not we affeftions ? 
Deſires for ſport ? and frailty as men have ? 
Then let them uſe us well : elſe let them know, 
The ills we do, their ills inſtruct us to. 
Deſ. Good night, good night : 
Heaven me ſuch uſes ſend, 
Not to pick bad, from bad ; but by bad, mend. [Exeurr. 


. 


— 


Aftus Quintus. Scena Prima, 


Enter Jago, and Rodorigo. 


Ere, ſtand behind this Bark, 
Straight will he come : 
Wear thy good Rapier bare, and put it home : 
Quick, quick, fear nothing ; Ple be at thy Elbow, 
It makes us, or it marts us, think on that, 
"And fix moſt firm thy Reſolution ; 
Rod. Be near at hand, I may miſcarry in't. 
Fago. Here, at thy hand : Behold, and take thy ſtand, 
Red. 1 have no great devotion tothe deed, 
And yet he hath given me ſatisfying Reaſons : 


Jago, 


'Tis but a man gone. Forth my Sword : he dies. 

Fago. 1 have cub'd this young Quat almoſt to the ſenſe, 
And tegrowsangry. Now, whether he kill Caſſio, ' 
Or Cſs him, or each do kill the other, 
Every way makes my gain. Live Rodorioo 
He calls me to a reſtitution large ; 
Of Goid, and Jewels, that 1 bob'd from m_ 
As gifts to Deſdemona. ® 
[c mult not be: if Caſio do remain, 
He hath a daily beaury in his life, | 
That makes me ugly : and beſides, the e.3oor 
May unfold meto bing : there ſtand I in much peril : 
No, he mult die. But fo, I hear him coming. 


Enter Caſſio, 


Rod. 1 know his gate, *tis he : Villain thou dyeſt. 
Caſ. That thruſt had been mine enemy indeed, 
But that my Coat is better than thou know'ft : 
[ will make proof of thine, 
Red.- Oh, I am ſlain. 
Caj. 'l am maim'd for ever : 
Help hoa : Murther, murther, 


Enter Othello, 


Othe. The voice of Caſſio, Fago keeps his wor d 
Rod. © Villain that I am. 
Oth, It is even fo. 
Caſ. Oh help hoa : Light, a Surgeon. 
Oth. *Tis he: O brave azo, honeſt and juſt, 
That haſt ſuch Noble fenſe of thy friends wrong, 
Thou teacheſt me. Minion, your dear lies dead, 
And your unbleſt Fate highes : Strumpet I comie : 
For off my heart, thoſe Charms thine Eyes, are blotted. 
Thy Bed-leſt-ſtain'd, ſhall with Luſts bloud be ſpotted. 
| [Exit Othello. 


Enter Lodovico, and Gratiano. 


Caſ. What hoa ? no watch ? nopaſlage ? 
Murther, Murther. 
Gra. 'Tis ſome miſchance, the voice is very direful. 
Caſ. Oh help. Lodo. Hark, 
| Red. Oh wretched Villain, 
Lod. Twoor three groan. Tis heavy night ; 
Theſe may be counterfeits : Let's think't unſafe 
To come into the cry, without more help. 
Rod. No body come : then ſhall I bleed to death. 


Enter Jago. 


Lod. Hark. 
Gra, Here's one comes in his ſhirt, with Light, and 
Weapons. 
Fago. Who's there ? 
Whole noiſe 'is this that cryes out murther ? 
Lodo, We do not know. 
7ago. Do not you hear a cry? 
Caſ. Here, here : for heaven ſake help me. 
Fago. What's the matter? 
Gra. This is Othello's Ancient as I take it. 
Lodo. The ſame indeed, a very valiant Fellow. 
7ago. Whatare you here, that cfy ſo grievoully ? 
Caſ. Fago ? Ohlam fpoyPd, undone by Villains: 
Give me ſonie help. - 
Fago, O me, Lieutenant! 
What Villains bave done this ? 
Caf. I think that one of them is hereabout, 
And cannot thake away. 
7ago, Oh treacherous Villains: 
What are yoti there ? Come io, and give ſome help; 
Rod, O help me there. 


Caſ. That's one of them. 


Mmm Jago; 
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' The Tragedy of 


Fago. Oh murd*rous Slave! O Villain: 
Rod. O damn'd Fago! O inhumane Dog ! 
Zago. Kill men th'dark? _. 
Where be theſe bloudy Thieves ? 
How ſilent is this Town ? Ho, murther , mucther. 
What may you be ? Are you of good or evil? 
Led. As you ſhall prove us, praiſe us. 
Facdy Signior Lodovice. : 
Lod. He, Sir. FN99Y 
Fazo, I cry you mercy : here's Caſſio hurt by Villains, 
Gra. Caſſio. 
Zagoe. How is't, Brother ? 
Caſ. My Leg is cutin two. 
Fago. Marry heaven forbid : 
Light Gentlemen, ['le bind it with my ſhirt. 


Enter Bianca. 


Bian. Whit is the matter hoa? who is't that cry'd ? 
Fago. Who is't that cry'd ? 
Bian, Oh my dear Caſſio, 
My ſweet Caſio: Oh (aſſio, Caſſio, Caſio. 
7ago. O notable Strumpet. Caſio, may you ſuſpect 
Who they ſhould be, that have thus mangled you ? 
Caſ. No, 
Gra. | am ſorry to find you thus : 
I have bzen to ſeek you. 
Zago. Lend mea Garter, $9: — Oh fora Chair 
To bear him eaſily hence. 
Bian. Alas he faints. Oh Caſſio, Caſuio, Caſus. 
Zago. Gentlemen all, Idoſi pectthis Traſh 
To be a party ia this injury. ; 
Patience a while, good Caſs. Come, come z 
Lend me a Light: know we this face, or no? 
Alas my friend, and my dear Country-man 
Rodorigo? No; Yes ſure: Yea, 'tis Rodprigo. 
Gra. What, of Venice ? 
Zago. Even he, Sir: did you know him ? 
Gra, Know him? I. 
azo. Signior Gratiano? I cry your gentlep ardon : 
Theſe bloudy accidents muſt excuſe my manners, 
That fo negleCted you. 
Gra. I am glad to fee you. ; 
Zago. How do you, Cafio? Oh a Chair, a Chair, 
Gra. Rodorigo ? 
Zago, He, he, *tis he: 
Oh that's well ſaid, the Chair. 
Some good man bear him carefully from bence, 
Ple fetch the General Surgeon. For you, Miſtris, 
Save you your labour. He that lies ſlain here (Caſo) 
Was my dear friend. VVhat malice was between you ? 
Caſ. None in the world: nor do know the man : 
7ago. VVhatlook you pale? Oh bear him out ot Air. 


| Stay you.good Gentlemen, Look you pale Miltris ? 


Do you perceive the gaſtneſs of her eye ? 

Nay, if you ſtare, we ſhall hear more anon. 

Behold her well : 1 pray you look upon her : 

Do you ſee, Gentlemen ? -- - ens will ſpeak 
Though tongues were out of uſe. 

Emil. Alas, what is the matter ? 

VVhat is the matter, husband. 

Fage. (aſſio hath here been ſet on in the dark 

By Rodorioo, and Fellows that are ſcap'd : 

He's almoſt lain, and Roderigo quite dead. 

</Eml. Alas, good Gentleman : alas, good (afio. 
Zagoe. That is the fruits of whoring, Prathec e/Emulia, 
Go know of Caſio where he ſuptto night, 

V'Vhat do you ſhake at that ? ; 

Bian. He ſupt at my houſe, bnt I therefore ſhake not. 
Fargo. Odid he ſo? Icharge you go with me, 
Emil. Oh fie upon thee, Strumpet, \ 
Bian. 1am no Strumpet, but of life as honeſt, \ 
As you that thus abuſe me. 
Emil. As 1? Fie upon thee, 


ATT 


| Should I repent me. Bur once put out thy light, 


Fago. Kind Gentlemen :; 

[Let's go ſee poor Caſſio dreſt. 

Come Miſtris, you mult tell's another Tale. 
e/Emilza, run you tothe Cittade], | 

And tell my Lord and Lady, what hath hap'd ; 
Will you go on afore ? This is the night 

That either makes me, or foredoes me quite, 


Stang: Secunda. 


Enter Othello, and Deidemona #7 her bed, 


[Exeunt, 


Othel. It is the Cauſe, it is the Cauſe (my Soul) 
Let me not name it to you, you chaſte Stars, 
[t is the Cauſe, Yet Ile not ſhed her bloud, 
Nor ſcar that whiter skin of hers than Snow, 
And ſmooth as Monumental Alabaſter : 
Yet ſhe muſt die, elſe ſhe'll betray more men ; 
Put out the Light, and then put out the Light : 
If I queuch thee, thou flaming Miniſter, 
I can again thy former light reſtore, 


Thou cunning'ſt Pattern of excelling Nature, ' 
I know not where is that Promethear heat 
That can thy Light re-lume. 
When I have pluck'd thy Roſe, 
[ cannot give it vital growth again, 
It needs muſt wither. Ple ſmell thee on the tree : 
Oh Balmy breath, that do'ſt almoſt perſwade 
uſtice to break ber Sword, One more, one more z 
thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love thee after. One more, and that's the laſt, 
So ſweet, was ne're ſo fatal. I muſt weep, 
But they arecrul tears: this ſorrow's heavenly, 
It ſtrikes, where it doth loye. She wakes, 
Deſ. Who's there ? Othello ? 
Othel. 1, Deſdemona. 
Deſ. Will you come to bed, my Lord ? 
Othel. Have you pray'd to night, Dejdemona, 
Def. I, my Lord. 
Othel. If you bethink your ſelf of any Crime 
UnreconciPd as yet to heaven, and Grace, 
Solicit for it ſtraight, 
Deſ. Alack, my Lord, 
What may you mean by that ? 
Othel, Well, do it,and be brief, 1 will walk by ? 
I would not kill thy unprepared Spirit, 
No, (Heavens fore-fend) 1 would not kill thy Soul. 
«+ Deſ.: Talk you of killing ? 
Othel. I, 1 do. 
Deſ. Then heaven have mercy on me. 
Orhel. Amen, with all my beart, 
Def. If you ſay ſo, 1 hope you will not kill me, 
Othe. Humh. 
Deſ. And yet I fear 0 : for you're fatal then. 
When your eyes:rowl fo. 
Why I ſhonld fear I know not, 
Since guiltineſs I know not ; But yet I feel 1 fear 
Othel, Think on thy fins. 
Deſ. They are loye 1 bear to you. 
Othel. I, and for that thou dy'ſt. 
Deſ. That death's uanatural,that kills for loving. 
Alas, why gnaw you ſo your nether-lip ? 
Some bloudy paſſion your very frame: 
Theſe are portents : but yet 1 hope, I hope, 
They do not point on me. 
Othel. Peace, and be ſtill. 
Def. 1 will ſo: what's the matter ? 
Othel. That Handkerchief 
Which I ſo loy'd; and gave thee, thou gav'ſt Caſio. 
Deſ- No by my life, and Soul : ſend for the man, 
And ask him. 


Othel. Sweet Soul, take heed, take heed of Perrys ou 
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Thou art on thy death-bed. 
Def. 1, but not yet to die. 
Othe. Preſently, 


| Therefore confeſs thee freely of thy ſin-: 


For to deny each Article with Oath, 
Cannot remove, nor choak the ſtrong Conception 
That I do groan withal. Tho art to die. 

Def. Oh heaven have mercy on me. 

Opie. 3 iny , Ame... ES: 

'Deſ. And have you mercy tgoguEnever did 
Offend you in-my life : neverloY'd Caſſo, 
But with ſuch general warranty of heaven,” 
As | might love. I never gave him Token. 

Oth. By heaven 1 ſaw my Handkerchiefin's hand, 
Operjur*d woman, thou do'lt ſtone my heart, 
And makeſt me call, what I intend to do, 
A Murther, which | thought a Sacrifice, 


[! ſaw the Handkerchiet. 


Def. He found it then : 
[ never gave it him : Send for him hither : 
Let him confeſs a truth. 
Othe. He hath confefts 
Deſ. What, my Lard? 
0th. That he hath us'd thee. 
Deſ. How ? unlawfully? 
Oth, I. 
Def. He will not ſay fo. 
Oth, No : his mouth is ſtopp'd : 
Honeſt Fago hath tane order far't. 
Deſ. Oh, my fear interprets. What is he dead ? 
Oth. Had all, his hairs been lives, my great Revenge 
Had Stomach for them all. 
Def. -Alas, he is betray'd, and I undone. 
Oth. Out Strumpet: weep'ſt thon for him to my face ? 
Deſ. O baniſh me, my Lord, but kill me not. 
Oth. Down, Strumpct. 
Def. Kill-me to morrow, tet me live to night, 
Och, Nay , if you ſtrive, 
Deſ. But half an hour. 
Oth. Being done, there is no pauſe, 
Deſ. But while 1 ſay one prayer. 
Oth, It is too late. 


Xmilia «t the door. 


I Smothers ber. 


e/Emil, My Lord, my Lord ? What hoa ? 
My Lord , my Lord. 
Oth, What noiſe is this? not dead ? not yet quite dead, 
| that am cruel, am yet merciful, _ 
[ would not have thee linger in thy pain ? 
So, fo. 
Emil. within, What hoa? my Lord, my Lord? 
Oth, Who's there ? 4 : 
Emil. Oh, my good Lord, 1 would ſpeak a word with 
you. 
Oth. Yes: *tis Emilia: by and by. She's dead. 
'Tis like ſhe comes to ſpeak of Caſſio's death : 
The noiſe was bigh. Hahy no more moving ? 
Still as the Grave. Shall ſhe come in ? wer't good ? 
[ think ſhe ſtirs again :No, what's beſt todo ? 
If ſhe corne in, ſhe'll ſure ſpeak to my wite : 
My wife, my wiſe, what wife? 1 have no wife. 
Oh inſupportable ! O heavy hour ! 
Methinks,] it ſhould be now a buge Eclipſe 
Of Sun and Maon: and that th'affrighted Globe 
id yawn at Alteration. 
* £anl, | do beſcech you 
That | may ſpeak with you. Oh, good my Lord. 
' Oh. | had forgat thee : Oh.come in, Emilia. 
Soft, by and by , let me the Cortains draw, 
Where art thou ? what's the matter with thee now? 


| 


' As ignorant as durt : thou haft done a deed 


Enter Emilia. 


*—_ Oh , my good Lord, yonders foul Murthers 


Othe, What? now? 

e/£mil, But now, my Lord, 

Othe. It is the very error of the Moon, 
She comes more nearer Earth than ſhe was wont, 
And makes men mad. 

e/Emil. Caſio, my Lord, hath kild 
A young Venetian, call'd R oderigo. 

Oth. Rodori;o «Pd 7 and Capo kill'd? 

emi. No, (afſio is not kill's: ©! © 

Oth. Not Caſſio kili'd? Then Murther's out'of tune, 
And ſweet Revenge grows harſh, 

Deſ. © falſely, Falfely mnfder'd!' 

e=ml. Alas! what cry is that? - 

Othe. That? what ? | 
Emil, Our, and alas, that was my Ladies yoice, 
Help, help hoa, help; Oh Lady fpeak agaid, - - © 

Sweet Deſdemona, oh ſweet Milttis, ſpeak. 
Def. A guiltleſsdeath 1 die. © 
Emil, Oh who hath done this deed ? 
Deſ. No body : 1 my ſelf, fatewel-: 
Commend me to my kind Lord : (ob farewel. 
Och. Why, how ſhould ſhe be murd'red'? 
eEmnl, ; who knows ?., + 
Och, You hear her ſay her felf{/it yas not 1. 
Emil, She ſaid ſo: 1 muſt needsreport the truth. 
Och. She's like a Licr gone tobutniog betl , - 
'Twas I that kill'd her. eu 9; b 


Devil. 
Oth, She turn'd to folly : and ſhe wasa whore, 
Emil, Thou do'lt bely her, and thou att adevil: 
Oth, She was falſe as water, | Y 
Emul, Thou art taſh as fire; to fay 

That ſhe was falſe. Oh ſhe was heavenly true, | 
Oth. Caſſie did top her : -ask thy huyband elſe. - 


S I _ Jn— beneath all depth'in hell : 
ut that I did proceed joſt grounds / 
To this extremity. Thy hosband koew it al. 


©, - « # = 
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Emil. My Husband ? 
Oth. Thy Husband. | 
eAimil. That ſhe was falſe to Wedlock 7 
Oth. 1, with Caſſio : had ſhe been true, 
If Heaven would make me ſuch apother wotld; 
Of oneentice and perfe&t Chryſolire, 
IPd not have fold her for it. 
e/£mil. My Husband ? 
Och. I, *twas he that told me on her firſt, 
An honeſt man he is, atid hates the ſlirhe 
That ſticks on filthy deeds. 
Emil, My Husband ? 
Oth. What needs this iterance, woman ? 
[ ſay thy Husband. 
Emil, Oh Miſtris, 
Villany had made mocks with love : 
My Husband ſay ſhe was falſe ? 
Othe. He, woman; | 
I ay thy husband : giſt nnderſtand the word 3 
My friend, thy husband'; honeſt, honeſt ago. 
Emil, If he ſay ſo, may bis pernicious Sonl 
Rot half a grain a day : be lies to'thhearr, 
She was too fond of her molt filthy Bargaio. 
Oth. Hah? _ 
Emil. Do thy worſt: 

This deed of thine is no more worthy Heayen; 
Than thou waſt worthy her. 
Oth. Peace, you were beſt. 

Emil. Thou haſt not halfchar 
AsI haveto be hart. Oh gull, ob 
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eE£mil, Oh the more Angel ſhe, and-you the blacker | 
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T he Tragedy of Othello 


(1 care not for thy word) [I'll make thee known, 
ſhough L loſt twenty lives, Help, belp, hoa, help: 
The Afoor hath kill'd my Miltteſs, Murther, mucther, 


Enter Montano, Gratiano, and Jago. 


Mon. What is the matter ? How now, General? _ 
| emi, Oh, are you come, Fago: You have done we, 
That men mult lay their Murthers on your neck. 
Gra, What is the matter ? 
Emil, Diſprove this Villain, if thou be*lt a man, 
He ſays thou'told'ſt him that his wife was falſe : 
[ know thou didft not : Thou'rt not ſuch a Villain. 
Sneak, for my heart is full. 
7age. | told him what I thonght, 
And told no more 
Than what he found himſelf was apt and true. 
e/E »41. But did you ever tell him, 
She was falſe ? 
Fan's. 1 did. : 
| en, You told a Lie, an odious damned Lie : 
Upon my foul a Lie; a wicked Lie, 
She falſe with Caſo? _ 
Did you ſay with Caſpo ?: -; 
Fazo. With Caſſio,' Miſtreſs, 
Go to, charm your Tgogue. 
em, | will 00t charm: my tongue, 
[ am bound to ſpeak, _— 
My Miſtreſs here lies murthered in her bed. 
All. Oh heavens foretend... | 
e/Emil, And your.reports have ſet the Murther on. 
Othel. Nay, ſtare not, Maſters, 
[t is tru2 indeed. 
Gra. *Tis a ſtrange Truth. 
1/ont, On,monltrons, Agt. . - 
Emil, Villany, villaay, yilpoy: 
[ think spon't, I think : 1 ſmelt: O Villany : 
I thought ſo then : Pl kill my ſelf for grief, 
O villany, villany? 
Jaco. What, are you mad? 
| charge you, get you. home, TEES 
e/E£mil, Good Gentlemen, let me have leave to ſpeak; 
"Tis proper 1 obey him; but not now : 
Perchance, ago, I will ne're go home. 
Orhel. Oh, oh, on. 
e/Emil, Nay, lay thee down and roar: 
For thou haſt kilPd the ſweeteſt innocent, 
Thate're did lift up eye. 
Othel. Oh ſhe was foul / 
[ ſcarce did know you, Uncle, there lies your Niece, 
Whoſe breath (indeed) theſe hands have newly ſtopp'd : 
Lknow this AR ſhews horrible and grim. 
Gra. Poor Deſdemona : 
[ am glad thy Father's dead, * 
Thy match was mortal to him ; and pure grief 
Shore his old thred in twain, Did he live now, 
This ſight would make him do a deſperate turn : 
Yea, curſe his better Angel from his fide, 
And fall to Reprobance. | 
Othel. *Tis pitiful, but yet 7ago knows, 
That ſhe with (aſſio hath the aCt of ſhame 
A thouſand times committed. Calſs confelt it, 
And ſhe did gratifie his amorous works, 
| With that Recognizance and Pledge of Love, 
Which I firſt gave her : I ſaw it in his hand : 
It was a Handkerchief, an Antick Token 
My Father gave my Mother. 
Emil, Oh heaven ! Oh heavenly Powers! 
, Fago, Come, hold your peace. 2 | 
e/Emul. *Twill out. ?Twill out, I peace ? 
No, I will ſpcak as liberal as the North, | 
Let Heaven, and Men, and Devils, let them all, 
All, all, cry ſhame againſt me, yet Fl ſpeak. 


Emil. | will not. 
Gra. Fic, your ſword upon a woman. 
e/Emil, On, thou dull Afoor, 
That Handkerchief thou ſfeak'ſt of 
| found by fortune, and did give my husband, 
For often, with a ſplemn earneſtneſs, 
(More than indegd belong'd to ſuch a Trifle) 
He begg'd of me, to ſteal it. 
Fago. Villanous Whore, 
e/Emil. She give it Caſio? Alas1 found it, 
And I did giv't my husband, 
ago. Filth, thou lieſt, 
e/Emul. By heaven I do not, I do not, Gentlemen : 
Oh murd*rous Coxcomb, what ſhould ſuch a fool 
Do with ſo good a wife ? 
Othel. Are there no ſtones in heaven, 
But what ſerve for the Thunder ? 
Precious Villain, 
Gra, The woman falls : 
Sure he hath killd his Wife. 
Emil. I, I; Oh lay me by my Miſtreſs ſide. 
Gra. He's gone, but his Wite's kill'd. 
een. 'Tisa notorious VillAn : take you this weapon, 
Which I have recover'd from the Moor : 
Come, guard the door without, let him not paſs, 
But kill him rather : Pll after that ſame Villain, 
For *tis a damned Slave. 
Othel. 1 am not valiant neither : 
But every Puny whipſter gets my Sword. 
But why ſhould honour out-live honeſty ? 
Let it go all, 
e/Emil, What did thy Song boad, Lady ? 
Hark, canſt thou hear me ? 1 will play the Swan, 
And die in Muſick : Willough, willough, willough. 
Moor, (he was chaſt : ſhe lov'd thee, cruel Moor : 


[ Ext, 


{ So come my ſoul to bliſs, as I ſpeak true: 


So ſpeaking as [| think, alas, 1 die. 
Othel. 1 have another weapon in this Chamber, 
It'was a Sword of Spair, the Ice brooks temper : 
Oh bere it is: Uncle, 1 muſt come forth, 

Gra, If thou attempt it, it will coſt thee dear z 
Thou halt no weapon, and perforce mult ſuffer. 
Othel. Look in upon me then, and ſpeak with me, 
Or naked as I am I will aſiault thee. 

Gra, What is the matter ? 

Othel. Behold, I have a weapon : 

A better never did it ſelf ſuſtain 

Upon a Souldiers Thigh. I haye ſeen the day, 


| That with this little Arm, and this good Sword, 


| bave made my way through more impediments, 
Than twenty-times you ſtop. But (oh vain boaſt) 
Who can controul his fate ? *Tis not ſo now, 

Be not afrgid, though you do ſee me weapon'd : 

Here is my Journeys end, here is my But, 

And very Sea-mark of my utmoſt Sail. 

Do you go back diſmaid ? *Tis a loſt fear, 

Man but a Ruſh againſt Ochelo's breaſt, 

And he retires. Where ſhould Othello go ? 

Now : How doſt thou look now ? Oh ill-Starr*d wench, 
Pale as thy Smock : When we ſhall meet at compt, 
This look of thine will hurl my Soul from Heaven, 

And Fiends will ſnatch at it. Cold, cold, my Girl? 
Even like thy Chaſtity, O curſed, curſed Slave ! 

Whip me, ye Devils, 
From the poſſeſſion of this heavenly ſight : 

Blow me about in winds, and roaſt me in Sulphur, 

Waſh me in ſteep.down gulfs of liquid Fire. | 
Oh Deſdemona! Dead, Deſdemona: Dead, dead. Oh, oh: 


Enter Lodovico, Caſlio, Montano, and Jago 
with Officers. 


Lod, Where is this raſh, and moſt unfortunate man ? 


7ago. Be wiſe and get you home, | 


Othel. That's he that was Othello: Here | am. yY 


————— 


- 


the Moore of Venice. 
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Lod. Where is that Viper ? 

Bring the Villain forth, | 

Oth, I look down towards his feet ; but that's a Fable, 
If that thou beeſt a Devil, I cannot kill thee. 

Lod. Wrench his Sword from him. 

Fago. | bleed, Sir, but not kill'd.” 

0th, 1 am not ſotry neither, I'd have theg live : 

For in my ſenſe, *cis happineſs fo die. , 

Lod. Oh thou, Othello, that was once ſo-good, 
Faln in the praCtice of a curſed Slave, 
What ſhall be ſaid to thee ? 

Oth. Why any thing :; 
An honourable Murderer, if you will : 
For nought I did hate, but all in Honour, 

Led. This wretch hath, part conteſt his Villany : 
Did you and he conſent in C afſio*s Death 7 

Oth, I. 

Caf. Dar General, I never gave you cavſe, 

Qth. 1 do believe it, and I ask your pardon : 

Will you, I pray, demand that demy. D-v1/, 
Why he hath thus enſnar'd my Soul and Body. 

7ag, Demand me nothing : what you know, you know : 
From this time forth, I never will ſpeak word. 

Lod, What ?. not topray? 

Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 

Oth, Well, thou do'lt beſt. | 

Lod. Sir, 

You ſhall underſtand what hath befaln, | 

(Which as I think, you know not) here is a Letter 
Found in the pocket of the ſlain Roderigo, 

And here another, the one of them imports 

The Death of Caſſio, to be undertook 

By Rodersgo. 

Oth. O Villain ! 

Caſſie. Moſt heatheniſh, and moſt groſs.. 

Lod. Now, here's another diſcontented paper '. 
Found in his pocket too: and this it ſeems ; 

—_ meant t'have ſent this damned Villain : 
But that (belike) Fago in the interim | 
Came in, and ſatisfh'd him. - 

Och. Oh thou pernicious Caitiff 
How came you (Caſſio) by that 
That was my Wives? 

Caf. I fonnd itin my Chamber : 
And he himſelf confelt it but even now, 
That there he dropt it for a ſpecial purpoſe, 
Which wrought to bis deſire. 

Oth, O Fool, Fool, Fool ! 


Handkerchicf - 


| Brave me upon the Watch : whereon it came 
Fhat I was caſt : and even but now be ſpake 
{Aﬀter long ſeeming dead) Fago hurt him, 
ago ſet bim on. | 
: Lod. You = forſake this room, and go with us: 

our power, and you andji off, 
And Caſſio rules in Opt. For chis Ge ; 
[f there be ay cunning Cruelty, £ 
That cart torthieut wy ueh,. and he-him long, 
[t ſhall! be his. You ſhall cloſe Priſoner reſt, 
Till chat the Nature of your fault be known 
To the Yenetian State, Come, bring away. 

Oth. Soft you ; a word of two before you go: ' 

[ have done the State ſome ſervice, and they know't : 
No more of that. Þ peay,you in your Letters, .- 
When you ſhall theſ&unlucky deedgrelate, - _ _ 
Speak of me, as | am. Nothing extenuate, 
Nor ſet down ovght in malice, 
Thea muſt you ipeak, | 
Of one that lov'd not wiſely, but too well : 
<f one, not caſlyyJealous, but being wrought, 
Perplexed in the Mm: Of one, whoſe hand 
(Like the baſe /ndian) threw a Pearl away 
Richer than all his Tribe: Of one, whoſe ſubdu'd Eyes, 
Albeit unuſed tothe melting mood, 
Drop tears as falt as the Arabian Trets 
Their Medicinable gum. * Set you-Jown this : 
And fay beſides; that-in Aleppo vnce,  *. 7” 
Where a malignant;:anda Turbond-Turk 
Beat a Yenetian, and traduc'd the State, 
| took by th* throat the circumciſed Dog, 
And ſmote him, thus. 

Lod. Oh bloudy period. 

Gra. All that is ſpoke is miarr'd: 

Oth.. I kiſt theez-ere i kill*d'thee ; No way but this; 


This is thy work $4: 


Killing my ſelf; rodie upon a kiſfd. - : [Diez. 
Caſ. This did feat; -but thought be had no-Weapon : 
For he was great of: heart. {|_| *} 
Led. Oh Spartan | 


More fell than Anguiſh, Hunger, or the Sea : 
Look 'vn the Tragick:Loading of this Bed : 


a 


The Object poyſons ſight, ; 
Let it be hid. -_—_a keep the Houſe, ur 06} 
And ſeize upon the Fartuntsot/the for, », 117 

For they ſucceed-on you:; To-yoty'Lord Governour, 
Remains the Cenſuve bfthis heiliſh Villain : © 

| The time; - the place,”the torture, obinforce it. ! | 


Caſ. There is beſides, in Redevigo's Letter, My felf will ſtraight: aboard; andto the State, | 
as. upbraids Fgo, that he made him This heavy Act; with heavy heart, relate. c [Exeunt. 
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| TRAGEDY 
OF 
ANTHONY ad CLEOPATRA. 


s {| ga? ©1530 
þ Enter Demetrius, «zd Philo, 


BN A Y, but this dotage'of our General 
| 


O'ce-flows the meaſure : 
Thoſe his goodly Eyes: : 
| That o're the Files aid Maſters of the War, 
Have glow'd like plated eHars, ** 


| 
o 
: 


Now bend, now turn 01199 v>9 

The Office and Devotiort of theic view -: : 

Upon a Tawny Front. Hip Captains heart, ' \. | 
Which in the ſcuffles af ;grea vhiath buck 


The Buckles oh his breſt, renegesa}icempbr, 
And is become the Bellows and the>Fan 83"; 0 


To cool a Gypſies Luſt, d(2 1626 
and Cleopatra, ther Zaulict ; the Train, 
with Eunuchs fanning ber, - 


_ 
" 
J wy # 


Enter Anthony, 


= il 
Look where they comes” on 30 
Take bnt good note, \and you ſhall:ſce hims” bo, 
The tripple Pillar of theWorld tranxform'd..  - 
Into a Strumpets Fool. - Behold and fee; WOES 

Cleo. If it be Love indeed, tell me-how much? ! © 

eAnt. There's beggery in tlie love thatiean be reckon'd. 

(leo. [II ſet a bourn how far tobe beloy'd. ek & 

Ant, Then muſt thou needs find out new Heaven, 
new Earth. 


| Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. News (my good Lord) from Rome, 
Ant. Rate me, the ſumm. 


Cleo. Nay hear them Archory. ___ 


if the ſcarce-bearded Ceſar have not ſent ; 
[Hi powerful Mandate to you. Do this, or this; 
Take in that Kingdom, and infranchiſe that ; 
|Perform't, or elſe we dama thee. 
- Ant, How, my Love? 
(leo. Perchance? Nay, and moſt like ; 
'Yqu wuſt,gat ſtay here longer, your diſmiſſion 
11s tociefrom Ceſar, therefore hear it Anthony. © {17 { 
'Where's Fulvia's Proceſs ? (Ceſars | would ſay)Þoth ? 
'Call in the Meſſengers: as I am Egyprs Queen, 
hang bloſheſt Anthony, and that bloud of thine 
Is Ceſar: Homager : elſe ſo thy Cheeks pay ſhame, 
'When ſhrill-tongu'd Fulvia ſcolds. The Meſſengers, 
Ant. Let Rome in Tyber melt, and the wide Arch 
i the raign'd Empire fall : Here is my ſpace, 


|Fulvia perchance. is avgry : or who knows, a 


| 


| 


| The qualities of 


| of better deeds to morrow. Reſt you happy. 


A E— 


|  eAMitus Primus. Scena Prima. 


| Kingdoms are Clay : Our dungy Earth alike 


Feeds Beaſt as Man ; the Nobleneſs of life 

ls todo thus: when ſuch a mutual pair, 

And ſuch a twain can do't, in which I bind, 

On pain of puniſhment, the World to weet 

We ſtand up Peerleſs. 
Cleo, Excellent falfhood : | 

Why did he marry Falvss, and not lore her ? 

Il ſeem the Fool I am not. Anthony will be himſelf, 
Ant. But ſtirr'd by Cleopatra. 

Now far the love of jqve, and her ſoft hours, 


- | Let's not confound the time with Conference hath ; 


_—_— - a SO of our lives ſhould firetch 
ithout ſome pleaſure now. What ſport tonight ? 
(leo. Hear the Ambaſſadors. We | 
Ant, Fie _— een : | 
Whom every thing becomes, tochide, tolaugh, 
To weep:: whoſe every paſſion fully ſtrives 
To make it ſelf (in Thee) fair, and admir'd. 
No Meſſenger but thine, and all alone, 'to night | 
We'll wander through the ſtreets, and note 
* people. Came my Queen, 
Laſt night you did deſire it. Speak nottoms, 
0.) Erin with the Tran, 
Dems, Is Cyſar with Aftthonias prized fo dlight? 
Philo. Sir, ſometimes when he'is not ,MAmbory, 
He comes too ſhort of that great Proparty 


| Which ſtill honld go with Anthony. 


Dem. I am full ſorry, that he approves the common 
Lyar, who thus ſpeaks of him at Rome : but I will hope 
[Exennt. 


Enter Enobarbus, Lamprius, 4 Soothſayer, Rannius, 


Lucillius DAS Iras, Maidiag,. the 
, pul , and Alexas. 


Char. L. Alexas, ſweet Alexas, moſt any thing Alexas, 
almoſt moſt abſolute eAlexas, where's the Sooth 
ſayer that you prais'd to th* Queen ? Oh ! that I knew 
this Hnsband, which you ſay, muſt change his Horns 
with Garlands. 

eMlex. Soothſayer. 


| i Beth. Your will ? 


Char. Is this the Man ? Is't you, Sir, that know things? 

Sooth, In Natures infigice Book of Secrecy , a little I 
can read. 

Alex. Shew him your hand. 

Enob. Bring in the Banquet quickly : Wine enough, 
Cleopatra's health to drink. 


Char. Good Sir, give me goo] Fortune. 
Sooth. 


© > 
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Anthony aud Cleopatra. 


Sooth. I make nat, but foreſee. 

Char. Pray then, foreſee me one. 

Seoth. You ſhall be yet far. fairer than you are; 

Char. He means in fleſh. 

1/85. No, you fhall paint when you are old. 

Char, Wrinkles forbid, 

A'cx, Vex not his patience, be attentive. 

Char. Huſh. 

Soth. You ſhall be more beloving, than beloved, 

Char, I had rather heat my Liver with drinking, 

Alex. Nay, hear him, 

Char. Good now, ſome excellent Fortune. Let me be 
Married to three Kings in a Forenoon, and Widow them 
all : Let me have a Child at fifty, to whom Herod of Fewry 
may do Homage. Find me to marry me with Ottavmns 
Ceſar, and Companion me with my Miltreſs. 

Sooth. You ſhall out-live the Lady whom you ſerve, 

| Char. Ohexcellent, 1 love long life better than Figs, 

Szoth. You have ſeen and proved a fairer former For- 

tune, than that which is ro approach. 

Char. Then belike my Children ſhall have no names: 

Prithee how many Boyes and Wenches muſt I haye ? 

Sooth, If every of your wiſhes had a Womb, and fore- 

tel every wiſh, a Million. 

Char. Out Fool, 1 forgive thee for a Witch. 

Alex. You think Khan, your ſheets are privy to your 
wiſhes, . 
Char. Nay come, tell /ras hers. 
Alex. We'll know all our Fortunes. 
Enob, Mine, and moſt of our Fortunes to-night, ſhall 
be drunk to Bed, ; 
Iras. There's a Palm preſages Chaſtity, if nothing elſe. 
Char. E'ne as the o're-flowing Nylus preſageth Fa- 
mine. 
Iras. Go you wild Bedfellow, you cannot Soothſay. 
Char, Nay, if an oily Palm be not a fruitful Prognoſti- 
cation, I cannot ſcratch mine Ear, Prithee tell her but a 
Workyday Fortune. 

Sooth, Your Fortunes are alike. 

Iras, But how, but how, give me particulars. 

Sooth, I have ſaid. 

Iras. Am I not an inch of Fortune better than ſhe ? 

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of Fortune better 
than I : where would you chooſe it 2 

Iras. Not in my Husbands Noſe. 
Car. Our worſer thoughts Heavens mend. 
| Alexasr. Come, his Fortune, his'Fortune. Oh let him 
Marry a Woman that cannot go, ſweet {js, I beſeech thee, 
| and let herdie too, and give him a worſe, 'and let worſe 
follow worſe, till the worſt of all follow him lavghi 
his Grave, Fifty-fold a Cnckold. Good Iſis, bear me this 
[Pra ough thou deny me a matter of 'more weight : 
ecch thee. : 


ood | 
' Char. Allen, dear Goddeſs, hear that! Prayer of the 
people. For, ay it is a heart-breaking ta' ſee a handſome 
man looſe-wiy*d; ſo it is a deadly ſorrow, to behold a foul 
Knave Uncpick@ld'd : therefore, dear 1/is, keep decormm, 


pe Fortune bir accordingly. 

Char - e Amen, | . F 

Alex. Loe now, if it lay in their hands to make me a 
Cuckold,, they would make themſelves Whoreg , but 


they'd do't. 


Enter Cleopatra. 


Enob. Huſh, Here comes Anthony. 

Char? Not he, the Queen. 

Cleo. Saw you ry Lord'? 

Enob, No,Lady. | 

Cleo. Was he not here? 

Char. No, Madam. | | 

Ceo. He was diſpos'd to mirth, but qn the ſudden 
A Roman thought had ſtruck him. 


Enobarbys. 


to | 


—O— 


Enob, Nadam. \ 
Clo. Seek him,and bring him hither: where's Alexai? 
Alex. Here at your ſervice. = 
My Lord approaches. K 
y_-— 


Enter Anthony with a Meſſenger. | 515 .; 


Cico. We will not look upon him : 
Go with us, 
MHefſ. Fulvia thy Wi 
Firſt came into the Field, 
Ant. Againſt my Brotber Lucius, 
eHcſſe 1, bur ſaonthat VVar had end, 
_ the times ſtate | 
ade Friends of them, jointing their force 'gai 
VVhoſle better iſſue in the vV = ltaly, — 
Upon tie ficſt encounter drave them, 
Ant. VVell, what worſt. 
Mezſſ. The nature of bad news infets the Teller, 
Ant, V'Vhen it concerns the Fool or Coward : On.” 
Things that are paſt, are done, with me. *Tis thus, 
V Vho tells me true, though in his Tale Iye Death, 
I hear him as he flatter'd. 
eMeſſ. Labienus (this is ſtif-news) 
_ _ his To Force 
xtended Aſia : from Euphrates his conquerin 
Banner atk from oo Lydia, "T=s 
And to Jomia, whilſt 
ent. Anthony thou would'ſt ſay, 
M:ſſ. Oh, my Lord. 
Am. Speak tome hone, 
Mince not the general.tongue, name 
{leopatra as ſhe is call'd in Rome - 
Rail thon in Fulvia*s phraſe, and taunt thy fanits 
With ſuch full Licenſe, as both Truth and: Malice 


When our quick Winds lye ſtill, and oor ills told us-- 4 
Is as our Ear-ring are : fare thee well a while. + 
Meſſ. At your Noble pleaſure. [Exit Meſſenger. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Ant. From Scicion how the news ? 
1 Meſſ. The man from Soicior, 

[s there ſuch an one 7? © * 
2 Meſſ. He ſtayes you will. 
Ant. Let him a [ 


Theſe ſtron EgyprienFetters I moſt break; 
Orloſe my F in dotage. ' : W02, 


Enter another Meſſenger with 4 Letter. 


ſpeak there. 


What are you? . ) 

3 Meſſ. Fulwa thy Wife is dead. 

Ant. Where diedſhe ? Pd 257 x 

+Meſſ. 11 Scicion, her length of fckneſs, 

With what elſe more ſerious, * ” 1; 
Import to thee to know, this bears. 

Ant, Forbear me; © Db 
There's a great ſpirit gone, thus did I defire it : 
What our contempts'do often burl from us, 
We wiſh it ours ain, the-preſent pleaſure, 
By revolution lowring, does ; , 
The oppoſite of it ſelf : ſhe's good: being gone, | | 
The hand could pluck her back, that ſhoy*d heron. 


- 


|/1 muſt from this Queen break off: 


Ten thouſand harnis, more thaa the ills I know 
My idleneſs doth hatch. 


Enter Enobarbus. 


How now, Enobarbus. 
Enob. What*s your pleaſure, Sir ?' 
y - Ant. I muſt with haſt fromHence. 


339| 


Have powerto utter. -Oh then webring forth Wards; -/| 


4 - S 
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o 


| dies 1 


| 


| The Empire of the Sea. Our ſlippery people 


| For the main Souldier. Whoſe quality going on, 


| And not a Serpents poyſon. Say our pleaſure, 
| Our quick remove from hence. 
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Eno. Why then we kill all our Women. We ſee how 
mortal an unkindneſs is to them , if they ſuffer our depar- 
ture, death's the word. 

Anth. 1 muſt be gone, 

Eno. Under a compelling an occaſion , let women die. 
lt were pitty to caft them away for nothing, though be- 
tween them and a great cauſe, they ſhould be eſteemed 
nothing. Cleopatra catching, but the leaſt noiſe of this, 
ntly : I have ſeen her, die twenty times upon far 
poorer moment: I do think there is mettle in death, which 
commitrs ſome loving act upon her, ſhe hath fuch a celerity 
in dying, 

Ant, She is cunning paſt mans thought. . ; 

Eno, Alack, Sir, no, her paſſions are made of nothing 
but the fineſt part of pure love. We cannot call her winds 
and waters, ſighs and tears : they are greater ſtorms 
and Tempeſts than Almanacks can report. This cannot 
be cunning in her : if it be, ſhe makes a ſhowre of Rain as 
well as Jove. 

Ant. Would I had never ſeen her. 

Eno, Oh Sir, you had then left unſeen a wonderful piece 
of work, which not to have been bleſt witha), would have 
diſcredited your Travel. 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Sir / 

Axt. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Fulvia ? 

Ant, Dead. _ 

Eno. Why Sir, give the gods a thankful Sacrifice : when 
it pleaſeth cheir Deities to take the wife of a man from 
him, it ſhews to man the Tailorsof the earth : comforting 
therein, that when old Robes are worn out, there are mem- 
bers to make new. If there were no more women but Ful- 
via,then had you indeed a cut,and the caſe to be lamented : 
this grief is crown'd with Conſolation, your old Smock 
brings forth a new Petticoat,and indeed the tears live in an 
Onion, that ſhould water this forrow. 

Ant. The buſineſs ſhe bath broached in the State, 
Cannot cndure my abſence. 

Eno, And the buſineſs you have broach'd here cannot be 
without you, eſpecially that of Cleopatra's, which wholly 
depends on your aboad. 

Ant. No more like Anſwers : 

Let our Officers 

Have notice what we propoſe. I ſhall break 

The cauſe of our Expedience to the Queen, 

And get her love to part. For not alone 

Thedeath of Fulvia, with more urgent touches 

Do ſtrongly ſpeak to ns : but the letters too 

Of many our contriving friends in Rome, 

Petition us at home. Sextus Pompei 

Hath given thee dare to Ceſar, and commands 


—_ 


Whoſe love is never link'd tothe deſerver, 
Till his deſerts are paſt, begin to throw 
Pompey the great, andall his dignities 

Upon his Son, who high in Name and Power, 
Higher than both in bloud and life, ſtands up 


T he ſides oth*world may danger. Much is breeding, 
Which like the Courſers hare, hath yet but life, 


To ſuch whoſe place is under us, requires 
Eo. I ſhall do't. LExecunt, 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmiao, Alexas, and Iras. 


Cleo, Where is he? 

Char. | did not ſee him fince, 

Cleo, See where he is, 

Who's with him, what he do's : 

| did not ſend you. If you find him ſad, 


That 1 am ſudden ſick. Quickly, and return. 

Cha, Madam, methiaks if you did love him dearly 
You do not hold the method, to enforce : 
The like from him. 

Cleo, What ſhould I do,I do not ? 

Char, In each thing give him way, croſs him in nothin 

Ceo. Thou teachelt like a fool: the way to loſe him, 

Char. Tempt him not fo too far. I wiſh forbear, 

[n time we hate that which we often fear. 


Enter Anthony, 


But here comes Anthony. 
Cleo. 1 am Sick, and ſullen. 
nt. | amſorcy to give breathing to my purpoſe, 
Cleo. Help me away, dear Charmian, | (hall fall, 
[t cannot be thus long, the lides of Nature 
Will not ſultazn it. 
Ant, Now, my dereſt Queen, 
Cleo, Pray you ſtand farther from me, 
Ant, What's the marter ? 


Cleo. 1 know by that ſame eye there's ſome good news. 


Whar! ſaies the married woman you may go ? 
| Would ſhe had never given you leave tocomg, 
| Let her not ſay *tis I that keep you here, 
[ have _ upon you: Hers you are. 
Ant, The gods beſt know. 
Cleo, Oh never was there Queen 
So mightily betrayed : yet at the firſt 
I ſaw the treaſons planted. 
eAnt. Cleopatra. [4 | 
Clze, Why ſhould I think you can be mine, and true 
( Though you ſwearing ſhake the Throned gods) 
Who have been falſe to Fylvia ? 
Riotous madneſs, * 
To be entangled with thoſe mouth-made yows, 
Which break themſelves in ſwearing, 
eAnt. Moſt ſweet Queen. 
Clo. Nay pray you ſeek no colour for your going, 
But bid farewel, and go : 
When you ſued ſtaying , 
Then was the time for words : No going then, 
Eternity was in our Lips, and Eyes, 
Bliſs in our brows bent; none our parts ſo poor, 
But was a race of Heaven. They are ſo ſtill, 
Or thou the greateſt Souldier of the world, 


| Art turn'd the greater Lyar. 


Ant, How now, Lady ? 
Cleo. I would I had thy inches, thou ſhould*ſt know - 
There were a heart in Egype. | 

Ant. Hear me, Queen : 
The ſtrong neceſſity of time, commands 
Our ſervices a while : but my full heart 
Remains in uſe with you. Our 7taly 
Shines o're with civil Swords ;. Sextus Pompe 
Makes his approaches to the Port of Rome, FT : 
Equality of cwo Domeſtick powers, 
Breed ſcrupulous faftion : the hated grown to ſtrength 
Are newly grown to Loye : the condemn'd Pompey, 
Rich ia his Fathers honour, creeps a pace 
lato the hearts of ſuch, as bave not thrived 
Upon the preſent ſtate, whoſe numbers threaten, 
And quietneſs grown ſick of reſt, would purge 
By any deſperate change : My more particular, 
And that which moſt with you ſhould ſave my going, 
Is FalvM's death. 
Cleo. Though age from folly could not 
It does from childiſhneſs. Can Falvis die 
Ant. She's dead, my Queen, 
Look here, and at thy Soveraign leiſure read 
The Garboyls ſhe awak?d : at the laſt, beſt, 
See when, and where ſhe died. 
Cleo, O moſt falſe love / 


give me freedom, 


Say | am dancing : if in mirth, report 


Where be the ſacred Viols thou ſhould'ſt fil 


— 
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With ſorrowful water ? nowl ſee, Iſce, 
In Fulvia's death, how mine receiv'd ſhall be, 

Ant. Quarrel no more; but be prepar'd to know 
The purpoles | bear : which are, or ceale, 
As you (hall give th'advice. By the fire 
That quickens Nilus {l:me, l go from hence 
Thy Souldier, Servant, making Peace or War, 
As thou affect'ſt, 

Cleo, Cut my Lace, Charmian, come, 
But lct it be, I am quickly il], and well, 
So Anthony loves. yt [.. 

Ant. My precious Queen forbear, 

And give true evidence to his Love, which ſtands . 
An honourable Trial. 
Cleo, So Fulvia told me. 
[ prithee turn aſide, and weep for her, 
Then bid adieu to me, and ſay the tears 
Belong to Egypt. Good now, play one Scene 
Ofexcelleat aiſſembling, and let it look 
Like perfect honour. 

Ant. You'll heat my bloud no more ? 

(leo. You can do better yet : but this is meetly, 

Ant. Now by my Sword. 

Cleo. And Target. Still he mends, 

But this is not the beſt, Look prithee, Charmiar, 
How this Hrculean Roman does become 
The carriage of his chafe. 
Ant, Vie leave you Lady. 
Clez. Courteous Lord, one word : 
Sir, you and | muſt part, butthat's not it : 
Sir, you and [ have lov'd, butthere's not it : 
' | That you know well, ſomething it is I would 2 

Oh, my oblivion is a very Anthony. 

And I am all forgotten. 

Ant. But that your Royalty 
Holds idleneſs your ſubject, 1 ſhould take you 
For [dleneſs it ſelf, 

Cleo, *Tis ſweating labour, 

To bear ſuch idleneſs ſo near the heart 

As Cleopatra this. But, Sir, forgive-me,, 

vince my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you. Your honour calls you hence. 
Therefore be deaf to my unpittied Folly, 

And all the gods go with you. Upon your Sword 
Sit Lawrell'd victory, and ſmooth ſucceſs 

Be ſtrew'd before your feet, 

Ant. Let us g0% | 

Come : Our ſeparation ſo abidesand flies, 
That thou reſiding here, .goelt yet with me, 
And I hence fleeting, here remain with thee, 
Away, [ Excant. 
Enter Oftavius reading 4 Letter, Lepidus, 

and their Train. 


Ceſ. You may ſee Lepidxs, and henceforth know, 
| It is not Ceſars Natural voice, to hate 
One great Competitor. From Alexandria 
This is the news : he fiſhes, drinks, and waſtes 
The Lamps of night in revells : 1s not more manlike 
' | Than Cleopatra : nor the Queen of Prolomy 
More Womanly than he. Hardly gave audience, 
Or did vouchſafe tothink he had Partners, You' 
Shall find there a man, who is th'abltract of all faults 
That all men follow, 

Lep. 1 muſt not think 
There are evils enow to darken all his goodneſs, 
His faults in him, ſeemas the ſpots of Heaven, 
More fiery by nights blackneſs ; Hereditary, 
Rather than purchaſt : what he cannot change, 
Than what he chooſes. | ] 

Ceſ. You are too indulgent: Let's grant it is 
Amiſs to tumble on the bed of Prolomy, 
Togive a Kingdom for a Mirth, to fit 


— 


{And keep the turn of Tipling with a Slave, | 
Tareel the ſtreets at Noon, and ſtand the Buffet 

With knaves that ſmell of ſweat : Say this becomes him 
( As his compoſure muſt be rare indeed, 

V Vhom theſe things cannot blemiſh Þ yet muſt Aathony 
No way excule his toyls, when we do bear 

50 great weight in his Lightacſs, If he filld 

His vacancy with his Voluptupuſneſs, 

Full furfeits, and the, drinets of his bones, 

Cail-on him for't. But to confound ſuch time, 

That drums him from his ſport, and ſpeaks as loud 

As his own State, aud ours, *tis to he chi : 

As we rare Boyes, who being maturein knowledge, 
Pawn their experience to their preſent pleaſure, 

And ſo rebel to judgemest. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Lep. Here's more news. 
Me. Thy biddings bave been.done, and every hour 
Moſt Noble Ceſar, ſhalt thou have report 
How 'tis abroad. Pompey is [trong at Sca, 
| And it appears, he is beloy'd of thoſe 
That only have fear'd Ceſar : tothe ports 
The diſcontents repair, and mens reports 
Give him much wrong'd. 
Ceſ. I ſhould have known no leſs, | 
[t hath been taught us from the primal ſtate, 
That he which is, was wiſht, until he were : 
And the ebb'd. man, | 
Ne'ce lav'd till ne*re worth love, "3 5. 
Comes fear'd, by being lack'd. This common body 
Like to a Vagabond Flag upon the ſtream, | 
Goes to, and back, .lacking the varying tyde 
Torot it ſelf with motiog. 
Meſ. Ceſar, bring thee word, 
Menecrates and: Menas, famous/Pyrates, -- 
Make the Sea ſerve them, which they ear and wound 
VVith knells of every kind. Many hot inrodes 
They make in /rely, the borders Maritime 
Lack blond to think ont, and fleſh youth torevolt, 
No Veſſel can peep forth, but "tis as ſoon 
| Taken as ſeen: for Pompeyes name ſtrikes more 
Than could his V Var refilted. 
Ceſar. Anthony. 
Lgave thy laſcivious Vaſſa!s. VVhen thon once 
V Vert beaten ſrom Medena, where thouſlew'lt 
Hirtins and Panſa Conſuls,- at thy heel 
Did famine follow, whom thon fougbrſt againſt, 
( Thaugh daintily brought up )-with patience more 
Than Savagescould ſuffer. Thoudidſt drink 
The ſtale of horſes, and the gilded Puddle 
V Vhigh Beaſts would cough at. Thy pallat then did dain 


The rougheſt Berry on the rudeſt Hedge. 
| Yea, like the Stag, when Snow the Palture ſheets, 
The barks of trees thou browſled'ſt. On the Alps, 
[t is reported thou did'ſt eat ſtrange fleſh, 
V Vhich ſome did die to look on : and all this 
( It wounds thine honour that I ſpeak it now') 
V Vas born ſo like a Souldiers, that thy cheek 
So much as,I lank'd not. - 
Lep. 'Tis pitty of him. 
Ceſ. Let his ſhames quickly 
Drive him to Rome, *tis time we twain / 
Did ſhew our ſelves ith*Field, and to that end 
All: mble we immediatly councel, Pompey 
Thrives in our Idlenefs. 
Lep. To morrow, Ceſar, 
| ſhall be furniſh'd to inform you rightly 
Both what by Sea and Land | can be able A 
To front this preſent time. ( wel, | 
Ceſ. Till which encounter, it is my buſineſs too, Fare- 
Lep. Farewel my Lord, what you ſhall know meantime 


*- 


Of ſtirs abroad, I ſhall beſeech you, Sir; TY T | 
oO 


— 
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To let me be partaker. | 
Ceſ. Doubt not,fir, | knew it for my bond, [Exenrt. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian. 


Cleo. Charmian, 
Char. Madam. ; 
{leo, Ha, ha, give me to grink «<Aandragoras. 
Char, Why, Madam? ' 
Cleo, That | might fleep out this great gap of time : 
My Anthony 1S away. 
Char. You think of him too much. 
Cleo. O *tis treaſon. 
Char. Madam, | truſt not fo. 
Cleo. Thon, Eunuch eHMardzan ? 
' Mar, What's your highneſs pleafure ? 
Cieo. Not now to hear thee ſing. 1 take no pleafure 
[n ought an Eunuch has: *Tis well for thee, 
That being unſeminaried, thy freer thoughts 
May not fly forth of Eyypr, Halſt thou Aﬀections ? 
Mar. Yes, gracious Madam. 
Cleo, Indeed ? 
Mar. Not in deed, Madam, for I can do nothing 
But what indeed is honeſt to be done : 
Yet have | fierce Aﬀections, and think 
What Yen did with e Hears. 
Cleo. Oh (harmian,, 
Where think'ſt thou he is now ? Stands, or ſits he ? 
Or does he walk? Oris heon his horſe ?- 
Oh happy horſe to bear the weight of Anthony ! 
Do bravely, horſe, for wot'ſt thou whom thou moy'lt, 
; The demy Atlas of this Earth, the Arme 
| And Burgonet of man. He's ſpeaking now. 
Or mucmuring, where's my Serpent of old Nile, 
( For ſo he call's me :) Now I feed my felf 
With moſt delicious poyſon. Think on me ' * 
| That am with Phcebus amorous pinches black, 
And wrinkled deepin time. Braad-fronted (ſar, 
When thon waſt here above the ground, .1 was 
A morſel of a Monarch ; and great Pompey 
Would ſtared and make his eyes grow in my brow, 
' There would he anchor his aſpect, and die 
With looking on his life. 


Enter Alexas from Czlar. 


Alex. Soveraign of Egypt, hail. 

Cleo, How much na like Mark Amthony ? 
Yet coming from him, that great Med'cine hath 
With his Tin gilded thee. 

How goes it with my brave <2/ark Anthony ? 

Aex. Laſt thing he did ( dear n) 

He kiſt the laſt of many doubled kiſſes, 
This Orient Pearl. His ſpeech ſticks inamy heart. 

Cleo. Mine car mult pluck it thence. 

Alex. Good friend, quoth he - 

Say the firm Roman to great Egypt ſends 
This treaſure of an Oyſter : at whoſe foot 
To mend the petty preſent, I will piece 

Her opulent Throne, with Kingdoms. All the Eaſt 
(Say thou) ſhall call her Miſtris. So he nodded, 

And ſobetly did mount an Arme-gaunt Steed, 
'Whoneigh'd ſo high, that what 1 would have ſpoke, 
Was beaſtly dumb by him. 

Cleo, What was he ſad or merry ? 

- Ale. Like to the time oth*year, between the extreams 
Of hot and cold, he way not ſad nor merry. 

Cleo, Oh well divided diſpoſition : Note him : 

Note him good Charman, *tis the man z but note him, 
He was not fad, for he would ſhine on thoſe 

That make their looks by his. He was not merry, 
Which ſeem'd to tell them, his remembrance lay 

[n Egypt with his joy, but between both, 

Oh heavenly mingle ? Beſt thou ſad, or merry, 


— 


The violence of either thee becomes, 

Sodo's it no manelſe. Met'ſt thou my Poſts ? 
Alex. 1, Madam, twenty ſeveral Meſſengers, 

Why do you ſend fo thick ? 


Anthony, ſhall die a Begger. Ink and paper , Charmian. 
VVelcom my good Alexas. Did 1, Charmian, ever loye 
Ceſar ſo? 

Char. Oh that brave Ceſar. 

Cleo. Be choak'd with ſach another Emphaſis 
Say the brave Anthony, 

Char. The valiant Ceſar, 

Cleo. By Iſs, I will give thee bloudy teeth, 
[f thou with Ceſar Paragon again 
My man of men, 

Char. By your moſt gracious pardon, 
| Sing but after you. 

Cleo, My Sallad dayes, 
When I was green in judgement, cold in bloud, 
To ſay, as I ſaid then. But come, away, 
Get me Ink and Paper, 
He ſhall have every day ſeveral greetings, 
Egypt. 


» 


Exennt. 


Enter Pompey, Menecrates, and Menas ir: 
Warkke manner. 


Pom. It the great gods be juſt, they ſhall aſſiſt 
The deeds of juſteſt men, 

Mene, Know worthy Pompey, that which they do delay, 
they not deny. "4 


thing we ſue for. 
Mene. We, ignorant of our ſelves, 
Beg often our own harms, which the wiſe Powers 
Deny us for our good : ſo find we profit 
By loſing of our Prayers. 
Pom, | ſhall do well : 
The People love me, and the Sea is mine z 
My powers are Creſcent, and my Auguring hope 
Says it will come to th'full. e2fark e Anthony 
In </£gype its at dinner, and will make 
No wars withont dogrs. Ceſar gets mony where 
He loſes hearts : Lepidas flatters both, 
Of both is ffatter*d : but he neither loves, 
Nor either cares for him. 
Mene. Ceſar and Lepidx: are in the field, 
A mighty ſtrength they carry. 
Pom, Where have you this ? *Tis falſe® 
Mene. From Salvia, Sir. 
Poem? He dreams: I know they are in Rome together 
Lopking for Anthony : but all the charms of Love, 
' Salt Cleopatra ſoften thy wand lip, 


'| Let withcraft join with beauty : Luſt with both, 


,Tie vp the Libertine in a field of Feaſts, 

Keep his Brain fuming. Epicurean Cooks, 
Sharpen with cloyleſs ſawce his Appetite. 

That ſleep and feeding may prorogue his Honour, 
Even 'till a Lethied dulneſs 


Emer Vatrius. 


How now Farris? _ 
Var. This is moſt certain, that I ſhall deliver : 
Mark, Anthony is every hour in Rome 
Expected. Since he went from e£gype, *tis 
A ſpace for farther travel. 
Pom, I cauld have given tefs matter 
A better ear, Xmas, I did not think 
This amorous Suffeiter would have donn'd his Helm 
For ſuch a petty War :' His Souldierſhip 
| Is twice the other twain : Butter us rear 
The higheg,our Opinion, that our ſtirring 
; Can from the lap of £gypr*'s Widow pluck 


The 


Cleo, Who's born that day, when I forget to ſend to | 


or Vie unpeople | 


Pom, While we are ſuitors to their Throne,decayes the | | 
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The near Euſt-wearied Anthony. 

«Mene, | cannot bope, 
Ceſar and Anthony ſhall well greet together : 
His Wife that's dead, did treſpaſſes to Ceſar, 
His Brother warr*d upon him, although 1 think 
Not mov*'d by Anthony. 

Pom. I know not, e HMenar, 
How leſſer Enmities may give way to greater, 
| Were't not that we ſtand up agaialt them all; 
'Twere pregnant they ſhonld ſquare between themſelves, 
For tbey have entertained caule enough 
To draw their Swards : but how the fear of us 
May Cement their diviſions, and bind vp 
The petty difference, we yet not know : 
Be'r as our gods will have't ; it only ſtands 
Our lives upon, to uſe our ſtrongelt hands : 
Come, e Henas. 


— = 


[Exeunt, 
Enter Enobarbus and Lepidus. 


Lep. Good Enobarhus, "tis a worthy deed, 
And ſhall become you well, to intreat your Captain 
To ſoft and gentle ſpeech, 

Enob. I ſhall intreat him 

Toanſwer like himſelf : if Geſar move him, 

Let «Anthony look over Ceſar's head, 

And ſpeak as loud as e Hars. By Jupiter, 

Were I the wearer of Anthonis's Beard, 

| would not ſhave't to day. 

Lep. 'Tis not a time for private ſtomaching, 

0'r, 
Lep. But ſmall to greater matters muſt give way, 
Enob. Not if the ſmall come firſt. 

Lep. Your ſpeech is paſſion ; but pray you ſtir 

No Embers up. Here comes the Noble efnthony. 


Enter Anthony «xd Ventidius. 
Enob, And yonder (ſar. 
Enter Czſar, Mecznas, and «Agrippa. 


Ant, If we compoſe well here, to Parthia. 
Hark, Yentidius. 
Ceſ. I donot know, Mecenas, ask Agrippe. 
Lep. Noble Friends, | 
That which combin'd us was moſt great, and let not 
Aleaner ation rend us. What's amiſs, 
May it be gently heard. When we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murther in healing wounds. Thea noble Partgers, 
The rather, for I earneſtly beſeech, 
Touch you the ſowreſt points with ſweeteſt terms, 
Nor curſtneſs grow to th*matter. 
Ant. *Tis ſpoken well : 
Were we before our Armies and to4ight, 
| ſhould do thus. L 
(ef. Welcom to Rome. 
Ant, Thank :you.. 
Ceſ. Sit, 
Ant, Sit , Sir. 
Ceſ. Nay then. ; 4 
Ant. 1 learn you take things ill, which are not ſo : 
Or being , concern you nar. | ; 
Caf. 1 muſt be laught at, if, or for nothing, or a little, 
Should ſay my ſelf offended, and with you 
Chiefly i'th*world. More laught at, that i ſhould 
Once name you derogately : when to ſound your name 
[t not concern'd me, cw whe Ae 
Ant, My being in egypt, 5 was's you 
Ce. Nom wot my reliding here at Rome 
Might be to you in egypt - yet if youthere 
Did praCtiſe on my ſtate, your beipg in <Egype 


Flouriſh. 


Enob, Every time ſerves for the matter that is then born 


Might be my queſtion. 
Ant. How intend you, pratis'd ? 
Ce/. You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent, 
By what did here befal me. Your Wife and Brother 
Made wars upon me, and their conteſtation 
Was Theam for you, you were the ward of war. 
Ant. You do miſtake your buſineſs, my brother never 
Did urge me ig his Act: 1 did inquire it, 
And have my learning from ſome true reports 
That drew their Swords with you. Did he not rather 
Diſcredit my Authority with yours, 
And make the wars alike againſt my Stomach, 
Having alike your cauſe? Of this; my Letters 
Before did ſatisfie yon. If you patch-a quarrel : 
As matter whole you have ta take it with, 
It muſt not be with this. | 
Ceſ. You praiſe your ſelf, by laying defects of- 
ment to me : but you patch up your excuſes. 
eAnt, Not ſo, not fo: | 
[ know you could not lack, I am certain on't, 
Very neceſlity of this thought, that +... 
Your partner in the caaſe *gainſt which he fought, 
Could not with graecſut cyes attend thoſe. Wars: : 
Which fronted mine own peace. As. for my wife, 
| would you had her Spicit,-in fuchanother, 
The third ath world is yours, which with a Snafi 
You may pace eafie, but not ſuch a wifes: 2333] 
Enob, \Would we kad allfuch wives, that the 
go to wars with the women.  .- F 
Garboiles (Cefar) 


| 


Ant. So much ancarbable, ker 


Made out of her impatience : which not'wanted 


Shrewdaeſs of palify too: I grieving granc, 
Did you too muchdifquiet, Be that you muſt, 
But ſay I could not help it. 

Ceſ. I wrote to you, when — Altrxandria you 
Did pocket up my Letters: and withtaunts - 
Did beg my Miſlive out of audience. ' | 

Ant. Sir, he fell upon me, ere admitted; then + 
Three Kings I had newly heated, and did want 
Of what I wasi*th*morning : but next day 
I told him of my ſelf, which was as much 
As to have askt him pardon: Let this Fellow 


Be nothing of our ſtrife : if we congend 
Out of our queſtion wipe him. .: 


you ſhall never have tongue to charge me with. 
Lep. Soft, Cafar. \ 
Ant. No, Lepidas, let him ſpeak, 
The Honour is Sacred which he talks on now, 
Snppoſing that I lackt it : but oa, Ceſar, 
The Article of my Oath. * 
Ceſ. To lend me Arms , and aid when I re 
The which you both denied. 
ent, Neglected rather © -. 
And then when poyſoned bots. had bound meup 
From mine own knowledge, as nearly ag ] may, 
le play the penitenc to you. - But mine honeſty, 
Shall not make my greatnels, nor my power 
Work without it. Truth is, that Fulvia; | 
To have me out of e£zypr, made Wars here, 
For which my ſelf, the zgnorant motive,” do 
So far ask pardon, as befits mine Honour 
To ſtoop 1a ſuch a caſe. | 
x "Tis nobly ſpoken. | 5 
ece. If it might pleaſe yon;;toenforce no further 
The griefs between ye: to forget chem quite. 
Were to remember, that the preſent need, 
Speaks to atone you. 


Lep. Worthily ſpoken, 


: 
. 


you may when you hear no more words of, Pompey 
it again : you ſhall have time 40 wrangle in, when: you 
have nothing elſe tg do. 

Ant, Thou art a Sould 


L PY _— 


M— _ —_— 


Judge- 


cam 


Ceſ. You have broken the Article of your Oath, which ; 


quic'd them, 


Eno. Or if you borrow one anothers love for the inſtant, 


ier, only ſpeak no:more. £4 


i 
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Enobar, That truth ſhould be ſilent , I had almoſt for- 
or, 
, Anth. You wrong this preſence, therefore ſpeak no 
more. 
Enob, Go tothen : your Conſiderate ſtone. 
{eeſar. 1 do not much diſlike the matter, but 
The manner of his ſpeech : fer*t cannot be, 
We ſhall remain in friendſhip, our conditions 
So differing in their ate. Yet if I knew, 
What Hoop ſhould hold us ſtaunch from edge to edge 
Ath* world, 1 would purſue it. 
Agri. Give me leave, Ceſar. 
Ce. Speak, Apgrippa. 
Aeri. Thou haſt a Siſter by thy Mother's fide, admir*d 
Oftavia ? Great: Mark, Anthony - now a Widower, 

Caſ. Say not, ſay eAerippa; if Cleopatra heard you, your 
proof. were well dnfererd ofrahoeſs.” 4 
Ant, 1 am not married, Ceſar : 
furcher ſpeak. j, 

Aeri. To hold you 1n perpetual amitie, 
To make you Brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With an unſlipping knot, take eLnthory 
Of avis to bis wife: whoſe beauty claims 
No worſe a Eusband than the beſt of men: 
Whoſe vi. tue, and whoſe general graces ſpeak 
That which noneelſe can utter. By this marriage, 
All little Jealoyſies:which now ſeem great, 
And all great fears, . which now import their dangers, 
Would then be nothing. Truths would be tales, 
Where now half tales be truths : her love to both - 
Would each to other, andall loves to'both 
Draw after her. Pardon-what 1 have ſpoke, 
For *tis a ſtudied, :not a-preſent thought, 
By duty ruminated. 


let me hear eAgrippa 


Anth; Will Ceſar' ſpeak ? 

Ceſ. Not *till he hearshow Anthony is toucht 
With what is ſpoken already. : 

Anth. What powers in Agrippa, 


if I would ſay Agrippa, be it fo, 
To make this good © , 
Ceſ. The power of Ceſar, 
And his power unto Oftavia. 
Anth. May I _ | 
(To this | purpoſe, that ſo fairly fhews ) 
Dream of impediment: let me have thy band 
Furthec this aCt of grace: and from this hour, 
The heart of Brothers govern in our Loves, 
And ſway our great. Deſigns, \ 
Ceſ. There's my hand : 
A Siſter I bequeath you, whom no Brother 
Did ever love ſodearly. Let her live 
To join our Kingdoms, and our hearts, and never 
Fly off our Loves again. 
Lep. Happily, Amen. 
Ant. 1 did not think'todraw my Sword againſt Pompey, 
For he hath ſtrange courteſies, and great 
Of late upon me. I. muſt thank him only, 1 
Leſt my remembrance ſuffer ill report : 
At heel of that defie him. 
Lepi. Time calls upon's, 
Of us muſt Pompey preſently be ſought, 
Or elſe he ſeeks out us. 
Anth. Where lies he ? 
({sſ. About the Mount-Meſena. 
Anth. What is bis ſtrength by land ? 
Ce/. Great, and-increaſing : - 
But by Sea he is an abſolute Maſter... 
Anth. $0 is the Frame, 
Would we had ſpoke together. Haſte we for it, 
Yete're we put out ſelves.in Arms, diſpatch we 
The buſineſs we have talkt of. 
Ceſ. With moſt-gladneſfs. 
And do invite you to my Siſters view, 


{ With divers-colour'd Fans, whoſe wind did ſeem 


-It ſhould be better, he became her gueſt : 


Whither ſtraight Vle lead you. 


L ——_— 


Ant, Let us, Lepidus, not lack your company. 
Lep, Noble Anthony, not ſickneſs ſhonld detain me. 


- [Exennt omnes. | 


Manent Enobarbus, Agrippa, Mccznas, 


Mec, Welcom from «/£gypr, Sir. 


Eno. Halfthe heart of Ceſar, worthy Mecenas, My ho- 


| nourable Friend Avrippa. 


Agri, Good Enobarbus, | 

Mece. We have cauſe to be glad,;that matters are ſo wel! 
digeſted : you ſtay'd well by*t ia e£gypr. 

Enob. I Sir, we did fleep day out ot countenance, ang 
made the night light with drinking. 

Mace. Eight wild-Boars roaſted whole at a breakfaſt - 
and but twelve perſons there. ls this true ? 

Enob. This was but as a Fly by an Eagle : we had much 
more monſtrous matter of Feaſt, which worthily deſerved 
noting. 

Mecenas, She's a moſt triumphant Lady, if report be 
{quare to her. 

Enob. When ſhe firſt met Mark Anthony, ſhe purs'd up | 
his heart upon the river of Cydnus. 

Agrip. There ſhe appear'd indeed : or my reporter de-} 
vis'd well for her. ; 

Enob. | will tell you, | | 
The Barge ſhe ſat in, like a burniſht Throne 
Burnt on the water ; the Poop was beaten Gold, | 
Purple the Sails: and fo perfumed, that 
The Winds were Love-tick. 

With them the Oars were Silver, 

Which to the tune of Flutes kept ſtroke, and made 
The water which they beat, to follow faſter : | 
As amorovs of her ſtrokes, For her own perſon, 
[t beggar'd all deſcription, ſhe did lye 

In hec Pavillion, cloth of Gold, of Tiſſue, 
O're-pifturing that Yenus, where we ſee 

The fancie out-work nature. On each ſide her 
Stood pretty Dimpled Boyes, like ſmiling Cupids, 


To glove the delicate cheeks which they did cool, 
And what they undid did. 

Agrip. Oh rare for Anthony. 

Eno, Her Gentlewomen, like the Neresdes, 
So many Mere-maids tended her i'th'eyes, 
And made their bends adornings. At the Helm, 
A ſeeming Mere-maid ſteers : the Silken Tackles 
Swell with the touches of thoſe Flower-ſoft hands, 
That yearly frame the office. From the Barge 
A ſtrange inviſible perfame hits'the ſenſe 
Of the adjacent Wharfs. The City caſt 
Her people put upon her : and Anthony 
Enthron'd i'th* Market place, did fit alone, 
Whiſtling to tt'air : which but for vacancy, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And made a gap in Nature. 

Agrip. Rare e/£gyptian. 

Eno. Upon her landipg, Anthony ſent to her, 
[Invited her to Supper : ſhe replyed, 


Which ſhe entreated ; our Courteous Anthony; 
Whom nere the word of no woman heard ſpeak, 
Being barber'd ten times 0're, goes tothe Fealt : 
And for his ordinary, payes his heart, 
For what his eyes cat only, 

<Aprip. Royal wench: 
She made great Ceſar lay his Sword to bed, 
He ploughed her, and the cropt. 

Eno. 1 ſaw her once 
Hop forty Paces through the publick ſtreet, 
And having, loſt her breath, ſhe ſpoke, and panted, 
That ſhe did make defect, perfettion, 
And breathleſs power breathe forth, 

Mece. Now Anthony muſt leave her utterly 


Eno. 
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_ Eno, Never, he will-not : 


Her infinite variety : other women cloy 
The appetttes they feed, but ſhe makes hungry, 
Where moſt ſhe ſatisfies, For vileſt things 
Become themſelves in her, that the holy Prieſts 
Bleſs her, when ſhe is Riggiſh, 
Mecs. If Beauty, Wiſdom, Modeſty, can ſettle 
The heart of Amhony : Oftavia's 
A bleſſed Lottery to him. 
| Aprip. Let us go. Good Enobariws, make your ſelf my 
| gueſt, whilſt you abide here, 
| Eno, Humbly, Sir, Ithank you. LExennt. 
Enter Anthony, Czſar, Oftavia between them. 


Anth, The world, and my great office, will 
Sometimes divide me from your boſom. 
Ofa. All which time, before the gods my knee ſhall bow 
my prayers to them far you. 
þ wr Good night Sir. My Ott avia, 
Read not my blemiſhes in the world's report : 
| have not kept my ſquare, but that to come 
Shall all be done by th* Rule ; good night, dear Lady. 
Ofta. Good night, Sir. 
Ceſar. Good night. CExit. 
Enter Soothſayer. 


Ant. Now ſicrah : do you wiſh your ſelf in «/£gypt ? 

Sooth. Would I had never come from thence, nor you 
thither. 

Ant, 1f you can, your reaſon ? 

Sooth, I ſee itin my motion: have it not in my tongue, 
But yet hie you to Egypt again. 

Antho, Say vo tte , whoſe Fortune ſhall rife higher, 
Ceſar's or mine? 

Sooth.Ceſar's. Therefore (oh Amory) ſtay not by his fide. 
Thy Demon (that's thy Spirit which keeps thee) is 
Noble, Couragidus, high, unmatchable, 
Where C#ſar's is not. But neat him thy Angel 
Becomes a fear : as being o're-powr'd, and t 
Make ſpace enouph between yon. 

Anth, Speak this no more. 

Sooth, To none but thee no more, but when to thee, 
If thou doſt play with him at any game, 
Thou art (ute to loſe : Andof that Natural luck 
He beats thee *gainſt che odds. Thy Luſter thickens, 
When he ſhines by : 1 ſay again, thy Spirit 
ls all afraid to govern thee near him : 
But he alway is nobte. X 

Anth. Get thee gone: 
Say to Yentidius I would ſpeak with him. 
He ſhall to Parthia,. be it art or hap, : 
He hath ſpoken true, The very Dice obey him, 
And in our fports my better cunning faints, 
| Under his chance, if we draw y he ſperds, 
His Cocks do win the Battel,- fti 1 of mine, 
VVhen it is ll to nanght: ' and hiv Quailes ever 
Beat mine (in hoopt)at odd's, I witito :£gypt : 
And though I make this marriage for tmy peace, 


fore 


| Prh'Eaſt my pleaſure lies. Ol corttie, Yentidins. 


Enter Vetttidius. 


You muſt to Partbia, your Commiſſion's ready : 


Follow me and receiv't. FExennt. 


Enter Lepictus, Mecztias, and Agrippa. 


Lepidus. Trouble your ſelf no farther : pray you haſten 
your Generals after. | 

Aer. Sir, «Mark Anthony will e'en but kiſs Oitavia,and 
we'll follow. 


[Ext. 


| 
Age cannot wither her, nor cuſtom ſteal 


— 


Ley. *Till I ſhall ſee you in your Souldier's dreſs, 
Which will become you both, Farewel. 


Mece, We ſhall, as I conceive the Journey, be at the 
Mount before you Lepidus. 

Lep. Your way is ſhorter, my purpoſes do draw me 
much about, you'll win two dayes upon me. 

Both, Sir, good ſucceſs. 

Lep. Farewel, [ Exennt. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras and Adexas. 


Cleo. Give me ſome Muſick : Muſick, moody food of 


us that trade in love. 
Omnes, The Mulick, hoa. 


Enter Mardian the Emmdch. 


Cleo, Let it alone, let's to Billiards : come harmien, 
(har. My arm is ſore, beſt play with <Hardiar. 
Cleo, As well a woman with an Enunch play'd, as with | 
a woman. Come, you'll play with me, Sir ? 
Mardi, As well as I can, Madam 
Cleo, And when good will is ſhewed, . 
Thougt't come too ſhort, 
The ACtor may plead pardon. Ile none now, 
Give me mine Angle, we'll to the*River,there 
My. Muſick playing far off, 1 will betray 
Tawny-tine fiſhes, my bended hook ſhall pierce 
Their flimie jaws: and, as | draw them up, 
V'le think them every one an Anthony, 
And fay,ah, ha; yare caught. a 

Char. *T wasmerry when you wager'd on-your Angling, 
when your diver did hang a falt fiſh on his hook, which he 
with fervencie drew up. 

Clee. That time ? Oh times : 
[ laught him out of patience, and that night 
[ langht him into patience, and next niorn, 
E'ce the flinth hour I drunk him to his bed : 
Then put my Tires and Mantles on bim, whiPſt 
| wore his Sword Philippen, Oh from Iabie. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Ramm thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears, 
That long time have been barren. 

Meſ. Madam, Madam. 

Cleo. Anthony's deag, | 
[f thou ſay fo, Villain, then kiPſt thy Miſtreſs : 
But well and free, if thou ſo yield him. 
There is Gold, and here 
My bleweſt veins to kiſs : a hand that Kings 
Have lipt, and trembled kiſſing. 

Meſ. Firſt, Madam, he is well. 

Cleo. Why there's more Gold, 
But, Sirrah, mark, we uſe 
To ſay, the dead are well : bring me to that, 
The Gold 1 give, will I melt and pour 
Down thy il|-uttering throat, 

Meſ. Good Madam, hear me, 

Cleo. Well, go to, I will: 
But there's no goodneſs in thy face, it Anthony | 
Be free and healthful ; ſo tart a favour ” 
Totrumpet ſuch good tidings. If not well, 
Thou ſhould'ſt come like a Fury crown'd with Snakes, 
Not like a formal man. 

Meſ. Wilt pleaſe you hear me ? 

Cleo. I haveamind to ſtrike thee e're thou ſpeak'ſt y 
Yet if thou ſay, Anthony lives, *tis well, 
Or friends with Ceſar, or not Captain to him, 
He ſee thee in a ſhowre of Gold, and hail 
Rich Pearls npon thee. 

eWUeſ. Madam, he's well. 

Cleo, Well ſaid. 


Hef. And Friends with {&«r. 
| Nann 


_ AS - aaa. _— 


Cleo. 


146 | 


The Tragedy of 


Cleo. Ttr'art an honelt . man. 
Hef. Caſar, aud he, are greater Friends than ever. 
Cleo, Mark thee a Fortune from me. 
Meſ. But yer, Madam, 
Cleo. I do not like but yet, 1t does allay 
The good precedence, fie upon but yet, 
But yet is as a Jaylor to bring forth 
Some monſtrous MalefaCtor. Prithee, Friend, 
Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear, 
The good and bad together : he's friends with Ceſar, 
[n ſtate of health thou ſay'ſt, and thou ſayeſt, free. 
Meſ. Free, Madam ! no;'l made no ſuch ſport, 
He's bound unto Oftauia. 
Clee, For what good turn ? 
Meſ. For the belt turn th bed. 
Cleo. I am pale, Charman. 
Meſ. Madam, he's married to Oftavia. 
Cleo, The moſt infeCtious Peſtilence upon thee. 
[Strikes him down, 
Meſ. Good Madam, patience. 
Cieo. What ſay you? [Strikes bim, 
Hence horrible Villain, or Ple ſpurn thine eyes 
Like balls before me : Ile unhair thy head : 
[She hales him up and down. 
Thou ſhalt bz whipt with Wyer, and ſtew'd in brine, 
Smarting 1n lingring pickle. 
| MAeſ. Gracious Madam, 
[, that do bring the news, made not the match; 
Cleo, Say cs not ſo, a Province I will give thee, 
And make thy Fortunes proud : the blow thou bad'lt 
Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage, 
And 1 will boot thee with what gift beſide 
Thy modeſty can beg.” 
Meſ. He's married, Madam, 
Cleo. Rogue, thou haſt liv'd too long. 
- Meſ. Nay then Ple run: 31 
What mean you, Madam, I have made no fault. [Exit. 
Char. Good Madam, keep your ſelf within your ſelf, 
The man is innocent. 
Cleo. Some Innocents ſcape not the thunderbolt : 
Melt cgypr into Nile; and kindled creatures 
Turn all to Serpents. Call the ſlave #gain, 
Though I am mad, I will not bite him : Cal. 
Char. He is afeard to come. 
Cleo, | will not hurt him, X 
Theſe hands do lack Nobility, that they ſtrike 
A m:aner than my ſelf : ſince I my ſelf 
Have given my ſelf the cauſe. Come hither, Sir. 


[Draw a knife. 


— 


Exter the Meſſenger again. 


Though it be honeſt; it is never good 

To bring bad news : give to a gracious Meſlage 
An hoſt of tongues, but let ill tidings tell 

| Themſelves when they be felt. 

Meſ. 1 have done my duty. 

Cleo. Is he married ? | 

I cannot hate thee worſer than I do, 

if thon again ſay yes. 

Meſ. He's married, Madam. 

Cleo, The gods confound thee, 

| Doſt thou hold there ſtill? 

Meſ. Should I lye, Madam ? 

Cleo. Oh, would thou did'ſt : 

So half my /£2ypr were ſubmerg'd and made 

A Ciſtern for icai'd Snakes. Go get thee hence, 
Had'ſt thou Narciſſus in thy face, to me 
Thou would'ſt appzar moſt ugly : He is married ? 
Meſ. 1 crave your highneſs pardon, 

Cleo, He is married ? | 

Meſ. Take no offence, that I would not offend you 
To puniſh me for what you make me do, 

Seems much unequal: he's married to Oftavia. 
Cleo, Oh that his fault ſhould make a knave of thee, 


| That elſe muſt periſh here. 


| There ſaw you labouring for me. What was't 


_— 


'{ That-art aot what thou art ſure of. Get thee hence, 


The Merchandiſes which thou halt brought from Rome, 
Are all too dear for me: 
Lie they upon thy hand, and be undone by'em. 
Car, Good your Highneſs patience, | 
Cleo, In praiſing Anthony, 1 have diſprais'd Ceſar, 
Char. Many times, Madam. 
Cleo. Lam paid for*t now: lead me from hence, 
| faint, oh Iras, Charmian : "tis no matter, 
Go to the fellow, good Alexas, bid him 
Report the feature of OFawia, her years, 
Her inclination, let him not leave out 
The colour cf her hair. Bring me word quickly, 
Let him for ever go, let him not, Charmian, 
Though he be paintcd one way like a Gorgon, 
The other way's a Mars, Bid you Alexas 
Bring me word, how tall ſhe is: pity me, Charmian, 
Burt do not ſpeak to me. Lead me to my Chamber. 
LExeun, 


Enter Pompy, at one door with Drum and Trumpet : at an- 
other Czlar,\.cpidus, Anthony, Enobarbus, Mecznas, 
Agrippa, Mcnas with Souldiers marching. 


Pom. Your HoſtagesI have, ſo bave you mine : 
And we ſhall talk before we fight. , 
Ceſ.. Moſt meet that firſt we come to words, 

And therefore have we 

Our written purpoſes before ns ſent, | 
Which if thou haſt conſidered, let us know, 

If ic will tie up thy diſcontented Sword 
And carry back to Sicily much tall youth, 


. Pom| To you all three, 

The Senators alone of this great world, 

Chief FaQors for the gods, I do not know, 
Wherefore my Father ſhould revengers want, 
Having a Son and Friends, fince Falws Ceſar, 
Who at Philipp: the good Brutus ghoſted, 


That moy'd pale Caſſi to conſpire? And what 
Made the all-honour'd, honeſt Roman Brutws, 

With the arm'd reſt,Courtiers of beauteous freedom, 
To drench the Capitol, but that they would 

Have one man but a man, and that is it 

Hath made me rigge my Navie. At whoſe burthen, 
The anger'd Ocean foams, with which I meant 

To ſcourge th'ingratitude, that deſpightful Rome 
Caſt on. my Noble Father. 

Ceſar. Take your time, 

Ant. Thou canſt not fear us, Pompey, with thy fails, 
We'll ſpeak with thee at Sea. At land thou know'ſt 
How much we do o're-count thee. 

Pom, At Land indeed 
Thou doſt o're-count me of my father's houſe, 

But ſince the Cuckoo builds not for himſelf, 
Remain in'c as thou may'ſt. | 

Lepi. Be pleas'd to tell us, 
(For this is frome the preſent now you talk ) 
The offers we have ſent you. 

Ceſar. There's the point. 

Ant. Which do not be intreated to, 
But weigh what it is worth embrac'd, 

Ceſ. And what may follow to try a larger Fortune, 

Pom. You have made me offer 
Of Sicily, Sardinia : and I mult 
Rid all the Sea of Pirats : then, to ſend 
Meaſures of Wheat to Rome : this *greed upon, 

To part with unhackt edges, and bear back 
Our targets undinted, 
.«mnes. That's our offer. 
om. Know then I came before you here, 
A man prepar'd 
To take this offer. But, Mark Anthozy, 
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Put me to ſome impatience: though 1 loſe 
The praiſe of it by telling, You mult know 
When Ceſar and your Brother were at blowes, 
Your Mother came to Sicsly, and did find 
Her welcom friendly, 
Art. | have heard it, P , 
And am well ſtudied for a liberal thanks, 
Which 1 do owe you. 

Pom, Let me have your band : 
[ did not think, Sir, to have met you here. 

Ant. The beds i'th'Ealt are ſoft, and thanks to you, 

That call'd me cimelier than my purpoſe hither : 

For I have gaind by'r. 
{ee}. Since I ſaw you laſt, there's a change upon you. 
Pom, Well, I know not, 

What counts hard Fortune caſts upon my face, 

But in my boſom ſhe ſhall never come, 

To make my heart a vaſlal. 

Lepi, Well met here. 

Pom. I hope ſo, Lepidas, thus we are agreed : 
| craye our compoſition my be written | 
And feald between us. 

Ceſ. That's the next todo, 

Pom, We'll feaſteach other, e*re we part, and let's 
Draw lots who ſhall begin. 

Anth. That will I, Pompey. 

Pompey. No, Anthony, takethe lot : but firſt or laſt, your 
fine e/£yyptian cookery ſhall have the fame, I have heard 
that 7ulsus Ceſar grew fat with feaſting there, 

Ant. You have heard much. 

Pom. | have fair meaning, Sir. 

Ant. 4nd fair words to them. 

Pom, Then ſo much have I heard. 

And 1 have heard Apollodorus carried —— 

Eno. No more of that : he did fo. 

Pom, What, | pray you?” *' 

Eno. Acertain Queen to Ceſar in a Materice. 

Pom, | know thee now, how far'ſt thou,Souldier ? 

Eno. Well, and well am like to do, for I perceive 
Four Feaſts are toward. | 

Pom, Let me ſhake thy hand, 

I never hated thee: 1 have ſeen thee fight, 
When I have envied thy behaviour. bh. 

Eno. Sir, I never lov'd you much, but I ha'prais'd ye, 
When you have well deſery'd ten times as much, 

As I have faid you did, 
Pom. Injoy thy plainneſs, 
[t nothing ill becomes thee : 
Aboard my Gally, I invite you all. 
Will you lead, Lords ? 

All. Shew's the way, Sir. 

Pom, Come. [£xeunt, Manent Enob. c> Menas. 

Men. Thy Father, Pompey, would ne*re have made 
Treaty, You, and I have known, Sir. 

Eno. At Sea, I think. 

Men, We have, Sir. 

Eno, You have done well by Water, 

Men. And you by Land. ; 

En. 1 will praiſe any man that will praiſe me, though 
it cannot be denied what 1 have done by Land. 

Men, Nor what I have done by water. 

Eno, Yes, ſomething you can deny for your own ſafety : 
you have been a good Thief by Sea. 

Men. And you by Land, 

Eno, There I deny my Land ſervice: but give me your 
hand, eenas, if your eyes had authority,here they might 
have two Thieves kiſſing. ! 

Hen. All mens faces are true, whatſoc*e their hands 
are. 

R Enob.. But -there is ne're a fair VVoman, ha's a true 
ace, ; 

Men. No ſlander, they ſteal hearts. 

Eno. We came hither to fight with you. Ih. 
Men. For my part, I am ſorry it is turn'd to a drinking, 


- 
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| . 4.Here they'lbbe , man: ſome ©'their Plants are ill 


| diſcretion. 


Pompey doth this day laugh away his Eortune. 
Eno, If he do, ſuce be cannot weep't back again. + | 
Men. Y*have ſaid, Sir, we look'd not for Mark, Anthony 

here, pray you, is he married to Cleopatra? 

Eno. Ceſar's Siſter is call'd Oftavis. 

An, True, Sir, ſhe was the wife of Caius Marcellus. 

Eno. But now ſhe is the wife of ,arcns Arnthonins. 

Men, Pray ye, Sir. 

Eno. "Tis true. © 

Men, Then is Ceſar and he for ever knit together. 

Eno, If I were bound to Divine of this unity, 1 would 
not Propheſie ſo; | 

<Hen. | think the policy of that purpoſe, made more in 
tte Marriage than the Love of the parties. 

Eno, | think ſo too. But you ſhall find the band that 
ſeems to tie their friendſhip together, will be the very 
{tranger of theic Atnitie :. Oftavia isof 4 holy; cold, and 
ſtill converſation. b\'s'; 

Men. Who would not have his wiſe ſo ? 

Eno. Not he that himſelf is not ſo: which is e2/ark. 
Anthony : he will to his. -£gyptian diſh again : then ſhall 
the ſighs of Ofavie blow the fireupin Ceſar, and (5 | 
ſaid before) that which is the ſtcengrh of their Amit; 
ſhall prove the immediate Author of their variance.  4>- | 
thony will uſe bis affetion where itis: He married but his ! 
occaſion here: | | 

Men. And thus it may be. Come, Sir,will you a-boacd ? 


[ have a health for you. 
Eno. I ſhall take. it, Sir: we have us'd our Throats 
LExewn, 


= 


in e/Zgypr. | 
Py Come, let's away. | 
Muſick playe 


"E 
Enter two or three Servants with a Banquet. 


_ already , the leaſt wind i'th*world will blow them 
own. me 1 

2, Lepidus'is high-colour?d. | 

I, They bave hate him drink Almgdcink. | 

2, As they pinch one another by-the-diſpoſition he cries | 
out, no more ;, reconciles them to his entreaty; aud him- | 
ſelf to th'drink. ITE © | 

7. But it raiſes the greater war between him and'his | 
& 3 28 IRIS. e13STY / 

2. Why this it is to have a namein great men's Fellow- f 
ſhip - I had as lieve have a Reed that will do meno ſer-} 
vice, as a Partizawl could not heave.. | v 

1. To be cald into:s buge Sphere; and not to be ſee | 
to move in't, are'the holes where-eyewſhould be, which | 
pitifully diſaſter the cheeks. by 


A Sonnet ſudided, 
Enter Czſar, Anthony, Pompey; Lepidus, Agrippa, Me» | 
cznas, Enobarbus, Menas, withorber Capt azns. 

V 121 31 


Ant. Thus do they, Sir : they take the flow o'th*Nils |} 
By certain ſcale, i'th*Pyramid : they know | 
By th*height, the lowneſs, or the mean : lf dearth 
Or Foizon follow. The higher Niles ſwells, 

The more,it promiſes as it ebbs, the Seedſman 
Upon the ſlime and Ooze ſcatters big grain, 
And ſhortly comes to Harveſt. - .-- : 

Lep. Y*have ſtrange Serpents there ? 

Ant, 1, 1dKs, Fl 1 * | 

Lep. Your Serpent of «£gypr, is bred now.of your mud 
by the operation of the Sun : .ſo is your Crocodile, « 

Ant. They are fo. ' | 

Pom. Sic, and ſome Wine: A health to Lepids:. 

Lep. 1 am not ſo well as I ſhould be : 

But Vle ne're our. ; 

Eno. Not *till you have ſlept : I fear me you'll be in | 
'rill then. | 

Lep. Nay- certainly, I baye heard the Protenue's Py- 

Nann 2 ramiſis| 
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ramiſis are very goodly things : without contradiction I 
have heard that. 
Men, Pompey, a word. 
Pom, Say in mine ear, what is't ? 
Men. Forſake thy feat, 1 do beſeech thee, Captain, 
And hear me ſpeak a word. 
Pom. For me *till anon. 
This Wine for Leprdus. 
Lep. What manner o'thing is your Crocodile ? 
<Ant. It is ſhap'd, fir, like it ſelf, and it is as broad as 
it bath breadth; It is juſt ſo high as it is, and moves with 
it's own organs. It lives by that which nouriſheth it, and 
the Elements once out of it, it tranimigrates. 
Lep. What colour is itof ! 
Ant, Of it's own Colour too, 
Lep. *Tisa ſtrange Serpent. 
Ant, "Tis ſo, and :the tears of it are wet, 
Ceſ. Will this deſcription fatisfie him ? 
Ant, With the Health that Pompey gives bim, elfe he is 
a very Epicure. 
Pom. Ga hang, Sir, hang : tell me of that? Away: 
Do as I bid you. Where's the Cupl call'd for ? 
een. If for the-fake of Merit chou wilt hear me, 
riſe from the ſtoo!. 
Pons, | think th*art mad : the matter ?.. 
Men, | have ever held my cap off to thy Fortunes, 
Pom. Thou haſt fery%d me with much faith : what's 
elſe to ſay? Be jolly, Lords, .- wy 
eAnth. Theſe Quick-ſands, Lepide-. 
Keep offthem, for you ſink. 
Men. Wilt thou be Lord of all the world ?. 
Pom. What failt thon ? 
Men, Wilt thou be. Lord of the whole world ? 
That's twice. - 
Poem. How ſhould that be? 
| Men. Butentertain it, and though thou think me poor, 
[ am the man will give thee all the world, = 
Pom, Haſt thou drunk well ? 
Men. No, Pompey, | have kept me from the cup,. 
That if thou darſt be, the earthly Fove : : 
What e*re the Ocean pales, or skie inclippes, . 
ls thine, if thou wilt ha't. | 
' Pom, Shew me which way. 
Mens Theſe three. waghd-ſharers, thefe Competitors: 
Are in thy veſſel. Let me cut the Cable. 
And when we are put.off,: fall tatheir throats : 
All there: is thine..  : | 
Pom, Ah, this thou ſhauld'ſt have dane, 
' And not have ſpoken on't.. Ingne 'tis villanie, 
Inthee, *t had been good ſervice :; thou mult. know, 
'Tis not my profit that does lead mine Honour : 
Mine Honour is, Repent that e're thy tongue, 
Hath ſo betrai'd thine&&. Beingribpe unknown, 
| ſhobld have found it; after wardWwell done : 
But muſt condema it' now : deſiſt; and drink, 
Men, For this Ple never follow 
Thy- palPd Fortunes more ; 2 
Who ſeeks and will bot take, when;ance *tis offer'd, 
Shall never find . it. more. | 
Pom, This health ta Gepidas.....: . 
Ant. Bear him a-ſhoar, Ji; 
Ple pledge it for him, Poupry: | 50) 4 
Eno, Here's to thee, <HMenass'- 
Men, Enobarbus, welcom. | © 
Pom. Fill *till the cup be hid. 
Eno. There's a Rtrabge Fellow, AMenas. 
Men, Why ? 
Eno. A bears the third part of the world, man: fceſt 
not ? : 
Men. The third part, then he is drunk + would it were 
| all, that it might go on wheels, | 
Eno. Drink thou, encreaſe the-Reels. 
Men. Come, 
{ Pom, Thisis not yet'an Alexandrian Feaſt, 


[Whiffer in's Ear. 
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| Splits what it ſpeaks: the wild diſguiſe hath almoſt 


| Pleas'd Fortune does of Marcus Crafſus death 
| Before our Army, thy Pacorus Or ades, 


EE 


Ant. |t ripens towards it : ſtrike the Veſſels hoa. | 
Here's to Ceſar. | 
Ceſar. I could well forbear't,it's monſtrous labour when | 
| waſh my brain, and it grows fouler. 
Ant. Be a Child o'th'time. | 
Ceſar. Poſſeſs it, I'le make anſwer : but I had rather | 
faſt from all, four dayes, than drink ſo much in one. | 
Eno, Ha, my brave Emperour, ſhall we dance now the 
e/£gyptian Bacchanals, and celebrate our drink ? 
Pom. Let's ha*t, good Souldier. 
Ant, Come, let's all take hands 
'Till that the conqueriog Wine hath ſteept our ſenſe 
In ſoft and delicate Lethe. 
Eno, All take hands : 
Make battery to our ears with the loud Muſick, 
The while, Ple place you, then the Boy ſhall ſing, 
The holding every man ſhall beat as loud, 
As his ſtrong ſides can volly, 


Muſick Playes. Enobarbus places them hand in band. 


The Song. 
Come thou Monarch of the Vine, 
Plumpie Bacchus with pink_eyne : 
In thy Fattes our cares be drown'd : 
With thy Grapes our hairs be crown'd. 
Cup #5 "till the world go round, 
Cup #4 "till the world go round. 


Ceſ. What would you more? 
Pompey, good night. Good Brother 
Let me requeſt you of our graver buſineſs . 
Frowns at this levity. Gentle Lords, let's part, 


You ſee we have burnt aye cheek. Strong Enobarbe 
Is weaker than the wind, and mine own © 


Antickt us #11. What needs more words ? good night, 
Good Anthowy, your hand. | 
Pow, Vle try you on the ſhoar. 
Ant. And fhall, Sir, give's your hand. | 
Pom, Oh, Anthony, you have my Father's houſe. 
But what, we are Friends ? 
Come down into the Boat, 
Eno. Take heed you fall not, Aſevas ; Ple not on ſhoar, 
No, to my Cabin: theſe Drumms, 
Theſe Trumpets, Flutes : what, 
Let Neptune hear, we bid aloud farewel 
To theſe great Fellows. Sound and be hapg'd, ſound out. 
[Sound 4 Flonrifh with Drumas. » 
Eno. Hoo ſaies a, there's my Cap. 
[Exeunt. 


Men. Hoa, Noble Captain, come. 
Enter Ventidiug 4s i were is 4 triumph, the dead bedy 
of Pacorus bern before him, 
Ven. Now darting Parthia art thou ſtruck, and now 
Make me revenger. Bear the King's Son's body, 


Payes this for e Marcus Craſſm. 

Roman. Noble Ventidins, | 
Whilſt yet with Parthian bloud thy Sword. is warm, 
The Fugitive Parthians fallow, Spurn through Ad4ie, 
Meſapotamia, and the ſhelters, whither 
The routed flie. So thy grand Captain Amhbony 
Shall ſet thee on triumpbant Chariots, and 
Put Garlands on thy head, 

Ven. Oh Solans, Salis, 

I have done enough, A lower place, note well 

May make too great an act. For leagn this, Siliww, 
Better to leave undone, than by our deed 

Acquire too high a Fame, when him we ſerve's away. 
Caſar and Anthony have ever won 


|| More in their officer,than perſon. Soſſius, 


One 
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Anthony and Cleopatra. 


One of my place in Syria, his Lieutenant, 

For quick accumulation of renown, 

Which atchiev'd by th'minute, loſt his favour, 

Who does 'th* Wars more than his Captain can, 

Becomes his Captain's Captain : and Ambition 
The Souldier's virtue ) rather makes choice of loſs 
han gain, which darkens him. 

| could do more to do Anthonius good 

But *twould offend him. And inhis offence, - 

Should my performance periſh. 

Rom. Thou haſt, Yentidius, that, without the which a 
Souldier and his Sword grants ſcarce diltinion : thou 
wilt write to Anthony. 

Ven. Vle hymbly ſigaifie what in his name, 

That magical word of War we have effected, 
How with his Bangers, and his well pai'd ranks, 
The ne*re-yet beaten Horſe of Parthia, 

We have jaded out o'th*Field. 

Rom, Where is he now? 

Yen. He purpoſeth to Athens, whither with what haſt 
The weight we muſt convey with's, will permit : 
We ſhall appear before him. - On there, paſs along. 

. [Excunt., 


Enter Agrippa at one door, Enobarbus at another, 


Azri. What are the Broth:rs parted ? 
Eno, They have diſpatcht with Pompey, he is gone, 
The other three are Sealing. Oftavia weeps 
To part from Rome : Ceſar is ſad, and Lepidus 
Since Pompey's feaſt, as Menas (ayes, is troubled 
With the Green-lickneſs. 
Agri. *Tis a Noble Lepidus. 
Eno. A very fine one : ob, bow he loves Ceſar; 
Agri. Nay but how dearly he adores Mark Anthony. 
Eno. Ceſar ? why he's the Jupiter of men. . 
Ant, V'Vhat's Anthony, the god of Fupiter ? 
Eno. Speak you of Ceſar ? Oh ? the non-pareil ? 
Agri. Oh Arthony, oh thou Arabian Bird ! 
Eno. VVould you praiſe (ſar, ſay Ceſar, go no further. 
Aeri, Indeed he plied them both with excellent praiſes. 
Eno. But he loves Ceſar beſt, yet he loves Anthony : 
Ho, Hearts, Tongues, Figure, 
Scribes, Bards, Poets, cannot 
Think, tpeak, caſt, write, ſing, number : ho, 
His love to Anthony, But as for Ceſar, 
Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder, 
Agri. Both he loves. 
Eno, They are his Shards, and he their Beetle, ſo : 
This is to Horſe : Adien, Noble Agripps. | 
Aeri. Good Fortune worthy Souldier, and fafewel. 
Enter Czſar, Anthony, Lepidus, «nd Octavia. 


Antho, No farther, Sir. 

Ceſar. You take from mea great part of my felt : 
Uſeme well in't. Siſter, prove ſuch a wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and as my fartheſt Band 
Shall paſs on thy approof : moſt noble Anthony, 
Let not the piece of Virtue which is ſet 
Betwixt us, as the Cement of our love 
To keep it builded, be the Ram to batter 
The Fortune of it : for better might we 
Have loy'd without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cheriſht. 

Ant, Make me not offended in your diſtcuſt 

Ceſ. I have ſaid. F 

Ant, You ſhall not find, 
Though you be therein curious, the leaſt cauſe 
For what you ſeem to fear, fo the gods keep you, 
And make the hearts of Romans ſerve your ends : 
VVe will here part, 

Ceſ. Farewel, my deareſt Siſter, fare thee well, 
The Elements be kind to thee, and make 


Tm 
Thy Spirits all of comfort : fare thee well, 

Ofta. My Noble Brother. | 

ent. The eApwPsin her eyes, it is loves ſpring, 
And theſe the ſhowers to bring it on: be cheartu). 

Ota. Sir, look well tomy Husband's Houſe : and— 

Ceſar. V Vhat "Oftavia; 

Otta. Pie tell you in yourear. 

At, Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart inform her tongue. 

The Swan's doun feather 
That ſtands upon the Swell at full of tide : 
And neither way inclines. 

Eno. V'Vill Cofar weep? © 

Agri, He ha's a cloud in's face, 

Eno. He were the worſe for that were he a Horſe, ſos 
ne being a man, 7 

Apri. V'Vhy Enobarbus : 

VVhen Anthony found | Fulius Ceſar dead, 
He cryed almoſt to roaring: And he wept, 
V Vhea at Philippi he found Brutus ſlain. 

Eno. That year indeed, he was troubled with a rhevi, | 
V Vhat willingly he did confound, he wail'd, | 
Believ't *till I weep too, 

Cef. No, ſweet Oftavia, ' 
You ſhall hear from me ſtill : the time ſhall not 8 
Out-go my thinking on you, | 

Ant. Come Sir, come, | 
Ple wreſtle with you in my ſtrength of love - 
Look here I have you: thus 1 let.you go, 

And give you to the gods. | 
Ceſ. Adiev, be bappy. 
Lep. Let all the number of the Stars give Light 


To thy fair way. 
Caf. Farewel, Farewel. [C Kiſſes Oftavia, 
Trumpets ſound. ,CExeun.| 


Ant. Farewel. 
Exter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas, 
Cleo, V'Vhere is the Fellow ? 


Alex. Half afedrd to come. 
Cleo. Go to, lgoto : Come hither, Sir. 


. 


Enter the Meſſenger as before. | | 
. Wy 

Alex, Good Majeſtie; Herod of Fewry dare not look vp- 
on you, but when you are well pleay'd. 

Cleo, That Herod's bead, Ile have: but how? VVhen 
Anthony is gone, throngh whom I might commandit; 
Come thot niear. | a 

Meſ. Molt gracious Majeſty.' : 17 

Cleo. Did'ſt thou behold Offavid ? *— 

AMeſ. I, dread Queen. | 

Cleo. VVhere? | [1 

Meſ. Madam, in Rome, Ilookt her in the face: and faw | 
her led between her Brother, and dark, Ambory. | 

Cleo. Is ſhe astallasme? 

Meſ. She is not, Madam: 

Cleo. Did'ſt hear her ſpeak ? 
Is ſhe ſhrill tongu'd or Jow ? | 

Meſ. Madam, I heard her ſpeak; ſhe is low voic'd. © - 

Cleo. That's not fo good : he cannor like her long. © 

Char. Like her ? Oh ſs : *tis impoſſible. - : 

Cleo. 1 think ſo,Charmian : dull af tongue,and dwarfi(h. 
VVhat Majeſty is in her gate, remember vi 
if e're thou look'ſt on Majeſty. | 

Aeſ. She creeps; het motionand her ſtation are as one: 
She ſhews a body, rather than a life, | | 
A Statue, than a Breather; + 

Aeſ. 1s this certain? 

Cleo, Orl have no'obſervance. 

Cha; Three in eEgype cannot makebetter note. | 

Cleo. Hes very knowing, 1 do perceiv't, ©: | * 
There's dothing in her yet.  * 
The Fellow has good judgement. 
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Char, Excellent. | 

Cleo. Gueſs at her Years, I prythee. 
Meſ. Madain, ſhe was a Widow, -» 
Cleo. Widow ? Charmian, bark. 
Meſ. And I do think ſhe's thirty. 


Meſ. Round even to faultinebs., / 


Her hair what colour ? 
 Meſ. Brown, Madam : and her Forehead. 
As low as ſhe would wiſh it. 

{l:o. There's Gold for thee, F 
Thou muſt not take my former ſharpneſs il}, 
I will employ thee back again : I find thee 
Moſt fix for buſinefs. Go, make thee ready, 
Our Letters are prepar'd. 

(har. A proper man. 

Cleo. Indeed he is ſo: 1 repent me much 
That ſo I harried him. Why methinks by him, 
This Creature's no ſuch thing. 
| Char. Nothing, Madam. 


know. 
Char. Hath he ſeen Majeſty ? Iſs elfe defend : 
vingyou ſo long. 


where 1 will write; all may be well enough. 
Char, I warrant yov, Madam. 


Enter Anthony and Oftavia. 


” Ant. Nay, nay Otavia, not only that, 
That were excuſable, that and thouſands more 
Of ſemblable import, but he-hath wag'd 


| To publick Ear, ſpoke ſcantly of me, 

'VVhen perforce he conld not | 

But pay me terms of Honour : cold and fickly 
He vented then molt narrow meaſure » lent me, 


Or did it from his teeth. * 

Ota. Oh, my good Lord, 
Believe not all, or if you mult believey 
Stomach not all. A more unhappy Lady, 
[f this diviſion chance, ne*re ſtood between 
Praying for both parts: 
The good gods will mock me preſently 


Undo that Prayer : by crying out as loud, 

- |'Prayes, and deſtroys the Prayer, no midway 
*Twixt theſe extreams at all. 

' .. Ant, Gentle Oftavia, 

Beſt to preſerve it: if 1 loſe mine Honour, 

L loſe my ſelf: better I were not yours 

PII raife the preparation of a War 


So your deſires are yours. 
|, Ota. Thanks to my Lord, 


Your reconciler : Wars *twixt you twain would 
Should ſodder up the Rift. 


Turn your diſpleaſure that way, for our faults 
Can never be ſo equal, that your love 


; Chooſe your own Company, and command what 
Your heart has mind to. | 


| | As if the World ſhonld cleave, and that lain men 


Cleo. Bear'ſt thou her face in miad ?.iv't long or round ? 


Cleo. For the molt part tao, they:are fooliſh that areſo. . 


Cleo. The man bath feen ſome Majeſty, and ſhould 


and ſer- 


Cleo. 1 have one thing more to ask him yet, good Char- 
mian ; but *tis no* matter, thou ſhalt bring him to,me 


[Exenmt. 


New Wars *gainſt Pompey, Made his Will, and read it, 


V'Vhen the beſt hint was given him : he had lookt, 


When I ſhall pray: oh bleſs my Lord and Husband, 
Oh bleſs my Brother." Husband win, win Brother, 
Let your beſt love draw to that point which ſeeks 
Than yours ſo branchleſs. But as you requeſted, 
Your ſelf ſhall go between's, the mean time, Lady, 


Shall ſtain your Brother, make your ſooneſt haſte 


The Fove of Power make me moſt weak, moſt weak, 


be, 


Anh. VVhen it appears to you where this begins, 


Can equally move with them. Provide your going, 


coſt 
CExennt. 


Enter Enobarbus, and Eros. 


Enob, How now, Friend Eros ? 
Eros, There's ſtrange News come, Sir. 
Eno. VVhat man # 


Eno. This is old, what is the facceſs ? 


i arti 
gainſt Pompey : preſently denied him rivality, would not 
let din parrats of the glory of the ation, and not reſting 
here, accuſes him of Letters he had formerly wrote to 
Pompey. Upon, his own appeal ſeizes him, & the poor 
| third is up, *tilt death enlarge his Confine, + - 

Eno. Then would thou hadſt a pair of Chaps no more; 
and throw between them all the food thou haſt, they'll 
grind the other. Where's Anthony ? 

Eros. Hes walking in the Garden thus, and fpurns 
The ruſh that lies before him. Cries, Fool Lepidzs, 

And threats the throat of that his Officer, 
That murdred Pompey. 
Eno, Our great Navy's rigg'd. 
Eros. For Italy and Ceſar, more Domnitins, 
My Lord deſires you preſently : my News 
I might have told hereafter. 
Eno. *T will be naught, bur let it be: bring me to Anthony. 
Eros, Come, Sir. [_Excunt, 


Enter Agrippa, Mecenas, and Czfar. 


Ceſ. Contemning Rowe he has done all this, and more 
in Alexandria : here's the matter of it : 
P th* Market-place on a Tribunal filver'd, 
Cleopatra and himſelf in Chairs of Gold 
Were publickly enthron'd : at the feet fat 
Ceſarion whom call my Father's Son, 
And all the unlawful Iſſue, that their Juſt 
Since then hath made between them, Unto her, 
He gave the ſtabliſhment of .£eypr, made her 
Of lower Syya, Cyprus, Lydia, abſolute Queen. 

Aec. This is the publick Eye ? 
Caf. Pt common ſhew place where they exerciſe, 
His Sons hither proclaim'd the King of Kings, 
Great C.HMedia, Parthia, and eArmenia 
He gave to Alexander. To Ptolemy he aſſign'd, 
Syria, Sicilia, and Phamicia : ſhe 
In th” abiliments of the Goddeſs Iſs 
That day appear*d, and oft before gave audience, 
As *tis reported, ſo. 

Mec. Let Rome be thns inform'd. 

Agrip. Who queaſy with his inſolence already, 
Will their good thonghts call from him. 

Ceſ. The people know it, 
And have now receiv'd his accuſations. 

' Agri. Whom do's he accuſe ? 

Ceſ. Ceſar, and that having in,Sicily 
Sextus Pompeins ſpoil'd, we had not rated him 
His part o* th* Iſle. Then does he ſay, he lent me 
Some ſhipping unreſtored. Laſtly he frets 
That Lepid«s of the Trinmvirate, ſhould be depos'd, 
And being that we detain all his Revenue. 

Aeri. Sir, this ſhould be anſwered. 

- Ceſ. 'Tis done already, and his Meſſenger gone : 

I have told him Lepidus was grown too cruel, 
That his high Authority abugd, 
And did deferve his chance for what 1 have conquer'd, 
| grant him part : but then inthis Armema, 
And other of his conquer'd Kingdoms, I demand the like, 

Mec, He'll never yield to that. 

Ceſ. Nor muſt riot then be yielded to in this. 


Enter 


Eros. Ceſar and Lepidus have made V Var upon Pompey. | 
Eros. Ceſar having made uſe of him in- the VVars | 
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Anthony and Cleopatra, 


I5L 


Enter Oftavia with her Train. 


Ceſ. That ever I ſhould call thee Caſt-away. 
0#. You have not calPd me fo, nor have you cauſe, 
Ceſ. Why haſt thou ſtoln upon me thus? you came not 
Like Ceſar*s Siſter z the Wife of Anthony 
Should have an Army for an Uſher, and 
The neighs of Horſe to tell of her approach, 
Long ece ſhe did appear. The Trees by th* way 
Should bave horn men, and expeCtation'fainted 
Longing for what it had not. Nay, the duſt , 
Should have aſcended to the Roaf of Heayen, 
Rais'd by your populous Troops : But you are come 
A Market-maid to Rome, and have prevented - 
The oſtentation of our love ; which left unſhewn, 
[s often left unloy'd : we ſhould have met you 
By Sea, and Land, ſupplying every ſtage 


| With an augmented greeting. 


0X. Good, my Lord, 
To come thus was I not conſtrain'd, but did it 
On my free-will. My Lord, e fark «Anthony, 
Hearing that you prepar'd for War, acquainted 
My grieving Ear withal : whereon 1 begg'd 
His pardon for return. 

Ceſ. Which ſoon he granted, 
Being an abſtract *eween his Luſt, and him 

Ott. Do not fay ſo, my Lord. 

Ceſ. 1 have Eyes upon him. 
And his affairs come to me on the wind : where is he now ? 
O7, My Lord, in Athens. 
Ceſ. No, my moſt arcagey Siſter, Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her, He hath given his Empire 
Up to a Whore, wha now are lev ng 
The Kings o? th' Earth for War. He hath diſſembled, 
Bochus the King of Lybia, Archilaus 
Of Cappadocia, Philadelphos King 
Of Paphlagonia : the Thracian King eAdullas, 
King Manchu of Arabia, King of Pont, 
Herod of Tewry, Mihridates Ring 
Of Comageat, Polemen and Amint as, 
The King of Mede, and Lycaonia, 
With a more larger Lift of Scepters. 

0X. Aye me moſt wretched, 
That have my heart parted betwixt two Friends, 
That do afflict each other. 

Ceſ. Welcome hither, 
Your Letters did with-hold our breaking forth 
'Till we perceiv'd both how you were wrong led, 
And we in negligent danger: cheer your heart. 
Be you not troubled with the time which drives 
O're your content, theſe ſtrang neceſſities, 
But let determin'd things to deſtiny 
Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Roye : 
Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd 
Beyond the mark of thought : and the high gods 
To do you Juſtice, make his Miniſters 
Of us, and thoſe that love you. Beſt of comfort, 
And ever welcome to us, 

Aerip. Welcome Lady. 

Mec, Welcome, Dear Madam, 
Fach heart in. Rome does love and pity you, 
Only th* afQuiterous eAnrhony, moſt large 
ln his abominations, turns you off, 
And gives his potent Regiment to a Trull 
Thar noiſes it againſt us. 

O+. Is it ſo, Sir? 

Ceſ. Moſt certain: Siſter, welcome ; 


ay you 
Be ever known to patience. My dear'ſt Siſter. 


CExemmt. 


08. Hail Ceſar, and my Lord; hail, moſt dear Ceſar. | 


| 


| 


| 


1 


be there in perſon? -- 


And take in Toryne ? You have heard on't (Swee 


To taunt at ſlackneſs.' \Camidine, wey: 


| Thy buſineſs ? 


Ceſar has taken Toryme. 


Emer Cleopatra, ane Enobarbus. 


Cleo, I will be even with thee : doubt it not. 
Enob. But why, why, why ? 


Cleo. Thou haſt foreſpoke my being in theſe Wars; 


And fay'ſt it is not fit.” 


Enob, Well: is it, is it ? 
Cleo. If not, denounc'd 


Enob, Well, I could r 


the Mares would beara Souldict and his Horſe. : 

Cleo. What ig't you ſay? {) 1 

Enob. Your preſence needs muſt Hnthoxy, 
Take from his heait{take fron his\brain, take from!'s time, 
What ſhould not then be: fpar'd;: He is already. 
Traduc'd for Levity, and cis ſaid in'&oine,- 
That Photinus af Euatch, andyobr. Maids 
Mannage this War, re 202771 

Cleo. Sink Rome, and their-tongues rot. 
That ſpeak againſt us. A Charge we bear it th* War, © 
And as the preſident af my Kingdoar will x | 
Appear there for a man. 'Speak not againſt it, 


| will not ſtay behind. 
Enter Anthony and Camidins. | 


Enob. Nay I have done, here comes the Emperour. 
Ant, 1s it not ftrahge, Comidins,:*'-: - } 

That from Tarentum, and Brundvſinns, 

He could ſo quickly cut the ſown Sea; 


£2) 
Cleo. Celerity is never more admir'd 
Than by the negligent. 


Ant, A good rebuke, 
Which might have 


'd the beſt'of me 
Will fight with him by Sea, 
Cleo, By Sea, what elſe? | 
Cam. Why will my Lord do ſo? 
Ant, For that he dares vs to't. 
Enob. So hath my Lord dar'd him to ſingle Me. 
Cam. I, and to wage his Battel af Pharſabia; ;! 
Where Ceſar fought with Pompey, Bur theſe offers 
VVhich ſerves nor for his vantage; he ſhakes vff, 
And ſo ſhould you. | 
Enob, Your Ships are not well mann'd, 
Your Mariners are Muliters, Reapers, People, 
[ngroſt by ſwift Impreſs. -In s Fleet * 
Are thoſe, that often have *gainſt Pompey fought, 
Their Ships are yare, yours heavy : no diſgrace 
Shall fall you for refuſing him at Sea, 
Being prepar'd for Land, 
Ant. By Sea, by Seas, - _ | 
Enob. Moſt worthy Sir, you therein throw away 
The abfolute Souldiexſhip youkave by Land, 
Diſtra& your Army, which doth moſt conſiſt 
Of War-markt.Footmen, leave unexecuted 
Your own renowed knowledge, quite forgo 
The way which protmiſes aſſurance, and b 
Give up your ſelf merely to chance and hazard; 
From firm Security. | 
Ant, Vl fight at Sea. , 
Cleo, 1 have ſixty Sails, -Ceſar-none better, 
Ant, Our over-plns of mpagen we burn, | 
And with the reſt full-tnann*d; from th” heart of A:tium 


- 


Beat th* approaching Ceſar. But if we fail, | 


We theti can do't at Land. 
Enter « Meſſenger. © 
Meſ. The news is true, my Lord, he is deſcried, 


—— 


againſt us, why ſhould not we | 


eply :: 4f.:vy4 ſhould ſerve with | 


Horſe and Marestogether, the Horſe were merely loſt : 


. 
Ant. \ 
® 


ed | 


| 
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Ant, Can he be there in perſon? *Tis impoſlible 
Strange, that his power ſhould be ſo, Camdins, 
Our nineteen Legions thou ſhalt hold by Land, _ 
And our twelve thouſand Horſe. VVe'll to our Ship, . 
Amway my Thers. 


Enter a Souldier. 

How now, worthy Souldier ? | 

Sonld, Oh Noble Emperour, do not fight by Sea, 
Truſt not-to rotten planks :: Do you miſdoubt 
This Sword, and theſemy. Wounds 3 let th' Egyptians 
And the Phanicgans go a Ducking : we 
Have us'd to conquer ſtanding'on the Eatth, 
And fighting foot to-fodtsr : of 

Ant. Well,well, away::/| LExeunt Ant. Cleo. and Enob. 

Sould. By Hercules | think 1am i tht right. 

Cam, Souldier thowart :. but the whole action grows 
Not in the power on't : ſo our Leaders lead, 


1 And we are Womens men. | 


Sould. You keep by Land the Legions and the Horſe 
| whole, do you not ?-+ on + | 

Ven. Marcus Ottauimu, FHarcus Fuſtues, 
Publicola, and Celws, are for Sea ; £11 © 
But we keep whole by Land. This ſpeed of Ceſar's 
Carries beyond belief. 

Sould, While he was yet.in Rome 
His power went out in ſuch diſtractions, 
As begniPd-all Spics-- + + + | 

Cam, Who's his Lieutenant, hear ,you'? 

Sould, They ſay, one Towrm. 

Cam, Well, I knowTtbe man. 


Enter a.Meſſenger. 


1;ſ. The Emperour calls C amigzas. 
Cam. With News tlie time's with Labour, 
And throws forth each miaute, ſome. LExeunt, 


Enter Czſar with his Army; marching. 


Ceſ. Towrwu ? 

Tow. Wy Lord. 

Ceſ. Strike not by Land. 

Keep whole, provoke not Battel 

"Till we have done at Sea. Do nat exceed 

The Preſcript of this Scroul : Our Fortune lyes 
Upon this jump. LExi#. 


Enter Anthony, «nd Enobarbus. 


Ant. Set we our Squadrons on yond ſide of th' Hill, 
In Eye of Ceſar's Battel, from which place 
We may the number of the Ships behold, 
And ſo proceed accordingly. [Ext. 


Camidius marching with bis Land Army one way over the 
Stave, and Towrus the Lieutenant of Czſar the other 
way: after their going in, is heard the noiſe of a Sea-fight. 
Alarum, Enter Enobarbus and Scarus. 


Enob. Naught,naught,all naught,l can behold no longer : 


1 Thantoniad, the egyptian Admiral, 


With all their ſixty flie, and tarn the Rudder : 
To ſee't, mine Eyes are blaſted. 


Enter Scarus. 


Scar. Gods,and Goddeſſesall the whole Synod of them! 
Enob, What's thy paſlion ? 
Scar, The greater Cantle of the World is loſt 

With very ignorance, we have kiſt away 


| Kingdoms, and Provinces. 


Exob. How appears the fight? 


(VVhom Leproſie o'reJ i th? mid'ſt of th 
VVhen vantage like a pair of Twinns appear'd. 
Both of the ſame, or rather ours the Elder ; 
(The Breeze upon her) like a Cow in 7wne, 
Hoiſts Sails, and flies. 

Enob. That I beheld : 
Mine Eyes did ficken at the fight, and could not 
[ndure a further view, 

Scar. She onee being looft, 
The Noble ruine of her Magick, Anthony, 


Leaving the Fight in heighth, flies after her.: 
I never ſaw an action of ſuch ſhame ; 
Experience, Man-hood, Honour ne're before, 
Did violate fot ſelf. 

Enob, Alack, alack. 


Emer Camidivus. 


Cam, Our Fortune on the Sea is out of breath, 
And ſinks moſt lamentably. Had our General 
Been what he knew himſelf, it had gone well : 
Oh he has given example for our flight ; 

Moſt groſly by his own. 


indeed. 

Cam, Toward Peloponneſus are they fled, 
Scar. *Tis eaſie to'r. 

And there I will attend what further comes. 
Cam, To Ceſar will I render 

My Legions and my Horſe, {ix Kings already 
Shew me the way of yielding. 

Enob. 1'll yet follow 


Sits in the Wind againſt me. 
Enter Anthony with eAttendants. 
Ant. Hark, the Land bids me tread no more 


{ amſo lated in the World, that I 


+ Have loſt my way forever. I have a Ship 


Laden with Gold, take that, divide it: flie, 
And make your peace with Ceſar, 
Omnes, Fly ? Not we. 


| have my ſelf reſolv'd upon a courſe, 

Which has no need of you.. Be gone, 

My Treaſure's in the Harbour. "Take it : Oh, 

[ follow'd that I bluſh to look upon, 

My very Hairs do mutiny : for the white 
Reprove the brown for raſhneſs, and they them 


Have Letters from me to ſome Friends, that will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you look not fad : 
Nor make replies of lothneſs, take the hint 
Which my deſpair proclaims. Let them be left 
Which leaves it ſelf, to Sea-ſide ſtraightway ; 

I will poſſeſs you of that Ship and Treaſure, 
Leave me, [ pray, alittle : pray you now, 

Nay, doſo: for indeed I have loſt command, 


Iras. Do, moſt dear Queen. 
Char. Do, why, what elſe ? 
Clo, Let me fit down : Oh June. 
ent. No, no, no, no, no. 
Eros, See you here, Sir ? 


Scar. On our [ide like the Token'd Peſtilence, 
Where Death is ſure. Your ribauldred Nag of /£gye, 


light, 


Claps on his Sea-wing, and (like a doating Mallard) 


The wounded chance of Ayhony, though my reaſon 
It is aſham'd to bear me. Friends, come hither, 


ent, I have fled my ſelf, and have inſtrufted Cowards 
Torun, and ſhew their Shoulders. Friends, be gone, 


For fear, and doating. Friends be gone, you ſhall 


Therefore, I pray you, Ill ſee you by and by. [Sits down: 
Enter Cleopatra, led by Charmian and Eros. 


Eros. Nay, gentle Madam, to him, comfort him: 


a. 


Enob. I, are you thereabouts? Why then goodnight | 


upon't, 


' 


Anti 


"————— 
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Anthony and Cleopatra. 


Ant, Oh fie, fie, fie. 

Char. Madam. 

Ira. Madam, Oh good Empreſs. 

Eros. Sir, Jp 

Ant, Yes, my Lord, yes he at Philippi kept 
His Sword e*cn like a Dancer, while 1 itrook 
The lean and wrinkled (aſus, and 'twas 1 
That the mad Brutw ended : he alone 
D:alt on Lieutenantry, and no practice had 
[n the brave ſquares of War : yet now : no matter. 

Cleo. Ah ſtand by. 

Eros. The Queen, my Lord, the Queen. 

Ira. Goto him, Madam, ſpeak to him, 

He is unqualited with very ſhame, 

Cleo, Well then, fultain me: Oh, 

Eros, Moſt Noble Sir, ariſe, the Queen approaches, 
Her Head's declin'd, and Death will teize her, but 
Your comfort makes the reſcue. 

Ant. | have offended Reputation 
A moſt unnoble ſwerving, 

Eros. Sir, the Queen, 

Ant. © whither naſt thou led me, «£gype, ſee 
How I convey my ſhame, out of thine Eyes, 

By looking back what I have left behind 
Stroy*d in diſhonour, 

Cleo. Oh, my Lord, my Lord ; 
Forgive my fearful Sails, I little thought 
You would have followed. 

Ant, «gypt, thou knew'lt too well, 

My heart was to thy Rudder tyed by ch? ſtrings, 
And thon ſhould'ſt ſtowe me after. O're my ſpirit 
The full fapremacy thou knew'ſt, and that 

Thy beck, might from the bidding of the gods 
Command me. 

Cleo. Oh, my pardon. 

Ant. Now I mult 
To the young man ſend humble Treaties, dodge 
And palter in the ſhifts of lowneſs, who, 

With half the bulk. o th* World play'd as I pleas'd, 
Making, and marring Fortunes. You did know 
Howy much you were my Conquerour, and that 

My Sword, made weak by my affeftion, would 
Obey it on all cauſe. 

Cleo, Pardon, pardon. 

Aut, Fall not a tear, I ſay, one of them rates 
All that is won and loſt : Give mea Kils, 

Even this repays. 

We ſent our Schoolmaſter, is he come back ? 

Love I am full of Lead : (ome Wine 

VVithin there, and our Viands : Fortune knows, 

VVe ſcorn her moſt, when moſt ſhe offers blows. [Exeunr. 


Enter Czſar, Agrippa, Dolabella, with others. 


{eſ. Let him appear that's come for Anthony. 
Know you him ? 

Dol. Ceſar, 'tis his Schoolmaſter, 
An argument that he is pluckr, when bither 
He ſends ſo poor a Pinnion of his V Ving, 
V'Vbich had ſuperfluous Kiogs for Mellengers, 
Not many Moons gone by. 


Enter Ambaſſador from Anthony. 


Ceſ. Approach, and ſpeak. ' 

eAmb, Such as 1 am, 1 come from Anthony : 
| was of late as petty to his ends, 
As is the- Morn dew on the Myrtle Leaf 


To his grand Sel 
C4. Be't , Ware thine Office. 
'' Amb. Lord ofhis Fortunes he ſalutes thee, and 


Requires to live in egypt, which not granted 
He his requeſts, and to thee ſues 
1 To let him breathe between the Heavens and Earth 


I52 
A private man in Athens : this for him. | 
Next, Cleopatra does confels thy greatneſs: 
Submits her to thy might, and of thee crayes 
The Circle of the Prolomics for her Heirs, 
Now hazarded to thy Grace. 
Ceſ. For Anthony, 
[ have no Ears to his requeſt. The Queen, 
Of Audience, nor deſice ſhall fail, ſo ſhe 
From </£2ypt drive her all-diſgraced Friend. 
Or take his life there. This if ſhe perform, 
She ſhall not ſue unheard. So to thetn- both. 
Amb. Fortune purſue thee, 
Ceſ. Bring him through the Bands: | 
To try thy Eloquence, now *tis time, diſpatch, 
From Anthony win Cleepatra, promiſe 
And in our Name, when ſhe requires, add more 
From thine invention, offers. Women are not 
[a their beſt Fortunes ſtrong ; but want will perjure 
The ne're touch'd Veſtal, Try thy cunning, Thidset, 
Make thine own Edi&t for thy paigs, which we 
Will anſwer as a Law. | 
T hid. Ceſar, | go. 
Ceſ. Obſerve how Antbeny becomes his flaw, 
And what thou thigkeſt his very Action ſpeaks 
in every power that moves, 
Thid. Ceſar, 1 ſhall. [Exeunt. | 
Emer Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, «xd Iras. 


Cleo. What ſhall we do, Enobarbws ? 

Enob. Think, and dyx. 

Clee. Is Anthony, or we in fault for this? 

Enob. Anthony only, that would make his will 
Lord of his Reaſon. What though you fled, 
From that great face of War, whoſe ſeveral ranges 
Frighted each other ? Why ſhopld be follow ? 
The itch of his Afﬀection ſhould not then 
Have nickt his in-ſhip, at ſuch a point, 
When half to half the World oppos'd, he being 
The meered queſtion ? 'Tis a ſhame no leſs 
Than was his loſs, to courſe your flying Flags, 
And leave his Navy gazing, 

Cleo. Prythee 'peace. 


Enter the Ambaſſador, wi*b Anthony, 


Ant. 1s this his Anſwer ? 

Amb. I, my Lord. 

Ant. The Queen ſhall then have courteliz, 

So ſhe will yield us up. 

Amb, He ſays ſo. 

Ant. Let her know't. To the Boy («ſar fend this 
grizled Head, and he will fill thy wiſhes to the brim, 
With Principalities, £ 

Cl:o. That Head, my Lord? | 

Ant. To him again, tell him he wears the Roſe 
Of youth upon him : from which, the World ſhould note 
Something particular : His Coyn, Ships, Legions, 

May be a Cowards, whoſe Miniſters would prevail 
Under the ſervice of a Child, as ſoon * 

As i' th' Command of Ceſar. I dare him therefore 
To lay his gay compariſons apart; 

And anſwer me declin'd, Sword againſt Sword, 
Our ſelves alone; Pl write it, Follow me. 

£nob. Yes, like enough : hye-battePd Ceſar will 
Unſtate his happineſs, and be Stag'd to th? ſhew 
Againſt a Sworder. I ſee mens jadgments are 
A parcel of their Fortunes, and things outward 
Do draw the inwatd quality.after them 
To ſuffer all alike, that he ſhould dream, . 
—_— all meaſures, the full Caſer will 
Anſwer his emptineſs ; Cs{«r thou haſt ſubdu'd 
His judgment too. 


Enter 
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Enter a Servant. 


Ser. A Meſſenger from Ceſar. 
(lo. What, no more Ceremony? See my Women, 
' Againſt the blown Roſe may they ſtop their Noſe, 
That kneel'd unto the Buds. -Admit him, Sir. 
Enob. Mine honeſty, and I, begin to ſquare, 
The Loyalty well held to Fools, does make 
Our Faith meer Folly : yet be that can endure 
To follow with Allegiance a faln Lord, 
Do's conquer him that did bis Maſter conquer, 
And earns a place i th* Story. 


Enter Thidias: 


Cleo, Ceſar's Will. 

Thid, Here it apart, 

Cleo. None but Friends : ſay boldly. 

| Thid. So haply are they Friends to Anthony. 

Enob. He needs as many (Sir) as Ceſar has. 

Or needs not us. If Ceſar pleaſe, our Maſter 

Will leap'to be his Friend : For as you know, 

Whole he is, we are, and that is Ceſars. | 
Thid, So. Thus then thou moſt renown'd, Ceſar 1ntreats 

.| Not to conſider in what caſe thou ſtand*ſt 

Further than he is Ceſar. 

Cleo. Go on, right Royal. 

Thid. He knows that you embrace not Anthony 

As you did loye, but as you feared him. 

Cleo, Oh. 

Thid. The ſcars upon your hononr, therefore he 

Do's pitty, as conſtrained blemiſhes, 

Not as deſerved. 

Cleo. He isa god, 

# And knows what is moſt right. Mine honour 

Was not yielded, but conquer'd meerly. 

Enob, To be ſure of that, I will ask Anthony. 

Sir, Sir, thou art ſo leaky 

That we mult leave thee thy ſinking, for 

Thy deareſt quit thee. 

Thid. Shall I ſay to (ſar, 

What you require of him : for he partly begs 

To be deſir'd to give. It much would pleaſe him, 

That of his fortunes you ſhould make a ſtaff 

To lean upon. But it would warm his ſpirits 

To hear from me you had left Anthony, 

And put _ ſelf under hisſhrowd, the univerſal Landlord. 

(leo. What's your name ? 

Thid, My name is Thid:as. 

Cleo, Moſt kind Meſſenger, 

Say to great Ceſar this in diſputation, 

I kifs his conqu*ring hand : Tell him, I am prompt 

To lay my Crown at's feet, and there to kneel. 

Tell him from his all-obeying breath, 1 hear 

The doom of </£gype. 

Thid. 'Tis your nobleſt courſe : 

Wiſdom and Fortune combating together, 

If that the former dare but what it can, 

Nochance may ſhake it. Give me grace to lay 

My duty on your hand: 

Cleo, Your Ceſars Father ofc ] 

(When he hath mug'd of taking Kingdoms 1n)) 

Beſtow'd his lips on that unworthy place, 

As it rain'd kiſks. 


[Exit Enob. 


Enter Anthony, and Enobarbus. 


Ant. Favours? By Jove that thunders. 
What art thou Fellow ? 

| Thid. One that but performs ; 
The bidding of the fulleſt man, and worthieſt 
To have command obey'd. 

Enob. You will be whipt. 


The Tragedy of E. 


Ant. Approach there: ah you Kite. 
Now gods and deviis, 
Authority melts from me of late, When I cry'd hoa, 
Like Boyes unto a muſs, Kings would ſtart forth, 
And cry your will. Have you no Ears? 
I am Anthony yet, Take hence this Jack and whip him, 


Enter a Servant. 


Enob, *Tis better playing with a Lyons Whelp, 
Than with an old one dying. 
Ant. Moon and Stars, 
Whip him : were twenty of the greateſt Tributaries 
That do acknowledge Ceſar, ſhould I find them 
So ſawcy with the hand of ſhe here, what's her name 
Since ſhe was Cleopatra? Whip him, Fellows, 
Till like a Boy you ſee him crindge his Face, 
| And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence. 
Thid, Mark_ Anthony. 
Ant. Tug him away : being whipt, 
Bring him again, the Jack of Ceſar ſhall 
Bear us an errand to him. [CExennt with Thidiss, 
You were half blaſted ere I knew you : Ha ? 
Have I my Pillow left unpreſt in Rome, 
Forborn the getting of a lawful Race, 
And by a Jem of Women, to beabus'd 
By one that looks on Feeders ? 
Cleo. Good, my Lord. 
Ant. You have been a Boggeler ever, 
But when we in our viciouſneſs grew hard 
(Oh miſery on't)) the wiſe gods ſeal our Eyes 
In our own filth, drop our clear judgments, make us 
Adore our errours, laugh at's while we ſtrut 
To our confuſion. 
Cleo. Oh, is't come to this ? 
Ant. I found you as a Morſel, cold upon 
Dead Ceſar's Trencher : Nay, yon were a Fragment 
Of Cneius Pompey's, beſides what hotter hours 
Unregiſtred in vulgar Fame, you have 
Luxuriouſly pickt out. For Iam ſure, 
Thovgh you can gueſs what Temperance ſhould be, + 
You know not what it is. 
Cleo. Wherefore is this ? 
eAnt, Tolet a Fellow that will take rewards, 
And ſay, God quit you, be familiar with 
My Play-Fellow, your hand; this Kingly Seal, 
And plighter of high hearts, O thatI were 
Upon the Hill of Baſar, to out-roar 
The horned Herd, far I have Savage cauſe, 
And to proclaim it civilly, were like 
A halter'd neck, which do's the Hangman thank, 
For being yare about him. Is he whipt ? 


Enter a Servant with Thidias. 


Ser. Soundly, my Lord. 

eAnt, Cryed he? and begg'd a pardon ? 

Ser. He did ask favour. 

ent, If that thy Father live, let him repent 

Thou waſt not made his Daughter, and be thou ſorry 
To follow Ceſar in his triumph, ſince 

Thou haſt been whipt. For ollowing him, henceforth 
The white hand of a Lady Fever thee, 

Shake to look on't. Get thee back to Ceſar, 

Tell him thy entertainment : look thou fay 

He makes me angry with him. For he ſeems 

Proud and diſdainful, barping on what I am, 

Not what he knew I was, He makes me angry, 

And at this time moſt eaſie *tis to do't ; ; 
V'Vhen my good ſtars, that were my former guides- 
Have empty left their Orbes, and ſhuttheir Fires 
[lnto the Abiſm of Hell. If he miſlike, 


My ſpeech, and what is done, tell bim he has | 
' Hiparchw, my enfranched Bondman, whom 30 l 
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He may at pleature whip, or hang, or torture, 
As he fnall like to quit me. Urge ic thou : | 
t-nce with thy ſtripes, be gone. [Exit Thid, 
Cleo. Have you done yet ? 
Art. Alack, our Terrene Moon is now Eclipſt, 
And it portends alone the fal} of Anthony, 
Cleo. | mult ſtay his time. 
Ant. To flatter Ceſar, would you mingle Eyes 
With one that ties his points. 
Cleo. Not know me yet ? | 
e£Ant. Cold-hearted toward me ? 
Cleo, Ah (Dear) it I be ſo, 
[From my cold heart, let Heaven ingendeg Hail, 
And poyſon it in the ſource, and the firſt ſtone 
Drop in my neck : as it determines ſo 
Diſſalve my life, the next Czſarian ſmile, 
Till by degrees the memory of my Womb, 
Together with my brave «£gyptians all, 
By the diſcandering of this pelletted ſtorm, 
Lye graveleſs, till the Flies and Gnats of ANyle 
Have buried them for prey. 
Ant, 1 am ſatished : 
Ceſar ſets down in eAlexandria, where 
| will oppoſe his Fate. Our force by Land, 
Hath nobly held, and ſever'd, Navy too | 
Have knit again, and Fleet, threatning moſt Sea-like. 
Where haſt thou been my heart? Doſt thou hear, Lady ? 
if from the Field I ſhail return once more 
To kiſs theſe Lips, I will appear in blood, 
I, and my Sword, will earn my Chronicle, 
There's hope in't yet. 
Cleo. Tnat's my brave Lord. 
Ant. | will be treble-ſinewed, hearted, breath'd, 
And fight maliciouſly : for when mine hours 
Were nice and lucky, men did ranſome lives 
Of me for jeſts : but now, I'll ſet my teeth, 
And ſend to darkneſs all that ſtop me. Come, 
Lets have one other gawdy night : Call to me 
All my ſad Captains, fill our Bowls once more : 
Let's mock the midnight Bell, 
Cleo, It is my Birth-day, 
[ had thought t? have held it poor. But ſince my Lord 
ls Anthony again, 1 will be Cleopatra. 
Ant, We will yet do well. 
Cleo, Call all his noble Captains to my Lord, 
Ant. Do ſo, we'll ſpeak tothem, , 
And to night PII force 
Tke Wine peep through their ſcars, 
Come on (my Queen) 
There's ſap in'c yet. - The next time 1 do fight 
Pll make death love me: for 1 will contend 
Even with his peſtilent Scythe, CExeunt, 
Enob. Now he'll out-ſtare the Lightning, to be furious 
ls to be frighted out of fear, and in that mood 
The Dove will peck the Eſtridge z and I ſee ſtill 
A diminution in our Captains brain, 
Reſtores his heart; when valour prays in reaſon, 
lt eats the Sword it fights with : 1 will ſeck 
[Some way to leave him. 


LExeunt. 


Enter Czſar, Agrippa, and Mecznas with by Army, » 
| Czlar reading 4 Letter. . 
Ce. He calls me Boy, and chides as he had power 
To beat me ous of «Agype. My Mcllenger 
He hath whipt with Rods, dares me to perſonal Combat: 
Ceſar to Anthony : let the old Ruſhan know, 
L have many other ways todie : meantime 
Laugh at this Challenge. 
Mec. Ceſar muſt think, 
When one ſo great begins to rage, he's hunted 
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot of his diſtraftion : Never anger 
Made good guard for it felt. 


Ceſ. Let our beſt Heads know, 
That to morrow, the laſt of many Battels 
We mean to fight. Within our Files there are, 
Of thoſe that terv'd C24ark, Anthony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See it done, 
And feaſt the Army, we have ſtore to do't, ; 
And they have earn'd the waſte. Poor Anthony. [[Excunt. 


Enter Anthony and Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, 
Iras, Alexas, with others, 


Ant, He will not fight with me, Domitiar. | 
Enob, No? : | 
Ant, Why ſhould he not ? 
Enob. He thinks, being twenty times of better Fortune, 
He is twenty men to one. 
Ant, To morrow, Souldier, .- 
By Sea and Land P il fight : or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying honour in the blood; : 
Shall make it live again, VVoo't thou fight well. 
Enob, VII ſtrike, and cry, take all. 
Ant. VVell ſaid, come on: 
Call forth my Houlhold Servants, let's to night. 


Enter three or four Servitors. 


Be bounteous at our Meal. Give me thy hand, 

Thou haſt been rightly honeſt, ſo haſt thou, ., 
Thov, and thou, and thou: you have ſery'd me well, 
And Kings have been your Fellows. 

Cleo. VVhat means this? 7 

Enob. *Tis one of thoſe odd tricks which ſorrow ſhoots 
Out of the mind. 

Ant. And thou art honeſt too: 

[ wiſh I could be made ſo many men, 

And all of you clapt up together, in 

An Anthony : that I might do you ſervice, 
$0 good as you have.doge. * 

OUmnes. The gods forbid, 

Ant. VVell, my good Fellows, wait on me to night : 
Scant not my Cups, and make as much of me 
As when mine Empire was your Fellow too, 

And ſuffered my command. 

Cleo. VVhat does he mean ? 

Enob. To make his Followers weep. 

Ant, Tend meto night; 

May be it is the period of your duty, 

Haply you ſhall not ſee me more, or if, 

A mangled ſhadow. Perchance to morrow, 

You'll ſerve another Maſter, I look on you, 

As one that takes his leave. Mine honeſt Friends, 

I turn you not away, but like a Maſter . | 
Married to your good ſervice, ſtay till death : 
Tend me to night two hours, I ask no more, 
And the gods yield you for't. | 

Enob. V'Vhat mean you (Sir) | 
To give them this diſcomfort ? Look, you weep, 
And1I, an Aſs, ara Onion-ey'd ; for Jhame, 
Transform us not to Women. 

Ant. Ho, ho, ho : 
Now the Witch take me, if I meant it thus. | 
Grace grow where thoſe drops fall (my hearty Friends) 
You take me a too dolorous a ſence; , 
For I ſpake to you for your comfort, did deſire you 
To burn this night with Torches : know (my hearts) | 
| hope well of ro morrow, and will lead you, 
Where rather I'll expect vitorious Life, | 
Than Death, and Honour, Let's to Supper, come, 
And drown conſideration. | [_Exeunt, 
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Enter a Company of Souldiers, 


1 Soul. Brother, good night: to morrow is the day, 


2 Soul, It will determine one way : Fare you well, 
Heard | 
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Heard _ of nothing ſtrange about the ſtreets, 
I. othing : what news? 
2, Belike 'tis but a Rumour, good night to you. 
1, Well, Sit, good nigtt. 
[ They meet with other Souldiers. 
2. Souldiers, have careful Watch. * 
1. And yot': Good night, good night. 
L They place themſelves in every corner of the Stage. 
2, Here we, and if to morrow 
Our Navy thrive, | have an abfolate hope 
Our Landmen will ſtand up. 
I, *Tis a brave Army, and ful of purpoſe. 
Ce Muſick of the Hoboyes is under the Stage. 
. Peace, what noiſe ? 
Lift, lift, 
. Hark. 
. Muſick ith* Air. 
- Under the Eatth, 
it ſings well, do's it not? 
3. No. 
1, Peace I ſay : what ſhoold this mean ? 
| 2, ”Tisthe god Hercules, whom Amory loved, 
Now leaves him. | 
| 1, Walk, let's ſee if other Watchmen 
{Do hear what we do? 
| 1, How now, Maſters ? [ Speak together. 
Onnes, How now ? how iow ? doyon hear this ? 
I. Ist not ſtrange? 
3. D5yoh hear, Maſters? Do you hear? 
1. Follow the noiſe ſo fat as we have quarter, 
Let's ſee how it will give off. 
Omnines, Content : 'Tis ſtrange. 


Md =D 


Us 


[Exennt. 
Enter Anthony, and Cleopatfa, with others. 


| ent. Eros, mine Armour, Eros. 
| Clo. -Sleep a little. - 
Ant. No, my Chuck : Eros, come, mine Armonr, Eros. 


Enter Eros. 


| Come good fellow, put thine Iron on, 

'If Fortune be not ours today, It is 

| Becauſe we brave her. Come. 

| Cleo. Nay, I'le help too, Anthony. 

; What's this for ? Ah, let be, let be, thou art : 

| The Armourer of my heart : Falſe, falſe : This, this, 
Sooth-law I'le help : Thos it muſt be. 

Ant. Well, well, we ſhall thrive now. 

Seeſt thou my good fellow. Go put on thy defences. 
Eno, Briefly , Sir. 

Cleo. Is not this buckled well ? 

Ant. Rarely, rarely : 

' He that unbucktes this, till we do pleafe 

To doft for our repoſe, ſhall hear a ſtorm. 

Thou fambleſt Eros, and my Queen's a Squire 

' More tight at this : Diſparc . OLove, 

That thou could'ſt te my wars to day, and knew'ft 
The Royal Occupation, thou ſhoultdſt fee 

A workman in't. 


Eiter an armed Sonldier. 


Good miotrow to thee, welcom, : 

Thou Took*ſt like hit that knows a warlike charge : 

To buſineſs that we love, we riſe betime, 

And go to't with delight, : 
Soul. A thouſand, Sir, early though't be, have on their 

Riyetred trim, and at the Port expect you. ['Shont . 


[Trumpets flouriſh. 
Enter Captains and Souldiers, 


eAlex. The Morn is fair : Good morrow, General, 


—— — _ - _ 


All. Good morrow, General, 
Ant. *Tis well blown, Lad. 
This morning like the Spirit of a youth 
That means tg be of note, begins betimes. 
So, ſo: Comegive me that, what ere becomes of me, 
Fare thee well, Dame, what-ere becomes of me, 
This is a Souldiers kiſs: rebukeable, 
And worthy ſhameful check it were, to ſtand 
On more Mechanick Complement, Vle leave thee, + 
Now like a man of Steel, you that will fight, 
Follow me cloſe, Ple bring you to't : Adien. 
Char. Pleaſe you retire to your Chamber ? 
Cleo, Lead me : 
He goes forth gallantly : that he and {ſar might 
Determine this great War in ſmgle fight; 
Then Anthony ; but now. Well on, 


[Exeunt.' 


[Exennt, 


Trumpets ſound. Enter Anthony, and Eros. 


Eros, The gods make this a 4 day to Anthony, 

Ant. Would thou, and thoſe thy ſcars had once pre- 
To make me 5ght at Land. (vail'd, 

Eros. Hadſt thon done fo, 
The Kings that have revolted, and the Souldier 
That has this morning left thee, would have ſtill 
Followed thy heels. 

Ant. Who's gone this morning ? 

Eros, Who? one ever near thee, call for Enobarbas, 
He ſhall not hear thee, or from Ceſar's Camp, 
Say I am none of thine. . 

Ant. What ſayeſt thou ? 

Sold. Sir, he is with Ceſar. 

Eros, Sir, his Cheſts and Treafure he has not with him, 

Ant. Is he gotle ? 

Sold, Moſt certain, 

Ant. Ge, Eros, ſend his Treaſure after, do it, 
Detain no jot, I charge thee : write to him, 
(1 will ſubſcribe) gentle adieus, and greetings : 
Say, that I wiſh he never find more cauſe 
To change a Maſter. Oh my Fortunes have 
Corrupted honeſt men, Diſpatch, Eros. LExt, 
Enter Agrippa, Czfar, wich Enobarbue, 

and Dolabella, 


Ceſ. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight: 
Our or Is ys bo. be took us. 4 
Make it ſo known. 
eAori., Ceſar, 1 ſhall. 
Ceſar. The time of univerſal peace is near, 
Prove this a proſp'rous day, the three-nook'd world 
Shall bear the Olive freely. 


Enter a Meſſenger, 


Meſ. «Anthony is come into the held. 

Ce. Go charge «Agrippa, 

Plant thoſe that have revolted in the Van, 
That Anthony may ſeem to ſpend his Fury 
Upon himſelf, 

Emnob. Alexas did revolt, and went to Fewry on 
Afﬀairs of Anthony ;, there did diſſwade 
Great Herod to incline himſelf to (ſar, 
And leave his Maſter Anthony. For this pains 
Ceſar hath hang'd him : Camidins and the reſt 
That fell away, haye entertainment, but 
No honourable truſt : I have done ill, 

Of which I doaccufe my ſelf ſo ſorely, 
That I will joy no more. 


[Exeunt. 


Enter a Souldier of Czfars. 
Soul, Bnobarbus , Anthony 


Hath after thee ſent all thy Treaſure, with His 
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Anthony and Cleopatra. 


His bounty over-p!us. The Meſſenger 
Came on my guard, and at thy Tent is now 
Unloading of his Mules, 
Enob. | give it you. 
Soul, Mock not, Enobarbies, 
[tell you true : Beſt you faf*t tlie bringer 
Out of the hoaſt, I muſt attend mine Office, 
Or would have done't my felf, Your Emperour 
Continues [til] a Jove, 
Enob. I am alone the Villain of the Earth, 
And feel I am ſo moſt. Oh Anthony, 
Thou Mine of bounty, how wouldſt thou have payed 
My better ſervice, when my turpitude 
Thou doſt ſo Crown with Gold. This blows my heart 
If ſwift thought break it not: a ſwifted mean 
'Shall out-ſtrike thought, but thought will do't. I feel 
| fight againſt thee : No, I will go ſeek 
Some Ditch, where to die : the fou'?ſt beſt fits 
My latter part of life, 


Ex. 


[Exit, 


Alarum, Drums and Trumpets, 
Enter Agrippa. 


Agrip. Retire, we have engag'd our ſelyes too far : 
Ceſar himſelf has work, and our oppreſſion 
Exceeds what we expected. [Ex#. 


Alarums. 


Enter Anthony, and Scarus wounded. 


Scar. O my brave Emperour, this is fought indeed, 
Had we done fo at firſt, we had droven them home 
With Clouts about their Head, [ Far off. 
Ant. Thou bleed'ſt apace. | 
Scary. I had a wound here that was like a T, * - 
But now *tis made an H, 
Ant. They do retire, | 
Scar. We'll beat *em into Bench-holes, I have yet _ 
Room for ſix ſcotches more. oy . 


Enter Eros. '/ 

Eros. They are beaten, Sir, and our advantage ſerves 
For a fair Victory.  * | 

Scar. Let us ſcore their backs, * 
And ſnatch *em up, as we take Hares behind, 
'Tis a ſport to maul a Runner. 

Ant. | will reward thee , 
Once for thy ſprightly comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour, Come thee on. 

Scar. Þll balt after. 


M 


[ Exennt 


Enter Anthony again in 4 march, 
Scarus, with others. 


Alarum. 


Ant. We have beat him to his Camp : Run one 
Before, and let the Queen know of our Guelds : to morrow 
Before the Sun ſhall ſee's, we'll ſpill the blood 
That has to day eſcap'd, I thank you all, 

For doughty handed are you, and have fought 

Not as you ſerv'd the Cauſe, but as't had been 

Each mans like mine : you have ſhewn all Hettors, 
Enter the City, clip your Wives, your Friends, 

Tell them your feats, whilſt they with joyful tears 
Waſh the congealment from your Wounds, and kiſs * 
The honour'd gaſhes whole. 


Enter Cleopatra. 


Give me thy hand, 

To this great Faiery, I'll commend thy atts, 

Make her thanks bleſs thee. O thou day o' th? World, 
Chain mine arm'd neck, leap thou, Attire and all 
Through proof of Harneſs to my part, and there 
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Ride on the paints triumphing, 
Cleo. Lord of Lords, - | 
Oh infinice Virtue, com'ſt thou ſmiling from 
The Worlds great ſnare uncavght. 
Ant, My Nightingale, 
We have beat them to their Beds. 
What, Girl, though gray | 
Do ſomething mingle with our younger brown, yet ha'we 
A braia that nouriſhes our Nerves, and cail 
Get gole for gole of youth. Behold this man, 
Commend unto his Lips thy ſavouring hand, 
Kiſs ic my Warriour: He hath fought to day, 
As if a god in hate of Mankind, had 
Deſtroyed in ſuch a ſhape. 
Cleo. ll give thee, Friend, 
An Armour all of Gold : it was a Kings. | 
Ant. He has deſery'd it, were it Carbunkled 
Like holy Phebas Car. Give me thy hand, 
Through Alexandria make a jolly March, 
Bear our hackt Targets, like the men that owe them. 
Had our great Palace the capacity 
To Camp this hoaſt, we all would ſup together, 
And drink Carowſes to the next dayes Fate 
Which promiſes Royal peril. Trumperers 
With brazen din blaſt you the Ciries Ear. 
Make mingle with our ratling Tabodrines, 
That Heaven and Earth may ſtrike their ſounds together, 
Applauding our reproach. LExcunt. 


Enter a Century, and bis Company, Enobarbus follows. 


Cent. If we be not reliev'd within this hour, | 
We muſt return to th''Canrt of Guard : the night 
ls ſhiny, and they ſay, we ſhall embattle 
By th* ſecond hour i* th* Morn. 

1 Watch, This laſt day was a ſhrewd one to's. 

Enob, Oh bear me witneſs night. . 

2, What man is this? 

1, Stand cloſe, and liſt 'him. 

Enoh. Be witneſs to te - (© thou bleſſed Moon) 
When men revolted ſhall upon Record. - 

Bear hatefal meriory :- poor Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent.. 

Cent. Enobatbus 9 **\- 

3. Peace: hark further. | | 

Enob. Oh Sovereign Miſtriſs of true Melancholy, 
The poyſonous damp'of night gy npon me, 
That life, a very Rebel-to my will, 

May hang no lofger on me. Throw my heart 


| Againſt the flint and hardneſs of my fault, 


Which being dried with grief, will break to Powder, 
And finiſh all foul thoughts: -Oh Anthony, 
Nobler than my revolt is infamous, 
Forgive me inthineown particular, 
But let the World rank me in Regiſter 
A Maſter-leaver, and a fugitive: 
Oh Anthony ! Oh: Anthony ! 

1, Let's ſpeak to him. 

Cent, Let's hear him, for the things he ſpeaks 
May concern Ceſar. 

- 2, Ler's do fo, but he ſteps. : 

Cent. Swoonds rather, for ſo bad a Prayer as his 
Was never yet for ſleep. 

1, Go we to him. 0 

2. Awake, Sir, awake, ſpeak to us. 

1. Hear you, Sir? 

{ext. The hand of death hath caught bim. 

| | [Drums af ar off. 

Hark how the Drums demucely wake the ſleepers: - 
Let us bear him to th? Court of Guard : he is of note: 
Our hour is fully out: 

2, Come on then, he may recover yet. LCExennt, 
Ooo Emer 
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Enter Anthony, «nd Scarus, with their Army. 


Ant. Their preparation is today by Sea, 
We pleaſe them not by Land. 
Scar, For both, my Lord. 
Ant, 1 would they'ld fight ith? Fire, or ith* Air, 
We'ld fight there too. But this it is, our Foo 
Upon the hills adjoyaing £0 the City 
Shall ſtay with us. Qrger for Sea is given, 
They have pur fgrch the Haven : | 
Where their appointment we may belt diſcover, , 
And look on their endeavour. [Exennt. 


Enter Czſar, and bis Army. 


Ceſ. But being charg'd, we will be (till by Land. 
Which as I tak'r we ſhall, for his beſt force 


[s forth to Man his Galilies. Fo the Vales, 
And hold our beſt advantage. CExennt, 


[eAlarum afar off, 4: at a Sea fiels. 
Enter Anthony, «nd Scars, 
ent. Yet they are not joyn'd : 


Where yond Pine does ſtand, 1fhall diſcover all. 
['ie bring thee word ſtraight, how *tis like togo. UEmis. 


Scar. Swallows bave builc 


In (eopatra's Sailes their neſts, The Auguries 
Say, they know act; they cannot tell, lookgrimly, 
And dare not ſpeak their knowledge. Anthony 
Is valiant, and dejeted, wad by ſtarts 

His fretted Fortanes give him hope aud fear 
Of what he has, and has not. - 


 -Euttr Anthony! : oi at 
1 ' I; ils 
eAnt. All is loſt:  $ FY-4) + BF 


This foul «/£gyprian hath betrayed ane 2: (91) 114 ut 
My Fle yielded tothe Fox, and yandrrs -  .v 
They caſt their Caps up, and Garowſe together 1 
Like frierids long loſt. | Triple-turn'd Where, tis thou _, 
Haſt ſold me to this Novice, 'and my heart 1 1 
Makes only Wars on thee. Bid them all flye : 

For when I amreveng'd upon my Charm, 

I have dope all, Bid them all flye, be gone, 

Oh Sun, thy upriſe (hail 1 ſee no-more : 

Fortune and Anthony part here, even here 

Do we ſhake hands? All come $0 this? The hearts 
That pannelled me at heels, towhom 1 gave 

Their wiſhes, do dis-Candy, melttheir ſweets 

On bloſſoming Geſer : and this Pine is barkt, 

That over-topt them all. Betray'd | am 

On this falſe Soul of «Agype * this grave Charm, 
Whoſe eye beck'd forth my wars, and call'd them home : 
Whoſe Boſom was my Crownet, my chief cad, 

Like a right Gypſie, hath at faſt and -loofe 

'Beguil'd me, to the very heart of loſs. 

What &ros , Eros ? 


Enter Cleopatra, 


Ah, thou Spell! Avant. 


Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag'd againft his Love 
Ant. Vaniſh, or | ſhall give thee thy deſerving, 
And blemiſh Ceſars Triumph, Let him take thee, 
And hoiſt thee up to th' ſhouting PFlebrians, 
Follow his Chariot, like the greateſt ſpot 
Of all thy Sex. Moſt Monſter like be ſhewn 
For poor'lt Diminutives, for Doles, and let 
Patient OZavia plough thy viſage up 
With het prepared nails. CExt Cleopatra. 
"Tis well th*art gone, 
If iehe well tolive. But better*twere 


Thou fell'ſt into my fury, for one death 
Might have prevented many. Eros, hoa ? 
The ſhirt of Neſ is upon me, teach me, 


| Alcides, thou mine Anceſtor, thy rage, 


| With Treeyupen't, that aodd uatb the world, 


Let me lodge Licas on the horns oth* Moon, | 
And with thoſe bands that graſpt the heavieſt Clyb, 
Subdue my worthieſt ſelf : the Witch ſhall dye : 

To the young Agman Boy ſbe hath ſold me, and I fall 
Under his plot : ſhe dyes for*'t. Eros, hoa? [Exit, 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, Mardiao, 


Cl:o. Help me, my Woman : Ohhe is more mad 
Than Telamer for his Shield, the Boar of Theſſaly 
Was never {@ imboſt. 

Char. Toth' Monument, there lock your (elf, 
And ſend him word you are dead : 

The Soul and body rye not more in parting, 
Than greatneſs going off. 
Cleo. Toth Monument : 
eHardian, go tell him 1 bave dain my felf; 
Say, that the laſt 1 ſpoke was «-Gthony, 
And word it (prethee) pitiouſly. Hence, e Harder, 
And bring me kbw he takes my death to th* Monument. 
| [Exennt. 


Enter Anthony and Eros. 


Ant. Erqs, thou yet behold'ſt me ? 

Eros, 1 , Noble Lord. 

An. Sometime we fee a cloud that's Dragoniſh, . 
A vapour metime, like Bear,or Lyon, 
A toward Cittadel, a pendant Rock, 
A forked Mountain, or blew Promontory 


And mock our eyes with Air, 
Thou haſt ſeen theſe ſigns, 
They are black Veſper's Pageants, 
Eros, |, my Lord. - 
Ant, That which is now a Horſe, even with a thought 
The Rack diſlimes, and makes indiſtin&t 
As water is in water. 
Eros, It do's, my Lord, 
Ant, My good Knave, Eros, now thy Captain is 
Even ſuch a body : here | am «Fathoxy, 
Yet cannot hold this viſible ſhape (my Knave) 
I made theſe wars for e£gypr, and the Qyeen, 
Whoſe heart | thought I had, for ſhe had mine : 
Which whil'| it was mine, had annext unto't 
A Million moe (now loſt :) ſhe, Eros, has 
Packt Cards with Ceſars, and falſe plaid my Glory 
Unto an Enemy's triumph. 
Nay, weep not, gentle Eros, there is left us 
Our ſelves to end our ſelves. | 


Enter Mardian. 


$ 
Oh the vile Lady, ſhe has robb'd me of my Sword. 
e Mar. No, Anthony, 

My Milſtris lov'd thee, and her Fortunes mingled 
With thine intirely. : | 
Ant. Hence, ſawcy Eunuch, peace,ſhe hath betraid me, 

And ſhall dye the death. 
Mar. Death of one perſon can be paid but once, 
And that ſhe has diſcharg'd. What thou would'it do 
[s done unto thy hand : the laſt the ſpake | 
Was Anthony, moſt Noble Anthony : 
Then in the midſt a tearing groan did break 
The name of Anthony : it was divided 
Between her heart and lips: ſhe tendred life 
Thy name fo buried in her. 
Ant, Dead then? | 
Mar. Dead. ? 
Ant, Unarme, Eros, the long dayes task is done, 


And 
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And we muſt fleep: that thou depart'ſt hence ſafe 

Does pay thy labour richly: go. LExit Mardian, 
Oh, pluck off, 

The ſeven-fold ſhield of 4jax cannot keep 

The battery from my heart. Oh cleave my ſides, 

Heart, once be ſtronger than thy Continent, 

Crack thy frail Caſe. Apace, Eros, apace: 

No more a Souldier : bruiſed pieces po, 

You have been nobly born. From me a while; [Exit Eros, 
| will o're-take thee, Cleopatra, and 

Weep for my JEN So it mult be, for now 

All length is Torture : ſince the Torch is out, 

Lye down and ſtray no farther. Now all labour 

Marrs what it does: yea, very force entangles 

[t ſelf with ſtrength : Sealthen and all is done. 

Eros ? I come, my Queen. Eros? Say for me, 

Where Souls do cotich on Flowers, we'll hand in hand, 
And with our ſprightly Port make the Ghoſts gaze : 
Dido, and het c/&neas ſhall want Troops, 

And all the haunt be ours, Come, Eros, Eros, 


Enter Eros. 


Eros. What would my Lord ? 
eAnt. Since Cleopatra died, 
[ have liv'd in ſach diſhonour, that the gods 
Dereſt my baſeneſs. I, that with my Sword, 
Quarter'd the World, and o're green Neptunes back 
With Ships, made Cities; condemn my ſelf, tolack 
The Courage of a Wotnan, lefs Noble mind 
Than ſhe which by her death, our {ſar tells 
[am Conqueror of my felf. Thou art ſworn Eros, 
That when the exigeat ſhonld come, which now 
ls come indeed : when I ſhould ſee behind me 
Th? inevitable proſecntion of diſgrace and horrour, 
That on my command, thou then wonld'ſt kill me. 
Do'c, the time is come : thou ſtrik*ſt not me, 
'Till Ceſar thou defeat'ſt. Put colour in my cheek. 
Eros. The gods with-hold me, 
Shall I do that which all the Parthian Darts, 
(Though Enemy ) loſt aim, and could not. 
eAnthony. Eros. 
Would'ſt thot be window'd in gteat Rome, and fee 
The Maſter thus with pleacht Armes, bending down 
His corrigible neck, his face ſubdn®d = 
To penetrative ſhame z whiPſt the wheel'd feat 
Of fortunate Ceſar drawn befote Him, branded 
His baſeneſs that enſned. 
Eros. | would not ſee'r. | 
Ant. Come then : for with a wonnd I muſt be cur'd. 
Draw that thy honeſt Sword which thou haſt worn 
Moſt uſeful for thy Country. 
Eros. Oh, Sir, pardon me. 
Ant. When I did make thee free, ſwor'ſt thou not then 
Todo this when I bad thee ? - Do it at once, 
Or thy precedent Services are all 
But accidents nnpurpos'd, Draw, and come. 
Eros. Turn from me then that ti6bte countenance, 
Wherein the wotſHip of the whoſe world lies. 
Ant. Lo thee. 
Eros, My Sword is drawn. 
Ant. Then let it do at once 
The thing why thou haſt drawa it. 
Eros. My dear Maſter, 
My Captain, and my Emperout. Let me ſay 
Before I ſtrike this bloody ſtroke, farewel. 
Ant. 'Tis ſaid, man, and farewel. | 
Eros. Farwel, great Chief. Shall | ſtrike now ? _ 
Ant. Now , Eros. [Kills bimſelf. 
Eros. Why there then : 
Thus 1 do eſcape the ſorrow of Anthony's death. 
Ant, Thrice nobler than my ſelf, 
Thou teacheſt me: Oh valiant Eros, what 
[ ſhould, and could'ſt not, my Queen and Eros 


Have by their brave inſtrution got upon 

A Nobleneſs in Record. But 1 will -» _ 
A Bride-groom in my death, and run into't 
As toa Lovers bed, Come then, and Eror, 
Thy Maſter dies thy Scholar : to dothus 

[ learnt of thee. How, not dead ? not dead ? 
The Guard, how ? oh diſpatch me. 


Emer a Guard. : 


I. Guard, What's the noiſe? + - 

Ant. | have done my work; ill.Friends : 
O make an end of what [ have begun; 

2. The Star is faln. | 

1. And time is at his Period. | 

All. Alas, and woe. Y &'; | 

Ant, Let him that loves me, ſtrike me dead. 

I, Not I. d ts{iro 1 

2, Not I. . SOUL 


3. Nor any one. A Si 7 LExcunt. | 
Decre, Thy death and fortunes bid thy. followers flye. 
This Sword but ſhewn to Ceſar with this tidings, 


him. 
Enter Diomedes. 


Dio. Where's Anthony ? 
Decre, 'T here, Dromed, there. _ 
Diom. Lives he ? .wilt thou notanſwer, man ? 
Ant. Art thou there, Diomed ? 
Draw thy Sword, and give me 
Sufficing ſtrokes for de : 
My Milttis &rs lent me to 
Ts, When did ſhe ſend thee ? 

Diom. Now, my Lord. | 
 eAmn, Where is ſhe? ( fear 
Diem, Locktin her Monument: ſhe had a fy 

Of what nnd | ;, nb ry ſaw 
(Which never ſhall be tgund) you did ſuſpect w Tf jo 
She had diſpos'd with Ceſar, and that:yoar rage | 
Would not be purg'd, ſhe ſent you word-ſhe was dead : 
But fearing ſince. how it might work, hath feng - + | 
Me to proclaim the-truth, and 1 am come 
| dread, tov late. - . 
Ant. Too late, good Diomed : call my Guard I prethee. | 
Dio. What hoo : the Emperours Guard. | | 
The Guard, what hoa ? Come, your Lord calls. - 


Enter four or five of the Guard of Anthony: 
Ant. Bear me, good Friends, where Cleopatra bides, 


Tis the laſt ſervice that I fall command you. 
1, Woe, woe are we Sir, you may not live to wear 


Shall enter me wit 


All your true Followers out. 
<All. Moſt heavy day. | 
Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not pleaſe ſharp fate 

To grace it with your ſorrows. Bid that welcom 

Which comes toxpuniſh us, and we puniſh it ' 

Seming to bear-it lightly. Take me up, 

| have led you oft, carry me now, good friends, 

And have my thanks for all. [Exe bearing Anthony. 


Enter Cleopatra, and her CA aids aloft, with 
Char mian, and [ras. 4 


Cleo. Oh Charmian, bwill never go from hence. 
Char. Be cottforted;, dear Madam. | 
| {leo. No, 1 will not : A 
All ſtrange and terrible'events are welcom, 
But comforts we deſpiſe : our ſize of ſorrow 
Proportion'd to our cauſe, muſt be as great | 


| As that which makes it. * 


Ooo 2 
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Enter Diomed, 


How now? Is he dead ? 

Diomed, His Death's upon him, but not dead. 
Look out o'th* other ſide your Monument, 
His Guard have brought him hither. 


Enter Anthony, and the Guard. 


Clo. O Sun, 


Burn the great Sphere thou mov'ſt in, darkling ſtand 
Tt e varying Shore o'th* world. O Antony, Antony, Antony, 
Help, Charmian, help, Iras, help: help, friends, 
Below, let's draw him hither, 
Ant. Peace, | 
Not Ceſar*s Valour'hath o'er. thrown eAnthony, 
But Anthony hath triumpht on it ſelf. 
Cleo. So 1t ſhould be, 
That none but Anthony ſhould conquer Azthory, 
But woe *tis fo, 
eAnt. | am dying, e/£gypr, dying : Only 
[ here importune Death awhile, until 
Of many thouſand kiſſes the poor laſt 
[ lay upon thy lips. 
Cleo. I dare not, Dear, 
Dear my Lord, pardon : I dare not, 
Leſt I be taken : Not th* imperious ſhew 
Of the dull-fortun'd Ceſar, ever ſhall 
Be broach'd with me, If Knife, D:ugs, Serpents have, 
Edge, Sting, or Operation, 1 am ſafe : . 
Your Wife O&#avia, with her modeſt Eyes, 
And ſtill concluſion, ſhall acquire honour, 
Demuring vpon me : But, come, come, «Tony, 
Help me, my Women, we mult dray thee up : 
Aſſiſt, good friends. | 
ent. Oh quick, or 1 am gone. 
Cleo, Here's ſport indeed : 
| How heavy weighs my Lord ? 
Our ſtrength is all gone into heavineſs, 
That makes the weight. Had 1 ou Tuno's power, 
The ſtrong wing'd Mercury ſhould fetch thee up, 
And ſet thee by Fove's ſide. Yet come a little, 
Wiſhers were ever Fools. Oh come, come, come, 
[1 bey heave Antony aloft to Cleopatra. 
And welcome, welcome, Dye when thou haſt liv'd, 
Quicken with kiſſing : Had my lips that power , 
Thus would I wear them out. 
All. A heavy ſight. 
Ant, | am dying, </£gypt, dying. 
Give me ſome Wine, and let me ſpeak a little. | 
Cleo. No, let me ſpeak, and let me rail ſo high, 
That the falſe Huswife, Fortune, break her wheel, 
Provok*d by my offence. 
Ant. One word (ſweet Queen) . 
Of Ceſar ſeek your honour, with your ſafety. Oh. 
Cleo, They donot go together. 
eAnt, Gentle, hear me, 
None about Ceſar truſt, but Proculems. 
(leo. My Reſolution, and my hands, Fl truſt, 
None about Ceſar, 
Ant. The miſerable chang: now at my end, 
Lament nor ſorrow at : But pleaſe your thoughts 
In feeding them with thoſe my former fortunes, 
Wherein L liv'd. The-greateſt Prince o'th'world, 
The Nobleſt : and do not baſely die, 
Not Cowardly, put off my Helmet to 
My Countryman. A Roman, by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquiſh'd. Now my ſpirit is going, 
| can no more. 
Cleo. Nobleſt of men, woo't die, 
Haſt thou nocare of me , ſhall Iabide 
ln this dull world, which in thy abſence is 
No better than a Stye? O ſee, my Women: 


—— 


| The Crown o'th* Earth doth melt. My Lord ? 
Oh wither'd is the Garland of the War, 
The Souldiers Pole is faln : Young Boys and Girls 
Are level now with men : The odds is gone, 
And there is nothing left remarkable, 
Beneath the viſiting moon, 

Char. Oh quietneſs, Lady. 

Iras. She's dead too, our Sovereign. 

Char. Lady. 

Iras. Madam. 

Char. Oh Madam, Madam, . Madam. 

Iras. Royal Egypt : Empreſs. 

Char. Peace, peace, Jras, 

Cleo. No more but in a Woman, and commanded 
By ſuch poor paſſion, as the Maid that milks, 
And does the meaneſt chares. It were for me 
To throw my Scepter at the injurious gods, 
To tell them that this world did equal theirs, 
Till they had ſtoln our Jewel. All's but nought: 
Patience is ſottiſh, and Impatience does 
Become a Dog that's mad : Then is it ſin, 
To ruſh into the ſecret houſe of death, 
Eredeath dare come to us? How do you, women ? 
What, what good cheer ? why how now, Charmian ? 
My Noble Girls? Ah, women, women / Look, 
Our Lamp is ſpent, it's out, Good Sirs, take heart, 
We? il bury him : And then what's-braye, what's Noble, 
Ler's do'r after the high Roman faſhion, 
And make Death-proud to take us. Come, away, 
This caſe of that huge Spirit now is cold; 
Ah, women, women / Come, wg have no friend, 
But Reſolution, and the briefeſt end. 

[Exeunt, bearing of Anthony's Body, 


Enter Czlar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Menas, with 
his Counſel of War. 


Ceſ. Goto him, Dolabela, bid him yield, 
Being ſo fruſtrate, tell him, 
He mocks the pawſes that he makes, 

Dol. Ceſar, I ſhall. 


Enter Decretas with the Sword of Anthony. 


Ceſ. VVherefore is that ? and what art thou that dar'ſt 
Appear thus to us ? 
Dec. lam called Decretas, 
Mark, Anthony I ſerv*d, who beſt was worthy 
Beſt to be ſerv'd : whil'ſt he ſtood up, and ſpoke, 
He was my Maſter, and I wore my life 
To ſpend upon his haters. If thou pleaſe 
To take me to thee, as I was to him, 
PlI be to Ceſar : If thou pleaſeſt not, 
| yield thee up my life. 
Ceſ. VVhat is't thou ſayeſt ? 
Dec. | ſay (Oh Ceſar) Anthony is dead. 
Ceſ. The breaking of ſo great a thing, ſhould make 
A greater crack, The round world 
Should have ſhook Lyons into civil ſtreets, 
And Citizens to their Dens. The Death of Anthony 
Is not a ſingle Doom, in the name lay 
A moiety of the world. 
Dec. He is dead Cſar, 
Not by a publick miniſter of Juſtice, 
Nor by a hired Knife, but that ſelf-hand 
Which writ his honour in the Acts it did, 
Hath with the Courage which the heart did lend it, 
Splitted the heart. This is his Sword, 
'[ robb'd his wound of it: Behold it ſtain'd 
With his moſt noble Blood. 
Ceſ. Look you, ſad friends, 
The gods rebuke me, but it is a Tidings 
To waſh the eyes of Kings. 


Dol. And ſtrange it is, 


That 


Anthony and Cleopatra. 
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That Nature mult compel us to lament 
Our moſt perlilted deeds, 
Men, His taints ani hanours may equa] with him, 
Dol. A Rater Spirit never 
Did ſteer humanity : but you gods will give us 
Some fauits to maxe ns men, Ceſar is touch'd, 
Men. When ſuch a ſpacious Mirroi's ſet before him, 
He needs mult fce himſelf, 
Ceſar. Oh eAnthony, 
[ have followed thee to this, but we do launch 
Diſeaſes ia our Bodies, 1 mult perfotce 
Have (ſhewn to thee (uch a declining day, 
Or look on thine : we could not ſtall together, 
[n the whole world, But yet let me lament 
With tears as Soveragin as the blood of hearts, 
That thou my Brother, my Competitor, 
ln top of all delign ; my Mate in Empire, 
Friend and Companion in the front of War, 
The Arm of mine own Body, and the heart 
Where mine his thoughts did kindle; that our Stars 
Unreconcileable, ſhould divide our equalneſs to this. 
Hear me, good Friends, 
But I will tell you at ſome meeter Seaſon, 
The buſineſs of this man looks out of him, 
We'll hear him what he ſayes. 


Enter an Egyptian. 


Whence are you ? 

Agyp. A poor «Egyptian yet, the Queen my Miltris 

Confin*d in all, ſhe has her Monument 

Of thy intents, deſires, inſtruction, 

That ſhe preparedly may frame her ſelf 

Totl way ſhe's forc'd to. 

Ceſ. Bid her have good heart, 

She ſoon ſhall know of us, by ſome of ours, 

How honourable, and how kindly we 

Determine for her. For {ſar cannot leave to be ungentle 
<#gyp. Sothe gods preſerve thee. LExi, 

(+ of Come hither Proculeins, go and ſay 

We purpoſe her no ſhame : give her what comforts 

The quality of her paſlion ſhall require ; 

Leſt in her greatneſs, by ſome mortal ſtroke 

She do defeat us. For her life in Rome 

Would be etcrnal in our triumph : go, 

And with your ſpeedieſt bring us what the ſayes, 

And how you find of her. ; 

Pro. Ceſar, 1 ſhall. [Exit Proculetue, 

Ceſ Gallus, go you along : where's Dolabe#a, tolecond 

Proculenu ! 

eAll. Dolabella. 

Ceſ. Let him alone: for | remember now 

How he's employ'd : he ſhall in time be ready. 

Go with me to my Tent, where you ſhall ſee 

How hardly I was drawn into this War, 

How calm and gentle | proceeded ſtill 

In all my Writings. Go with me, and ſee 

What I can ſhew 1n this. 6 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, [ras, ad Mardian. 


[_Exeunt. 


| Cleo, My deſolation does begin to make 

A better life : *Tis paltry to be Ceſar : 

Nat being fortune, he's but fortunes knave, 

A miniſter of her will: and it is great, 

Todo that thing that ends all other deeds, 
Which ſhackles accidents, and bolts up change z 
Which ſleeps, and never pallats more the dung, 
The Beggar's Nurſe, and Ceſars. 


Enter Proculcius. 


Pro. Ceſar ſends greeting to the Queen of «Egypt, 
And bidsthee ſtady on what fair demands 


» Cleo, Quick, quick, good hands. 


Thou mean'ſt to have him grant thee, 
Cleo. What's the name ? 
Pro. My name is Proculeius, 
Cleo. eAnthony 
Did tell me of you, bad me truſt you, bug 
| do not greatly careto be deceiv'd 
That have no uſe for truſting, 1f your Maſter 
Would have a Queen his Beggar, you mult tell him, 
That Majeſty, to keep decorum, mult 
No leſs beg than a Kingdom : if he pleaſe 
To give me conquer'd «Egypt for my Son, 
He gives me ſo much of mine own, as [ 
Will kneel to him with thanks. 
_ Fro. Be of good cheer : 
Y are faln intoa Princely hand, fear nothing, 
Make your fu!l reference freely to my Lord, 
Whois fall of Grace, that it flows over 
fn all that need, Let meTeport to him 
Your ſweet dependency, and you ſhall find 
A Conquerour that will pray in aid for kindneſs, 
Where he for Grace is kneel'd to. 
Cleo. Pray you tell him, | 
[ am his Fortunes Vaſſal, and I ſend him 
The greatneſs he has gor, I hourly learn 
A Doftrine of Obedience, -and would gladly 
Look him i th” Face. 
Pto, This Ple report (dear Lady) 
Have comfort, for | know your plight is pitied 
Of him that caus'd it. 
Char. You ſee how eaſily ſhe may be ſurpris'd : 
Guard her till Ceſar come, 
Ira. Royal Queen. 
Char. Oh Cleopatra, thou art taken Queen. 


Pro. Hold, worthy Lady, hold : 
Do not your ſelf ſuch wrong, who are in this 
Reliev'd, but not betraid. 
(leo. What of death too that rids our dogs of languiſh ? | 
Pro. Cleopatra, do not abuſe my Maſters bounty, by 
Tt” undoing of your ſelf: Let the world fee | 
His Nobleneſs well ated, which your death 
Will never let come forth. 


— —— 


Ceo, Where art thou, Death ? 
Come hither, come : Come, and take a Queen 
Worth many Babes 'and Beggars. 

Pro. Oi temperance, Lady. 

Cleo. Sir, 1 will eat no meat, IPe not drink, Sir : 
[t idle talk will once be neceſſary, 
{le not ſleep neither. This mortal houſe Ple rnine, 
Do Ce/ar what he can, Know, Sir, that I 
Will not wait pinnion'd at your Maſter's Court, 
Not once to be chaſtis'd with the ſober eye 
Of dull O#avia, Shall they hoiſt me up, 
And ſhew me to the ſhouting Varlotry 
Of cenſuring Rome ? rather a ditch in e/£gype. 
Be gentle, grave, unto me: rather on 7\:/uz mud 
Lay me ſtark nak'd, and let the water-Flies 
Blow me into abhorring : rather make 
My Countreys high Pyramids my Gibbet, 
And hang me up in Chains, 

Pro. You do extend 
Theſe thoughts of horrour further than you ſhall 
Find cauſe in Ceſar. 


Enter Dolabella, 


Dolabella, Proculeies, 
What thou haſt done, my Maſter Ceſar: knows, 
And he hath ſent for thee : as for the Queen, 
Ple take her to my Guard. | 

Proculeins, $0, Dolabella, 

It ſhall content me beſt : be gentle to her : 
To Ceſar 1 will ſpeak what you ſhall pleaſe, 


[f you'll employ me to him, [Exit Proculeins, 
Ooo 3 Cleo. 


_—_ 
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Cleo, Say. I would die, 
Dol. Moſt Noble Empreſs, you have heard of me. 
Cleo, I cannot tell. 
Dol. Aſſuredly you know me. 
Cleo. No matter, Sir, what [I have heard or known : 
You laugh when Boyes or Women tell their Dreams, 
Ist not your trick ? 
Dol. | underſtand not, Madam. 
Cleo. I dreamt there was an Emperour Anthony. 
Oh ſuch another ſleep, that | might ſee 
But ſuch another man. 
Dol. If it might pleaſe ye. 
(leo. His face was as the Heavens, and therein ſtuck 
A Sun and Moon, which kept their courſe, and lighted 
The lictle oth? Earth. 
Dol. Moſt Sovereign Creature. 
(leo. His Legs beſtrid the Ocean, his rear'd Arm 
Creſted the World : his Voice was propertied 
S all the tuned Spheres, and that to Friends : 
But when he meant to quail, and ſhake the Orb, 
He was as ratling Thunder, For his bounty, 
There was no Winter in't. An Anthony it was, 
That grew the more by reaping : his delights 
Were Dolphin-like, they ſhew'd his back above 
The Element they liv'd in ; In his Livery 
Walk*d Crowns and Crownets : Realms and Iſlands 
As plates dropt from his pocket. 
Dol. (leopatra. 
Cleo. Think you there was, or might be ſuch a man 
As this I dreamt of ? 
Del. Gentle Madam, no. 
Cleo, You Lye up to the hearing of the gods : 
But if there be, or ever were one ſuch, 
Its paſt the ſize of dreaming : Nature wants ſtuff 
To vy ſtrange forms with fancy, yet t imagine 
An Anthony with Natures piece, *gainſt Fancy, 
' Condemning ſhadows quite, 
Dol. Hear me, good Madam : 
Your loſs is as your ſelf, great; and you bear it 
As anſwering to the weight, would I might never 
O're-take purſu'd ſucceſs : but I do feel 
By the rebound of yours, a grief that ſuits 
My very heart at root. 
Cleo, I thank you, Sir : F 
Know you what Ceſar means to do with me ? 
Dol. 1 am Ioth to tell you what, I would you knew. 
Cleo. Nay, pray you, Sir. 
Dol. Though he be honourable. 
Cleo. He*ll lead me then in triumph. 
Dol. Madam, he will, 1 know't. 


Enter Proculeius, Czſar, Gallus, Mecznas, 
and others of his Train, 


All. Make way there, Ceſar. 
| Ceſ. Which is the Queen of «£gypr. 
Dol. It is the Emperour, Madam, 
Ceſ. Ariſe, you ſhall not kneel : 
| pray you riſe, riſe, Z 
| Cleo. Sir, the gods will have it thus, 
My Maſter and my Lord | much obey. 
Ceſ. Take to you no hard thoughts, | 
The Record of what injuries you did us, 
Though written in our fleſh, we ſhall remember 
As things but done by chance. 
Cleo. Sole Sir oth* World, 
I cannot projet mine own cauſe ſo well 
To make it clear, bnt do confeſs I have. 
Been laden with like frailties, which before 
Have often ſham'd our Sex. 
Ceſ. Cleopatra, know, 
We will extenuate rather than inforce : 
If you apply your ſelf to our intents, 
Which towards you are moſt gentle, you ſhall find 


[Cleo, kneels. 


—_ 


| 


A benefit in this change, but if you ſeek 

To lay on me a Cruelty, by taking 

Anthony's courſe, you ſhall bereave your ſelf 

Of my good purpoſes, and put your Children 

To that deſtruction which I'll guard them from, 
If thereon you rely. ll take my leave. 

Cleo. And may through all the World:ytis yours,and we 
Your Scutcheons, and your ſigns of Conqueſt ſhall 
Hang in what place you pleaſe, Here, my good Lord. 

Caf. You ſhall adviſe me in all for Cleopatra. 

Cleo, This is the brief: of Money, Plate, and Jewels 
I am poſleſt of, *tis exaCtly valued, 

Not petty things admitted, Whereas Seleucus ? 

Sel. Here, Madam. 

Cleo. This is my Treaſurer, Jet him ſpeak (my Lord) 
Upon his peril, that I have reſery'd 
To my ſelf nothing. Speak the truth, Selexcxs. 

Sel. Madam, I had rather feal my Lips, 

Than to my peril ſpeak that which is not. 

Cleo, What have I kept back ? 

Sel. Enough to purchaſe what you have made known, 

Ceſ. Nay, bluſh not, Cleopatra, I approve 
Your wiſdom in the deed. 

Cleo. See Ceſar : Oh behold, 
How pomp is followed : mine will now be yours, 
And ſhould we ſhift Eſtates, yours would be mine, 
The ingratitude of this Selewcw, do's 
Even make me wild. Oh Slave, of no more truſt 
Than love that's hir'd ? What, goeſt thou back, thou ſhalt 
Go back I warrant thee: but Vil catch thine Eyes 
Though they had Wings. Slave, Soul-lefs, Villain, Dog, 
O rarely baſe! 

Ceſ. Good Queen, let us entreat you. 

Cleo, O Ceſar, what a wounding ſhame is this, 
That thou vouchſafing here to viſit me, 
Doing the honour of thy Lordlineſs 
To one ſo meek, that mine own Servant ſhould 
Parcel the ſumm of my difgraces, by 
Addition of his Envy ! Say (good Ceſar ) 
That I ſome Lady-trifles have referv'd, 
Immoment toyes, things of ſuch Dignity 
As we greet modern Friends withal, and fay 
Some Nobler Token I have kept apart 
For Livia and Ofavia, to induce 
Their meditation, muſt I be unfolded | 
With one that I have bred : the gods! it ſinites me | 
Beneath the fall I have, Prethee go hence, | 
Or [ ſhall ſhew the Cynders of my ſpirits 
Through th? aſhes of my chance : Wer't thou a man, | 
Thou would*ſt have mercy on me. 

Ceſ. Forbear, Seleucus. 

Cles. Be it known, that we the greateſt are miſ.thought 
For things that others do - and when we fall, 

We anſwer others merits, in our name 
Are therefore to be pittied. | 
Caf. Cleopatra, 
Not what you have reſerv'd, nor what acknowledg'd 
Put we i* th? Roll of Conqueſt : ſtill be*t yours, 
Beſtow it at your pleaſure, and believe 
Ceſar's no Merchant to make prize with you 
Of things that Merchants ſold. Therefore be cheer'd, 
Make not your thoughts your Priſons: No, dear Queen, 
For we intend ſo to diſpoſe you, as 
Your ſelf ſhall give vs counſel : Feed, and ſleep : 
Our care and pitty is ſo much upon you, 
That we remain your Friend, and ſo adieu. 
Cleo, My Maſter, and my Lord, 
Ceſ. Not ſo: Adieu. AY 
[Exeunt Czlar, and bis traits 
Cleo. He words me, Girls, he words me, 
That I ſhould not be noble to my felt. 
But hark thee, Charmiar. 


Iras. Finiſh, good Lady, the bright day is done, 
| And we are for the dark. 
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Cleo, Hye thee again. That kills and pains not ? 

[ have ſpoke already, and it is provided, Clown. Truly I have him: but I would not be the party | 

Go put it to the halte, : that itould defire you to touch him, for his biting is im- 
(bar. Madam, 1 will, morcal : thoſe that do die of it, do ſeldom or never 

recover. 
Enter Dolabella, Cleo, Remember*ſt thou any that have did on't ? 
Clown. Very many Men and Women too. I heard of 
Dol. Where's the Queen ? one of them no longer than yeſterday, a very honeſt Wo- | 
Char. Behold, Sir, man, but ſomething given to lye, as a Woman ſhould not 
Cleo. Dolabella. do, but in the way of honeſty, how ſhe died of the biting 
Dol. Madam, as thereto ſworn, by your command | of ir, what pain ſhe felt: Truly, ſhe rhakes a very good 

(Which my love makes Religion to obey) report oth* Worm :- but he that will believe all that they 

| tell you this : Ceſar through Syria ſay, ſhall never be ſaved by half that they do: but this is 

Intends his Journey, and within three dayes, molt fallible, the Worm's an odd Worm. | 

You with your Children will he ſend before, Cleo. Get. thee hence, farewel, 

Make your beſt uſe of this. I have perform'd Covn. | wilh you all joy of the Worm, 

Your pleaſure, and my promiſe. Cleo. Farewel, 

(leo. Dolabella, | ſhall remain your Debtor. Clown, You muſt think this (look you) that the Worm 
Dol. I your Servant : will do his kind, | 

Adien, good Queen, I muſt attend on Ceſar. LEx##,| Cleo, I, I, farewel, - FAY 
Cleo, Farewel, and thanks. Ciown, Look you, the Worm is not to be truſted; but | 

Now, Iras, what think'ſt thou ? in the keeping of wiſe people : for indeed, there is no 

Thou, an </£gyptian Puppet, ſhalt be ſhewn goodneſs in the Worm. | 

In Rome as well as I: Mechanick Slaves Cleo. Take no care, it ſhall be heeded. 

With greaſie Aprons, Rules, and Hammers ſhall Clown. Very good : give it nothing | pray you, for it is 

Uplift us to the view. Ln their thick breathe, not worth the feeding. | 

Rank of groſs Diet, ſhall we be enclouded, Cleo, Will it eat me ? 

And forc'd to drink their vapour. Clown. You muſt not think 1am ſo ſimple, but1 _— 
lras. The gods forbid. the Devil himſelf will not eat a Woman : 1 know, that a | 
Cleo. Nay, 'tis moſt certain, Iras : ſawcy Littors Woman is a diſh for the gods, if the Devil dreſs her not. 

Will catch at us like Strumpets, and ſcalPd Rhimers But truly, theſe ſame whorſon Devils do the gods great | 

Ballad us out a tune, The quick Comedians harm in their Women: for in every tea that they make, | 

Extemporally will ſtage us, and preſent the Devils mar five. 

Our AlexandriaRevels: Anthony Cleo. Well, get the nes farewel. 

Shall be brought drunken forth, and I ſhall ſee Clown. Yes forfooth; T wiſtfyou joy oth? Worm. [Exir. | 

Some ſpeaking Cleopatra-Boy my greatneſs Cleo. Give me my Robe, put > ev = om. I have 

|th? poſture of a Whore. Immortal longings in me. Now n6-more 7 
Ira. O the good gods ! The juice of e/£2ypts Grape ſhall moiſt his Lip. | 
Cleo. Nay that's certain. Yare, yare, good Jras, quick : me thinks I hear | 
Iras. VII never ſee't; for Iam ſure my Nails Anthony call : I ſee him rowſe himſelf ; 

Are ſtronger than mine Eyes. : To praiſe my Noble Act. I hear him mock | | 
Cleo, Why that's the way to fool their preparation, | The luck of Ceſar, which the gods give men 

And conquer their moſt abſurd intents. To excuſe their after wrath, Husband, I come : | 

| Now to that name, my courage prove my Title, | 
Enter Charmian. [ am Fire, and Air; my other Elements + 
I give no baſer life. So, have you done ? 

Now Charman. Come then, and take the laſt warmth of my Lips. | 

Shew me my Women like a Queen : Go fetch Farewel kind (barmian, 1ras, long farewel, 

My beſt Attires. I am again for (:dr«s Have | the Aſpick in my Lips? Dolſt fall ? | 
Te meet Mark Anthony. Sirrah ras, go, If thou and Nature can ſo gently part, 
(Now, noble Charmian, we'll diſpatch indeed,) The ſtroke of death is as a Lovers pinch, | 
And when thou haſt done this chare. I'll give thee leave | Which hurts, and is deſir'd. Doſt thou lie ſtill ? 

To play till Doomſday : bring our Crown, and all, If thus thou vaniſheſt, thou telſt the World 

Le noiſe within, | It is not worth leave taking. 
Wherefore this noiſe ? Char. Diſſolve thick Clond and Rain, that I may ſay, 
The gods themſelves do weep. | 
Enter a Guardſman. Cleo. This proves me baſe : 
It ſhe proves the curſed _— 
Guard. Here is a rural Fellow, He'll make demand of her, and ſpend that kiſs 

That will not be deny*d your Highneſs preſence, Which is my Heaven to have. Come thou mortal wretch, 

He brings you Figs. With thy ſharp teeth this knot intrinſicate, | 
Cles. Let him come in. LExit Guardfiman. | Of life at once unty: Poor venemous Fool, 

How poor an Inſtrument Be angry and diſpatch. Oh could'ſt thou ſpeak, __ 

May do a noble deed: he brings me liberty : That I might hear thee call great Ceſar Aſs, unpolicied. | 

My reſolution's plac'd, and 1 have nothing Char. Oh Eaſtern ſtar, : 

Of Woman in me : Now from head to foot Cleo. Peace, peace : | 

[ am Marble conſtant : now the fleeting Moon Doſt thou not ſee my Baby at my Breaſt, 

No Planet is of mine. That ſucks the Nurſe aſleep. 

Char. O break! O break! 
Enter Guardſman and Clown. {leo. As ſweet as Balm, as ſoft as Air, as gentle. 
O Anthony / Nay 1 will take thee too. | 
Guardſ, This is the Man. What ſhould I ſtay — [Dres. | 
Cleo. Avoid and leave him. CExit Guardſman. | Char, ,In this wild World ? So fare thee well : 
Haſt thou the pretty Worm of {zu there, Now boaſt thee Death, in thy polleſſion lies' » il 


| 
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A Laſs unparallePd. Doway Windows cloſe, 
And golden Phcebus gever be beheld 

Of Eyes again ſo Royal : your Crowns away, 
ll mend it, and then play -— 


Enter the Guard ruſtling in, and Dolabella. 


1 Guard, Where's the Queen? 
Char. Speak ſoftly, wake her not. 
I, Ceſar hath ſent. 
Char. Too ſlow a Meſſenger. 
@h come apace, diſpatch, | partly feel thee. 
1. Approach ho, F 
All's not well : Ceſar's beguiPd. 
2. There's Dolabella ſent from Ceſar : call him. 
1. What work is here, Charmian ? 
[s this well done 2 
Char; It's well done, and fitting for a Princeſs 
Deſcended of ſo many Royal Kings. 


Emer Dolabella. 


Dol. How goes it here ? 

2. Guard, All dead. 

Dol. Ceſar, thy thoughts : 
Touch their effe&s in this: thy ſelf art coming 
To ſee perform'd the dreaded At which thou 
So ſought'ſt to hinder, 


Emer Czſar and all his Tram, marching. 


All. Make way there, make way for (ſar. - 
Dol. Oh, Sir, you are $00 ſure an Augurer : 
That you did fear, is done. , 
Ceſar. Braveſt at the laſt, - 


Ah Souldier! [Charmian ajes. 


She level'd at our purpoſes, and being Royal 
Took her own way : the manner of her Deaths ? 
[ do not ſee them bleed, 
Dol. Who was laſt with them ? 
1. Guard, A imple Countryman,that brought her Fjoc . 
This was his Basker. , i 
Ceſ. Poyſon'd then, 
1 Guard, Oh Caſar : 
This Charmian liv'd but now, ſhe ſtood and ſpake : 
I found her trimming up the Diadem, 
On her dead Miſtriſs, tremblingly ſhe ſtood, 
And on the ſudden dropt. 
Ceſar. Oh noble weakneſs : 
If they bad ſwallowed poyſon, *twould appear. 
By external ſwelling : but ſhe looks like ſleep, 
As (he would catch another Anthony 
ln her ſtrong toil of Grace. 
Dol. Here on her Breaſt, 
There is a vent of blood, and ſomething blown, 
The like is on her Arm. 
1 Guard. This an AſpeCts trail 
And theſe Fig-leaves have ſlime upon them ſuch 
As th* Aſpick leaves upon the Caves of Nl, 
Ceſ. Moſt probable 
That ſo ſhe died : for her Phyſician tells me 
She bath purſu'd Concluſions infinite 
Of eaſie ways to dye. Take up her Bed, 
And bear her Women from the Monument, 
She ſhall be buried by her Anthony. 
No Grave upon the Earth ſhall clip in it 
A pair ſo famous: high events as theſe 
Strike thoſe that make them : and their ſtory is 
No leſs in pitty, than his glory which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our Army ſhall, 
In folemn ſhew, attend this Funeral, 
And then to Rome. Come, Dolabella, ſee 


High Order in this great Solemnity. LExeunt onnes, 
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As he was born, The King he takes the Babe 
Enter two Gentlemen. To his protection, calls him Poſthumus Leonatus, 
Breeds him, and makes him of his Bed.Chamber, 
1 Gent, O U do not meet a man but frowns, Pars to him all the Learnings that his time 

Our blouds no more obey the Heavens | Could make him the receiver of, which he took 


Than our Courtiers ; As we do air, faſt as *twas miniſtred, | 
Still ſeem as do's the Kings, And in's Spring, - became a Harveſt: Liv'd in Court 

2 Gent, But what's the matter ? (Which rare it is to do) moſt praig'd, moſt loy'd, 

1. His Daughter, and the Heir of's Kingdom (whom | A ſample to the-youngeſt : to th? more Mature,” | 
He purpos'd to his Wives ſole Son, a Widow A glaſs that feated them : andto the graver;, 

That late he married) hath reſerr'd her ſelf A Child that guided Dotards. To his Miſtrifs, . 
Unto a poor, but worthy Gentleman. She's wedded. (For whom he now is baniſh'd)-her own price 

Her Husband baniſh'd ; ſhe impriſon'd, all Proclaims bow ſhe eſteem'd him 'and his Vertue © +} 
ls outward ſarrow, though I think the King By her EleCtion may be truly read, what kind of man he is. 
Be touch'd at very heart, 2, | honour him, even out of your report. | 

2, None but the King ? But pray you tell.me, isſhe ſole Child to th' King ? 

1, He that hath loſt her too: ſois the Queen, 1, His only Child? | | 
That moſt deſir*'d the Match. But not a Courtier, He had two Sons (if this be worth your hearing, oh 
Although they wear their faces to the bent Mark it) the eldeſt of them, at three years old 
Of the Kings looks, hath a heart that is not -| P ch ſwathing Cloaths, the other from their Nurſery + 
Glad at the thing they ſcoul at. . Were ſtoln, and to this hour, no gueſs in knowledge 

2, And why ſo? | Which way they went. 

1, He that hath miſg'd the Princeſs, - is a thing” 2, How long is this ago ? 

Too bad, for bad report: and he that hathher;-” 1. Some twenty years. | | 
(1 mean, that married her, alack good man, .| 2. That a Kings Children ſhould be ſo convey'd, 
And therefore baniſh'd) is a Creature, ſuch, So ſlackly guarded, and the ſearch fo flow _— 
As toſeek through the Regions of the Earth That could not trace them. | 
For one, he likes ; there would be ſomething failing 1. Howſoere 'tis ſtrange, F 
> him, that ſhould compare. I do.not think, Or that the negligence may well be langh'd at : 
| So fair an Outward, and ſuch ſtuff within Yet is it true, Sir. | 
Endows a man, but he, 2, I do well believe you. | | 
2, You ſpeak him fair. {= 1. We muſt forbear. Here comes the Gentleman, | 
1, Ido extend him (Sir) which himfelf, The Queen, and Princeſs. CExcunt, | 


Cruſh him together, rather than unfold; : 


His meaſure dully. ” ; t 
2, What's his name and Birth ? Scena Secunda. | | 
1, I cannot delve him to the root :. his Father | 
Was call'd Sici/lizs, who did join hjs honour Enter the Queen, Poſthumus, azd [ mogen, 
Againſt the Romans, with Caſſ#belar, | Ae 
But had his Titles by Tenantinze, whom + Qs. No, be aſſur*d you ſhall not find me (Daughter) | 
He ferv'd with Glory and admir*d Succeſs : After the ſlander of moſt Step-Mothers, | 
So Bain'd the Sur-addition, Leonats. Evil-ey'd unto you.. You're my Priſoner, bat 
And had (beſides this Gentleman,in queſtion) Your Gaoler ſhall deliver you the Keys | 
Two other Sons, who in the Wars o* th' time That lock up your reſtraint. For you, Poſthumm, 
Dy'd with their Swords in hand. For which their Father | So ſoon as | car win th* offended King, 
Then old, and fond of iſſue, took ſuch ſorrow [ will be known your Advocate: marry yet 
That he quit Being; and his gentle Lady The fire of Rage isin him, and "twere good _ 
Big of this Gentleman (our Theam deceaſt) | You lean'd unco his Sentence, with what patience 
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Your wiſdom may inform you. 
Poſt. Pleaſe your Highneſs, 
I will from hence to day. 
Q-e. You know the peril : 
Ple tetch a turn about the Garden, pitying | 


The bangs of barr'gaflegions, though the King 
Hath charg'd you ſhapl@ not > together. LExi. 
rteſie ! How fine this tyrant 


Imo. Odiſſemblin 

Can tickle where ſhe @Qunds? My deareſt Husband, 
I ſomething fear my Fathers wrath, but nothing 
( Always reſerv'd my holy duty ) what 
His rage can do on me. You mult be gone, 
And I ſhall here abide the hourly ſhot 
Of angry eyes : not comforted to live, 
But that there is this Jewel in the world, 
That I ray ſee again. . 

Poſt. My Queen, my Miltris : 


' | © Lady, weep no more, ſt I give cauſe 


To be fufpected of more tenderneſs 

Than doth become a man. I will remain 

The loyalF ft husband, that did ere plight troth. 

My reſidence in Roxze, at one Florio's, 

Who to my Father was a friend, to me | 
Known but by Letter ; thither write-(my Queen) 
And with mine eyes, Ile drink the words you ſend, 
Though Ink be made of Gall. 


Enter Queen, 


Que. Be brief, | pray you : 
If the King come, [ ſhall incur, I know not 
How much of his diſpleaſore : yet Vie move him 
To walk this way : 1 never dg him wrong, 
But he do's buy my injuries, to be friends, 
Payes dear for my-offences. 

Poſt. Stiould we be taking leave 
As long a term as yet we: have to live, 
The lothneſs to depart,- wonld grow: Adieu. 

Imo. Nay, ſtay a little : «1 
Were you but riding focth to air your ſelf, -. 
Such parting were too petty, Look here (Loye) 
This Diamond was my Mothers: take it (Heart) 
But keep it till you wooe another Wife, 
When Tmogen is dead. 

Poſt. How, how ? Another ? 
You 1 aog gods, give me but this I have, 
And up my embracements from a next, 
With bonds of death. Remain, remain thou here, 
While ſenſe can keepit on : And ſweeteſt, faireſt, 
As | (my poor ſelf ) did exchange for you 
To your fo infinite loſs : ſo in: our trifles 
[ ſtill winof you. For my ſake wear this, 
It is a Manacle of Love, Ple place it 
Upon this faireſt Priſoner. 

 Imo. O the pods! | 
When ſhall we ſee again ? 


Enter Cymbeline, and Lords. 


PoF#t. Alack, the King. 

Cym. Thou baſeſt thing, avoid hence, from my ſight : 
If after this command thou fraught the Court 
With thy unwo: thineſs, thou dyeſt. Away, 
| Thou'rt poiſon to my bloud. 

Poſt. The gods protect you, 

And bleſs the good Remainders of the Court : 
I am gone. 

Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More ſharp than this is. 

Cym. O diſloyal thing, 

That ſhould'ſt repair my youth,. thou heap'lt 
A years age on me, 
Imo. 1 beſeech you, Sir, 


L Exit, 


Harm not your ſelf with your vexation, 


3X, : 


| am ſenſeleſs of your wrath; a touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 
Cys. Paſt Grace? Obedience ? 
Imo. Paſt hope, and in diſpair, that way paſt Grace. 
Cym, That mighr'lt have had 
The ſole Son of my Queen, , -- 

Imo. O bleſſed that | might not : I'Choſe an Eagle, 
And wy a Pace F, i 
Cym. Thou tgok* a Beggars, woult'ft have made m 
Throne, a Seat for baſeneſs. ' 
Imo, No, I rather added a luſtre to it. 

Cym. O thou vile one ! 


Imo, Sir, 
[t is _ fault that I have lov'd Poſthumns : 
You bred higzas my ay-tojow and hey,” (> 
A man, | any wdſhian over-buys we 
Almoſt chE Dama he pu 
Cym. What? art thou nail ? ; 


Imo. Almoſt, Sir : Heaven reſtore me : would I wer 
Our Neighbour-Shepherds Son. 


Exter Queen. 


Cym. Thou fooliſh thing 3 
They were again together : you have done 
Not afrer our command. Away with her, 
And pen her up. 

Que. Beſeech your patience : Peace, 
Dear Lady Daughter, peace. Sweet Soveraigh, 
Leave us to our (elves, and make your ſelf ſome comfort 
Out of your beſt advice. 

Cym. Nay let her languiſh 
A drop of bloud aday, and being aged 
Dye of this Folly. 


LExs. 
Enter Piſan io. 


Que. Fie, you muſt give'away : os 
Here is your Servant. How now, Sir ? What news? 
Piſ. My Lord your Son, drew on'my Maſter, 
©ue., Hah! 
No harm I truſt is done ? 
Piſa. There might have been, 
But that my Maſter rather plaid, than fought, 
And had no help of Anger: they were parted 
By Gentlemen, at band. 
Que, 1 am very glad ont. 
Imo, Your Son's my Fathers Friend, he takes his part 
To draw upon an Exile, O brave Sir, 
| would they were in Africh, both together, 
My ſelf by with a Needle, that I might prick 
The goer back. Why came you from your Maſter ? 
Piſa. On his command: he would not ſuffer me 
To bring him tothe haven : left theſe notes 
Of what commands I ſhould be ſubject to, 
When't pleaſe you to employ me. 
Que. This hath been 
Your faithful Servant :I dare lay mine honour 
He will remain fo. 
Piſa. I humbly thank your Highneſs. 
Que. Pray walk a while. 
Imo. About ſome half hour hence, 
Pray you ſpeak with me; - 
You ſhall ( at leaſt ) go ſee my Lord aboard. 


For this time leave me. C Excurt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Clotten, and two Lords, 


1, Sir, I would advife you to ſhift'a ſhirt; the Vie- 


lence of Action hath madeyou reek as a Sacrifice : where 
Air 


A Neat-herds Daughter, and my Lecnatu | 


— 


| 


The Tradeedy of Croll ©. 
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air comes out, air comes in: there's none abroad ſo whol- 
ſome as that you veat, 

Clot, If my Shirt were bloudy, then to ſhift it. 
Have I hure him ? 

2, No faith : not ſo much as his patience. 

1, Hurt him ? His bodie's a paſſable Carkaſs if be be not 
hurt. Ic is a through-fare for Steel if it be not hurt. 

2, His Steel was in debt, it went oth' Wck-ſide the 
Town. 

Cloe, The Villain would not ſtand me. 

2, No, but he fled forward ſtill, toward your face. 
' 1, Stand yon ? you have Land enough of your own : 
But he added to your having, gave you ſome ground. 

2, As many Inches, as you have Oceans (Puppies) 

Clot. 1 would they had not come between us. 

2. So would I, till you had meafur'd how long a fool 
you were upan the ground, 

Cle. And that ſhe ſhould love this fellow, and refuſe m« 

2, [f it be a ſin to make a true eleftion, ſhe is damn'd. 


FX —— 


go nat together, She's a good ſign, but I have ſeen ſmall 
refletion of her wit. 

2. She ſhiges not upon Fools, leſt the refleion 
Should hart her, 

Chex. Come, le to my Chamber : would there had been 


-| forme hurt done. 
:2. I wiſh oot ſo, unleſs it had been the fall of an Afs, | 


which .is go great hurt, 
Cor. You'll go with us? 
1. le attend your Lordſhip, 
Clot. Nay come, let's go-together. 
2, Well, my Lord. 


Scena Quarta. 
Emer Imogen, and Piſanio. 


Imo, I would thou grew'ſt unto the ſhores oth” haven, 
And queſtionedſt every Sail : if he ſhould write, 
And 1 not have it, '*twereaPayer loft 
As offer*'d mercy is: what was the laſt 
That he ſpake to thee? 

Piſa. It was his n, his Queen. 

Imo. Then way'd bis Handkerchief? 

Piſa. And kiſt it, Madam. 

Imo, Senſeleſs Linnen, happier therein that? 
And that was all? 

Piſa. No, Madam: for ſo long 
As he conld make me with his eyes, or ear, 
Diſtinguiſh him} from other, be did keep _ 
The Deck, with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchief, 
Still waving, as the fits and ſtifrs of 's mind 
Could beſt expreſs how ſlow his Soul ſaid on, 
How ſwift his Ship. 1 

Ine. Thon ſhonkd'ſt have made him 
As little as a Crow, or leſs, ere keft 
To after-eye him. 

Piſa. Madam, fo I did 

Imo. 1 would have broke mine eye-ſtringsz 
Crack'd them, but to look upon him, till the diminution 
Of ſpace, had pointed him ſharp as my Needle ; 
Nay, followed hi, till he had melred from 
The ſmallnefs of a Gnat, to wir : and then os 
Have turn'd mine eye, and wept. But, good Piſanio, 
When ſhall we hear from him. 

Piſa. Be aſfur'd, Madan, 
With his next vantage. 

no. 1 did not take my keave of him, but had 
Moſt pretty things to ſay : Ere I could tel] him 
How I would think on him at certain hours, 
Such thoughts, and ſuch ; Or I could make him ſwear, 
The She's of lraly. ſhonld not þetray Bs 
Mine latereſt, and his Honour : or have charg'd him | 
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| Give him that parting kiſs, which I bad ſet 


1. Sir, as Itold you always : her Beauty and her Brain | 


' 
| 


4 


Scena Quinta: 


| with you ? how creeps acquaintance ? 


{ fies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay ſtill, 


Atthe ſixth hour of Morn, at Noon, at Midnight, 
T*encounter me with Oriſons, for then 
Lam in Heaven for him : Or ere I could, 


Betwixt two cnarming words, comes in my Father, 
And like the tyrannous breathing of the North, 
Shakes all our buds from growing. 


Enter a Lady, 


Lady, The Queen ( Madam) 
Deſires your highneſs Company, 

1mo. Thoſe things.l bid you do, get t 
| will attend the Queen, 

Piſa. Madam, I hall. 


hem diſpatch'd, 
[ Exmnt, 


. Emer Fhilario, lachimo, Frenchman, Dutch- 
man, and a Spaniard, 


lach. Believe it, Sir, | have ſeen him in Britasz ;, he was 
then of a Creſcent, none expected to prove ſo worthy, as 
lince he hath been allowed the name of. But I could then 
have look'd on him, without the help of Admiration, |- 
though the Catalogue of his endowments had been tabled | 
by his ſide, and I to peruſe him by /tems. oy 

Phil. You ſpeak of.him when he was leſs furniſh'd,than 
_ is, with that which makes him both without and 
within, 

French. | have ſeen him in France : 
| there, could behold the Sun, with as firm eyes as he. 

lach. This matter of marrying bis Kings Daughter , 
wherein he mult be weighed rather by her value, than bis 
own,words him (1 doubt not) a greatdeal from the matter. 


French. And then his baniſhment. , | 
lach. I, and the approbation of thoſe that weep this | 
lamentable divorce under her colours, are ——_— to 
extend him, be it but to fortifie her judgement, which | 
elſe an eaſie battery might lay flat, for taking a Beggat 
without leſs quality. But how comes it, he is to ſojourn 


Phil. His father and I were Souldiers together,to whom | 
{ have been often bound for no leſsthafi my life. 


Enter Poſthumins. 


we had fery many 


: 1 
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Here comes the Britain. Let him be ſo entertained a- 
mongſt you, as ſuits with Gentlemen of your knowing, to 
ſtranger of his quality. I beſeech you all be better known to | 
this Gentleman,whom { commend to you,as a Noble friend | 
of mine, How worthy he is, I will leave to appear here» 
after, rather than tory him in his own —_ 

Fren, Sir, we have known together in boy. 31 

Poſt. Since when I have been debter to you for courte- 


— 


Fren. Sir, you ore-rate my poor kindneſs, I was glad I} 
did atone my Countryman and you ; it had been pitry you f 
ſhould have been put together, with ſo mortal a purpoſe 
as then each bore; upon importance of ſo ſlight and crivial 
a nature. 

Poſt. By your pardon, Sir, I was then a young Traveller, 
rather, ſhan'd to go even with what heard, than in my 
very aQtion to be guided by others _—_ but opon 
my mended judgement (if I offend to ſay it is mended) my 
Quarrel was not altogether ſlight. 

French. Faith yes,to be pnt tothe arbitrement of ſwords, 
and by ſuch two, that would by all likelihood have con-| 
founded one the other, or have faln both. & 4 

lach. Can we with manners, ask what was the diffe- 
rence ? | 

Fren. Safely, 1 think, *twas a contention in publick, | 
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which may (without contradition) ſuffer the report, - It | 
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The Tragedy of Cymbdline 


was much alike an agrument that fell out laſt night, 
where each of us fell in praiſc of our Country-Miltrelles, 
This Gentleman, at that time vouching (and upon warrant 
of bloudy affirmation) his to be more Fair, Vertuous, Wiſe, 
Chaſt, Conſtant, Qualified, and leſs attemptible than any, 
the rareſt of our Ladies in France. 

lach, That Lady is not now living : this Gentleman's 
opinion by this worn out, 

Poſt, She holds her Vettue ſtill, and I my mind. 

: _ You mult not ſo far preferr her ,”*fore ours of 
taly. 

Fob Being ſo far provok'd as | was in France : I would 
abate her nothing , though I profeſs my ſelf her Adorer, 
not her Friend. 

lach. As fair, and as good : a kind of hand in hand 
compariſon, had been ſomething too fair, and too good for 
any Lady in Brirany : if ſhe went before others, I have ſeen, 
as that Diamond of yours ovt-luſters many 1 have beheld. 
I could not believe ſhe excelled many : bugl have not ſeen 
the moſt precious Diamond that is, nor you theLady. 

Poſt. | prais'd her, as brated her : fo do 1 my ſtone. 

. Tach, What do you eſteem it at ? 

Poſt. More than the world enjoys. 

lach. Either your unparagon'd Miltris is dead, or ſhe's 
out-priz?d by a trifle, 

Poſt. You are miltaken : the one may be ſold or given, 
or if there were wealth enough for the purchaces, or merit 
for the gift, The other is not a thing for ſale, and only the 
gift of the gods. 

Iach. Which the gods have given you ? 

Poſt. Which by their Graces | will keep. 

Tach. You may wear her in title yours: but you know 

ſtrange Fowle light upon neighbouring Ponds. Your Ring 
may be ſtoln too, ſo your brace of unprizeable Eſtimations, 
the one is but frail, and the other Caſual. A cunning Thief, 
or a { that way ) accompliſh'd Courtier, would hazzard 
the winning both of firſt and laſt. 
Pot: Your lraly contains none ſo accompliſh'd a Cour- 
tier toconvince the honour of my Miſtris : if in the ho]- 
ding or loſsof that, you term her frail, I do nothing doubt 
= have ſtore of Thieves, notwithſtanding I fear not my 
Ring.” 

Phil. Let us leave here, Gentlemen. 

Poſt.” Sir, with all my heart. This worthy Signior 1 
thank him, makes no ſtranger of me, we are familiar at 


Iach. With five times ſo much cenverſation, I ſhould 
get ground of your fair Miſtris,; make her gq back, even 
to the yielding, bad I admittance, and opportunity to 
Friend. 

Poſt. No, no. 

lJach. I dare thereupon pawn the moyety of my Eſtate, 
to your Ring,which in my opinion or-evalues it ſomething : 
but 1 make my wager rather againſt your Confidence, than 
her Reputat@n. And to bar your offence herein too, darſt 
. [attempt it againſt any Lady in the world. 

Poſt You are a great deal abus'd in too bold a per- 
' | ſwaſion, and I doubt not you ſuſtain what y'are worthy of, 
by your Attempt. 

lach. What's that ? 

Poſt. A Repulſe, though your Attempt (as you call it 
deſerves more ; a puniſhment too, 

Phil. Gentlemen, enough of this, it came in too ſud- 
denly, let it dye as it was born, and I pray you be better 
acquainted. 

lach. Would I had put my Eſtate, and my Neighbours 
on th* approbation of what | have ſpoke. | 

Poſt, What Lady would you chooſe to aſlail ? 

lach. Yours, whom in conſtancy you think ſtands ſo 
ſafe. 1 will lay you ten thouſand Duckets to your Ring, 
that commend me to the Court where your Lady is, with 
no more advantage than the opportunity of a ſecond con- 
ference, and I will bring from thence, that honour of hers, 
which you imagine ſo reſery'd. 


Ee 


Poſt. 1 will wage againſt your Gold, Gold to it ; M 
Ring 1 hold dear as my finger, *tis part of it. J 

lach. You are a friend, and therein the wiſer : if you 
buy Ladies fleſh at; a Million a Dram, you cannot preſerye 
it from tainting; but [ ſee you have ſome Religion in you 
that you fear. 

Poſt. This is but-a cuſtom in your tongue : you bear a 
graver ppoſe I hope. 

lach. 1 am the Maſter of my ſpeaches,and would under- 
go what's ſpoken, I ſwear. | 

Poſt. Will you? 1 ſhall but tend my Diamond till your 
return: let there be Covenants drawn between's.. M 
Miſtris exceeds in goodnefs,the hugeneſs of your unworthy 
things. [dare you to this match : here's my Ring, 

Phil. 1 will have it.no-lay. 

lach. By the gods it is one : if I bring you no ſufficient 
Teſtimony that 1 haveenjoy'd the deareſt bodily part of 
your Miſtris : my ten thouſand Duckets are yours, ſo is 
your Diamond too: if 1 come off; and leave her in ſuch 
honour as you have truſt in: She your Jewel, this your 


_ 


mendation, for my more entertainment. 

Poſt, | embrace theſe Conditions, let us have Articles 
betwixt us: only thus far you ſhall anſwer, if you make 
your voyage upon her, and give medirettly tounderſtand, 
you have prevail'd, I am no further your Enemy, ſhe isnot 
worth our debate, If fhe remain unſeduc'd, you not 
making it appear otherwiſe : for your ill opinion, and 
th' aſſault you have made to her chaſtity, - you ſhall anſwer 
me with your Sword. 

lach. Your hand,a Covenant : we will have theſe thingy 
ſet down by lawful Counſel, and ſtraight away for Britain, 
leſt the Bargain ſhould catch cold, and ſtarve : 1 will fetch 
my Gold, and have our two Wagers recorded, 

Poſt. Agreed. * 

French. Will this bold, think you, 

Phil. Signior. Jachimo will not from it.. 
Pray let us follow em. LExemn, 


z 


Scena Sexta. aka» 


Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius. ; 


Que. Whiles yet the dew's on ground 
Gatner thoſe Flowers, Lf 
Make haſt. iWho has the note of them ?; 

Lad. | Madam. mge ' ( 

Qe. Diſpatch. | ' [Exeunt Ladies. 
Now Maſter Doctor, have you brought thoſe drugs : 

Cor. Pleafeth your higneſs, 1 : here they are, Madam: 
But I beſeech your Grace, without offence 
(My Conſcience bids me ask_) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me theſe moſt poiſonous Compounds, 
Which are the movers of a languiſhing death: _ + | 
But though ſlow, deadly. 

Que. | wonder, Doctor, 

Thou ask'ſt me ſuch a Queſtion z haye I not been 
Thy Pupill long ? haſt thou not learn'd me how 

To make Perfumes ? Diſtil? Preſerve ? Yea ſo, 
That our great King bimſelf doth wooe me of 

For my ConfeQions ? having thus far proceeded, 
(Unleſs thou think*ſt me deviliſh) is it not meet 

That I did amplifie my judgement in 

Other Concluſions ? I will try the forces 

Of theſe thy Compounds,on ſuch Creatures as 

We count not worth the hanging (but none humane) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their Aft, and by them gather 

Their ſeveral vertues, and effects. 

Corn. Your highneſs 
Shall from this practice, but make hard your heart: 


Beſides, the ſeeing thele effefts will be ak 


Jewel, and my Gold are yours : provided | have yotircom: | ' 
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Both noyſome and infeRions, 
©u. O content thee, 


Here comes a flattering Raſcal, upon hint 
Will I firſt work: He's for his Maſter, 
And Enemy to my Son. How now, Piſamo ? 
DoCtor, your ſervice for this time is eaded, 
Take your own way, 

Cor. I do ſuſpeCt you, Madam, 
But you ſhall do no barm. 

£u. Hark thee a word, 

Cor. 1 do not like her. She doth think ſhe has 
Strange ling'ring poiſons: I do know her ſpirit, 
And will not truſt one of her malice, with 
A drug of ſuch damn'd Nature. Thoſe ſhe has, 
Will ftupefie and dull the Senſe a while, 
Which brſt (perchance) ſhe'll prove on Cats and Dogs, 
'Then afterward up higher : but there is 
No danger in what ſhew of death it makes, 
More than the locking up the Spirits a time, 
To be more freſh, reviving. She is fool'd 
With a moſt falſe effet:; and 1 the truer, 
So to be falſe with her. 

£2«. No further ſervice, Door, 
Uacil 1 ſend for thee. 

Cor, | humbly take my leave. 

£24. Weeps ſhe ſtill (faiſt thou?) 
Do'it thou think in time 
She will not quench, and let inſtructions enter 
Where folly now poſſeſſes? do thou work : 
When thou ſhalt bring me word ſhe loves my Son, 


LExit. 


. {Vil tell thee on the inſtant, thou art then 


As great as is thy Maſter : Greater, for 

His Fortunes al} lie ſpeechleſs, and his name 
Is at laſt gaſp. Retnrn he cannot, nor 
Continue where he is : to ſhift his being, 
ls to exchange one miſery with another, 


{ And every day that comes, comes to decay 


A dayes work in him, What ſhalt thou expect 

To be depender of a thing that leans ? 

Who cannot be new built, nor has no Friends 

So much, as but to prop him ? Thou tak'ſt up 
Thou know'ſt not what : But take it for thy labour, 
Itis a thing I make, which hath the King 

Five times redeem'd from death. 1 do not know 
What is more Cordial, Nay l prethee take it, 

It is anearneſt of a farther good 

| That I mean to thee, Tell thy Miſtriſs how 

The caſe ſtands with her : do't, as from thy ſelf : 
Think what a chance thou changeſt on, but think 
Thon haſt thy Miſtrifs ſtill, to boot, my Son, 
Who ſhall take notice of thee. I'll move the King 
To any ſhape of thy Preferment, ſuch 

As thow'lt deſire: and then my ſelf, 1 chiefly, 
That ſet thee on to this deſert, am bound 

To load thy merit richly. Call my Women. [Exit Piſanio, 
Think on my words, A flye, and conſtant Knave, 
Not to be ſhak'd - the Agent for his Maſter, 

And the Remembrancer of her, to hold _ 

The hand faſt to her Lord. 1 have given him that, 
Which if he take, ſhall quite unpeople her 
Of Leidgers for her Sweet : and which ſhe aſter, 
Except he bend her humour, ſhall be aſſur'd 

To taſte of too, 


Enter Piſanio, and Ladies. 


So, ſo: well done, well done: . + 

The Violets, Cowſlips, and the Prime-Roſes 
Bear to my Cloſſet : Fare thee well, P:/amo, 
Think on my words. 

| Tiſa. And ſhall do: 


LExics Queen, and Ladies. 
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Vexations of it, Had 


Comes from my Lord with 
The Worthy Leonatw. is in 


Imo. Thanks, good Sir, 
You'ce kindly welcome, 


Or like the Parthian I ſhall 
Rather direRtly flye 


I 
your truſt, 


So far 1 read aloud. - * £ 


la all that I can do, 


'Twixt fair, and foul 2 
Imo. What mak 


Not ſo allur'd to feed. 
Fach. The Cloyed wil 


He's ſtrange and peeviſh. 


Piſa. I was going; Sir, 


. 
He #3 one of the Nobleſt note, to 
infinitely t Reflet upon him ; 


But when to my good Lord, I prove untrue, 
P11 choak my ſelf: there's all I'll do for you, 


Septima. 


. Emer Imogen alone. 


Imo, A Father cruel, and a Stepdame falſe, 

A Fooliſh Suiter to'a Wedded Lady, 

That hath her Husband baniſh'd : O, that Hueband; 

My ſopream Crown of grief, and thoſe repeated 
been Thief-ſtoln, 

As my two Brothers, happy : but moſt miſerable* 

Is the deſire that's glorious. Bleſſed be thoſe 

How mean ſo ere, that have their honeſt wills, 

Which ſeaſons comfort, .Who may this be 2. Fie; 


Enter Pifanio, and Jachimo. 
Piſa. Madam, a Noble Gentleman of Rome, as 


Letters; 


Jach, Change you, Madam ! 


ſafety, 


And greets your Highneſs dearly. 


Fach. All of her, that is out of door, moſt rich : 
If ſhe be furniſh'd with a mind ſo rare, 
She is alone th* Arabian-Bird 3-and 1 
Have loſt the wager, Boldneſs be my Friend : 
Arm me Audacity from head to foot, 


flying fight, 


weads,' 


- 


But even the very middle of my heart 

ls warm'd by th* reſt, and take it thankfully. 
You are as welcome (worthy Sir)'as/1 
Have words to bid 'you, and ſhall find it ſo 


Zach. Thanks, faireſt Lady: 1 
What are men mad ?. hath-Nature giyen them 
To ſee this vaulted Arch, and the rich Crop © 
Of Sea, and Land, which candiſtinguiſh *twixe 
The fiery Orbes above, and the twinn'd Stoges 
Upon the number'd Beagh, and car we'not 


Partition make with SpeCtacles ſo pretious- 


admiration?! 
Fach, It cannot be  th* Eye: for 
'Twixt two ſuch She's, would chatter 
Contema with mowes the other. Nor! 
For Ideetsin this caſe of favour, would: .-: 
Be wiſely definit: Nor'in the Appetite, > 
Sluttery to ſuch neat Excellence, oppoy'd 
Should make deſire yomit-empti | | 


Imo. What is the matter trow? © 


That fatiate yet Ct deſice, that Tub | 
Both fill'd and running :- Ravening firſt che Lamb, 
Longs afcer for the Garbage. 
Thus rap's you? Are you well ? 
Fach. Thanks, Madam, well : Befeech 
Deſire my Man's abode, where I did leave 


Ppp 


Apes, 


4221 aL 
and' Monkeys 


moth Sir; -\ 


im ; 


| 
[Exit. 


* - 


kindweſſer Tawmelt | 
irdingly, as you value 


= 


Cs © : J 
Eyes þ 
mM20Yh 


-- .” 


- 
EO 1 
: 


: CY £5 
X T 
. - 


. 


OBE TSS Y 22 IE own ng > 7 ng 


"WM ; 


». 
OP — 


oy The Tragety of Cymbcline. 


_— 


—_— 


To give him welcegme, | The Beggery'ot his change : bur *tis your Graces 
. {mo; Continues well wy Lord ? That from my muteſt Conſcience, to my tongue, 


His health, beſeech you? Charms this report our. 
Fach, VVell, Madam. _. Imo, Let me hear no more, | 
Imo, Is he dispos'de6 wyrth ? T hope he is. Fach, O deareſt Soul: your Cauſe doth ſtrike my heart 
Fach. Exceeding pleaſant : none a ſtranger there, With pitty, that doth make me lick. A Lady 
So merry, and ſo gamefome : he is call'd So fair, and faſtned to an Empery 
| The Britaiz Reveller. Would make the great'ſt King double, to be partaer'd 
| 1mo, When be anshere With Tomboys hir'd, with that ſelf exhibition 
He did incline to ſadngſs, and oft times Which your own Coffers yield : with diſcas'd ventures 
' Not kaawing vg: (1 : 1 | | That play with all infirmities for Gold, 
Fach, larwar nr hin fad. | | 4 Which rottenneſs can lend Nature, Such boyl'd ſtuff 
There is a frenchmeas $is Companion, one As well might poiſon Poiſon, Be reveng'd, 
| An eminebtAfondionr, that it ſeems much loves Or ſhe that-bore you, was 20 Queen, and you 
A Gallian-Girl at home, He [Furnaces Recoil from your great Stock, 
'The thick ties framaim z whiles the galy Britaw, Imo, Reveng'd: | 
(Your Lord! I mens) Jaughs from's freeLupgs: cries oh, | How ſhonld ] be reveng'd ? if this be true, 
;Can my ſides hold, to think that man who knows (As I have ſuch a heart, that both mine Ears 
By Hiſtory, Repart, ar bis.own proof . Muſt not in haſte abuſe) if it be true, 
'What Woman is, yea what ſhe cannot chooſe How ſhall I be reveng'd ? 
But muſt be+ will's free hours Jatiguilh, Zach. Should he make me 
.|For aſſured Bondage ? Live like Diana's Prieſt, betwixt cold ſheets ; 
| Jmo, Will my Lord ſay ſo? Whiles he is vaulting variable Ramps 
[| Fach. 1 Madam, with his Eyes in flood wich layghter, | In your deſpight, upon your Purſe: revenge it. 
It is a Recreation to be by I dedicate my ſelf to your ſweet pleaſure, 
Aud hear him mock the Frenchwes : More Noble than that runnagate to your Bed, 
[But Heavens know ſome men are much tao blame. And will continue faſt to your AﬀeCtion, 
Imo. :Mot:beg:4 hopes | Still cloſe, as ſure. 
'  Fach, Not he. Imo. What ho, Piſame ? 
But yet Heavens bounty towards him, (might Fach. Let my ſervice tender on your Lips. 
Be us'd more thankfully. 4othitafdf 'ris much Imo. Away, I do condemn mine Ears, that have 
'ln you which I accoupths heyond ;all Talents, | So long attended thee. If thou wert honourable 


Thou would(t have told this tale for Vertue, not 
For ſuch an end thou ſeek'ſt, as baſe, as ſtrange : 
Thou wrong'ſt a Gentleman, who is as far 


[Whilſt I am bound to'worder, 1 am: bound 
'To pitty too. *7 
' Imo, What do you pitfy, Sir? 


: Fach, Two Creaturgs. heartily. ..: From thy report, as thou from honour : and 
aw. Am Lore, SED... oo On | Solicit'ſt here a Lady, that diſdains 
You look -08.me2-what Wragk dileern yon.n We Thee, and the Devil alike. What ho, Psſaxio ? 
Deſerves your pitty ? The King my Father ſhall be made acquainted 
' © Fach. Lamentable : what Of thy Aſſault : if he ſhall think it fis, 
To hide me from the radiant Sun, and ſolace A ſawcy Stranger in his Court, to Mart 
'Pth* Dungeon by a muff? _ As is a Romiſh Stew, and to expound 
Imo. | pray you, fur, His beaſtly mind to us ; he hath a Court 
Deliver with more 0penyeſs yaur Anſwers He lictle cares for, and Daughter, whom 
[To my demands; Why. da you pitty me ? He not reſpeCts at all. What ho, Piſamo ? 
Fach, That others do Zach. O happy Leonatws, | may ay, 
(1 was about to ſay) enjoy your +—— but The credit that thy Lady bath of thee 
lt is an offiee of the gods to venge Kt," Deſerves thy truſt, and thy moſt perfect goodneſs 
\Not mine to ſpeak on'e. © Her aſſur*d credit, bleſſed live you long, 
' Im, You doſtem to: | A Lady to the wortbieſt Siry that ever 
'Something:of me; ar. mhas concerns Me ; Prey you Country call'd his : and you his Miſtriſs, only 
Since doubting thange-go ill, often hurts more For the moſt worthielt fit. Give me your pardon. 
[Than to be ſure ahey dg. . For CerSajnties | | have ſpoke this to know if your Alhance 
Either are paſt remedies; or timely knowing, Were deeply rooted, and ſhall make your Lord, 
[The remedy then born. Diſtever £0. BE That which he is, new ore z and he is one 
What bot lieu fpur-and;ſtop. | The trueſt manner'd : ſuch a holy Witch, 
 Fach, Hadi this Cheek) _.... . That he inchants Societies into him : 
To bath-my Lifs wpan : this Hand, whoſe touch, Half all mens hearts are his. 
'(Whoſe very touch). wonld farce the feelers Spul Imo. You make amends. | 
Toth' Oath of Loyalty. This obje&,, which Fach, He fits among men, like a deſcended god : 
Takes Priſoner, the you motion af mine Eye, He hath a kind of honour ſets him of,, - 
Fixing it only here, ſhavld_ 1 (dammn'dthen) More than a mortal feming. Be not angry 
'Slaver with Lips as common as the ſtairs | (Moſt mighty Princeſs) that I have adveptur'd 
' That mount the CapitoE,zoin gripes, with hands To try yqur taking of a falſe report, . which hath ' 
| Made hard with hourly (falſhogd 8s Honour'd with confirmation your great judgment, | 
With labour :) than by peepingjn.an. Eye [n the EleCtion of a Sir, fo rare, ; 
Baſe and illuſtriaus as the fma@ty light | Which you know, cannot erre. The Love I bear him, | 
That's fed with ſtinking Tallow : is were fit Made me to fan youths, but the gads made you 
That all the Plagues of Hell ſhould az ane time (Unlike all others) chaſfleſs, Pray your Pardon, 
Encounter ſuch revolr. Imo. All's well, Sir : 
Ima. My Lord, 1 fear p Take my power i th* Court for yours. 
Has forgot Britais. Fach, My hymble thauks ; 1 had almoſt forgot 
Fach. And himſelf, not I .. T” intreat your Grace, byt ina ſmall requeſt, 
Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce fi-. Aud yet of moment too, for it concerns 


Your 


—— ah —_— 
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The Tragedy of Cymbvline: —_— 


Your Lord, my ſelf, and other Noble Friends Clot. A Stranger, and I not know on't ? 
n j_ : the TY 2, He's a ſtrange Fellow himſelf, and knows it not. 
mo. Pray what is't 1, There's an Tralian i Cþ 
Fach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your Lord Leonatua Friends. ns ORR IO 
(The beſt Feather of our Wing) have mingled ſumms Clot, Leonatw? A baniſh'd Raſcal; and he's another 
To buy a Preſent for the Emperour : whereſoever he be. Who told you of this Stranger ? s 
Which I (the Factor for the reſt) have done 1, One of your Lordſhips Pages. | 
[10 France : *tis Plate of rare device, and Jewels Clor. It is fit 1 went to look upon him ? Is there no de- 
Of rich and exquiſite form, their values great, rogation in't ? | 
And | am ſomething curious, being ſtrange, 2. You, cannot derogate, my Lord, 
To have them in ſafe ſtowage : May it pleaſe you Chet. Not eaſily [ think. | 0 _ 
To take them 1n protection. 2, Youare a Fool granted, therefage your Iſſues being | 
Imo. Willingly : Fooliſh, do not derogarte. | | 
And pawn mine honour for their ſafety, ſince Clor, Come, I'll go fee this alien; what I have loſt | 
My Lord hath intereſt in them, I will keep them to day at Bowls, Þ{{ win to night of him. Come: go. | 
In my Bed-Chamber, 2, Pl) attend your Lordſhip. . , Ex. | 
Fach, They are in a Trunk That ſuch a crafty Devil as is his Mother, | 
Attended by my men : I will make bold Should yield the World tiiis Aſs: a Woman, that 
To ſend them to you, only for this night : Bears all down with her Brain, and this her Son, 
| muſt aboard ta morraw. Cannot take two from-twenty for his heart, 
Inv. O no, no. And leave eighteen. Alas poor Princeſs, | 
Fach, Yes, I beſcech you : or I ſhall ſhort my word | Thou divine Imogen, what thonendur'ſt, | 
| By length'ning my return. Froih Gallia, * Betwixt a Father by thy Step-dame govern'd, 
| crolt the Seas on purpoſe, and on promiſe A Mother hourly coining Plots: A Wooer, | 
To ſee your Grace. ; More hateful than the foul expulſion is 
Imo. | thank you for your pains : Of thy dear Husband, than that horrid At Y 
But not away to morrow. Of the divorce, he'1d. make the Heavens bold firm 
Fach. O, I muſt Madam. The Walls of thy dear honour. Keep unſhak'd 
Therefore I ſhall beſeech you, if you pleaſe That Temple thy fair mind, that thou maiſt ſtand | 
To greet your Lord with writing, do't to night, T” enjoy thy baniſh'd Lord: and this/grgat kand,[Exemrr, 


| have out-ſtaod my time, which is material 
To th? tender of our Preſent. 


| Imo. | will write: Scena Secunda.” 
Send your Trunk to.me, it ſhall be ſafe kept, Nie! > ie | & 
And truly yielded you: you're very welcome. [| Exeunt. .. Enter Imogen, 5 ber Bed, and a Lady. 


a — Imo. Who's there? my VVoman Helen ? | ' 
b _ you, Madam. : . 

2 Imo; VV -is it ? 2 

AFus Secundus. Scena Prima. right > ET 
Ime. 1 have read three hours then” 


Enter Clotten, and the two Lords, Mine Eyes are weak, - « arr fe ew (> 
| | Fold-down the Leaf-where | have lefr:: to Bed. 
Clo. As there ever man had ſuch luck? when 1 kiſt | Take not away the Taper, leave it burning: _-- J 


the Jack upon anvp-caſt, to be hit,away ? I | And if thou canſt awake by four o? th* Clock, 
had an hundred pound on't; and then a whorſon Jack-an- | | prithee call me : Sleep hath ſeiz'd me wholly. 


Apes, mult take me vp for ſwearing, as if l borrowed mine | To your proteftion 4 commend me, :gods, -. + : + 
Oaths of him, and might not ſpend them at my pleaſure. | From Fairies, and the Tem on _ - 


1, What got he by that? -you have broke his pate with | Guard me, befecch ye. i 1.9 2: df hte þ 
your Bowl. | _ Jachimo fromthe. Trunk, | 
2. If his wit had been like him that broke it : it would | Fach. The Crickets.ſing, and mans ore-labour'd ſenſe, 
have run all out.. \ Repairs it ſelf byreſt :, Our Tarquintbus , | 
Clor, When a Gentlgman is diſpoſed to ſwear : it is not | Did ſofcly preſs the Rulhes, ere he waken'd | 
for any ſtanders by to curtail his Oaths. Ha ? | The Chaſtity he wounded. Cyrherea, | 
2. No, my Lord; nor crop the Ears of them. | How bravely thou becom'ſt thy Bed freſh Lilly,. +... 
| Chet. Whorſon Dog: I give him fatisfation? would | And whiter than the Sheets : th tl wi touchy, , © | 
| he had been one of my Rank. | But kiſs, one kiſs. Rubies unparagen'd,,' + 11, 
2. To have ſmelt like a Fool. How dearly they do't: 'Tis ber-breathing.that 


Clot. I am not vext more at any thing in the Earth : a | Perfumes the Chamber thus: the flame o' th' Taper * 
Pox ont. I had rather not be ſo Noble as 1 am: they dare | Bows toward her, and would under-peep: her lids. 
not fight with me, becauſe af'the Queen my Mather : every | To ſee th? incloſed Lights, now Canopicd | 
Jack. ſlave bath his belly full of fighting, and 1 muſt go | Under the VVindows, VVhiteand Azure lac'd:,;; . 
up and down like a Cock, that.no body can match. :V'Vith Blue of Heavens own tin&t, but my deſign's ._ -+ 

2. You are a Cock and a Capon too, and: you crow | To-note the Chamber, 1 will write all down, _.. | 
Cock, with [your comb on, , | Such, and: ſuch Pitures: there the VVindow, ſuch .. . | 

Clor.  Sayelt thou ? eng ui! | Th' adornment of her Bed ; the Arras, Figures, 

2. It is not fit your Lordſhip ſhould undertake every | Why: ſuch, and-ſych: and the Contents of th* Story, 
Companion, that you give offence to. i] Ah, but ſome natural notes about her-Body, . 

Clot. No, I know thet: but,it is fit I ſhould commit | Above ten thouſand) meaner Moveables | 


offence to my inferiours. VVould teſtifie, t enrich mine Inventory. 
2. I, it is fit for your Lordſhip only. O ſleep, thou Ape of Death, lye dull upon her, 
Clor. Why ſol ſay. And be her ſenſe but as a Monument, | 
1. Did you hear of a Stranger that's come to Court to | Thus in a Chappel lying. Come off, come off ; 
Night ? As ſlippery as the Gordian-Knot was bard. | 
ig Ppp2 __Tal 
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Th Tragh of Oban 


'Tis mine, and this witfefs 6utwardly, 

As ſtrongly as the Conſcience do's within : 

To th madding of her Lord. On her left bfeſt 

A mole Cinque-ſpotted: Like the Crimſon drops 

'th* bottom of a Cowſlip. Heres a Voucher, 
Stronger than tyer Lay could make : this Sectet | 

Will force him think I have pick'd the lock, and tane 
The treaftte of her tHoribtir. No more : tb what end ? 
Why ſhould | write this down, that's rivetted, 

Screw'd to my memory. She harh been reading late, 
The Tale of Terws, here the leaf's turn'd down 

Where Philonitlt gayt bp. 1 have enovgh, _ 

To th* Trupk again, and ſhut the ſpring of it. | 
Swift, ſwift, you Dri#ons of the night, that dawning 
May bear the Ravens Eye :. 1 lodge in fear, | 
Though this a Heavenly Angel: Hell is here. [Clock ſtrikes. 
One, two, three : time, time. [_Extt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Clotten, und Lords. 


= 


1. Your Lordſhip is the molt patient man in loſs, the 

molt coldeſt that turn'd vp Ace. 

Cler. It would mike any mancold to looſe. | 
1. Bus not every'iman patient, after the noble temper 

of your Lordſhip 3 Yon are'tii6ſt tir, and furious when 
ou win, 

: Clor. Winhing WHl pit any min into Courage : If 1 

could get this fooliſh /moger, 1 ſhould have Gold enough : 

it's almoſt Morning, ,ts't not? | 

1. Day, my Lord,” 

Clot. I would this Muſick would come : I am adviſed 

to give her-Mulick'k Mortiiofs, they Ry1t Wil penetrate. 


Enttr Ndſiciiins, | 


Come on, tune: if you can perfetrafeHhere With yourFin- 
gering, ſo: we'll try. With 'tongue'too's if nome will do, 
let her remain : but I'lVhhever{give o'te. Pirſt, a'very 'ex- 
cellent good conceited thing ; after a wondefful 
— adhivablerich Words to is, ahd then Tet her 
conſider. 


_—_— 


Hark,, hark, "the Lak at Heiviht Ghite ſings, 
_ _ and Phetbus *ohfariſe, 
His Stegas to water at thoſe Springs 
2 "on" thai Fibers that lies an 
 Andwitthiy — pombe, gr io pe their Golden Eyes 
With every thirig that ptetty 33, \thy Lally ſwtet ariſe : 
— ariſe. 


OOS""VEIEy 


So, get you gone :/ if thisipenetrate, Twill conſider your 
Muſick the better: "if lit"do not, 'it/is's voice In her Bats 
which Horſe-hairs, fd *Calves.Guts-, nor the voice 'of 
unpaved Evovch'toB6br, 'tan hever amend. 


Enter Qiteh nid Cymbeline. 


2, Here comes'the King, 
| Cle. T amn'glatlt was up Tſolate, for that's the 'reaſon 
| 1 was up ſocarly :' he Enhbe chovle Vut take'tlis Setvice, 
| havedohe, Fatherly. Good mofrrowto' your Majeſty, and' 
gracious Mother. | 
Cym." Attend you here the door 6f bur ſtern Daughter., 
; Will ſhe not fo , ; : | 
Clet. I have aſfail'd Her 'with Muſicks, but 'ſhe'youch- 
ſafes no notice. | 
| Cm. The Exiteof her Miniowis too new. 
She hath not yet forgot him, ſome more time 
Muſt wear the print'of his remembrance on't, 
And then ſhe's yours. 


©&4. You ate molt bound to th* King, 
Who lets go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his Daughter : frame your ſelf 
To ordetly foticits, and be friended 
With aptacfs of the ſeafon : make denials 
Encreaſe your ſcrvices : ſo ſeen, as if 
You were inſpir*d to do thoſe duties which 
You tender to her : that you inall obey her. 
Save when command to your dilmiſſion tends, 
And therein yon are ſenſeleſs. 

Clot. Senſtleſs ? Not f6. 


The one is Cains Lucins. 

Cym, A worthy Fellow, 
Albeit he comes on angry purpoſe now ; 
But that's no fault of his : we muſt receive him 
Accgrding to the honour of his Sender, 
And towards himfelf, his goodneſs fore-ſpent on us 
We mult extend onr notice : Our dear Son, 


Attend the Queen, and us, we have need 
T employ you towards this Roman. 


Clor, If ſhe be up, I'll ſpeak with her : if not, 
Let her lye ſtill, and dream : by your leave ho, 
| know her Women are adout her : what 
[f I doline one of their hands: *risgold 


Diana's Rangers falſe themſelves, yield up 
Their Deer to? th* ſtand'o* th* Steater : and *cis gold 


Can it not do, and undo: I will make 
One of her WoinenLawyerto me, for 
[ yet not underftand the caſe my ſelf. 


Enter a Lady. 


Lady. Who's there that Knocks ? | 

Clor, AGentleman, 

Lady. No mote. 

Clot, Yes, and a Gentlewomans Son, 

Lady. Thiat's more 

Than fome whoſe Taylors are 'ns dear as yours, 

Can juflly boaſt 6f : what's your Lordſhips plcaſore ? 
Clor. EIS is ſhe ready ? 

Lady. 1, to'keep 'her Chamber, 

Cor. There is gold for'you, 

Sell me your good report. 

Lady. How, my'good'name ? :or'toreport of you 

What I ſhall thigk is good. The Princeſs. 


Enter Imogen. 
Ct. Good morrow faireſt, Siſter your ſweet hand. 


For purchaſing but trouble : -the thanks I 'give, 
1s telling you 'that'ilam poor of thanks, 


| And ſcatce Gan fpare them. 


(ler. 'Sti1 fwear love you. 

Ihe. If you'd'but ſaid fo, *twere as deep with me : 
If you ſwear ſtil, your recompenee is ſtill 

'Thxat I regard it not. 

Clot, This is no anſwer. | 

Imo. But that you ſhall not ſay, Fyield beingſilent, 
T'would wot ſpeak. On ſpare me, 'Faith 

I ſhall unfold equal diſtoutteſie 
To'your beſt kindneſs : 'one of -your- great knowing 


|| Should learn (being taught) forbearance. 
Clot, To leave you in your madneſs, *twere my fin, 


[ will not. 
Tmo. Fools are not mad Folks, 


Clot. Do you call me Fool? 


eMeſ. So like you (Sir) Ambaſſadors from R ome; 


When you have given good Morning to your Miſtriſs, 


Which buys admittance (oft it doth) yeaand makes 


Which makesthe Trae-man kill'd, wad ſaves the Thief: 
Nay, ſometime hangs both Thief, and True-mag : what 


By your leave. [Knocks, 


Imo, Good morrow, Sir, you lay outtoo much pains 


Imo, 


Come,our Queen. [Exeum, | 


1 
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| Even to the point of Envy 


T be Tragedy of Cym beline: 


Imo, As I am mad I do: 
[f you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad, 
That cures us both. I am much ſorry (Sir) 
You put me to forget a Ladies manners 
By being fo verbal: and learn now, for all, 
That | which know my heart, do here pronounce 
By th? very truth-of ir, I carenot for you, 
And am ſo near the lack of Charity 


You felt, than'make't my boaſt. ' 

Clot, You fin again(t | 
Obedience, which you 'owe' your: Father, for 
The Contract you pretend with that' baſe Wretch, 
One, bred of A!ms, and foſter'd with cold Diſhes 


And though it be allowed in meaner. parties ©': | 
(Yet who than he more mean) '$0 knit their Souls 
(On whom there is no more dependancy C 
But Brats and Beggery ) in ſelt- figur'd knot, - 
Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement, by 
The conſequence o* th* Crown,: and mult not foil 
The precious note of it z with a baſe Slave,-!:: 
A Hilding for a Livory, a Squires Cloth, 
A Pantler ; not ſoeminent.* ©7 
Imo, Prophane Fellow : | £7, 
Wert thou the Son of Fupiter, and'no more,!”” 
But what thou art beſides : thou wer't too baſe, 
To be his Groom: thou wer't dignified enough 
if 7twere made 
Comparative for your Vertties, to be tid | 
The under Hangman of his Kingdom z and hated 
for being preferr'd ſo well. | | 
Clot. The South Fog rothim.- 


That ever hath but clipt his body, is dearer 
la my reſpect, than all the hairs above thee, 


Enter Pifanio: | 


Clot, His Garment ? Now the Devil. ) - 
Imo, 
Clot. His Garment? 

Imo, 1 am ſprighted with a Fool, 


Search for a-Jewel, that foo caſually 


Ofany Kings in Europe. I do think, 
| ſaw't this Morning: Confident 1 am, 
Laſt night *ewas on my Arm: I kiſs'd it, 
[ hope it be not gone, to tell my Lord 
That [ kiſs ought but him. 
Piſa. *Twill not be loſt. 
Imo, 1 hope ſo: go and ſearch: 
Clot. You have abus'd me : 
His meaneſt Garment ? 
Imo, 1, I ſaid fo, Sir, | 
If you will mak't an Aftion, call witneſs to't. 
Clet, 1 will enform your Father. 
Imo. Your Mother too : 
She's my good Lady and will conceive, Ihope 
But the worſt of me. So [ leave you, Sir, 
To th? worſt of diſcontent. 
Clor, I'll be reveng'd ; 
His meaneſt Garment ? VVell, 


To accuſe my ſelf, I hate you : which [-had rather. 


With ſcraps ota® Court : It is no Contract, none j 


Imo. He never can meet more miſchance; than come 
To be but nam'd of thee/:: His meaneſt Garment - 


YVere they all made ſuch men :* How now, Piſanid ? 
| And Winds of all the Corners 
To Doyothy, amy Woman, bye thee preſently. 


Frighted, and angred worſe: Go bid my Woman 


Hath left mine Arm: .it was thy Maſters. Shrew me 
If 1 would loſe it for a Revenue | 4 41 18" 


[ Exit, 


F Exit. 


: | And be falſe with them. | 


'[V Ve were to queſtion farther ; but I now 


Scena uarta. 
E;ter Poſthumus, and Philario. 


Pot. Fear it noty'Sir: | would [: were ſo ſure 
, To win the Kipgy: as 1 am bold, ther honour 


'I V Vill cemainhers. 


Phil. VV hat means do you make to him? 

Poſt. Not any : but abide the change of Time, 
Quake in the prefent VVinters ſtate, and wiſh 
Tnat warmer dayes would come :,, 1n-theſe. fear'd hopes 
[ barely gratify your love; they failing: | 

I muſt die much your Debtor, _._ (4567 {1 

Phil. Your very goodneſs, and your Company, 

O're payes all I can do, By this'your King _ ©. | 
Hath heard of Great Auguſtus : Cant Lucins, 1. 

V Vill do's Commilſion throughly: : And | think 

He'll grant the Tribute : ſend:th? Arrearages, 

,Or look upon our Romans, whoſe remembrance . / 

ls yet freſh in their grief. 

Poſt. 1 do beheve; reds bf 
(Statiſt though l'am none, nor like to be) | 
That this will prove a War ; and you ſhall hear 
The Legion now in Galia, ſooner landed 

| [n our not-fearing-Breeawn, than bave tidings: | 

Of any penny Tribure paid. Our Countrymen 

Are men mpre order'd than when Fuli Ceſar 
'Smil'd at their lack of skill, bat found their courage 
, Worthy bis freGwning at. Their Diſcipline, 4-vd 30 
\ (Now mirgled with their courages)' will make known ; 
To their Approvers, they are People, ſuch 
That mend upon the World. ' 


WTR I 


| 
Emer Jachimo. 
Phil. See Fachima., | F | | 
' Poſt. The ſwiſteſt hearts have poſted you by land ;; 
kifs'd your Sails. - + - 
' To make your Veſſel nimble. | 
Phil. Welcome, Sir. 


The ſpeedineſs of your returf.. 71 /! 
Fach, Your Lady, ATRE 
[s one of the faireſt that I haye Jook'd upon. | 
Poſt. And thetewithal the belt, or let her beauty 
Look thorough a Caſement to allure falfe hearts, 


Zach. Here are Letters for you. 

Pot. Their tenute good 1 truſt. 

Fach. *Tis very like. 

Poft, Was Caine Lucie in the Britain Court, 
VVhen you were there ? 

Fach. He was expected then, 
But not approach't}, 7 -* 

Poft. All is welt yet; J 
Sparkles this Stone as it was wont, or is't not 


| Too dull for your good wearing ? 


Fach, If Thave lot it, 4G 
[ ſhould have loſt the worth of it in Gold, 
P11 make a Journey twice as far, © enjoy 
A ſecond night of ſuch ſweet ſhortneſs, which 
VVas mine in Britain, for the Ring is won. 
Poſt. The Stones tao hard to come by. 
Zach. Not a whit, 
Your Lady being ſo calie. 
Po#F, Make not, Sir, 5 ad 
Your loſs, your Sport: I hope yau know that we 
Muſt. not continue Friends. 
Fach. Good Sir, we muſt | 
If you keep Covenant: had I not brought 
The knowledge of your Miſtriſs home, 1 grant 


P P! Pp 3 | Profeſs 
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| Poſt, I bopethe briefhefs of your anfier, made + 7] 
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174 $ The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


Profeſs my ſelf the winner of her honour, Of no more bondage be, to where they are made, 
Together with your Ring ; and not the wronger | Than they are to their Vertues, which is nothing : 


— 


Of her, or you, having proceeded but | O, above meaſure falſe. - ; 
By both your wills, _ «| Phil. Have patience, Sir. | 
Poſt. If you tatt mak't apparent And take your Ring again, *cis not yet won z 
That you have taſted her in Bed ; my hand, lt may be probable ſhe loſt it: or £ 
And Ring is yours. If tot the foul opiajon | VVho knows if one of her VVomen, being corrupted, 
You had of her poor hbnvur, gains, or loſes Hath ſtoln it from her, 
Your Sword or mine, or Maſterleſs leave both Poſt. Very true, 
| To who ſhall find then. And ſo hope he came by't : back my Ring, 
Zach, Sir, tay Cirrumſtances { Render to me ſome corporrl ſign about her 
Being ſo neat the truth, s1 will make them More evident than this : for this was ſtole, . 
Moſt firſt induce you to believe : whoſe ſtrength \ Fach, By Jupiter, I had it from her Arm. 


Poſt. Hark you, be ſwears : by Jupiter he ſwears, 


[will confirm with Oath, which I doubt not J 
'Tis = nay keep the Ring z *cis erue : I am ſure 


You'll give me leave to ſpare, wheh you ſhall figd 


le 


You need it nur. { She ſhould not loſe it : her Attendants are 
Poſt. Proceed, | All ſworn, add honourable c they induc'd to ſteal it? 
Fach, Firſt; bet Bed-Chamber And by a Stranger ? No, be hath enjoy'd her, 
| (Where | confeſs I flept not, but profeſs . The Cognizance of her -q— 
Had that was well worth watching) it was hang'd Is this : ſhs hath bought the name at Whore, thus dearly, 
With Tapiſtcy of Silk, and Silver, the Story There, take thy hire, and all the Fietds of Hell 
Proud Cleopatra, when ſhe met het Roman, | Divide themſelves between you, 
And Gdmu ſwell'd above the Banks, or for Phil. Sir, be patieht : 
The preſs of Boats, or Pride : A piece of Work | This is not ſtrong enough to be beliey'd 
So bravely dune, ſo rich, that it did ſtrive Of one perſwaded well of, 
In Workmanſhip, and Value, which 1 wonder'd Poſt, Never talk on't : 
Could be ſo rarely, and exa@tly wrought She hath been colted by him. 
Since the true life on't was -—— Fach. If you feck | 
Poſt. This is true: For further ſatisfying z vader her Breaſt 
And this you might have heard of here, by me, (Worthy her preſſing) lies a Mole, right proud 
+ 1 Or by ſome other. | Of that tnoſt delicate Lodging. By my life 
ab. Morte particulars [ kilt it, and it gave me preſent hunger 
o ify my knowletige. To feed again, though full, You do remember 
| . So they muſt, This ſtain upon her ? | 
Or do your Honour injury. ; | Poſt; I, ant it doth coofirm . 
| Fach. The Chimney I | Another ſtain, as big as Hell tat hold, 
Is South the Chamber, and the Chimney-piece- Were there no niore but it. 
Chaſt Dian, bathing : never faw I figures Jack; Will you hedf more? 
So likely to report themfelves ; the Curter | Poſt. Spare your Arithmetick, 
' Was as anottiex Nature dumb, our-weilt ber, | | Never count the Turns: Oute, am) a Million, 
Motion, and Breath left out. | Jack. [ll be ſworn. 
Poſt. This is a thing ? Po#t. No ſweating : 
Which you might from Relation likewiſe read, If you will ſwear you have net don't, you lic, 
Beivg, as it is, much ſpoke of. , - | AndIwill kill thee if thou do'ſt deny 
| Fach. The Roof & th' Chamber, Thov*ſt made me CuckoMd. 
With golden Cherubins is frexcted. Her Andirons Zach, Pll deny nothing. - | 
| (1 had forgot them) were ewo witking Cupids Poſt. O that I had her here, ty tear her Limb-meal ; 
| Of Silyer, each on one foot ſtanding, nicely { will go there and do't i” th? Court, before F: 
Depending on their Brands. Her Father. PII do ſomething. [Ert, 
Poſt. This is her honour : | Phil. Quite beſides. 
Let it be granted you have ſeen allthis (and praife The Government of Patience. You bave won : 
| Be given to your remembrance) the deſcription Let's foflow him, and _—_ the preſent wrath 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing ſaves He hath againſt himſelf. 
| The Wager you have laid. Jacb, With all my heart. LExemn. 
Fach. Then if you can 
{ Be pale, I beg but leave toair this Jewel : Sce, Enter Poſthumus. 


And now 'tis up again : it muſt be married 


| Tothat your Diamond, I'll keep them. Poſt. B there no way for Men to be, but Women 


Poſt. Jove — | Muſt be half-workers > We are all Baſtards, 
| Once more let me behold it : Is it that And that moſt venerable man, which | * 
Which [ left with het ? Did call my Father, was, I know not where, 
7acb. Sir (I thank her) that | When I was ſtampt, Some Coyner with bis Tools 
She ftript it frotn her Arm : 1 ſe her yet Made me & counterfeit : = my Mother ſtem'd 
Her pretty Action; did out. fell her gig, The Dias of that time : fo doth my Wife 
And yet enrich*d it too : he gave it mr, The Non pareill of this. Oh Vengeance, Vengeance ! - 
And ſaid ſhe priz'd it once. Me of my lawful pleaſure ſhe reſtrain'd, 
Poſt. May be, ſhe plack'd it off | And pray'd me oft forbearance : did it with 
To ſend it me, 1} A pudency ſo Roſie, the ſweet view on't 
7ach. She writes ſo to you? doth ſhe ? | Might well have warm'd old Saturn : 
Poſt. O no, no, no, *tis true, Here take this too, { That I thought her 


It is a Baſilisk unto mine Eye, | As Chaſte, as un-Sunn'd Snow. Oh, all the Devils: 
Kills me to look ont : Let there be no Honour, | This yellow Fackimo in an hour, was't not ? 
VVhere there is beauty : Truth, where ſemblance : Love, | Or leſs; at firſt? Perchance ſpoke not, but 
VVhere there's atiother man, The Vows of V Vomen, | Like a full Acorn'd Boar, a Jarmen on, 


__ 
_— _—_—_ —_—_ = —— 


—Y 


The Trogedy of Gymbdine. 


Cry'd ob, and mounted, found no oppoſition 

But what he look*d for, ſhonid oppoſe, and ſhe 

Should from encounter guard, Could { find ont 

The Wotnans part in me, for there's no motion 

That tends to vice in man, but I afficm 

[t is the Womans part: be it Lying, note it, 

The Womans : Flattering, hers : deceivigg, bers : 

Luſt, and cank thoughts, hers, hers : Reveſiges hers: 

Ambitions, Covetings, change of Prides, Diſflain, 

Nice-longing, Slanders, Mutability : 

| All faults chat may be named, nay, that Hell knows, 
Why hers, in part, or all: but rather all. For even to Vice 

They are not conſtant, but are changing (till ; 

One Vice, butof a migute ald, far one 

Not half lo old as that. le write againſt them, 

Deteſt them, curſe them : yet *cis greater Skill 

{n a true Hate, to pray they have their will : 


a 


— — R 


—_— 


Aﬀtus Tertims. Scena Prima. 


Enter in State, Cytmbeline, Queen, Clotten, and Lords at 
one door, and at another, Caius, Lucius, 
4nd Attendants, 


Ow ſay, what would Auguſt*s Ceſar with us ? 
w N Luc.W bet Fulins (aſar(whoſeremembrance yet 


Lives in mens eyes, and will to Ears and Tongues 

Be Theam, and hearing ever) was in this Britain, 

And Conquer'd it, Caſſibela:: thine Uncle 

(Famous in C/ar's praiſes, no whit leſs 

Than in his Feats deſerving it) for him, 

And his ſucceſſion, granted Rome a Tribute, 

Yearly three thouſand pounds; which (by thee) lately 
ls left untender'd, 

Que. And to kill the marvail, 

Shall be ſo ever. 
Clot. There be many Ceſars, 

Ere ſuch another Fulias « Britain's a world 
By it ſelf, and we will nothing pay 
For —_— i own _ | 

ugen. at oppoſtunity F 
Wis then they had to take from?s, to reſume 
We have again z Remember, Sir, my Liege, 
The Kings your Anceſtors, ther with 
The Natural brayery of your Iſle, which ſtands 
As Neptune's Park fibb'd;and paP'd in 
With Oaks unskaleadle, and roaring Waters, 
With Sand thit will dot beat your enemies Boats, 
But ſuck them up to” th* Top-maſt. A kind of Conqueſt 
Ceſar taade bere, but made not here his brag 
Of, came, and Saw, atid Oyercame : with ſhame 
(The firſt that eyer touch'd him) he was catried 
From off our Coaſt, twice beaten z and his ſhipping 
(Poor ignorant Baubles) 61 our terridle Seas 
Like Egg.thels, niov'd vpot their Surges crack'd 
As eaſily *xuioſt our Rocks. For joy whereof, 
The fam'd Ceſſibelan , who was once xt point 
( Oh giglet Fortune ) to miſter (ſay: ſword, 
Made Lud's-Town with rejoycing-Fires bright, 
And Brieas#1 ſttut with Coutage. \ 

Clor. Come, there's no mote Tribute to be paid. Onr 
Kingdorn is ſtronger than it was at thas time: afd ( as [ 
ſaid) there is no more ſuch Gaſars,other of them may have 
crook'd Noſes, but to owe ſuch ſtrait Arms, nones 

Cym. Son, let your Motherend. : 

Clor. We have yet many among us, can gripe as hard as 
Caſſibela?r, 1 do not ſay 1 am one: dur 1 have a band. Why 
Tribute ? Why ſhould we pay Tribute ? It can tude 
the Sun from 1s with a Blanket, or put the Moon in his 


more Tribute, pray you now. 


' Hath too much. 


The very Devils cannot plague them better. [Exit. 


| ture, our Crows ſhall 
| an end. 


" | Shall give the opportunity. Oh damn'd pa 


-———— 


Cym. You muſt know, 
Till the injuciou: Romans did extort 


| This Tribute from us, we were free. Ceſar's Ambition, 


Which ſwelld ſomuch, that-it di 

The ſides 0? th? world, againſt ail ockss og ” 
| Did put the. yoak upon's : which to ſhake off 
Becomes a matlike people, whom we reckon 

Our ſelves to be, wedv, Say theh to Ceſer, 

Our Anceſtor was that «/ulmivine, which 


| Ordain'd our Laws, whoſe ule thie ſword of Ceſar. - 
: whoſe repair, and franchiſe, 


Shall (by the p 
Though Rome 
Who was the firſt of Breen, which did x 
His brows within a golden Crown, and cata 
Himſelf a King. - . 

Luc. 1 ami forr elit, 
ThatI am to yrs gr, ws (afar 
(Cſar that bath more Kings his Servants, than 


r we held be wut good deed, 


Receive it from me then, War, and Confuſion 
la C4/ers name ptonbunce I 'gainſt thee: Look 
Foc fury, not ro be reſiſted, Thus defi'd; os 
I thank thee for my ſelf, > 

Cym. Thou ate welcomh, Caixe,” - / 


_ 


| Thy Ceſar Knighted me; my youth I f 


Much under him : of him, I yather'd Hodouty 
Which he, -toſeek of me again, perforce, 

| Behooves me keep at utterance. I am perfe@t, 
That the Pannoniags ard Dalmatians, fe 7 
Their Liberties dre how in Atmes: a Precedent © 


So Ceſar ſhall not find them, 
Luc, Let prone pf vi | 
Cor. His Majeſty; bids you welcom.. Make | 
us a day, (or two, or longer : if you ſeek us | 


you beat us 


KS an. 


Lac, So, Sr; | 28F p 


Cym. I know your Maſters 
All the Remain, is welcom. 


*". Serena. Secunds,. 


plaſure, dhe mine 


TI, 


P:iſ. How? of _—_ ? Wherefore write you! 
What Monſters her a ? Ledtatius : . 
Oh Maſter, what a infection 
Is faln into thy'car ? What falſe 7/alian; / 

As poiſonous tongu'd; as banded) hath prevaird 

a thy too ready hearing ? Diſloyal ? - No. 

Sbe's puniſk*d foe ter troth ; anda ors 4 
More Goddeſs-like, than Wife-likez fach Adtults 


Thy mind to het, is gow as low, as were 
Thy Fortunes. How? that I ſhould murther berg 
Upon the Loye, andtruth, and vows: which } 
Have made tothy command? I her? Her blood ? 
If it be ſo, todo good ſervice, never 

Let me be counted feryiceable; How look J; 

\ That I ſhould ſeem to lack H _ TE 
So much as this Fact cones to Db't: the Letter, 
That I have ſent ber, by her own command, 


r 
Black as the Ink that's 6h thee : ſefiſelels bauble, 
Art thou a Feedarie for this a&t ; thou look'ſt 

So Virgin-like without ? Lo here ſhe comes, 


pocket : we will pay him Tribute for Light: elſe, Sir, no |; 


therefore angry; ſulwariu madeonclaws, | 
; 


Thy ſelf Domeſtick Officers) thine Enemy; © *-+ 


Which not to read, would ſhew the Briteirs cold « © 


| 
other terms, ou ſhall find us in our Salt-water-Gitdle : Ti 
of it; it isyours* if you fall inthe 8dven.. | 
face the better for you: and there's | 


Enter Piſanio realling of # Letter =» > + 


As would take infome Virtue. Oh my Maſter, - - 


| 


+» 
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1 76 - = T be Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


+ Enter Imogen. 


TINT 1 


[tam ienorant in what: lam commanded. 


Imo. How. now, g ;Biſyniof : | 
Piſ. Madam,here isa Letter frommy Lord. 
Imo. Who,!. thy;lord:2 that; is my Lord Leonatus? = 
Oh, learn'd indeed. yggbat Aſtronomer . 
That knew the Stajs, v8 Lhis Characters, - 
He'ld lay.the Furyrg.gpcn; , You good gods, 
Let w ls þ Ae tr '&,zreliſh of Loxe,/.. 
Otley ord's hea is\Content : yet not - 
That ms 7O.Are, —_— that grieve him ; 
Some gricfs arg, megicinable, that is ane of them, 
For it doth pbylick Lov ra, off his content, 
All but in that. Good Wax, thy leave :; bleſt be 
You Bees that make theſe Locks.of coyuſet: Lovers, 
And men in dangerany Bonds pray not. _ 


| Though Forfeitours you calk in priſon, y 


You claſp young Copd's {abkes: + good News, gods. 


| Uſtice, and your Fake wwe ( ſbould be take me-in his 
J Dominzon ) could net be ſo rrutl te me, as you, (oh the dea- 


rſt of Creatures ) would even renew me with "your eyes. Take 


notice that I am in Cambxig'st. Milford-Haven :. what your 


| own Love, will out of this adviſe you, follow.” .S« he wiſhes you 

all happineſs, that remains yet to bis Few, and your increaſing 
/ « - : Leovatos ID. 

} J U-... 

On for a Horſe wah witigs. T: Heat? '& thou, Piſanio ? 7 

He is at « {{iford-H aven x;Read, and tell me: | 


- - w—_— 


ud « 


__ ERS - 60) 5—o—_ 
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FIT 


— LTD 


How farj/1is,thithers' Lone of meanaflairs « 
May, plod it in a week, why:may bottl :- 
= ither inaday? then,true Ziſaniop"; 32. 
keme,roſeeepLond; holongTt 
{Os meta: )-hus xibit like me; :y5Glang/ſt - 
(mare bejonond; fajcavd egg 
po yood; fag, an 
| lor. fhapld &U tbe;hotedpfohearing” .-.:: 

To th' ſmothering of the Senſe) how far it is Uns 
| Tothis ſame bleſſed «ford. And __ cs 
Tell me, howH/ales witeviade foi bappy; as " 
DT: .inhexit ſuch a Haven. But:hoſtiobal,, a5; 

How may we ſteal from hence: and for the gap 
| That we ſhall make in time,, from qur hence-going, 
And our xeturn, to Res bur fiHſe Ehow get hence, 
\ Why ſhonld excuſe be born or e're be ot ? 


4 We'll talk, ofithat hereafter, .Pryther (peak, 


How many ſcore of Miles may we well ride 
*Ewixt-þeur :andchour?. © 1 1 
Piſ. One ſcore *twixt Sun, andSon,i ; 


{| Madem's enough for you : and-too much too. 


Imo. Why, one that'rode to's Execution, Man, 


| Could never go:loiflow 1 ilbave beard of Riding wagers, | 
| Where Horſes have becninimbler than the Sands |, 


That run i th? Clocks :hebatf.: But this is Foolcie, | 
Go, bid-my,Womay feign a ſickneſs, ſay.. 


{Shell home eo bee Father, and;provide me preſently 
} ARiding Suit: No coſtlier than would be tal 
A Franklins \Hoyfwife:o;/, ; i {wlll p 


Piſ. Madam; you 're beſt confdert.; 1 
Imo,” | fee before me (Mag),nor here, nor here, . , 


'| Nor what enfues but bave a Fog ia them, 


Fhat I cannot lgok'ithrough. Away, I prithee, 
Do as [ bid thee: there's no more'ta ſay: . | 


| Acceſhible is youe: 08; CHaſerd way. [ Exennt. | 
| | 


| Stena Tertia. 


Enter — Guiderivs, and Arviragus. 


Bil. A goodly day, not to keep houſe with ſuch, 
Whole Roof's as low as ours : Sleep, Boys, this gate 


* 
—_— 


EE. 


| laſtructs you how't adore the Heavens; and bows 
| Toa mornings holy office: 'The Gates of Monarchs 
Are Arch'd ſo high, that Giants may jet through 
And keeptheir impious Turbands on,. without 
Good morrow to the Sun, - Hail, thou fair Heaven, 
We houſe i th* Rock, yet uſe thee not ſo hardly, 

4 As prouder-liyers do. © 

Gmid, Hail, Heaven. 

Arvnr. Hail, Heaven, 

Bela. Now for our Mountain fport 


When you above perceive me like a Crow, 
That it is Place, which leſſens and ſets off, 


Of Courts of Princes : of thetricks in War, 
This ſervice, is not Service; fo being done, 
But being ſo aliowed. To apprehend thus, 
Draws us profit from all things we fee: 

And often to our comfort, ſhall we find 


| The ſharded Beetle,in a ſafer hotd 


Than is the full-wing'd Eagle. Oh this life, | 
[s Nobler- than attendingfor a check : 20 
| Richer, than doing nothing for a*Babe : 

' Prouder,than ruſtling in un-paid-for Silk : 

Such gain the Cap of him, that makes him fine, 
Yet keeps his Book uncroſs'd, no life to ours. 


To ſtride a limit. 


' 1 «Arvs, What ſhould weſpeak of 


| When we are old as you ? when we ſhall hear 


|| Therain and wind beat dark:December ? ' How-- 


la this our pinching Cave, ſhall we diſcourſe -.. 
The freezing hours away ? We havefeen nothing: 
We are beaſtly ; ſubtle as the Fox for prey, 
Like warlike as the Wolf, for what weeat: 
Our Valour is to chaſe what flies : our Cage 
We make a Quire, as doth the-priſon'd Bird, 
And iivg our. Bondage freely. 

Bel. How you ſpeak ? 
Did you but know the Citie'fUluries, 
And felt them knowingly: the art o' th' Court, 
As hard to leave, as kee :- whoſe top to. climb 
lscertain falling: or ſo ipp'ry ry, that 
The fear's as bad as falling, The toil 0 th-V'Var 
A pain that only ſeems to ſeek qur danger 


a” 


And hath as oft a ſland'rous Epitaph, 

As Record of fair att, Nay, many times 

Doth ill deſerve, by doing well : what's worſe 
Muſt curt'fie at the Cenſure. Oh Boyes, this Storie 
The workd may read in me: My bodie's mark'd 
With Roman Swords; and my report was once 
Ficſt with the beſt of Note. bne lov'd me, 


| And when a Souldier was the Theme, my name 


Was not far off : then was 1 as a Tree - 


A Stormy or Robbery (call it what you will); ; . 
| Shook down my mellow bangings : op my Leaves, 
And lefr me bare to weather, | 

G«;. Uncertain favour. 


But that two Villzins, whoſe falſe Oaths- prevail'd 
Before my. perteft Honour, ſwore to Cymbeline, 
| was Confederate with the Romans : 10 


| Followed my Baniſhment, and this twenty years, 
This Rock, and theſe Demeſnes, have been my V Vorld, 
| VVhere 1 have liv'd at honeſt freedom, payed 


you 


| up fo yond hill, 
Your legs are young : I'le tread theſe Flats: Confider 


| And you may then revolve whattales | have told you, 


Gni. Out of your proof you ſpeak : We POOS unfledg'd,” 
Have never wipg'd from view o* th* neſt ; nor know not 
|: What Air's from home.; Hap'ly this life is beſt, :/ 

. +\ ( Tf quict life be beſt) ſweeter to you 

That haye a ſharper known ; Well correſponding | 
; þ With your ſtiff Age; but unto us, it is 
'] A Cell of Ignorance; trayailing a bed, 
| A Priſon, or a Debtor, that not dares 


Pch*aame of Fame,agd-Honour,which dyes 'th'ſearch, 


Whoſe boughs did bend with fruit. But-in one night, 


Bel. My fault being nothing (as | have told you ofr) 


| 


More 


ect re... - CES. tte 


| 
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More pious debts co Heaven, than inal | 
The fore-end of my tirue, But, upto 5h* Mountains, 
This is not Hunter's ; hetbart ſtrikes 
The Veniſon ficſt, ſhall be the Lord oXh? Feaſt, 
Tohim the other two ſhall miniſter, 

And we will fear ao poiſag, which attends 

la place of greater State ; 

[le meet you in the Valleys. 

How hard it is to hide the ſparks of Nature ? 
Theſe Boyes know little they are Sons toi King, 
Nor Cymbelone dreams that they are alive, 

They think they we mine, 

And though trgin'd up thus meanly 

th? Cave, wheregn the Bow their thoughts do hit 
The Roafs of Palaces, and Nature prompts them 

la ſimple and lew things, t@ Prigce-t, much 

Beyond The (wigk afecnes. This Palacour, 

The heir of C ne and Bro am, whom 

The King bis rather call'd Groderww, ove, 

When @u my three-foet ftool 1 fit, and tell 

The warlike feats | have done, bis Spirits fly out 

Into my ſtory : ſay thus mine Enetay tell, 

And thus I ſet my foot on's neck, even then 
The Princely bload flows ia hisCheek, he ſivcats, 
Strains his young Nerves, and pats higMelt in poſture 
That a&ts my wards, Thegounger 'frother Cadwad, 
Once eArviragw, in 8s like a: 
Strikes life into my ſpeech, and mach more 


LExcunt, 


— 


' | Maids, Matrons, nay the ſecrets 


—————— 


for the purpoſe ;, where, if thou fear #0 ſtrike, avg 'to'maks me 
certain it 1s done, thau art rhe Pander to ba and 
equally to me aiſloyal. | | 


Piſ. What ſhall L need todraw dnord; the Foyer 
flandes: | 


_ = = throat already;- No, "tis 
ole edge is ſharper than the Sword, whoſe tongue 
Out-ycnoms all the Worms of Nite, whoſe breath” - 
Rides on the gel winds, and doth'belye 
All corners of the VVorid. Kings, Queens, and States, 
ids, of the Grave = 
This viperous flaader enters. What chear, Madam ? 
Ino, Falſe tohigBed ?: VVher'tsit to be falſe ? 
To lye in watch there, and to think'on him ? 
To weep'twixt clock and clock ? If ſleepcharge Nature, 
To break it witha feartul dream of him, 
And cry my ſelfawake? that's falſeto's bed ? is it ? 
Piſa, Alas, good: Lady. 
mo, | falſe? thy Conſcience witneſs : Fachime, 


i 


' 


| Thou did'lt accyfthim of | ; 
| Thou theg look'd like a Villain: now, methinks, 


Thy favours good enough. Some Jay of Italy 
(whoſe Mother wagher painting) hath betcaid him : 
Paor I am ſtale, a Garment out of faſhion; 


| And for Lamricher than to hang by th* walls, 


| muſt heript:; To pieces with awe: Oh 7 
Mens Vows are womens Traitors. All good ſeeming 
By thy revolt (oh Hacband) ſhall | 


His own canceiving. Hark, the Game is rouz'd, 
Oh Cymbeline. Heaven and.my Conſtience knows 
Thou did*t-nguttlybanifh me: whereon 

At three, and two years @Id, | ſtate theſe Babes, 
Thinking to bar thee af Succeſſion, as 

Thou refcs me of my Lands. Ewvpwle, 1-24 
Thou waſt their Narſe, tbey took thee Sarthers Mother 
And eyery day do honour to her'G@mve : | 

My ſelf Belarins, that am Aorganicall'd, 
They 4ake for Natural Father, The Game ial. 


Ime.Thou told'ſt me when-we camefrombborie,the place 
Was near at hand: Ne're long?d any Mother fo 
To ſeem firſk, as 1'have now: o, Mian : 
Where is Poſthwauw ? What's inthy mind | 
That makes thee ſtare thus? Wherefave breaks thatigh 
From th* inward of thee ? Ove, One, but painted thus | 
Would be interpreteduthing xd 
Beyond ſelf.erpllieation. iy fol 
Into a haviour of leſs fear, e're wildeſs 
Vanquiſh my ſtaieder Senſes. 'Wikit*s the matter? 
Why tender*ſt ehou that Paper to me, with 
A look untender? 'F* be/Sumimer News, 


= —_— 
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. | Smile-rot-before.; if Winerly, theu neetiſt 


But keep that count*nance TM. | My 'Huabent's hand? 
That Drug-damn'd Italy, hath -oweeraftivthim, - © 
And he's at ſome hard point: _ mangthyT6ngne | 
May take off ſome extremity, whith'toxcatl - 
Would be even mortal to me. - 
Piſ. Pleaſe you read, _ | 

And you ſhall fiat me (wretche#man') athing 
The'moſt difdan'd of 'Fortune. | 

"t the Strumpet 1nmy 


!Imagen reads. 

F HY Miſtreſs (Piſanio) Sth 
Bid: the | eſtimonies wheveof, tyes bleeding in me. 1 
ſpeak, not out of weak Surmiſes, | but from-proof as ſtrong as my 
grief, and <a eevrain as] e -myRevenge. " That part, thou 
(Piſanio ) maſt att for me, if thy Faith be not taimted with the 
breach of hers ; let thine own hands take away ber life : I ſhall 
five thee opportunity at Milford Haven. She hath my- Letter 


4 


———— - - 


Put on for Vilany : not born wher*t grows, © 
But worn a bait for Ladies: * 


Piſs. Good Madam, hear me. 


F324 
. 


: 


* % 

wy off, rake ir, andhit _ 

The innocent Manſion of my Love (wyHeart :) 
Fear not, 'tis empty of M1 thingsi bat 
Thy Maſters not there; who'was-indeed 
The riches of it: Doihis'biddive, ſtrike, 


,| Thou may'ftbevaliadcina better cauſe : 
| But gow thou ſrem'ſt aQoward, 


© © BJ. Hence, vile laftrument, 

Thou ftaltnot damn nd 

And if 1 do not by*hytand, thoi-art 

No Servant of thy tiaſters. | AgdinſtSelf laughter, 

There is a prohibition fo Divine« a. 

That cravens my weak hand : Come; here's 

Something's afoot * Soft, ſaft, well-no 

Obedient as the - What is here, 

The Scriptures oftheLogal Lyeonaths, 

All turn'd to Heveſis'? away, _ 
ed Hall 02 in 


my keart s 


Corrupters of myKaith, 


Do feel the Tredſor ſharply, yer the Traitor 
Stands in were eaſe of woe. And'thou Pofthunus, 
That did'ſt ſet-up wy! dilabedience *gaiulſt the Ki 
My Father, and makes me put inte&cofitempt the ſuits 
Of Princely Fellows, ſhalt beredfter find 

lt is no att of common-pallage, bur * 

A ſtrain of Rareneſs: and | grieve myfelf, 

To think, when thow ſhalt be difſetg'd by her, 

That now thott tireſton;: how thy-memory | 

Will then be pang? by me. Prethee diſpatch, = 
The LamberitrevtstheButcber, Where's the Knife? 
Thou art too fNlowtodothy Maſters bidding, 
, When 1 deſire it. too. 
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The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


| Piſa. Ob gracious) Lady: 
Since I receiv'd command. to do this bulineſs, 
| | have not ſlept one wink, 
Ins. Do't, and to bed then. 
Piſa. 1'le wake mine cyc-balls firſt. 
Imo, Wherefore then «;. 
Did*ſt undertake it? Why haſt chon abus'd 
So many;Miles, with a pretence ? This place ? 
Mine aCtion ? and thine own ? Our Horſes labour ? 
1 The time inviting thee ? the perturb'd Court 
For my being abſent; whereunto 1 never 
Purpoſe return, Why haſt thou-gone ſo far 
To be un. bent ? when. thou haſt tane thy ſtand, 
Th* elefted Deer before thee ? 
Pia. But to win time : 
Toloſe ſo bad employment, in the which 
| have conſider'd of a courſe : good Lady, 
Hear me with patience. 
Imo, Talk thy tongue weary, ſpeak : 
I have heard I am a Strumpet, and mine ear 
Therein falſe ſtrook, can-take no greater wound, 
Not tent, to bottom that. But ſpeak. 
Piſa. Then, Madam, . 
| thought you would not back again. 
Imo, Molt like, 
Bringing me here to kill me. | 
Piſa. Not fo neither: 
But if 1 were as wiſe, as honeſt, then 
My purpoſe would prove well : it cannot be, 
But that my Maſter is abuy?% 1. Some Villain, 
t, and ſingular in his Art, hath done you both 
This curſed injury. 
Imo. Some Roman Curtezan ? 
Piſa. No, on my life: ; © 
Ple give him notice you are dead, and ſend him 
Some bloody ſign of it. For *tis commanded 
[ ſhould do fo : you ſhalt be miſt at Court, 
And that will well confirm it. wy 
Imo, Why, good Fellow, ghd v0.07 
What = | do the while ? Where bide ? How live ?, 
Or in my life, what. comfort, whenlam .. 
Dead to my Husband ? 
Pſa. If you'll back ro th? Court, 1. 
Imo. No Court, no Father : nor no more adoe 
With that harſh, noble, ſimple nothing ?: | 
{ That C lotten, whoſe Love-ſuit hath been to me 
As fearful as a Siege. , Piſa. If not at Court, 
Then not in Brita muſt you bide. - L«c.:Where then ? 
Hath Britain all the Sun that ſhines? Day ? Night? - 
Are they not but in Britain? Ith* worlds Volum 
Our Brizain ſeems as of ic, but not in't : 
[n a great Pool a Swans neſt, prethee think 
þ There's livers out of Brita, 
Piſa. 1 am moſt glad 
You think of other Place ; Th* Ambaſſador 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford-Haven 
To morrow. Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your Fortune js, and but diſguiſe 
That which c'appear it ſelf, muſt not yet be, 
But by ſelf-danger, you ſhould tread a courſe 
Pretty, and full of view : yea, happily, near 
The reſidence of Pofthumus ; ſo nigh, (ﬆ laſt) 
That though his Actions were nat viſible, yet 
Report ſhould render him hourly to your car, 
As truly as he moves. 
Imo. Oh for ſuch means, 
Though peril to my modeſly,not death on't, 
11 would adventure, 
Piſa. Well then, there's the point : 
| You muſt forget to be a Woman : change 
Command into Obedience. Fear and Niceneſs 
(The Handmaids of all-Women, or more truly 
VVoman it prety ſelf) into a waggilſh courage, 
| | Ready in gybes, quick-anſwer'd, ſawcy, and 


% 


PA es 


| As quarrellous as the V Veazel : Nay, you muſt 
Forget that rarelt treaſure of your Cheek, 

Expoling it ( but oh the harder heart, 

Alack no remedy) to the greedy touch 

Of common: kiſſing Tian : and forget 

Your labourſome and dainty trimms, wherein 

You made great 740 angry, * Imo, Nay,be brief : 

| ſee into thy eud, and am almoſt { 

A man already, 

Piſa. Firſt, make your ſelf but like one, 
Fore-thinking this, I have already fit 
('Tis in my Cloak-bagg) Doubler, Hat, Hoſe, all 
That anſwer tothem : V Vould you ia their ſerving, 


(And with what imitation you can borrow 


F:om youth of ſuch a ſeaſon ) *fore Noble Luciu 
Preſent your ſelf, deſire his ſeryice : tell him 
VVherein you're happy, which will make bim know. 
If that his head have car in Muſick, doubtleſs | 
VVith joy he will embrace you: for he's Honourable, 
And doubling that, moſt holy. Your means abroad: 
You have merich, and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor ſupplyment. 

Imo. Thou art all the comfort 
The Gods will diet me with. Prethee away, 
There's more to be conſider'd : but we'll even 
All that good time will give us. This attempt, 
| am Souldier too, and will abide it with 


| A Princes Conrage.” Away, I prethee, 


Piſa. VVell, Madam, we muſt tae a ſhort farewel, 
Leſt being miſt, I be ſuſpected of 
Your carriage from the Court. My Noble Miſtris, 


| Hereis a box, I had it from the Queen, 


V Vhat*s in't is precious : If you are ſick at Sea, 
Or Stomach-qualm'd at Land, a Dram of this 
VVill drive away diſtemper, fo ſome ſhade, 
And fit you to your Manhood : may the Gods 


| Dire&t you to the beſt. 


 Imo, Amen: 1 thank thee, 


Scend (uinta. 
Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, and Lords, 


[Exeunt, 


(ym. Thus far, and fo farewel. 
| Luc. Thanks, Royal'Sir: 
My Emperour hath wrote, I muſt from hence, 
And am right ſorry, that | muſt report ye 
My Maſters Enemy. | 

Cym. Our. SubjeCts. ( Sir.) 
VVill not egdure his yoak-z and for our ſelf 
To ſhew leſs Soveraignty than they, mult needs 
Appear un-King like. 


Luce So, Sir: I deſire of you 
A Condudt over Land, to Milford-Haven. 
Madam, all joy befal your Grace, and you. 
Cym. My Lprds, you are appointed for that Office : 
The due of Honour in no point omit : 
So farewel, Noble Lucins. + 
Luc. Your hand, my Lord. 
Clot. Receive it friendly : but from this time forth 
I wear it as p_ Enemy. 
Luc. Sir, the Event 
[s yet to name-the winner, Fare you well, | 
Cym. Leave not the worthy Zacins, good my Lords, 
Till he have croſt Severn, Happineſs. [Exit Lucius, &* 
Q«, He goes hence frowning : but it honours us, 
That we have given him cauſe. 
(lot. 'Tis all the better, 
Your valiant Britains have their wiſhes in it. 
Cym. Lucius bath wrote already tothe Emperour, 
How it goes here. lt fits us therefore ripely, 
Our Chariots, and our Horſemen be in readineſs: 


The Powers that he already hath in Gala vil 
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wil __ _ to head, from whence he moves | Waere is = -_— ? Ina —_—_— elſe ET — 
is war for Britain, ou art [traight way,with the Ficads, 
Que, *Tis not ſleepy buſineſs, Piſa. Oh, Sod = "py. _ | 
But muſt be look'd to ſpeedily, and ſtrongly, Clot. Where is thy Lady? Or, by {1 
Cym, Our expectation that it ſhould be thus I will not ask again. Cloſe Villain, ; 
| Hath made us forward. But,my gentle Queen, Pte bave this ſecret from thy heart, or rip © Þ 
| Where is our Daughter ? She hath not appear'd Thy heart to find it, Is ſhe with PF» $5.) 2c | 
1 Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd From whoſe fomany eighreot baioal canal Z 
The Duty of the oe, a = A _ of worth be drawn. 
Athing more made of mali of Duty, Pia. Alas, my: Lord, + 7 +/2.U9 
[We have noted it. Call her before ys, for How can ſhe be with him? When was ſhe mifg*d 2 
| Oe R boon > light ia ſufferance. He mY oy IS »g* 'F 
ve. Royal Sir, «#, Where is ſhe, Sic ? Come nearer: 
| Since the exile of Paſthwwes, molt retir'd | No farther balting © ſarisfie me home, 
|Hath her life been: the Cyce whereof, my Locd, What is become of her: . 
'Tis time muſt do. Beſeech your Majeſty, P:/a. Oh, my all-worthy Lord, 
|Forbear (harp ſpeeches to her. She's a Lady » | Clo. All worthy Villain, J 
So tender of rebukes, that words are ſtrokes, Diſcover where thy Miſtriis, at once, | 
{ And ſtrokes death to her. At the next word: go more of worthy Lord : 
] Speak, or thy ſilence on the inſtant, is | 
Enter a Mellenger. Thy condemnation and thy death. | 
| 1 Piſa. Then, Sir," | 
Cm, Where is ſhe, - ? ow = Paper X the hiſtory of my knowledge 
Can her contempt be anſwer'd ouchipg her flighe. | | 
eMeſ. Pleaſe you, Sir, 3 Cot, Let's ſee't 3 I will purſue her , 
Her Chambers are all lock'd, and there's noanſwer Even to «Auguſtus Throne, 
That will be givento th? loud of noiſe we make. P;ſa.-Or this, or. periſh. n 
| Que. My Lord, when alt 1 went to vilther, She's far enough, and what he learns by this, 
She pray'd me to excuſe her keeping cloſe, - May prove his ttaxel, not her danger. 
Whereto conſtrain'd by her infirmity, | Ce. Humk, | - | NEFA. 
She ſhould that duty leave vapaid to you | | Piſa. Ile write tomy Lord ſhe is dead  Qh, Imogen, 
Which daily the was bound to profler;: this | Safe may*ſt thou wander, ſafe return agen. 1 


Got, Sirrab, is this Letter true ? 
Piſa. Sir , as 1 think. RE: ©) | 
s hand, I know't. Sirrah, if thou | 


She wiſh'd me t@ make/known':; but our great Court 
Made me to blame in memory, 


Cym. Her doors lock'd ? " Chor, It is Poftinon' 
Nor ſeen of late ? Grant Heavens, that which 1 wonld'ſt not be a Villain, but do me:true ſervice : undergo 


Fear ,, prove falſe. |  LEx#, | thalectnplayments wherein | ſhould kaveccauſe touſe thee | 
ve. Son, I ſay, follow the Kiag, -. . ', | witha ſerious thats, what villaioy ſoc're.[ bid | 
(cox. That man of hers, Piſenio, her old Servant | and truly, I would think 


dl 
i 


| have not oy _ two days, on on TY iow _ t my | 

xe. Go, 100 cr: | "1 or thy relief, -nar my voyce preferment. 244 14/ I 
AS at ſtand'it ſo for Poſtbunna, . | | Piſa. web my = Lotd.' "0 10469 125008 
He hath a Drugg of mige-; rms his abſence - 1] (lor. Wilt than ferye nie Z:For fince patiently and ed. | 
Proceed by ſwallowing that. For he believes' ſtantly thou haſt ſtnek to the bare Fortune of that Beggar | 


[t is a thing moſt precions., But for her, _ -, | ! || Poſthumas,thou canſt not in the courſe of gratity 
Where is ſhe gone ? Haply deſpair hath-ſejz'd.her: | {| diligent follower of mine. Wilt thouſtrve me 
Or wing'd with fervour of her love, he's flown Piſa. Sir , "1 will. oaibry 


oo 
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|To her deſired Poſthwwmu : gone ſhe is, '| Clo. Give methy band, here's my Purſe. Haſtany of 
|Todeath, or to diſhonogr,, and my end. | thy late. Maſters Gaements in thy poſſeſſion? .! :> 
Can make good uſe of either,;* She being down, '/ [| Piſa. I have (my Lord) atthe Lodging; the- ſame Sdithe 
[ have the placing of the Braatsſb Crown. | | || wore, when-be took leave of my Lady and Midteeſs, | : 
| - 2491085 32/198 , Vina Che. The firſt ſervice thoudo'ſt me, feteh that Suit hi- | 
Enter Cloten. | ther ; let it be tby firſt ſervice,go. | 
Piſa. 1 ſhall, my Lord. pe  LExemint. 
How now , my Som?: 1 1 | | | Clor. Meet thee &'8difford Hauer: (I forgot to ask him | 
Cot. *is: certain ſhe is; fled, one thing, le remember't anon :) even there, thou villain, ' 
Go in anddcer the King; he rages, none Poſt huntns, will 1 kill thee. I would thefe Garments were f 
Dare come about-him. / come. She ſaid upon a time (the bitterneſs of it, I now | 
Que. All the better : may belch from-my heart J that ſhe-beld the very Gatnietic of | 
This night fare-ſtall him of the coming day,:; CExi Qu. | Poſthumus, in morv.reſpedt, than my Noble and.nar | 
Clor. 1 love and hate her : for ſhe's fairagd-Roya), perſon ; tagether with» the adornment of my-Qyalities, f 
/| And that ſhe hathall courtly parts marg exquilte With that Sui upom my: back will | raviſh/her= firſt kill 
| Than Lady, Ladies Wpman,' from everyone | bim, and in hexeyes: chere ſhall ſhe ſec my valour; which | 
The beſt fawbath, and ſhe of all compounded will then be-a toxtienttober He onthe grovnd, | 
| Out-ſells them all. 4 love hex 4herefore, but. ; | my ſpeech of imſ@{trfientended on dis dead body; and when | 
Diſdaining me, and throwing, Favours ON, ; | my luſt hath dined/(which as | ſay, to vex her, I'will ex» 
The low Poſthumus, ſlanders ſo ber judgeryent, ; | ecute in the Cloaths that ſhe fo praiv'd : ) to- the: Coort 
That what'selſe rare, is cHoak'd.:: and:in that Point-+ | | Ple knock her back, foot herhame again. She hath deſpis'd | 
| will conclude to hate hers! ney indeed, \. : - - | meTejoycinglyy"and Ple be merry in my Revenge. | 
[To be reyeng'd upon her. For, when Faoke— | 777, 2. | 
| " Emter Piſani; ws * 
Enter | 
ney 


, \Vhais bere? What, 'are you packing, Sirrah ? 
ome nicher : Ah you precious Pander, Villain, 
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The Tragedy of Cymbeline: 


Enter Piſanio. 


Be thoſe the Garments ? 

Piſ. 1, my Noble Lord.. . 

(io. How long is't fince ſhe went to Afilford- Haven ? 

Piſ. She can ſcarce be there yet. 

Clo. Bring this Apparel co my Chamber, that is the 
ſecond thing that | have commanded thee. The third is, 
that thou wilt be a voluntary Mute to. my defign. Be but 
dutious, \#nd true preferment ſhall tender it felf to thee. 
My Revenge is now at Afi/ford, would I had Wings to 
follow it. Core and be true. [ Ex. 


| Pi. Thou bidd'(t me to my loſs: for true to thee, 


VVere to prove falſe, which 1 will never be 

To him that is moſt true, To eXilford go, 

And find not her, whom thou purſueſt. Flow, flow, 
You Heavenly Bleſſings on her : This Fool's ſpeed 


Be croſt with ſlowneſs ; Labour be his meed. LExit. 


Scena Sexta. 
Enter Imogen aloxe, 


Imo, I ſee a man's life is a tedious one, 
[ have tired my ſelf: and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my Bed. 1 ſhould be ſick, 
But that my reſolution helps me : Adilford, 


+ When from the Mountain top P:ſamo ſhew'd thee, 


Thou was't within a ken. Oh, Fove, I think 
Foundations flie the wretched, ſuch I mean, 

V'Vhere they ſhould be reliev*d. TwoBeggars told'me, 
I conld not miſs my way. VVill peor Folks lye 

That have afflictions on them, knowing 'tis : 

A puniſhment, or trial ? Yes; no wonder, -- 
V'Vhen Rich-ones ſcarce tell true. To lapſe in'Fulneſs 
[s ſorer, than to lie for Need : and Falſhood 

[s worſe-in Kings, than Beggars. My dear Lord, 
Thou art one o' th? falſe Ones : now I think on thee, 
My hunger's gone ; but even before, I was. 

At point to ſink for Food. But whar js this ? 

Here is a path to't : *cis ſome ſavage hold : 

[ were beſt not call; I dare not call : yet Famine 

Ere it clean o're-throw Nature, make it valianr. 
Plenty and peace breeds Cowards, Hardneſs ever 

Of Hardineſs is Mother. Ho? who's here ? 

If any that's civil, ſpeak, if ſavage, 

Take, or lend. Ho? no anſwer ? then Pll enter, 
Beſt-draw my Sword; and if mine Enemy 

But fear the Sword like me, hell ſcarcely look on't. 
Such a Foe, good Heavens. [Exit, 


Scena Septma. 
Emer Bellarivs, Guiderius, and Atviragus. 


Bel. You Polidore bave prov'd beſt Woodman, and 
Are Maſtzr of the Feaſt : Cadwall and | 
Will play the Cook, and Servant, 'tis our match : 
The ſweat of induſtry would dry, and die-- 


- | But for the end it works:to. Come, our ſtomachs 


Will make what's homely, ſavoury ; Wearineſs 
Can *ſnore upon the Flint, when reſty Sloth 
Finds the Down-Pillow hard. No peace be here, 
Poor Houſe, that keep'ſt thy ſelf. 
Gu. } am throughly weary. 
eArv, lam weak with toil, yet ſtrong in appetite. 
#i, There is cold meat i th? Cave,we'll brouze on that 
WhiPſt what we have killd be Cook'd. 
| Bel. Stay, come not in : 
But that it cats our Victuals, I ſhould think 
Here were a Faiery. 


—_— ——_ 
—_ 


| 


| 


| 


Gui, What's the matter, Sir ? 

Bel, By Jupiter an Angel: or if not, 
An Earthly Paragon. Behold Divineneſs 
No elder than a Boy. 


Emer Imogen. 


Imo, Good Maſter, harm me not: 
Before I enter'd here, 1 calld, and thought 
To have begg'd, or bought, what I have took : pood troth 
[ have ſtoln nonght, nor would not, though I had found 
Gold ſtrew'd i” th' Floor. Here's money for my Meat 
| would have left it on the Board ſo ſoon , 
As | had made my Meal: and parted 
With Prayers for the Provider. 
Gus. Money ? Youth. 
+ eArv. All Gold and Stlver rather turn do duet, 
As ris no better reckon'd, but of thoſe 
Wno worſhip durty gods. 
Imo. | fee you're angry : 
Know, if you kill me for my fault, I ſhould 
Have died, had I not made ir. 

Bil, Whither bound? 

Imo. To e Milford Haven, 

Bel. What's your name ? 

Imo. Fidele, Sir, I have a Kinſman, who 
[s bound for [taly : he embark'd at Milford, . 
To whom being going, almoſt ſpent with hunger, 

[ am falu in this offence, 

Bel. Prethee (fair youth) 

Think us no Churls : nor meaſure onr good minds 
By this rude place we live in. Well encounter'd, 
'Tis almoſt night, you ſhall have better cheer 
Ere you depart, and thanks to ſtay and eat it : 
Boys, bid him welcome. 

Gui. Were you a Woman, youth, 
| ſhould woe hard, but be your Groom in honeſty 
[| bid for you, as 1 do buy.. 

Arv. 1'il make*t my comfort 
He is a man, I'll love him as my Brother : 

And ſuch a welcome as I'ld give to him all 
(After long abſence) ſuch is yours. Moſt welcome: 
Be ſprightly, for you fall *mongſt Friends. 

Imo. *Mongſt Friends. c 
If Brothers : would it had been ſo, that they 
Had bcen my Father's Sons, then had my prize 
Been leſs, and. ſo more equal ballaſting 
To thee, Poſthunus, 

Bel. He wrings at ſome diſtreſs. 

Gui, Would 1 could free*t, 

. Arv. Or 1, what eccit be, 
What pain it coſt, what danger : gods ! 

Bel. Hark, Boyes. 

Imo. Great men 
That had a Court no bigger than this Cave, 

That did attend themſelves, and had the virtue 
Which their own Conſcience ſeal'd them : laying by 
That nothing. gift of differing Multitudes 

Could not out-piece theſe twain,' Pardon me gods, 
IPd change my Sex to be Companion with them, 
Since Leonates falſe. 

Bel. It ſhall be ſo: 
Boyes, we'll go dreſs our Hunt. Fair, you come 1n ; 
Diſcourſe is heavy, faſting : when we have ſupp'd 
We'll mannerly demand thee of thy Story. 

So far as thou wilt ſpeak it, 
Gui, Pray draw near. 
Arv. The night to th* Owl, 
And Morn to th' Lark leſs welcome. 
Imo, Thanks, Sir. 
Arv. | pray draw near, 
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The Tragedy of Cymbelirie ibeline. 
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Scena Oftava. 


Enter two Roman Senators, and Tribunes. 


1 Sen. This is the tenour of the Emperours'Writ ; 
That ſince the common: men are now in Action 
'Gainſt the Pannomans, and Dalmatians, 
And that the Legions now-in Galli, are - 
Fall weak to undertake our Wars agaigſt 
The faln-off Britains, that we do incite 
The Gentry to this buſineſs. He creates | 
Lucie Pro-Conful : and to you the. Tribunes 
For this immediate Levy, he commands 
H.s abſolgte Commiſſon, Long live (ſar. 
Tri. Is Lucius General of the Forces ? 
2 Sen. |. 
Tri. Remaining now in Galli ? 
1 Sen, With thoſe Legions 
Which | have ſpoke bf,-whereunto your Lev 
Muſt be ſuppliant :. the words of your Commiſſion 
Will tye you to the Numbers and'the time 
Of their diſpatch | 
Tri. We wilt diſcharge our duty. LEgernt, 


_—_—_— 


Sh 


Aus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Cloten alone. 


t. 


Clot. F Am near to th* place where" they ſhould meet, | 
if Pſamo bave map'd it truly. How fit his Gar- 
ments ſerve me? Why ſhould his Miſtriſs, who wa e\ 
by him, that made ghe Dagien not be fit too.?;; The -ra- | 
ther (ſaving reverence of the Word) ſor tis, ſaid a Wo- 
mans fitneſs comes, by fits: therein I muſt play'the-Wark- 
man, .t dare ſpeak-it to my felf, for-it is not Vain-glory 
for a man and his Glaſs, to confer in bis own Chamber ; I 
megan, the Lines of my Body.are as well drawn as his; no | 
leſs young, more ſtrong, not beneath him in Fortunes, be. 
yond him in the .advantage of the time , above him in 
Birth, alike converſant in general] ſervices, and more re: | 
markable in ſingle oppoſitions : yet this imperſeverant 
Thing loves him in my defpight. What Mortality is ? 
Poſthumus, thy Head (which, now is growing upon'thy | 
ſhoulders) ſhall within this; hour be off, thy Miltrils in- | 
forced, thy Garinents cut to: pieces before thy Face: and 


EE 


J all this done, ſpurn her-home! tQ her Father, who may 


(happily) be a little angry for my ſo rough ulage : but my 
Mother having power. of his teſtineſs, ſhall turn all into 
.my commendations. My Horſe is tyed up ſafe, out Sword, 
and to a ſore purpoſe: Fortune put them into my hand : 
This is the very deſcription of their meeting place, and 
the Fellow dares not deceive me. [ Exit. 


"'Scena Secunda. 


Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, and 
Imogen from the Cave. 


Bel. You are not well : Remain here in the Cave, 
We'll come to'you' after Hunting, 

eArv. Brother, ſtay here : 
Are we not Brothers ? 

Imo. So man and man ſhould be, . 


| Bot Clay and Clay differs in dignity, 


Whoſe duſt is both alike, I am very fick, 
Gui. Go you to Hunting, Vil abide with him, 


Imo. So ſick Iam not, yet I am not well: 
But not ſo Citizen a wanton, as 


To ſeem todie, ere lick.: $o pleaſe you, leave me, 
Stick to your Journal courſe : the breach of Cuſtom, 


[s breach of all. Iam ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend rne. Society is no ' 
To one not ſociable: | am not very ſick,...., -_ 
Since I can reaſon of it : pray you truſt me here; 
Pll rob none but my ſelf; and let me die: ... - 
Stealing/ſo poorly,” ,;, , | 
Gui. | love thee : I have ſpoke it, 
How much the.quantity; the weight as.much, 
As I do love my Father, _ NO | 
Bel. What ? how? how?. S 2:av 
Arv. If it be ſin to ſay (6 (Sir) Iyoak me 
[n my good Brothers fault : | kcgow not why 
| love this youth, and 1 have heard you ſay, .. . 
Love's reaſons without, reaſon., The Beer at Door, 
And a demand who is't ſhall die, 1'd ſay 
My Father, not this Youth. bs! 
Bel. Oh noble ſtrain! Tank 6 342 
O worthineſs of Nature, breed of greatneſs ! 


| ©* Cowards, Father, Cowards, and baſethings, Sire, baſe : | 


*/Nature bath Meal gnd Bran z Contempt and 

Pm not their Fathers yet wbo this boult be, 

Doth'miracle it ſelf, Joy'd before me. , . 

'Tis the ninth. hour 0) gh), Moro. 
Arv. Brother, farewel, * 
Imo. 1 wilh ye ſport. 


eArv. You health. —-$o pleaſe you, Sir, *{ 
| Jme. Theſe are kind Creatures. , _- ., *.| 
| Gods, what tech hnianens: be bs 
ur Courtiers ſay, all's ſavage, Court: | 
Experience, oh thou'difj or Report, We | 
TV imperious Seas breed Me ed poles he Did, * 
Poor Tribntary Rivers, as ſweet Fiſh : ... ... rhe Gans © © 
ll now taſt of thy | oe 1 a 'W | 
Gus. 1 could Dot ſtir *13441 EWOL 4{/14 +34 2 | 
He ſaid he was gentle, bat ker nm 
Diſhoneſtly afflited, but yet TRAY 1 VR 
Arv. Thus did he anſwer mg;, yet ſaid hereafter, - 


[ might kgow mare.” oi! "7 


Bel: Toth' Field, co. th! Figld; .4u lu 


We'll leave you for this time, go it, and reſt... 
Arv. Weil nob be long is 60 1h, 49 . 
Bel. Pray be pol in, Th hnty 26 

For you mult be our Huſwife. 
Imo. Well orill, ©: {m7 +64 

I am bound to you. ' 
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Good Ance Ors. ro" 1 1651 107 
Arv. How Angel-like be fiogs?. ;,... ( 


Gs. ru wy ads 311 
Arv. He cut our Þ Characters, .. . 
And ſawc't our Brobhyg1as.Zaro\had decn ſick, 

And he her Dieter. 3478306 

Arv. Nobly he yoaks 
A ſmiling with a ſigh; web _ 
Was that it was,.f0r- iggfuch a (qule.: 
The ſmile mockin en tie Sowa fly 
From ſo divine a Temple, to commix 


With Winds that Sailors rail at... --.-...... 
Guz,. I 'do note, | 


That grief and patience 7oted in them both, |, | 


Mingle their ſpurs together, 

eArv, Grow patient, b,.4 21 3; 2 0W ; 
And let the ſtinkigg Elder (Grief) untwine 
His periſhing root, with the encreaſing Vine. 


Bel. It is great Marging, -Come.away ; who's there ? | 
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Bel. And ſhalt be ever. DIED \LEx#. 
This yooth, bom &ea dſt, appeary he hath bad 


| .v8) 


; NA 


= 


| 


" 4 
2a) 

VV 

0% 3 


at 
: if 


4- 


—c_— 


P - " -* 
CC, 
w OM. at. BM id... 


— ——_— 


The Frapedy of Cymbdine. 


Enter Cloten. 


Clo. I cannet fitidthofe Runagates, that Villain 
j Hatch mock'd me; Tattifuint. 

Bel. Thoſe Riinafates? 
Means he not us ?* I pattly know him, 'tis 
{ Cloten, the Son of th* Queen. | fear ſome Ambuſh : 
I ſaw him not theſe many years, and yet 
I know 'tis he :' 'we are held as Out-laws; hence. 

G#i. Heis but one: you, and my Brother ſearch 

What Companies are near : pray you away, 

Let me alone with him. 

| _Clor. Soft, what are you 
That flie me thos? Soine Villain Mountainers ? 

[ have heard 'of ſuch, What Slave art thou? 

Gus. A thing, | 
More ſlaviſhdid I ne*re, than anſwering 
A Slave without a knock. | 

Chor. Thon art #Robber, © 
A Law-Bredker, a Villain : yield thee, Thief. 

Gui, To whom'? to thee ? wha art thou? Have not I 
An Arm as big as thine ? « Fleft as brig? ON 
Thy words | grant ate bigger? fd I-wear not 
My Dagger in my mouth. -'$ay what thbu-art, ' 

Why 1 ihould yield co thee ? - 

Clo. Thou Villain baſe 
Know'ſt me not by my Cloths? 
*Gui. No, nor thy Taylor, Raſcal; ; 
Who is thy Grandfather ; He made thoſe Cloaths, 
Which (as it ſtems) mike thee. Fr 

Clo. Thoy precio Varkt,' 


II 
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My Taylor 
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Gui. Hence then,” #nd think . '- IT L0G 
The man that gave thedthee; *THbu rt I, 
I am loth to beat thee, - © nes 
| Cle, Thou injurious Thief, ©! 94 
{| Hear but my came, el i wk 
Gui, What's, thy vs 134 EY) 
Clo, Oven, thin Villain” . 
Gu. (loten, thou double Villain be thy name, 
Told , of Addery Spider, 


I cannot-tremble at it, were ir 
|*Twould move fovher. 
(lots. To thy further feif, - p | 
| Nay, to thy meer Confuſion, thou ſhalt know ' 
I am Son! fo th? _ 99 TERM SD - y 
Gai. Iam ſorry tor't : not ſeeming / 

Sd worthy as thy Birth. 

Clo. t afeard ? 2:44 

Gui, Thoſe that i reverence; -thoſe I fear, the Wiſe : 
At Fools I laugh, not fear them. 

b Co. Die the Death: © © 


When 1 have ſlain theg with thy ytoper hand 

I'll follow thoſe fit even now ny eng F 

And on the Gatey-of Zait+Towirſot your heads : 

| Yield Ruſtick Mountaineer. _ -EFigr and Exeunt. 


} 55:23 }; 
| Entir BeRitins nd Arvitagus. 


Bel. No Company's abroad Þ © - '- 
eArv. None in the World: you did miſtake/him fure, 
Bel. | cannot tell”: 16ng is it fifce 1 ſaw him, 
But Time hath nothing blurr'd thoſe lines of Favour 
| Which then he wore : the ſnatches tn his Voice, 

And burſt of thrxking were'as his : I am abſolute 
*'T was very Clten. _ 
| 9. In this place we Teft them, - 

I wiſh my Brother make good time with him, 
{ You ſay he is ſo fell. x 

Bel. Being ſcarce made up, 


L. _—  — 
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| (As it is like him) mi 


| mean to man; he had not apprehenſion 
Of roaring terrors : For defect of judgment 
Is oft the cauſe of Fear. 


Enter Guiderius. 


But ſee thy Brother. | 

Gui. This Cloten was a Fool, an empty Purſe, 
There was no money in't :. Not Hercules 
Could have knock'd out his Brains, for he had none ; 
Yet I not doing this, the Fool had born 
My Head, as I do his. 

Bel, What haſt thou done ? 

Gu, | am perfeC(t what z cut off one Cloten's Head, 
Son to the Queen (after his own report) 
| Who calPd me Traytor, Mountaineer, and ſwore 
\ With his own hand he'd take os in, 

Diſplace our heads, where (thanks to th* gods) they grow 
And ſet them on Luds-Town, 

Bel. We are all undone, 

Gni, Why, worthy Father, what have we to loſe, 
But that he ſwore to take our Lives? the Law 
Protects not us, then why ſhould we be tender, 

To let an arrogaut piece of fleſh threat us ? 
Play Judge, and Executioner, all himſelf? 
For we do fear no Law, What Company 
Diſcover you abroad ? 

Bel. No ſingle Soul 
Can we ſet Eye on : but in all ſafe reaſon 
He muſt have ſbme Atteridants. Though his Hotone 
VVas nothing but mutation ; I, and that 
From one bad thing to worſe : Not Frenzy, 

Not abſolute madneſs could ſo far have rav'd 

To bring him here alone, although perhaps 

[t tray be heard at Court, that ſuch as we 

Cavd here, haunt here, are Out-laws, and in-time 
May'make forte ſtronger head, the which he hearing, 
break out, and ſwear 

He'd fetch us in, yet is't not probable , 

To bene _ either - un —_ _ 
Or o ſuffering : then on ground we fear, 
If we do fear this body bath a tail 

More perilons than the head. R 

Arv. Let Ordnance 
Cotne, as the gods fore-ſay it, howſoe're 
My Brother hath done well. 

Fel. I had no mind - 

To hunt this day : The Boy Fidele's ſickneſs . 
Did make my way long forth. 

Gai. VVith his own Sword, 

Which he did wave againft my throat, I have ta'ne | 
His Head from him : I'll throw't into the Creek 
Behind our Rock, and let it to the Sea, 

And tell the Fiſhes, he's the Queens Son, Corer, 
That's all I reak. 

Bel. | fear *twill be reveng?d : 

Woul (Polidere) thou hadſt not done't: though valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 

Arv, Would I had done't, | 
So the Revenge alone purſu'd me : Polidore, | 
[ love thee Brotherly, but envy mnch 
Thou haſt robb'd me of this deed : I would Revenges 
That poffible ſtrength might meet, would ſeek us through, 
And put us to our anfwer. L 

Bel. Well, *tis done : 
We'll hant no more to day, nor ſeek for danger 
Where there's no profit, I prethee to our Rock, 
You and Fidele play the Cooks : PII tay 
Till baſty Pokdore return, and bring him 
To Dinner preſently. 

Arv. Poor ſick Fidele. 
P11 willingly to him, to gain his colour, 


[Ext, 


Pd let a Pariſh of ſach'Clorors blood, all 
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| | The Tragedy of Cyimbeline 


And praiſe my ſelf for Charity, [Exit, 
Bel. O thou Goddeſs, 

Thou divine Nature ; thy ſelf thou blazon'ſt 

[n theſe two Princely Boyes: they are as gentle 

AsZephyres blowing below the Violet, | 

Not wagging his ſweet Head; and yet, as rough 

(Their Royal blood enchaf'dY as the rud*ſt wind, 

That by the top doth take the Mountain Pine, 

And make him ſtoop to th” Vail, *Tis wonder 

That an inviſible inſtinct ſhould frame them 

To Royalty unlearn'd, Honour untaught, 

Civility not ſeen from other : Valour, 

That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 

As if it had been ſow'd: yet ſtill it's ſtrange 

What Clotens being here to us portends, 

Or what his death will bring us. 


Enter Guiderius. 
Gus. Where's my Brother ? 
| have ſent Clotens Clot-pole down the ſtream z 
[In Embaſlie to his Mother ; his bodies hoſtage 
For his return. . [Solemn e Muſick, 
Bel. My ingenuous Inſtrument, 
(Hark Polidore) it ſounds : but what occaſion 
Hath Cadwall now to give it motion ? Hark, 
Gu. Is he at home? 
Bel. He went hence even now. 
Gui, What does be mean? _ 
Since death of my dear'ſt Mother 
It did not ſpeak before. All ſolemn things 
Should anſwer ſolema Accidents. The matter ? 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toyes, 
[s jollity for Apes, and grief for Boyes, 
| Is Cadwall mad ? 


Enter Atviragus, with Imogen dead, bearing 


- 


Bel. Look, here he comes, 
| And brings the dire occaſion in his Arms, 
Of what we blame him for. X 

Arv. The Bird js dead 
| That we have made ſo much on. I had rather 
Have skipt from ſixteen years of Age, to lixty + 
To have gurn'd my leaping time intoa Crutch, 
Than have ſeen this. 

Gu. Oh ſweeteſt, faireſt Lilly : 
My Brother wears thee nof the one half fo well, 
| As when thou grew'ſt thy ſelf. 

Bel. Oh Mclancholly, | 
Who ever yet could ſound thy bottom ? Find 
The Ooze, to ſhew that Coaſt thy ſluggiſh care 
Might eaſilieſt harbour io. Thou bleſſed thing. 
Jove knows what man thou might'ſt have made : but I, 
Thou dye&ſt a more rare Boy, of Melancholly. 
How found you him ? 

Arv. Stark, as you fee : 
Thus ſmiling as ſome Fly had tickled ſlumber, 
Not as deaths dart being langh'd at: his right Cheek 
Repoſing on a Cuſhion, 

Gui, Where ? 

Arv. © tt Floor : 
His Arms thus leagu'd, I thought he ſtept, and put 
My clonted Brogues from off my Feet, whoſe rudenefs 
Anſwer'd my ſteps too loud. 

Gui, Why, he but ſleeps : | 
[f he be gone he'll make his Grave a Bed : 
With Female Faieries will his Tomb be haunted, 
And Worms will not come. to thee. 

Arv. Wirth faireſt Flowers 
Whit Summer laſts, and 1 live here, Fidele, 
PII ſweeten thy ſad Grave : thou ſhalt not lack 
The Flower that's like thy Face. Pale»Primwoſe, nor 


| 


| 


is 

The azur'd Hore-Bell, like thy Veins : no nor 
The Leaf 6f Eglamtine, whom not to ſlander, | 
Our-ſweetned not thy breath : the Raddock would | 
With Charitable bilſ- (Oh. bill ſore ſhaming | 
Thoſe cich-left-Heirs, that let their Fathers lie 
\Vithout a Monument) bring thee all this,  ._ 
Yea, and furr*d Moſs beſides. When Flowers are hohe 
[o winter ground thy Coarſe—— 

Gus. Prethee have done, 
And do not play in Wench-like words with that 
Which is ſo [erious, Let us bury him, 
And not protra@t with admiration, what 
is now duc Debt. To th* Grave. 

Arv, Say, where ſhall's lay him? 

Gui. By good Euriphile, our Mother. 

Arv. Be't fo: | 
And let us (Polidore,) though how our Voices 
Have got the manniſh crack, ſing him to th* ground 
As once to ouf®Mother : uſe like note, and words, 
Save that Euriphile muſt be Fidele, - 
| Gui. Cadwall, © X | 
[ cannot ſing: I'll weep, and word It with thee, EI 
For Notes of ſorrow, out of tune, are worſe 
Than Prieſts, and Vanes that lie. 

Arv, We'll ſpeak it then. | | ; 

Bel. Great griefs | ſee Med'cine the leſs. For Claten 
[s quite forgot. He was a Queens Son, Boyes, . 
And though he came our Enemy, remember | | 
He was paid for that : thou mean, and mighty rotting 
Together have one duſt, yet Reverence Boch 
(That Angel of the World) doth make diſtinftion 
Of place *ewixt high and low, Our Foe was Princely, © *F 
And though you took his life, as being our Foe, | 
Yet bury him, as a Prince, | 

Gui. Pray thee fetch him hither, 
Therſites Body's as good as Hjax, 
When neither are alive, hy 

Arv, If you'll go fetch him, 
We'll fay our Song the whiPſt: Brother begin, 

Gui. Nay Cadwall, we muſt lay his Head to th' Eaſt, |} 
My Father hath a reaſon for't. - \N 

Arv. 'Tis true. | x 

Gui, Come on then, and remove him. ( 

Arv. So, begin, | h 


SONG. Wb 


Grid. Fear no more the beat 0” th* Sun, | 
Nor the furious Winters rages, | 
Thou thy Worldly tak, baſt done, | 
Home art gone, and take thy wages. 
Golden Lads and Gwls all — , 
As Chimney-Sweepers come to duſt. | 
Arv. - x ng es the frown 0 th) Great, 
Thou art paſt the Tyr ans ſtroks, 
Care no more to cloath and eat, 
To thee the Reed 5s as _ 2. 
The Scepter, Learning, 
All falls this and come to duſs. 
Gui. Fear no more the Lightning 
Arv. Nor th' all-dreaded Thunder- 
Gui. Fear no ſlander, 
Arv. Thou haſt finiſh'd Joy and Moan, 
Both, All Lovers . 
Conſion to thee, and'come to duſt, 
Gui. No Exorciſer harm thee, rey 
Arv. Nor no Witchcraft charm thee, 
Gui. - Ghoſt unlaid forbear thee. 
Arv. N othing il! come near thee. 
Both. Quiet conſummation bave, 
And renowned be thy Grave. 
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14 The Troggdy of Cywbeline. —@n © 


CO EE TIER 


' What, have you dream'd of late of this Wars purpoſe 
| Enter Bellarius with the Fody of Cloten, Sooth, Laſt night the very gods ſhew'd mea Viſion. 
: (1 feaſt, and pray'd for their Intelligence) thus : 
Gui, We hays dane our obſcquies © I ſaw Foves Bird, the Roman Eagle wing'd 
Come lay him down. : From the Spungy Squth, tothis part of the Weſt, 
e 


Bel. Here's few Flawers, hut about midnight more : There vanifg'd in the Sun»beams, which portends 
| The herbs gat have Mp them cold dew oth* night (Unleſs my $ips abnſe my Divination) 
Are ſtrewings fitt'ſt for Grayes: upon their Faces. Succeſs to th' Rewan: hoſt, 
You were as Flowers, now wither?d : eyen ſo Lxc. Dream often ſo, | 
Theſe Herhelers ſhall, which we upop you ſtrew. And never falſe. Soft ho, what Trunk is here? | 
Come on away,apart ypon our Rnees : Without his toy ? the ruine ſpeaks, that ſometime 
The ground that gays t iſ, has them again : It was a worthy building. / How ? a Page ? 


Their pleaſures here are palt, ſo are their pain. [Exexzt. | Or dead, or fleeping on him ? but dead rather : 
| agen awakes. | For Nature dgth abhor to make his bed 

| Yes, Sir, to e Hilford. Houh, which is the way With the defunct, ar ſleep ppon the dead. 

| thank you : by yond Buſh? pray how far ghifher ? Let's ſee the Boys face. 


1*Ods pittiking ; can it be {ix mile yet ? Cap. He's alive, my Lord. 

{I have all night : *faith, Vie lye dowp and fleep. Luc, Hell then inſtru&t us of his body. Young one, 
But ſoft ; ng Bedfcllaw ? Qh Gags, and Goddelles ! Inform us of the Fortunes, for it ſeems 
Theſe Flowers are like the pleaſures of the Warld 3 They crave to be demanded : who is this 
This bloody man the care on't. I hope I dream: Thou mak'ſt 'thy bloody Pillow ? Or who was he 

| For ſol res 2a was 3 Cave-keeper, That ( othetwiſe the noble Nature did ) 

And Cook to | & atures. Bur 'tis nota ; Hath alter'd that good Pifture? What's thy intereſt - | 
"Twas but a bolt of nothing, ſhot at nothing, In this ſad wrack ? How came't ? Who is't ? 
Which the Brain makes of Fumgs, Qur yery eyes, What art thou ? 
Are meme like oyr Judgmenss, bligd. Good Faith Imo, I am nathing : or if not, 
[ tremble till with fear : buc if there be Nothing to be were hetter : This was my Maſter, 
Yetleft in Heaven, 3x ſmall a drop of pitty A very valiant Britain, and a 5 , 
As a Wrens Eye : fear'd Gags, a partof it. That here by Mountainers lies ſhin : Alas, 
The Dream's here ant: even when | wake it is ; | There are no more ſach Maſters : I may wander 
Without me, 3s withip me; pot imagin'd, felg. : From Eaſt to Ocgident, cry out for. Service, 
A headlef ? The Garments of us ? Try many, all good : ſerve truly : nover 
I know the (hays of 's Leg: This is bis 2 Find ſuch another Maſter. 
His Foot Mercurial : his Martial Thigh,  Lxc. *Lack, good youth: - 
The Brawns of Hercules: but hig Jovial Fage——- Thou mov'ſt no leſs with thy complaining, than 
'Murther in Heaven? How? *tis ggne. Piſani, i The Maſter in bleeding : ſay his —— Friend, 
;All curſes madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, Imo, Richavd du : Iftdolye anddo, 
* And mine to boot, be darteg on theg : thgu | No harm by it,though the Gods hear,I hope 
' 4 Conſpir*d with that izregylovs Qeyil Goter, They'll pardon it. Say you, Sic ? 
Hagh bere 5ug o my Lord, To wiike, andiread, Luc. Thy name ? 
= hence treacherous. Damn'd Pikanie Imo. Fidele, Sip. 
f Hath with his forg'd Letters (damn'd Piſapic) | Luc. Thon do'ſt approve thy ſelf the very ſame : 
From this moſt braxeſt Veſſel of the World Thy name well fits thy Faith, thy Faith, thy Name : 
Struck the main top / Oh Poſthumus, alay, Wile take thy change with me Þ I will notſay 
Where isghy head ? where's that ? Aye me, I;where's that? | Thou ſhaltbe fo well maſter'd, but be fure 
 Piſanio might have kill'd thee at the heart, No leſs belov'd. The _ Emperours Letters 

And left his head on, How ſhould this be, Piſamo ? Sent by a Conſul to me, thould no ſooner 

Tis he and Clpten, Malice and Lagcre io them Than thine own worth prefer thee : Go with me. 

Have laid this woe here. Oh'*tis pregnant, pregnant ! Imo. Vie follow, Sir. But firſt an't pleaſe the gods, | 
The Drugg he gave me, which he ſgig was precious Ple hide my Maſter from the Flyes as deep - 


And Cordial to me, hav | nat found it 


As theſe poor Pickaxes can dig: and when 
Murdr'ous to th* Senſes ?. that caabrms it bome : 


With wild wood-leaves and weeds 1 ha'ftrew'd his grave, 


—_— 


This is Piſamo's deed, and Clarn + Ob! And on it faid a Century of Prayers, 

Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blaad, (Suchas 1 can) twice ore, Ple weep, and ſigh, 

That we the horrider may ſeem to thoſe And leaving fo his ſervice, follow you, | 
{Which chace to find us, Ob, my Lore! my Lard ! So pleaſe | 0dr me. 

; | Luc. 1, youth, 
Enter Lugius, Captains, 48d «4 Sooth{ayer. And rather Father thee, than Maſter thee: My Friends, 
| | The Boy hath tavght us manly duties: Let us | 
Cap To them, the Legiqns garriſan'd in Gals Find out the prettieſt DDazied-Plot we Can, 

After your will, haveccoſt the Sea, agtending And make him with our Pikes and Partizany 

You here at e.2/ilford. Haven, with your Ships : A Grave : Come, Arme him : Boy, he is preferr'd 

[They are in readineſs, | By thee, to us, and he ſhall be interr'd 
{ Luc. But what from Remo ? { As Souldiers can. Be chearful, wipe thine Eyes, 
{| Cap. The Senate hatb ſtirr'd. ypthe Caphoers, Some falls are means the happicr to ariſe. [Exevn. | 

_ — - Italy, moſi willing Spirits, | | 

at promiſe Noble Servcie : and they came R 
Under the Conduct of bold Fackwe, 4 : Scena Tertia. 
Syenna's Brother, : 
Luc, When expe you them? Enter Cymbeline, Lordy, and Pifanto. 
| Cap. With the next benefit oth? wind. 
Luc. This forwardneſs Cym. Again: and bring we word hoy *tis with her, 
Make our hopes fair. Command our preſent numbers, A Feaver with the abſence of her Son ; 
Be muſtered, bid the Captains look to't. Now, Sir, A madneſs, of which hee lift”s in danger : Heavens, 
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FIERY 


How deeply you at once do touch me. Imogen, . [a ſuch a time, nothing becoming you, 
The great part of my comfort, gone : My Queen [Nor (atisfying us | 
Upon a deliperate bed, and ig a time eArvi, It is not likely, hs 
When feartul Wars point at me : Her Son gone, That when they hear their Rowen horſes neigh, }. . 
So needful for his preſent ? It ſtrikes me, me, paſt Behold their quarter'd Fires z have both their eyes 
The hope of comfort. But for thee, Fellow, And ears ſo cloyd importantly as now, 
Who needs mult know of her departure, and i | That they will waſt their time upon our note, 
Doſt ſeem ſo ignorant, we'll infarce it from thee To know from whence we are. 
By a ſharp torture, Bel. Oh, I am- known a] 
Piſa. Sir, my life is yours, . | Of many in the Army :+Many years ov. and? 
| humbly ſet it at your will : But for my Miſtreſs, (Though Cloren then but young) you ſee, not wore higi 
| nothing know where ſhe remains : why gone, From my remembrance. And beſides, the King 
Nor when ſhe purpoſes return. Beſeech your Highneſs, | Hath not defery'd my ſervice, nor your loves ; 
Hold me your Loyal Servant. Who find in my Exile, the want of Breeding z | 
Lord. Good my Liege, The cectainty of this hard life, aye hopeleſs 
The day that ſhe was milling, ſhe was here ; To have the courteſis-your Cradle promis'd; | 
I date be bound he's true, and ſhall perform But to be ſtill hot Summer's tanlings, and ; 
All parts of bis ſubje&tion loyally, For Cloren, { The ſhcioking Slaves of Winter, "| 
There wants no diligence in ſeeking him, Gus. Than be fo, Na 
And will no doubt be found. { Better toceaſe to be- Pray, Sir, to th* Army: | 
Cym. The time is troubleſome : I, avd my Brother are not known, your ſelf | 
We'll lip you for a ſeaſon, but with jealouſie So out of thought,and thereto ſo o're-grown, 
Do's yer depend. Cannot be queſtion'd, 
Lord. So pleaſe your Majeſty, eArvi. By this Sun that ſhines » 
The Roman Legions all from Gallia drawn, le bither: what thingisit, chat 1 never 
Are landed on your coaſt, with ſupply Did ſee man dye, ſcarce ever look'd on blood, _ - ; :,. 
Of Roman Gentlemen, by the Senate ſent. | But that of Coward Hares, hot Goats, and Veniſon ?* 
q Cym. Now for the Counſel of my Son and Queen. * Never beltrid a Horſe ſave one, that bad "6A 
| am amaz'd with matter, A Rider like my felf, who ne're wore Rowel,; | 
Lord. Good my Liege, Nor Iron on his heel?- I am aſham'd c 
Your preparation can affront no leſs To look upon the holy Sun," to have - 1. . {Lib 
Than what you hear of. , | The benefit of his bleſt Beams, remaining wi-fi 
Come more, for more you're ready : So long a poor unknown, | 
The want is, but to put theſe powers in motion, - Gui; By heavens Fle\goy 2 nth 
That long to move. | If you will bleſs me, Sir, and give me leave, 
Cm. Ithank you; let's withdraw [le take the better cafe;; 'burt if you. will not, 
And meet the time, as it ſeeks us, We fear not | The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
What can from. /zaly annoy us, but The hands of Remane«': - / {Ix | | 
We grieve at chances here. Away. CExeunt.] Arvi. So ſay I, Amen. A vl: 155: 4 od 
Piſa, I heard no Letter from my Maſter, ſince | Zel. Noreaſon1 (ſince of your Jiyeg you ſet  ' - +7 
[ wrote him /moger: was ſlain, *Tis ſtrange: _ So light a valuation) @ovldreſerye ,'n ot 0 } 
Nor hear 1 from my Miſtreſs. who did promiſe My crack'd one to more care. - Have with you, Boys: 
To yield me often ridings. Neither know I If in your Country wars.you chanceto dy& ..' 7 27 
| What is betide to. Claten, but remain That is my Bed too (Eads) and thergÞ'e lye. * 
Perplext in all. The Heavens ſtill muſt work: Lead, lead ; the time ſeems long, their blood thinks ſcorn | 
Wherein 1 am falſe, I am boneſt : not true, to be true. Till it flie out, and ſhew-them Pcincesboro, —"EExecunt. 
Theſe preſent wars ſhall find 1 love my Country, ; 
| Even to the note o' th? King, or Vle fallin them : _ . — AT I 
All other doubts, by time let them be cleer'd, | brey* 1511 1p 
{Fortune brings-in ſome Boats, that are not ſteer'd, [Exir. Aﬀus Quintus, Scena Prins; 
% $3 +207 "©. , 4 LO 1 : 
Scena Ouar td. Enter Poſthumus ialoxe. _ 
n llarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. Poſt. X 7 Ea bloody cloth, Vie k : for 1 am wiſht ' 
Ewen ie , , G 4 Y Thou Nou@' 'de aha, You married | 
Gus, The noiſe is round about us. If each of you would take this Courſe, how many (ones, 
Bel. Let us from it. - | Muſt murther Wives tauch better thanithemſelves | 
Arvi. What pleaſure, Sir, find we in life, to lock it For wrying but a little ? Oh Piſamo, We | 
From Action, and Adventure ?-. Evety good Servants does not all: Commands : . | 
Gu. Nay, what, hope | No Bond, but todo juſt ones. Gods, if you | 1 
Have we in hiding us? this way the Romans Should have ta'ne ve on my favits, I never þ 
Muſt, or for Britains lay us, or receive us Had liv*d to put on this: ſo bad you ſaved f 
For barbarous and unnatural Revolts The noble Imogen-torepent, and ftrook 5 25 
During their uſe, and flay us after. Me (wretch) more worth your Vengeance. But alack | 
Bel, Sons , You ſnatch from hence for little fauits; 'that's love 4 
We'll higher to the Mountains, there ſecure us. To have them fall no more : you ſome permit oY 
To the King's party there's no going : pewnels To ſecond ills with ills, each Elder worſe, ; F 
ff Cloter's death (we being not, known,not muſter'd And make them dread it, to the doers thrift, ol. 
Among the Bands) may drive usto a render But Imogen is your own,:do' your belt wills, =_ "1h 
V'Vhere we have liv'd; and ſo extort from's that And make me bleſt to obey; 1 am brought hither 4 
V Vhich we have done, whoſe anſwer would be death Among:/th* Italian Gentry, and to fight "t 
Drawn on his torture. Lþ Againſt my Ladies Kingdom : *ris enough ; 
Gui, Fhis'is (Sir ) a doubt That ( Britain) I have =” Miſtceſs : Peace, LY | 
£94 3, = 


FR 


—_—_— 


-} Of theſe raban weeds, and ſuit 


{ Merely through fear, that the ſtrait 
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Ple give no wound to thee : therefore,good Heavens, 
Hear patiently my purpoſe. Ile (ng 

elf. 
As do's a Britain Peazant : ſole ghe 
Againſt the part I come with : ſo Fle die 

For thee (O Imogen) even for whom my life 
Is every breath, a death + and thns unknown, 
Pitied, nor hated, to the face of peril 

My ſelf Ple dedicate. Let me make men know 
More valour in me, than my habits ſhow, 


| Gods, pur the ſtreogth o* th? Leonars in me: 


' To ſhame the guiſe o' th* world, | will begin, 
| The faſhion leſs without, and more within. 


| 


* Scena Secunda. 


Enter Lucius, Jachimo, and the Roman eArmy at one door : 
and the Britain eArmy at another : Leonatus Poſthumus 
following like a poor Souldier. They march over, and go 
out. Then enter again in Shirmiſh Jachitho and Polt- 
humus : he warguiſheth and diſarmeth Jachimo, and then 


leaves him. 


(Exit. 


Fac. The heavineſs and guilt within my boſom, 
Takes off my manhood : I have belyed a Lady, 
The Princeſs of this Country ; and the air on't 
Revengingly enfeebles me, or could this Carle, 

A very drudge of Natures, have ſubdu'd me 


| ln my profeſſion? Knighthoods, and Honours born 


( As I wear mine) are titles but of ſcorn. 
If that thy Gentry (Britain) go before 
This Lowt, as he exceeds our Lords, the odds 
is, that we ſcarce are men, and you are gods. CExi. 
The Battel continnesthe Britains fe, Cymbeline 3s taker : 
then enter to biy reſene, Beltarius , Guiderius , and 
Arviragus. . «+ 
Bel. Sand, ſtand, we have the ad f the ground, 
The Lane is garded : Nothing routs vs, but 
The villany of ove feats. 
Gi. Arvi. Stand, ſtand and Gght. 


Enter Poſthumus, 4nd ſecondsthe Britains. They reſene 


Then enter Lucius, Jachimo, awd Imogen. 


Zuc, Away, boy, fromthe troops, and fave thy felt: 
For Friends kill Friends, and the diſorder's ſuch 


As. | \ haog-widk'd. ; 
Bog are relh ſupplies. 


Duc. It is a day turn'd ſtrangely : or betimes 


{Let's re-inforce, -or fly. LExennmt, 


. Scena Tertia. 


Enter Poſthumus, and « Britain Lord. 
Lor. Cam'ft thon from where they madethe ſtand ? 


4 Poſt. 1 did, 


Though you it ſcems came from the Fhers, 
Lor. I bid. «31423 
| - Poſt. No blame toyou, Sir, for all was loſt, 
But that the Heavens fought : the King himſelf 
"Of his wings deſtitute, the Army broken, 
And but the backs of Britains ſeen; all flying 
rough a ſtrait Lane, the Enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the rongue with ſlaught'ring : having work 
More plentiful, chan tools rodo't : ftrook down 
Some mortally, ſome ſlightly touch'd, ſome falling 
& was damm'd 


With dead-men, hurt behind, and ds living 


To dye with lengrth'ned ſhame. 


———__—_— 


» tt. 


| 


em... 


Lor. Where was this Lane ? 

Poſt. Cloſe by the battel,ditch'd, and wall'd with 
Which gave advantage to an ancient Souldier 
( An honeſt one I warrant ) who deſery'd 
So long a breeding, as his white beard came to, 
in doing this for's Country. Athwart the Lane, 
He, with two ſtriplings ( Lads more like to run 
The — baſe, than tocommit ſuch ſlaughter, 
Wirth faces fit for Masks, or rather fairer 
Than thoſe for preſervation cag'd, or ſhame ) - 
Made good the paſſage, cryed to thoſe that fled, 
Our Britain's hearts die flying, not our men, 
To darkneſs fleet Souls that fly backward ; ſtand, 


turf, 


{| Or we are Romans, and will give you that 


Like beaſts, which you ſhun beaſtly, and may ſave 
But to look back infrown : Stand, ſtand. Theſe three, 
Three thouſand confident, in at as many : 
For three performers are the File, when all | 
The reſt do nothing. With this word ſtand, ſtand, 
Accommodated by the Placez more Charming 
With their own Noblenefſs, which could have turd 
A Diſtaffto a Lance, gilded pale looks 
Part ſhame, part ſpirit renew'd, that ſome turn'd coward 
But by example ( Oh a ſin in War, 
Damn'd in the firſt beginners ) *gan to look 
The way that they did, and to grinlike Lyons 
Upon the Pikes 0' th* Hunters. Then began 
A ſtdp i th* Chaſer; a Retire : Anon 
A Rout, confuſion thick : forthwith they flie 
Chickens, the way which they ſtopt Eagles : Slaves 
The ſtrides the Victors made : and now onr cowards 
Like Fragments in hard Voyages became 
The life o* th* need : having the back door open 
Of che ungarded hearts: heavens, how they wound, 
Some ſlain before, ſome dying ; ſome their Friends 
O'ce-born i” th* former wave, ten chac'd by one, 
Are now eath one the ſlaughter-man of twenty : 
Thofe that would dye, ore're refiſt, aregrown 
| The mortal bugs o* th' Field. 
Lord. This wasa ſtrange chance : 
A narrow Lane, an old man, and two Boyes. 
Poft. Nay, do not wonder at it: you are made 
Rather to wonder at the things you hear, 
Than to work any. . Wilt yon Rime vpon't. 
And vent ie for a Mock*ry ? Here is one: 
« Two Boyes, an Oldman ( twice a Boy) a Lane, 
« Preſerv'dthe Britains, was the Romans bare. 
Lord. Nay, be not angry, Sir. 
Poſt. Lack, to what end ? 
Who dares not ſtand his Foe, Ile be his Friend :; 
For if he'll do, as he is made to do, 
[ know bell quickly flye my. friendſbip too. 
You have put me into Riine. 
Lord. Farewel, you're angry. [ Exit 
Poſt. Still going : this is a Lord : Oh noble miſery 
Tobe i” th? field, and ask what news of me : 
To day, how many would have given their Honours 
To have ſay'd their Carkaſſes? took heel to do'r, 
And yet dyed too, I; in mine own woe charm'd, 
Could not find death, where I did hear him pron, 
Nor feel him where he ſtrook. Being an ugly Monſter, 
Tis ſtrange he hides him in frefh Cups, ſoft Beds, 
Sweet words; or hath more miniſters than we 
That draw his knives Pth* war, Well Iwill find him : 
For being now a Favourer tothe Britasn, 
No more a Britain, I have reſum'd again 
The part | came in. Fight I will no more, 
But yield me to the vericſt Hind, that ſhall 
Once touch my ſhoulder. Great the flanghter is 
Here made by th* Roman; great the anſwer be, 
Britains ervoſt take, For me, my Ranſom's death, 
On either ſide I come-to ſpend my breath ; 
Which neither here Ple keep, not bear agen, 


But end it by ſome means for {moger, 
Enter 


4 


—_—«_— 


_ The Trigedy of Cymbeline. | 


Enter two Captains, end Souldiers. 
1. Great Fupiter be prais'd, Zacins is taken, 


| 'Tis thought the old man, and his Sons, were Angels, 


2, There was a fourth man, in a filly habit, 
That gave th* Aﬀront with them. 
1. So ris r ed : 
Bnt none of %em can be faund, Stand, who's there ? 
Poſt. A Roman, 
Who had not now been drooping here, if ſeconds 
Had anſwer'd him. 
2, Lay hands on him: a Dog, 
| A Leg of Rome ſhall not retyra to tell 
What Crows have peckt them here ; he brags his ſervice 
As if he were of note ; bring him to th' King, 


Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Piſa- 
nio, and Roman Captives. The Captains preſent Polthu- 


mus ro Cymbeline, who delivers him over to a Gaoler, 


Scena Quarta. 
Enter Poſthumus, and Gaoler. 


, 


Gas. You ſhall not now be ſtoln, 
You have Locks upon you : 
So graze, as you find Paſture. 
2, Gao. 1, or a ſtomach, 
Poſt. Moſt welcome Bondage: for thou art a way 
(1 thiak) to liberty: yet am l better 
Than one that's ſick o? th' Gout, ſince he had rather 
Groan ſo in perpetuity, than be cur*d 
By ch? ſure Phyſician, Death; who isthe Key 
T unbar theſe Locks. My Conſcience, thou art fetter'd 


Then free for ever. 1s't enough Iam ſorry ? 
So Children temporal Fathers do appeaſe x 
Gods are more full of mercy. Mult | reyent, 
[ cannot do it better than in Gyves, = 
Deſir'd, mare than eanſtrain'd, to fatisfic 

If of my freedom ?tis the main part, take 
No ſtricter render of me, than my All. 

I know you are more clement than vile men, 
Who of their broken Debtors take a by 
A ſixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abatement ; that's not my deſire. - 
For Imogen's dear life, ttke mine, and though 
'Tis not ſo dear, yet 'tis a life, you coin'd it, 


'Tween man, .and man, they wergh not ſtamp: 
Though light, take oor hae. Fgore's e, 
(You rather) mine being yours : and ſo great Powers, | 


If you will take this Audit, take this life, 
And cancel thoſe cold Bonds. Oh Imogen, 
P11 ſpeak to thee in ſilence. 


Solemn Muſick, Entry ( as" 
Leonatus, Father to Poſthumus, ar old men, attired like 
a Warriaur, leading in his hand an ancient Matron (bis 
Wife, and e Mother to Poſthnmys) with Muſick. before 
them. Then after other Miſick,, follows the two young 
Leonati '( Brothers to Poſthumns) with wounds as they 
died in the Wars, . They circle Poſthnmus round «as he bes 
ſleeping. 


Sicil, No more thou thunder-Maſter 
ſhew thy ſpite, on Mortal flyes : ; 
With ar: fall out, with F«no chide, that thy Adulteries 
Rates, and Revenges. 
Hath my poor Boy done ought bat well, 
whoſe Face | never ſaw ? 
I dy'd whilſt in the VVomb he ſtay'd, 


47 pay. ry Sicilius 


More than my ſhanks, and wriſts : you good gods giye me |. 
| The penirent Inftrument to pick sbat Bolt, | 


attending Natures Law. 
Whoſe Father then (as men report, 
thou Orphans Father art) 
Thou ſhould'it have been, and ſhielded him 
from this Earth-vexing ſmart, 
eHoth. Lacina lent not me her aid, 
but took me in my throes, 
That from me was Poſthumws ript, 
came crying *mongſt his Foes. 
A thing of pity. 
Sici, Great Nature like his Anc 
moulded the ſtuff ſo fair: 
That ne deſerv'd the praiſe o' th? World; 
reat Sil Heir, 

1.879. When once he was mature for man, 
That could tand up hs para 
at co up his para 

or fruitful objett be? 
[n Eye of /moyen, that beſt 
could deem his dignity, | 
eHoth. With Marriage therefore was be mockt 
to be exild, and thrown | 
From Leonars Seat, and caſt 
from her his deareſt one : 
Sweet Imogen ! 
Sics, by did you ſuffer Fachims, 
ſlight thing of Italy, 


P 


| To taint his nobler heart and braio, 
with needleſs jealouſie, 

And to become the geek and ſcorn 
0 th others villany 


? 
ſeats we came, 


ne perform'd : 

thou King of gods, 
why haſt thon thus adjourn'd, 

The Graces for her Merits due, 
being all to dolours turn'd ? 


Sici, Thy Cryſtal Window ope z look out 


| Then Jupiter, 


no lo exerciſe 
Upon a valiant Race, thy harſh, 
and potent injuries : 
e Moth, Since (Fupiter) our Son is good, 
take off his miſeries. | 


we cry 
To th' ſhinimg Synod of the relt, 
againſt thy Deity. 
Bre. Help (Fapiter) or we appeal, 
| and apmOy juſtice —_ h 
upiter in Thunder Lightning 
ek Jy yoke 4 Thunder-bolt, The 


krees, 

- No more yo Spirits of Region low 
ofa on barn: bot How dare you Ghoſts 
Accuſe the Thunderer, whoſe Bolt (you know) 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coaſts. 

Poor ſhadows of Ehziwn, hover, _ reſt 

U never-witheripg Ban Flowers. 
Ne owich mortal accidents 
ocare of yours it is, you know *tis ours. 

Whom beſt I love, I croſs: to make my giſt 

The more delay'd delighted. Be content, 

Your low-laid Son, our Godhead will uplift : 

| His comforts thrive, his Tryals well are ſpent: 

Our Fbviel Star reign'd at his Birth, and in 

' Our Temple was he martied : Rife, and fade, 

He ſhall be Lord of Lady Imogen, 


bl 


And happier much by his ittion made, 


Sicil. Peep through thy Marble Manſion, help; 
or we cor Ghoſts will cry " 
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* The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


Fojt. Yes indeed do I, fellow. 

Gao, Your death has eyesin's head then : I have not ſeen | 
him fo pictur?d : you muſt either be directed by ſome that 
Expreſs Impacience; 1ſt you [tic up mine : take upon them to know, or to take upon your ſelf that | 
Mount Eagle, to my Palace Cryſtalline. [CAſcenas, | which 1 am ſure you do not know : or lump the after.en- 

S:icil, He came in thunder, his Celeſtial breath quiry on your own peril: and how you ſhall ſpeed in your 
Was ſulphurous to ſmell : the holy Eagle journies end, I think you'll return never to tell one. | 
Stoop'd, as to foot us : his Aſcenſion is Poſt. I tell thee, Fellow, there are none want eyes, to | 


This tablet lay upcn his brealt, wherein | wa 
Our pl-aſuce, hisfuil Fortune, doth confine, 


And ſo away : no farther with your dinn 


Let us with care perform his great beheſt. Enter a Mcſſenger. 


Poſt. Sleep, thou haſt been a Grandlice, and be 
A Father to me : and thou haſt created 


More ſweet than our bleſt fields : his Royal Bird dirett them the way I am going, but ſuch as wink,and will t 
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloyes his Beak, not ule them, | | 
As when his god is pleas'd. Gao, What an infinite mock is this, that a man ſhould þ 
All, Thanks , Jupiter. have the beſt uſe of eyes, to ſee the way of blindneſs : 1} 
Sici, The Marble Payement cloſes, he is enter'd am ſure ſuch hanging's the way of winking. | 

| 


| His radiant Roof: Away, and to be bleſt RN 
I | 


ee. Knock off his Manacles, bring your Priſoner to | 


A Mother, and two Brothers. But (oh ſcorn) the King. | 
Gone, they went from hence ſo ſoon as they were born ; Pofth. Thou bring'ſt good news, 1 am call'd to be made |: 
And ſo I am awake. Poor Wretches, that depend free, | 


Gao, I'le be hang'd then, et 
Poſt. Thou ſhalt be then freer than a Gaoler z no bolts |: 
for the dead. | CExeunt, || 

| Gao, Unleſs a man would marry a Gallows, and beget | 
young Gibbers, 1 never ſaw one ſo prone: yet on my Con |: 
ſcience, there are verier Knaves delire to live, for all he be | 
a Roman : and there be ſome of them too that die agaialt } 
Nobler than that it covers, - Let thy cff-Cts their wills: ſo ſhould I, if I were one, I would we were |: 
So follow, to be moſt unlike our Courtiers, all of one mind, and one mind good : O there were deſo. | 
As good , as promiſe. lation of Gaolers and Gallowſes : I ſpeak againſt my pre. 
| ſent profit, but my wiſh bath a preferment in't, | 
| LExits| 


x * Reads. 

Hen as a Lyon's whe to himſelf unknown with- | 

wW out ſcoking find, jw; quriry by a piece of tender ? . 

Air : eAnd when from a ſtately Cedar ſhall be Jopt branches, | Scena Quinta. | 

which being dead many years, ſhall aſter reveve, be joynted | | | 

to the old Stock, and freſhly grow , then ſhall Poſthumus Y | RP? | 
Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Arvi- 


and bis miſeries, Britain be Fortunate, and flouriſh in Peace | : 
and Plenty, _ ragus, Piſanio, and Lords. 


*Tis ſtill a Dream: or elſe ſuch Mtuffas: Mad-men \ Cym. Stand by my ſide you, whom thegods have made 
Tongue, and brain not: either both, or nothing, Preſervers of my Throne : wo is my heart, 

Or ſenſeleſs ſpeaking, or a ſpeaking, ſuch That the poor Souldier that ſo How fought, 

As ſenſe cannot untie. But what it Is, Whoſe rags ſham'd gilded Arms, whoſe naked breaſt 
The Attionof my life is like it, which I'le keep Stept before Targets of proof, cannot be found : 

If but for ſympathy. He ſhall be happy that can figd him, if 

| Our Grace can make him ſo. 


| On Greatneſs, Favour; Dreamas 1 have done, 

Wake, and find nothing, But (alas)I ſwerve : 

Many Dream not to find, neither deſerve, 

And yet are ſteep'd in Favours; foam I 

That have this Golden chance, and know not why: |, 
What Fairies haunt this ground ? a book ? Oh rare ore, 
Be-not, as is our fangled world, a Garment 


Enter Gaoler. Bel. I never ſ; 
| Such Noble fury in ſo poor a Thing ; 
Gao, Come, Sir, are you ready for death ? Such precious deeds, in one that promis'd nought 
- - Poſt. Over-roaſted rather ; ready long agoe. But beggery and poor looks. 


- . Gao, Hanging is the word Sir, if you be ready for that, | (ym. No tidings of him ? -vY 
you are well Cook't. Piſ. He hath been ſearch'd among the dead,and living, 
' Poſt. So if 1 prove a good repalt to the SpeCtators, the | But no trace of hin, 
diſh pays the ſhot. g7oen Cym. To my grief, I am 
 - Gao, A heavy reckoning for-you, Sir : but the comfort | The heir of his reward, which I will add 
is, you ſhall be called tono more payments, fear no more | To you (the Liver, Heart, Brain of Brita) 
Tavern Bills, which are often the ſadgeſs of parting, as the | By whom (l grant) ſhe lives, 'Tis now the time 
-procuringof mirth : you came in faint for want of meat, | To ask of whence you are. Report it. 
| depart reeling with too much drink : ſorry that you have | Bellarius. Sir, 
-payed too:much, and ſorry that you are payed too much : |. In Cambria are we born, and Gentlemen : 
Purſe and Brain, both empty : the brain che heavier, for | Further to boaſt, were neither true, nor modeſt, 
being too light ; 'the Purſe too light, being drawn of hea- | Unleſs 1 add, we are honeſt, 
vineſs. Oh, of this contradiftion you ſhall now be. quit :| Cym, Bow your knees, _ 
Oh the charity ofa penny Cord, it ſumms up thouſands in | Arite my Knights oth? Battle, I create you 
a trice : you have no true Debtor, and Creditor, but it : of | Companions to our*perſon, and will fit you 
what's paſt, is, and to come, the diſcharge : your neck (Sir) | With Dignities becoming your eſtates. 
is Pen, Book, and Counters: ſothe Acquittance follows. 
Poſt. I am merrier todie, than thou art to live. 


f Gao. Indeed, Sir, he that ſleeps, feels not the Tooth- 
Ache: but a man that were toſl:ep your ſleep, and a | There's buſineſs in theſe faces : why (o ſadly 


[Hangman to help him to bed, 1 think he would change | Greet you our Viftery? you look like the Romans, | 
-places with his Officer : for look you, Sir, you know not | And not of th* Court of Britain. 
which way you ſhall go. Corn. Hail, great King, To 


Enter Cornelius and Ladies. 


- inn. 
nn —_— hm M8 


7 


Sos OI 


TY” — 
"Oe 


—— — = — — — 
The Tragety'of Cymbeline. | 189 | 
Pe — —_ —_— | FVGSCOO WING? we ; 
To ſoure your happineſs, I muſt report Cannot deny : he hath done no Britain « 6 
The Queen is dead. Though he have ſery'd a Roman. Save bin 75 ) 
Cyn, Whom worſe than a Phyſician And no bloud beſide. | 
Would tbigs- report become z but I conſider, - | Cym:. I have farely ſeen bity':- 
My Med'cine Life may be protong'd, yet Death 1 His favonr is familier to me : Boy, 
Will ſeize the DoCtor too. How ended ſhe ? Thou haſt look'd thy ſelf into my grace, "7 | 
Cor. With horrour, madly dying, like her elf, And art mine own. | know not why, wherefote, | 
Which (being cruel to the World) concluded To ſay, live Boy : aere thank thy Maſter; live gn | 
Moſt cruel to her ſelf. What ſhe confeſt, - And ask of Cymbeline what Boon thoy will. 
| will report yo you, Theſe her Women Fitting my bounty, and thy ſtate, ll giye it + 
Can trip me, if 1 err, who with wet Checks | Yea, chough thou do demand q Priſoner, | 
Were pi _ = ſhe finiſh'd. The Noblelt tane. 
. Prithee (ay, Imo, | humbly thank your Highneſs. - 
Oe Firſt, ſhe confeft ſhe neyer lov'd you : only T Luc, Ido not bid thed beg my hfe, good Lad, 
Aﬀected — by you : not you ; And ye | know thoy wilt. 
Married your Royalty, was Wite to your place: Ime. No, no, alack, | 
Abhorr*d your yerſon. { There's @her work in hand : 1 ſe | 
. She alone knew this: Bitter to me as Death : your Life, hood Maſti, 
but ſhe ſpgke it dyipg, I would not , | Muſt ſhuffle foc it ſelf. 2.5 I 
Believe her Lips in opening it. Proceed. Luc. The Boy diſdains me 
(ern, Your Daughter, wham ſhe bore in hand to love | He leaves me, ſcorny me : briky tie their jqyes; - 
With ſuch integrity, ſhe did confeſs - That place them on the truth of Girls, and Bayes. | 
Was a Scorpion ta her ſight, whoſe life VVhy ſtands he ſo perplext 2 - * © YN 
| (But that her flight prevented it) ſhe had Cym. VVhat wopld'ſt thou Boy? 
Tane off by poiſon, [ love thee more, and more : 'think more and more 
Cym. O moſt delicate Fiend ! V'Vhat's beſt to ask. Know'ſt him thou look'ſt on ? ſpeak, | 
Who is't can read a Woman? is there more ? VVilt have him live? ls he thy Kit17 thy Friend ? : 
Corn. More, Sir, and worfe, She did confeſs ſhe had Imo. He is a Roman, no mote Kin to me, * ©” ' | 
For you a mortal Mineral, which bein Than I to your So 70K, who being born your Vaſſal | 
Should by the minute feed on life, and Jingring, Am ſomething i | aA 7 
By inches waſte you. In which time, ſhe puypos'd Cym. V Vherefore ey'| thay him ſo? 4 
'By watching, weeping, tendance, killing, to | J1mo, Tl tell you (Sir) in private, if you plcaſe l 
O'recome you with ber ſhew : yes and in time To give me hearing. habe 
(When ſhe had firred yay with her craft, ro work Fa. I, with alf my heqrt: - | 
Her Son into th? adoptign of the Crawn : lend my beff artention, YVhat's thy name ? 
But failing of her end by his ſtrange abſence, Ime. Fidels, Sig. | DCIS: 
Grew ſhameleſs deſperate, open'd (in deſpight _ Thou'ct my good Youth, lan 1 
Of Heayen, . and men) her purpoſes : PI] be thy Maſter : 1 freely. | 
The evils ſhe hatch'd, were got effeted : {0 Bel. 1s not thjs Bay revi 1? | 
Deſpairing, died. Arv. One ſand another *' Fe 
Cym. Heard you all this, ber Women ? Not more reſetnbles'that ſoect Roſie Lad: ' | 
Lady. We did, ſo pleaſe your Highnefs. VVho dyed, and was Fidele : 'what think you? | 
Cym. Mine Eyes | Gui. The ſame trad thing alive. VR & 
Were not in fault, for ſhe was beautiful : . } Bel. Peace, peace; fee ; he Eyes vs not; arbear, | 
Mine Ears that heard her flattery, nor my heart, | Creatures may alike: wer*the, 1 antfore : 
That thought her like her ſeeming. It had been yitions { He would bave ſpoke to vs. 
To have miſtruſted her : yet Naery f muan Gus. But we fee him. dead. A. 
That it was folly in mer thoy maiſt i7Y, | Bel. Be ſilent * let'y ſee further. | 
And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all. Pia. It is my Mifſtriſs : © my 
| Since ſhe is living, let the time ron on, 
Exter Lucius, Jachimo, and other Rgman: Priſoner?, | To good, or bad.” _ «as | 
Leonatuy behind, and Imogen. | Cym. Come, ſtand thou by ont fide. 
| ; | Make thy Suman alond, Sir, ſtep or forth; 
Thou com'ſt not Cajas now for Tribute, that Give anſwer to this Bqy, and " rely | | 
The Brit ans have rac'd out, though with the laſs Or by your Greatneſs, and race pf it | 
Of many a bold qge: whoſe Kipſmen have made ſoit (VVhich is our honour bitter chrrge =_ ”- **} 
That their gogd Souls may be appeav'd, with ſlaughter | yyinnow the trath falſhood; On ſpeak rot an} | 
Of you their Captives, which our ſelf haye granted, Imo, My Boo! bh, that this Gent! may 1 
So think of your Eſtate. Of whom he had this Ring. | TY 
Luc. Conſider, Sir, the chance of War the day Poft, VVhat'sthatto lum: | 
Was yours by accident : had it gone with us, Cym. That Diamond npant your Finger, ſay | 
We ſhould not when the bloug was cool, have threatned | How came it yours #'— | | . 
Our Priſoners with the Sword. But ſince the gods Fach. Thou'lt tortuve meto leaye.unſpoken, that > þÞ 
Will have it thus, that nothing but qur lives VVhich to be ſpoke wou'd torture thee, 
May be call'd ranſome, let it come : ſufficeth, . Cym. How? me?, _ | | 1 
A Roman, with a Romans heart can ſuffer : Zach. 1 am glad to'be conſtraig'd to utter phat 8 
Auguſtus lives to think on't; and ſo much | VVhich torment me to conceal. By Villany 
For my peculiar care, This one thing only [ got this Riog ;. 'twas Legnatws Jewel, 
[ will entreat, my Boy (a Britain born)  V Vhom thong did'R baniſh: and, i 
Let him he ranſam'd ; never Maſter had V'Vhich more thay grieve thee, | 
A Page ſo kind, ſo duteaus, diligent, | As it doth me, a Nobler Sir ne*re liy'd Mandir 1+, 
Sa tender over his occaſians, true, '*Twixt Sky and'ground. VViIt thop hear more, my Lotd? 
So feat, ſo Nurſe-like; let his vertue join | Cym. All that belongs to this. | LY 
With my requeſt, which I'lt make bold, your Highneſs Zach. Thar Paragon, thy Daughter, 4 | 
> Ar > > 1.7 rn. > EEO OOO - BHD =... * 
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For whom my heart drqps;bloud, and my falſe ſpirits 
Quail -to-remember.: Give me leave, | faint. 

' (5m. My Daughter, what of her ? Renew thy ſtrength, 
[ had rather thou ſhoul'ſt .lixve, while Nature will, 
Than die ere I hear more: ſtrive man, and ſpeak, 

Zach. Upon a time, unhappy was the Clock 
That ſtrook;the hgur.;..it yas in Rome, accycit 
The Mallbogwbern *twas at a Feaſt, oh would 
Our Viands had; b aoiſpn'd (or at leaſt 
Thoſe which:1I heay tg head :) the good Poſthnnue, 
(VVhar ſhould I ſay 2, he was too good to be | 
| VVhere ill men were, and was the beſt of all _ 

Among'ſt the rar'ſt at. goqd ones) ſitting ſadly, 
Hearing us praiſe, our Loves of Iraly _  . 

For Beauty, that made barren the {weld boaſt _. 

Of him that beſt could ſpeak : for Feature, laming 
The Shrine of Yenze, ar ſtcaight-pight e Ainervg, 
Poſtures,.beyond brief Nayure. For Condition, 

A ſhop of the qualities, that Man + , | - 
Loves VVoman for, beſides that hook of VViving, 
Fairneſs, . which ſtrikes the Eye. 

Cym, 1.ſtand on. fire; :Come to the matter. 

* Fach, All too ſoon I ſhall, _ | | 
Unleſs thou would'ſt grieve quickly. This Pothumm, 
Moſt. like. a, Noble. Lord, .in Joye, and one 
That had 3 Royal Layers. fpok has hint, = 
And (not, diſprai ng whom we praig'd, therein 
He was as calm as vertue) be began __ 

His Miſtris Picture, which. by. his tongue, being made, 

\| And then a'mind pit in't, either our drags hl 

:| VVerecrack'd of Kitchin-Tculls, or his Deſcription © | 

| Prov'd ps woſpeaking ory « a5i2t) nov 

| - Cym. Nay, nay, to th” ptrpoſe, *..; 

E. _ o_ Davghters Chaity Ry a it, begins) 
© Ipake OL, ner, aS*Ds (CAMS, 

And ſhe alone RN? \ 7 egy) 

| Made ſcruple of his praiſe, and wag'd with him 

{| Pieces of Gold, 'gainſt this, which then he wore 

| Upon his honoyr'd Finger z/ to attain 

{In _ the place of's Bed, and.wia this ror =S> 

| By hers, and mige Adpftery;- he, (true Koig| 

No leſſer of her honour confident: ___ ©... 

Than 1 did truly find her, ſtakes this Ring, 

| And would ſo, had it been.a Carbuncle 

| Of Phebus VVheel ; and might ſo ſafely, had it 

! Been all the worth of's Car. Away to Britain 

| Toft I in this deſign : well may you (Sir) 

'' Remember me at Court, where | was;taught 

| Of your chaſt Daughter, the wide-difference 

| *Twixt Amorous, and Villagous. Being thus quench'd 

. q Of hope, not longing; mine /rabar brain, 

| *Gan in your duller Bri ain operate 

'| Moſt vilely ::for my vantage excellent. 
And to be brief, my praCtice ſo prevail'd 
That [ return'd with ſimular proof enough, 

To make the Noble Leonat mad, 


| By wounding his þelicf in hep Renown, 


| With Tokens thus, and thus; averring notes 
| Of Chamber Hanging, Piftores, this ber Bracelet 
(Oh cunning how I got it). nay ſome marks , 
Of ſecret on. her perſon, that he could not . 
But thinkher bond of Chaſtity quite crackd, 
I Having tane the forfeit, whereupon, 
Me thinks | ſee him now. 

'Poſt. 1, ſo thou dot, | | 
Italian fiend. Aye me; moſt credulous Foo), 
| Egregious Murtherer, . Thief, anything 
| That's due t& all the Villains paſt, in being 
.| Tocome, Oh give me Cord, Kaife, or Poiſon, 
| Some upright Juſticer. Thou King, ſend out . 
| For tortures ingenious: it is 1 
That all th* abhorred thiogs. o* th* Earth amend 
By being worſe than they. 1 am Pofthumw, 
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| Thou ſcornful Page, there lie thy part, 


| Breath not where Princes are. 


{ The ſatisfaction of her knowledge, only 
1 In killing Creatures vile, as Cats and Dogs 


| Dotheir due Fun&ions. Have you tane of it? 


That caus'd a leſſer Villain than my ſelf, 
A ſacrilegious Thief to do't. The Temple 
Of Vertue was ſhe : yea, and ſhe her ſelf. 
Spit, and throw ſtones, caſt myre upon me, ſet 
he Dogg o' th' ſtreet to bait me: every Villain 
Be calPd Poſthamus Leonatus, and 
Be Villany leſs chan *twas. Oh Imogen ! 
My Queen, my Life, my Wife: oh Imogen, 
wen, Imogen. 
Imo. Peace, my Lord, hear, hear. 
' Poſt. Shall's have a Play of this? 


Piſa. Oh Gentleman, help, T 
Mine and your Miſtriſs: Oh, my Lord Poſthumu, 
You ne're killd Imogen till now: help, help, 
Mine honour*'d Lady. 
Cym, Does the World go round ? 
Poſt, How comes theſe ſtaggers on me ? 
Piſa. Wake my Miſtriſs, 
Cym. If this be ſo, the gods do mean to ſtrike me 
To death with mortal joy. . 
Piſa. How fares my Miltriſs. 
Imo, Oh get thee from my ſight, 
Thou gav'ſt me poiſon : dangerous Fellow hence, 


Cym. The tune of Imogen. 

Piſa. Lady, the gods throw ſtones of ſulphur on me, if 
That Box I gave you, was not thought by me 

A pretious thing, I had it from the-Queen, 

Cym, New matter Itill. 


Imo, It poyſon'd me, 
Corn, Oh gods! 
[ left out one thing which the Queen confeſt, 


Which muſt approve thee honeſt. If Piſanio 
Have (aid ſhe) given his Miſtriſs that ConfeCtion 
Which I gave him for Cordial, ſhe is ſery'd, 

As I would ſerve a Rat. 

Cym. What's this, Cornelixs ? 

Corn. The Queen (Sir) very oft importun'd me 
To temper poiſons for her, ſtill pretending 


Of no eſteem, 1 dreading, that her parpoſe 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain ſtuff, which being tane, would ſeize 
The preſent power of life, but in ſhort time, 
All Offices of Nature ſhould again 


Imo. Moſt like I did, for I was dead. 
Bal. My Boyes, there was our errour. 
Gui, This is ſure Fidele. 
Imo. Why did you throw your wedded Lady fro you? 
Think that you are upon a Rock, and now | 
Throw me again, | 
Poſt. Hang there like Fruit, my Soul, 
Till: the Tree die. | 
Cym, How now, my fleſh ? my Child ? 
What, mak'ſt thou me a dullard in this At ? 
Wilt thon not ſpeak to me ? 
Ino, Your bleſſing, Sir. 
Bel. Though you did love this youth, I blame you not, 
You had a motive for't. 
Cym. My tears that fall 
Prove Holy-water on thee z Imogen, 
Thy Mother's dead. 
Imo. 1 am ſorry for't, my Lord. ; 
Cym. Oh, ſhe was naught z and wy bs! her it was 
That we meet here ſo ſtrangely : but her Son 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where: 
Piſa. My Lord, . 
Now fear is from me, I'll ſpeak truth. Lord Cloter, 


That kill'd thy Daughter : Villain-like, I lie, 


Upon my Ladies miſſing, came to me 
| With his Sword. drawn, foam'd at the mouth, and ſwore 
[f I diſcover'd not. which way ſhe was gone, " 
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lt was my inſtant death, By accident 
[ had a feigned Letter of my Maſters 

Tien in my pocket, which directed him 

To ſeek her oa the Mountains near to Alford, 
Where in a frenzy, in my Maſters Garments 
(Which he inforc'd from me) away he poſts 
VVich uachaſt purpoſe, aad with Oath to violate 
My Ladies hogour, what became of him, 
[ further know nor, 


| VVere notbing Prince-like ; for he did provoke me 


VVith Language that would make me ſpurn the Seca, 
If it could fo roar to me.*l cut off*s Head, 
And am right glad he is not ſtanding here 
To tell this tale of mine. 
Cym, I am ſorcy for thee : 
By thine own tongue thow art condemn'd, and muſt 
Endure our Law : thou'rt dead. 
Imo. That headlefs man I thought had been my Lord. 
Cym, -Biad the Offender, 
And take him from our preſence. 
Bel, Stay, Sir King. 
This man is better than the man he flew, 
As well deſcended as thy ſelf, and bath 
More of thee merited, than a Band of Cletans 
Had ever ſcar for. Let his Arms alane, 
They were nat born for bondage. 
 Cym, V'Vhy old Souldier, 
VVilt thou yndo the worth thou art unpaid for 
By taſting of our wrath ? how of deſcent 
As good as we? | 
Arv. la that he ſpake too far. 
Cym. And thou ſhalt die for't. 
Be. V Ve will die all-three,. . \ | 
But | will prove that twa on's are as good | 
As I have given out him.” Ny Sons, I moſt | 


Bel. Have at it then, by leave . | 
Thou had'R-(great King) a SabjeCt, who 
VVas call'd Bellarus. 
Cym, VVhat of him? he is a baniſh'd Traytor., 
Bel. He it is that hath / 
Aſſum*d this Age : indeed a baniſh'd man, \ 
| know how, a Traytor. | 
. Take him hence; 
The whole V Vorld ſhall not ſave him. 
Bel. Not too hot ; 


FAT yay HEE For TRE RIS of khy Soiis, 
And let it be confiſcate all, ſo ſoon 


As | havereceiy'd It. 

Cym. Nurſing of my Sons? 

Bel. lam too blunt, and ſawcy : here's my Knee; 
Ere [ ariſe, I will prefer my Sons, 
Then ſpare not the old Father. Mighty Sir, 
Theſe two young Gentlemen that call me Father, 
i474, tink they are my Sons, are none of mine, 

yace the Iſſue of your Loyns, My Liege, 

And bloud of your begetting. 

Cym, How ? my Ifjue. 

Bel. So ſure as you, your Fathers : I (old Xorgan) 
Am that Bellarius, whom you ſometime baniſh'd : 


| Your pleaſure was my near offence, my puniſhment 


[t ſelf, and all my Treaſon that I ſuffer'd, 
VVas all the harm I did. Theſe gentle Princes 


A 


| || When we were {© indeed. 


(For ſuch, and ſo they are) theſe twenty years 
Have 1 train'd up; thoſe Arts they bave, as I 
Could put into them, My breeding was (Sir) 
As your Highneſs knows, their Nurſe Exriphile + . 
(Whom for the Theft I wedded) ſtole theſe Children 
Upon my Baniſhmene: 1 mov'd her to'r, 
Having receiv'd the puniſhment before 
For that which 1 did theo. Beaten for Loyalty, 
Excited me to Treaſon, Their dear loſs, 
The more of you *twas felt, rhe more it ſhap'd. 
Unto my end of ſtealing them. But gracious Sir, 
Here are your Soos again : and I muſt loſe | 
Two of the ſweet'ſt Companions in the World. 
The benediftion of theſe covering Heavens | 
Fall on their Heads like dew, for they are worthy 
To in-lay Heavens with Stars. 

Com. Thou weep'ſt, and ſpeak'ſt; 
The Service that you three have done, is more 
Unlike, than this thou telPſt. 1 loſt my Children, 


| If theſe be they, I know not how to wiſh 


A pair of worthier Sons. 
Bel. Be pleay'd a while : 
This Gentleman, whom I call Polidere, 
Moſt worthy Prince, as yours, is true Guiderixs : 
This Gentleman, my Cadwall, Arviragus. 
Your younger Princely Son, he Sir, was lapt 
In a moſt curious Mantle, wrought by th* hand 
Of his Queen Mother, which for more probation 
I can with eaſe produce. 
Cym. Guideriss had 
Upan his Neck a Mole, a ſanguine Star, 
It was a mark of wonder. : 
, Bel. This is he, 
Who hath npon him ſill that natural ſtamp: 
It was wiſe Natures end, in the donation 
To be his Eyidence now. 
(ym. Oh, what am 1 


| A Mother to the bitth of three? Ne're Mother 
| Rejoyc'd deliverance more ;, Bleſt, pray you be, 


That after this ſtrange ſtarting from your Orbs, 
You may reign in them now : Oh Jwmoger, 


| Thow haſt loſt by. this a Kingdow. 


Imo. No, my Lord : 


For mine own part, unfold a dangerous Speech 11 have got two Worlds by*t. Oh my gentle 

Thoughhapty well for you. | . | Have we thus met? Oh never ſay er * 8 

| Arv. Your danger's ours. But lam trueft Speaker. You call'd me Brother * | 
Gus. And our good his. || When | was but your Siſter : 1 you Brother, 


Cyw, Did you ere mert ? 
eArv, I, my good Lord. 
Gui, And at firſt meeting lov'd, 

Continu'd ſo, until we thought he died. 
Cory, By the Queens Dram ſhe ſwallow'd. 
Cym. O rare inſtint ! ; 

When ſhall I hear all through ? this fierce abridgment 

Hath to it Circumſtantial branches, which _ 

DiſtinCtion ſhould be rich in. Where? how liv'd you ? 

And when came you to Terve our Roman Captive 7 

How parted with your Brother? How firſt met them ? 

Why fled yon from the Court? And whether theſe ? 

And your three motives to the Battle ; with 

I know not how rmuch more ſhould be demanded, 

And all the other by-dependances 

From chance to chance ? But not the time, nor place 

Will ſerve our long Interrogatories. See, , 

Poſthumus Anchors upon Imogen ; 

And ſhe (like harmleſs lightning) throws her Eye 

On him : her Brothers, Me : her Maſter hitting 

Each object with a Joy : the Counter-change 

Is ſeverally in all. Let's quit this ground, 

And ſmoak the Temple with our Sacrifices. 

Thou art my Brother, ſo we?ll hold thee ever. | 
Imo. You are my Mother too, and did relieve me : 

To ſee this gracious ſeaſon! 


i 


TY 


" 
— Me. o—. A. T 


Brothers, | 
. o_ «yy 


| 


_— 


: a 


— _ O—_ 


TO "OE 


oe, 
_—_— Oe IO" CE CE eng 


192 


; ' The Tragedy of Cym beline. 


Cym. All ore joy'd-- - - 

Save theſe in Bonds, let them be 
For they ſhall taſt our Comfort. |, 
Imo. My good Maſtef, I will yet do you ſervice, 
Luc. Happy be yon. | ; 

| Cym. Tae forlorn Souldier that ſo nobly fought - 

| He would have well becom't this piace, and grac'd 

| The thankings of a King, 

| Peſt. Iam, Sir, 

| The Souldier that did Company theſe three 

| In poor heſceming : *rwas a fitment fer 

| The purpoſe [ then follow*d. That I was he, 

1 Speak, Fachimo, I had you down and might 

1 Have made your finiſh. 

Zach, lam down again : 

But now my heavy Conſcience ſinks my knee, 

As then your force did. Take that Life, beſeech you, 
Which I ſo often owe: - but your Ring firſt, 

And here your Bracelet of the trueſt Princeſs 

That ever ſwore her Faith. 

Poſt. Kneel not to me : 

The power that I have on you is to ſpare you : 

The malice towards yon, to forgive you. Live 

And deal with others better. 

Cym, Nobly doom'd: « 

We'll learn our Freeneſs of a Son in-Law : 

Pardon's the word to all. 

Arv. You holp us, Sir, 

As you did mean indeed to be our Brother, 

Joy*d are we, that you are. 

Pot. Your Servant, Princes, Good my Lord of Rome 
Call forth your Sooth-ſayer : As | ſlept, me thought 
Great Jupiter upon his Eagle back'd | 
Appear'd to me, with other ſprightly ſhews 

Of mine own Kindred, When I wak'd, I found 
This Label on my boſome : whoſe containing 

Is ſo from ſenſe in hardneſs, that I can 

Make no ColleCtien of it. Let him ſhew 

His skill in the conſtruction. 

Luc. Philarmonus. 

Sooth.. Here, my good Lord. : 

Luc. Read, and declare the meaning. 


Joyful roo, 


? Reads. © 
WW Hen 4s a Lyon's Whelp, ſball to bimſelf unknown, 
without ſeeking find, and be embrac'd by a piece 
of tender Air: and when from a Fately Cedar ſhall be 
branches, which bting dead many years, ſhall after revive, 
jointed to the old Stock,, and freſhly grow, then ſhall Poſt- 


bumus end his miſeries, Britain be fortunate , | 
in Peace, and Plenty, - 4 "— 
Thou, Leonatw,art the Lyon's Whelp, 
The fix and apt Conſtruftion of thy name 
Being Leonatw, doth import ſo much : 
The piece of tender Air, thy virtuous Daughter, 
Which we call .7/ollis Aer, and e Holbis Aer 


We uler : which e uber 1 divine 
Is t conſtant Wife; who even now 
An Letter of the Oracle, 

Unknown toyou unſought, were clipt about 


With this moſt tender Air. 

Cym. This hath ſome ſeeming, 

Sooth, The lofty Cedar, Royal Cymbeline, 
| Perſonates thee : And thy lopt Branches, point 
Thy two Sons forth : who by Befariws ſtoln - 
For many years thought dead, are now reviy'd 


To the Majeſtick Cecar join'd ; whoſe iſſue « 
Promiſes Britain, Peace and Pleftty, 4 
Cym, Well, | 


| My Peace we will begin : And-Cains Zacins, 


Although the Victor, we ſubmit to Ceſar, 
And to the Roman Empire; promiſing | 
To pay our wonted Tribute, from the which 
We were diſſwaded by our wicked Queen, , 
Whom Heavens in juſtice both on her, - and hers, 
Have laid moſt heavy hand, 
Sooth, The Fingers of the Powers above, de tune 
The Harmony of this Peace : the Viſion 
Which I made known to. Lucins ere the ſtroke 
Of this yet ſcarce-cold-Battel,”at this inſtant 
Is full accompliſh'd. For the Roman Eagle 
From South to Weſt, on Wing ſoaring aloſt 
 Leſſen'd her ſelf, and in the Beams 0? th' Sun + 
So vaniſh'd ; - which fore-ſhew?d our Princely Eagle 
Tt Imperial Ceſar, ſhould-again unite | 
His favour, with the Radiant Cymbeline, | 
Which ſhines here in the. Weſt.. . LEE | 
(ym. Laud we the gods, + | J 
And let our crooked Smoaks climb to their Noſtrils |. | 
From our bleſt Altars. Publiſh we this peace | 
To all our Subjects. Set we forward : let | 
A Roman, and a Brittiſh Enſign wave | | 
Friendly together ; ſo through Zxd's Town, march, 
And in the Temple of great Fupwer | 


{ Our Peace we'll ratifie. Seal it-with Feaſts. 


Set on there : Never was a War did ceaſe / 1 
(E're bloudy hands were waſh'd) with ſuch'a Peace. [Ex 


"The much Admired 


LA 


CALLED 


PERECE E S, 
PRINCE of TYRE. 


WITH Es JO: | 


The wmrue Relation of the whole H1 S TO RY, 
Adventures, and Forrunes of the ſaid 


PRINCE. 


il 


Written by W. SHAKESPEARE, und publiſhed. | 


in his Life time. 


The Acors Names. 
Ntiochus 4 Tyrant of Greece. Lyſimachus Governavy of Metaline. 

Heſperides Daughter ro Antiochus. Cerimon 4 Lord of Epheſus. ; 
Pericles Prince of Tyre. Philoten Dawghter to Cleon. 7 
HellicanusT,,. 7 yd; of Tyre Leonine 8 Murtherer, Servant to Dionylia. | 
Eſcanes hy ET Diana, 4 Goddeſs appearing to Pericles. | 
Thaliard Servant to Antiochus. Gower. 4 
Cleon Governoer of Tharſus. Lords, &c. 
Dionyſia Wife to Cleon. Kaight tilting in Honour of Thaiſa. | 
Symonides K/zng of Pentapolis. Saylors. 

Thaiſa Daughter to Symonides. Pyrates. : 
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% Enter Gower, 
0 ſing a Songfhat old was ſune, | ME 
From aſhes gpcient Gower # comeg/. 
; s snfirmities, ; 
To Fi your Ear and pleaſe your 
It bath been ſung at Feftivals, 
On Ember Eves, and Holy-Dayes, 
And Lords and Ladies in their lroes, 
Have read it for reſtoratives. 


chace men glorions:; | 
4 m quo Agtiggius, co meliug. 
7 pan theſe Iggter times, © 


its more accept m R 
And that to pe os 7g, 
e May 0 ſhes pip algyr e we} 
T life wo i, and that I mi 

| Waſte i Gp like F apgr-lights 

 - This An (oh, then, Afitiochuis the great, 
| Built up this City for his chiefeſt ſeat 

| The faweſt in all Syria, 

| Irell you what mine Authors ſay : 

This King unto him took, a Peer, 


| dieg, ang left 4 Femaje Hez 
1 ifs , , ayd fi of 
K eaven had lent ber all his 
With whom the Fggher Viking 21 
 Andherto te etyeeay; "&F, 
Bad Child, worſe Father, to entice his own, 
To evil ſhould be done by nongy-- > 
But cuſtom, what they did begs 5 
. Was with long uſe, counted ne be 

The beauty of this ſinful Dame, © 

e Made many Princes thither frame, 
- Fo ſeek ber-a+-a Bed fellow, - - 

In marriage pleaſurts, Play fellow : 

Whichyo or ford be ma a Law, 

To heap ir PIR bi ch td ave, 
That who ſo askt her for hu Wife, 
Hu Riddle told not, lo - bfe : 
| . So for her many a wight did die, 

s-yon grim looks ao teftifie. | 

What enſues to the judgment of your Eye, 
I give my cauſe, who be#t can teſtifie. 


Eyes; 
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> 
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[Exit. 
Enter Antiochus, Prince Pericles, and Followers, 


Ant. Young Prince of Tye, -you have at large receiv*d 

The danger of the task yau Make. 

Per, I have ( Antiochn:) and with a Soyl emboldned 

With the glory. af her prailes typk death no hazard, 

In this enterprizg, ; : 
Ant. Muſick bring in our Daughter,clothed like a Bride 

For embracements, even of Fove himſelf; 

At whoſe conception, till Lucina reign'd, 

- FNature this dowry gave, to glad her prefgnce, - 

The Senate Houſe of Planets all did fit, 

To knit in her their beſt perfeCtions. # 


- TIS a ”" 


Enter Antiochus Daughter. 


| Per. See where ſhe comes, apparelld like the Spring, 
Graces her Subjects, and her thoughts the King, 

Of eygry vertue gives renown to men : 
xr Face the Book of praiſes, where is read. 

Nothing but curious pleaſures as from thence, 

Sorrow were eyer rackt, and teſty wrath 


Aur Frimms. Scena Prima. 


| Tell theg wigh ſpeechjels tongues, and 


| For Death remembred, .bquld be like a Mirrour, 


Could never be her mild Companion. 
| You gods that rggde me man, ang way: in love, 
That have inflang'd delice withingpy Beſt, 

To taſte the fruks of yon celeſtial} 


(Or die in the afyenture) be my helps, 
As I am Seq andferyant to your _ 
$. 


To compaſs ſuch a boneleſs happine 
. Ang. Prince Pericles, 
| "Per. That would be Son to great Antiochu. 

Ant. Before thee ſtands this fair Heſperides, 
With golden fruit, but dangerous to be toucht : 
For like Dr ere affright thee hard ? 
Her like HeaGn &iceth thee go wew - 
Her cogntleſs glory avhjch deſert nniſt gain : 

And which without deſert, becauſe thine Eye 
Preſumes to reach, all the whole heap muſt die, 
Yon joragtimes famaps Prjaces like ghy ſelf 
Drawn by report, afventprous by 


F 
as - s mblagce pale, 
That without covefing ſave yon field of Stars, 
Here they ſtand Martyrs ſlain in Cupids Wars : 
And with dead Cheeks adviſe thee to deſiſt 
For going on Deaths Net, whom none reſiſt. 
Per. Antiochus | thank thee, who hath taught 
My frail gyortality to know jt ſelf, ; 
And by thoſe fearful qbjeRs to prepare 


This Body, like to then, to what I myſt: 


Whetells us, life's bue-breath, to'grault in errour : 
Il make my will then, and as ſick men do, 
Who kaow the 1d, ſge Heaven, but feeling woe, 
Gripe pot at Earthly Joyq, agerſt they did. 
Sol —_— a bappy peace fo you 
And all good men, as every Prince ſhauld do, 
My riches to the Earth from whence they came : 
But my fre of Love to you, - 
Thus ready for the way of Life or Death, 
I wait the ſharyeſt blow (Antiochw) 
Scorning advice. Read.the concluſion then, | 
Am, \N hich read and not be wor "tis decreed | 
As theſe before thou thy ſelf ſhalt bleed. 
Daugh. Of all ſaid yet, thou prove proſperous, 
of all aid yet, I wiſh Thee happineſs. 
Per. Like a bold Champion I aſſume the Liſts, 
Nor ask advice of gny other thought, 
| But faithfulneſs and courage. 


The Riddle. 


I am noViper, yet 1 feed 

On e Motbers ali dd we breed : 
I fought a Husband, in which labour, 

I found that kindneſs in a Father. 

He's Father, Son, and Fusband wild, 
I «Mother, Wife, and yet bis Child. 
How they may be, and yet in two, 

As you will live, reſolve # you. 


Sharp Phyſick is the laſt? but Q you Powery! 
That gives Heaven countleſs Eyes to view mens atts 
Why could they not their lights perpetually ? 

[f this be true, which makes me pale to read it, 
Fair glaſs of light, I loved you, and could ſtill, 
Were not this glorious Casket ſtor'd with ill : 
But I muſt tell you, now my thoughts revolt, 
Far he's no man on whom perfeCtions wait 3 
That knowing ſin within, will touch the Gate: 
You are a fair Viol, and your ſenſe the ſtrings, 
Who finger'd to make man his lawful muſick, 


Would | 


- — — 
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Pericles Prizce of Tyre: | 
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Would draw Heaven down, and all the gods to hearken, 
But being plaid upon before your time, 
Hell only danceth at fo harſh a chime : 
Good ſooth 1 care not for you, 
Ant, Prince Pericles, touch not upon thy Life, 
For that's an Article within our Law, 
As dangerous as the relt : your times expir'd, 
Either expound now, or receive your ſentence. 

Per. Great King, | 
Few love to hear the ſins they love to adt, 

'Twould braid your ſelf too near for me to tell it : 
Who hath a Book of all that Monarchs do, 

He's more ſecure to keep it ſhut, than ſhewn : 

For Vice repeated, is like the wandring Wind, 

Blows dult in others Eyes, to ſpread it ſelf; , 

And yet the end of all is bought thus dear, 

The breath is gone, and the fore Eyes ſee clear. 

To ſtop the air would hurt them, the blind Mole caſt 
Copt Hills toward Heaven, to tell the Earth is throng'd 
By mans oppreſſion, and the poor Worm doth die for'r. 
King are Earths Gods: in Vice their Law's their will, 
And it ove ſtray, who dares ſay, Fove doth ill. 

It is enough you know it, and *tis fir ; 

What being more known, grows worſe to ſmother it. 
All love the Womb that there being bred, 

Then give my tongue like leave to love my Head. 

Ant. Heaven that I had it ; he has found the meaning, 
But | will gloze with him. Young Prince of Tyre, 
Though by the tenour of our ſtrift Edift, 

Your Expoſition miſ-interpreting, 

We might proceed to cancel off your days; 
Yet hope, lucceeding from fo fair a Tree, 
As your fair ſelf, doth tune us otherwiſe ; 
Forty days longer we do reſpite you, 

If by which time our ſecret be undone, 


| This mercy ſhews, we'll joy in ſuch a Son : 


And until then, your entertain ſhall be 
As doth befit our honour, and your worth. 

; eManet Pericles ſolus. | 

Per. How courteſie would ſeem-to cover ſin, 

When what is done is like an Hypocrite, 
The which is good in nothing but in ſight, 
If it be true that 1 interpret falſe, 
Then were it certain you were not ſo bad, 3 
As with the foul Inceſt to abuſe your Soul : 
Where now you're both a Father and a Son, 
By your natimely elaſpings with your Child, 
(Which pleaſures fits an Husband, not a Father) 
And ſhe an eater of her Mothers fleſh, 
By the defiling of her Parents Bed, 
And bdth like Sefpents are, who though they feed 
On ſweeteſt Flowers, yet they poiſon breed. 
Antioch farewel, for wiſdom ſees, thoſe men 
Bluſh not in aftions blacker than the night, 
Will ſhew no courſe to keep them from the light : 
One ſin (1 know) 'another dothyprovoke 3 
Murder's as near to1uſt, as flame to ſmoak. 
Poyſon and Treaſon are the hands of fin, 
[, and the Targets to put off the ſhame ; 
Then leaſt my life be cropt to keep you clear, 
By flight P11 ſhun'the danger which 1 fear. 


[Exit. 


Exit, 
"Emer Antiochus. 


Ant, He hath found the meaning, 
For which we mean to have his Head, 
He muſt not live to trumpet forth my infamy, 
Nor tell the World Antioch dothvſin 
in ſuch a loathed manner, | ; 
And therefore inſtantly this Prince muſt die, 
For by his fall my honour muſt keep high. 
Whoattends us here ? X 


| your haſte. 


-] Grows elder now, aridcaresit be 


| Amazement ſhell drive 


Enter Thaliard. 


Thal. Doth your Highnefs call ? 
eAnt, Thatard, you are of our Chaniber, 
ÞAnd our mind Jn” her private ations 

To your ſecreſy ; and for your faithfulneſs 
We will advance you, Thaliard. 
Behold, here's poiſon and here's gold, 
We hate the Prince of Tyre, and thoumuſt kill hit; 
lr fits thee not to ask the reaſon why : 
Becauſe we bid it : ſay, is it done ? 

Thal. My Lord, *tis done. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
 eAnt. Enough. Let your breath cool-your ſelf, telling | 


eMeſ. My - Lord, Prince Pericles is fled. | 
Ant. As thou wilt live, flie after; and- as an Arrow, |: 
ſhot from a well experient Archer, hits the mark his Eye | 
doth level at + ſo do thou never return, unleſs thou'fay, 
Prince Pericles is dead. : 
Th. My Lord,it I can get him within my Piſtols length, 
['1l make him ſure enough : ſo farewel to-your Highneſs. | 
Ant. Thakard adiev, till Pericles be dead, | 
My heart can lend no ſaccour to my head. LExi, | 


Enter Pericles, Hellicanus; with other Lords. 


Per, Let none diſturb us : 
Why ſhoutd this change of thoughts, 
The ſad Companion dull ey'd melancholy, ' 
By me ſo us'd, agueſt as not an hour, ) YPIGS 
[In the days glorious walk or peaceful night, EF 
The Tomb where grief ſhould ſleep, can breed me quiet, f 
Here | . court mine Eyes,and-mifie Eyes (hun them, | | 
And danger which 1 feaf*d, is at Antioch, "77% 
Whoſe arm ſeems far tao-ſhort to' hit me here, WI 
Yet neither þ art can joy my ſpirits, KS 2 
Nor yet the others diſtance comfort me: Wee 
Then it is thus, that p of the mind, fs 6 202- BS 1+ 1 
That have their fir _ miſread; 1959926] | 
Have after nouriſhment and life byearey'' 0 4 04 
And what was firſt but fear, ec +1 4877 
done. our 


And ſo*'tis with me, the great Antiochus, AO; 
*Gainſt whom 1 am too little to contend; | 110K! 
Since he's fo great, can make his will his#@; © 44 
Will think me ſpeaking, though 'l ſyear”to filencey © © F 


Nor boots-it me to ſay | honour,” . 

[f he ſuſpe&t 41 may diſ@dgoEr hind + 0000 

And what may make him bluſh in being known, 0 F 

He'll ſtop the courſe by which. it might be knowny\ © © |, 

Withh Ye Foray homers Ges tp hate: 4.4 

And with the ſtint "Wi ANDY * « e60t 
eta 


. x 
: 


od 
| WO 


" 
” 


Our men hw mol rare Satrne " bad 
And ſubje&s pun | _ ofttice,” 
Which care of them, Hot pirty'of myſelf. 1G |. 
Who once no more*blt'as the tops of Trees, - - (7 Þ. 
Which fence the rootsthey omg wh and defend them” 
Make both my body pine, and Soul to langviſh, UA .! 
And puniſh that befarethat he wonldipuniſh; - © 5 / Þ 
1 Lord. Joy and alfcomfort in:your ſacred Breaſt, * «|; 
2 Lord. And keep yout mind fill ye return to us peace} 
fol and comfortable. Oo It 21 _ 
Hell. Peace, peace, and give experience tongue : 
They do abuſe the King that flatter him,” '/ | 
For flattery is the Bellows 'blows up ſin, - * 44h 
The thing the which is flattered, but a'ſpark, 1 | 
To which that ſpark Þives heart and ſtrongerglowingy;; | 
Whereas reproof obedient/ and in order, ©. wP 
(Fits Kings as they are _” for they may err, 
rr 2 
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Pexicles Prince of Tyre. 


——— ——_— — - _ 


When Signior Sooth here doth proclaim Peace, 
He flatrers yov, makes War upon your Life. 
Prince, pardon me, or ſtrike me if you pleaſe, 
| cannot be much lower than my Knees. 

Per, All leave us elſe 2. byt let your cares ore-look 
What ſhipping, and what ladings in our Haven, 
And then return tg us: Hellicary thou haſt 
Mov'd us : what ſeeſt thou in our looks : 

Hell, An angry brow, dread Lord. 

Per. If there be ſuch a Dait in Princes frowns, 
How durſt thy tongue moye anger to our Face ? 

Hell. How dares the Planets look up unto Heaven, 
From whence they have their nouriſhment ? 

Per.Thou know'ſt | have power totake thy life from thee. 

Hell, 1 have ground the Axe my ſelf, 

Do yon but ſtrike the blow. 
* Per. Riſe, prithee riſe, it dayyn, thou art no flatterer, 
hh thee for it, and Heaven forbid, | 
That Kings ſhould let their Ears hear their faults hid, 
it.Coyncellor, and ſeryapt for a Prince, 

ho by thy wiſdom makes a Prince thy Servant, 
What would'ſt thou have me dq:; 
Hell, To bear with patience ſuch griefs, 
As you your ſelf do lay upon your felt. 
Per. Thou ſpeak'& like a Phyliclan, Hellcgnme, 
That miniſters a potion unts. me, 


" | Fhat thou would'ſt cremble go peceiye thy ſelf. 


Muſings into 


ful than Fe, 


Attend me then; I weat to <Antich, 
hereas thou know'lt (againſt the Face of Death) 
ſought the purchace of a glorious Beauty, 
rom whence an Iſſue I might prapagate, 
Are Arms to Princes, and being joys to Subjects. * 
He Face was to mine Eye beyond all wonder, 
he reſt (bark in thing Ear), as black as inceſt, 
Which by my knowledge found, the finful Father, : 
Fermn's wok bp. ficike, but moagh ; Bus thou know'K this, 
istime tg fear, when Tyzants ſeem 59 kiſs. 
hich fear ſo grew ig. me, | hithes fied, 
Under the covering of a carefyl night, 
VVho ſeem'd my-good ProtecGos 2 agd being: here, 
Bethought what was paſt, what might ſucceed; 
| knew him tyrannous, and Tyrangs fears 
Decreaſe not,: but g#op. falker than the years : 
And ſhould he thigk, as go.doubi he doth, | 
That I ſhould open-te the Mening Air, 
- many worbhy Princes bloud were ſhed, 
To keep his Bed of blackuels yalaid ope, 
To lop that doubt,, he'll $14 this Land with arms, 
And make pretopce of wrong thas F have done him, 
hen all ſtir ming,.i4 1 may,.call offence, 
uſt. feel VVars blow, who fears,not innocence; 
Vhich love to all, of which thy {elf art one, 
V Vho now, aeproved' me for it... 
; Hell. Ala. dd. 5,54 $6: 9: $b:a% 00 ; 
Per. Drewyillgep opt of "s Eye% loud from my Cheeks, 
6 {a thoufand: doubts 
bhigig.tempeſ> ore ip, came, = 


How [| might 


Pp 
And finding litt}t copafort to relieve them, -. 
I thought it Peincely Charity 49. grieve for them. 
Hell. V'Vell, my Lord, ſings you have GFR SF to 


Freely will | ſpeak; Angier live; you fgar, 
| Anghjuſtly too tthink you fear the Tyrant, 

'V'Vho eichep by-publick /VVar.or ponpte Trealhf, 

V Vill take away. yopr, life.; therefore, my Lord, go. travel 
For a while, till tbat bis rage angr be forgot 3. or till 
the Deſtinies do; cut-the thredrof- his life: your Rule di- 
rect to any, if unto me, day ſerves.nat light more faith- 

Per. I do not doubt thy Faith, 
But ſhould he wrong my, liberties ig; my. abſence ? 
| Hell. VVe'llmingle ur bloudsitegether. inthe. Earth, 
From. whence we had our being, 4nd our. birth. X 
Per, Tyre, | now look: from; thee then, and to Tharſus 
9 my travel, where I'l hear irom thee ; 


And by whoſe Letters I'll diſpoſe my ſelf, 

The care | had and have of Subjets good, 

On thee I lay, whoſe wiſdoms ſtrengrh can bear it, 
| 11 take thy word for Faith, not ask thine Oath, 
Who ſhuns not to break one, will ſure ctack-both: 
But in our Orbs we live ſo round and ſafe, | 
That time of both this truth ſhall ne*re convince, 
Thou ſhewelſt a Subjects ſhine, Ia truePrince. 


1 


Enter Thaliard ſolus. | 


Thal. So, this is Tyre, and this is the Court, here muſt | 
| -kill King Pericles, and if I do it not, I am fure to be 
hang'd at home: It is dangeraus. 

Well, I perceive he was a wiſe Fellow, and had gaod 
diſcretion, that heing bid to ask what be would of 'the 
King, deſired he might know none of his ſecrets. Now do 
| ſee he had fome reaſon far it: for if a King bid a man 
be a Villain, he'is bound by the Indenture of his Oath 
to be ane, 

- Huſht, here come the Lords of Tyre. " 
Enter Hellicanus, Eſcanes, with ather \ 
Lords of Tyre, 

Hell. You ſhall not need my Fellaw-Peers of Tyre, fur- 
ther ta queſtion me gf yaur Kings departure. His ſealed 
| Commiſſion left ia truſt with me, doth ſpeak ſufficiently, 
he's gone to travel, 

Thal. How, the King gone ? 

Hell. If further yet you: will be fatisfied , why (as it 
were unlicens'd of yoyr loves) he would depart ? 1'l} 
give ſome light unto yau : Being at Antioch. 

Thal. What from Antiach? 

Hell. Royal Antiochys (an what cauſe I know nat) took 
ſome diſpleaſure at him,-at leaſt be judged ſo : and doubt- 
ing that he had erred:qr.ſinned, to, ſhew his ſorrow, he- 
would correct himſelf; ſo puts biraſelf ynto, the Shipmans 
toyl, with whom each mijante threatens Lite or Death, 
Thal. WeNl, i perceive 1 ſhall not be havged now, al- 
though I would ; but <nce he's gone, the Kangs Seas mull 
pleaſe : he ſcapt the Land, to. periſh.ag; the Sea: I'll prev 
ſent my ſelf, Peace to the Lords of Zyre; _ 

Hell. Lord Thaliard from Antiochw is welcome, | 
Thal. From him I cogze with meſſage unto. Princely 
Pericles;, but ſince my landing 1 have- underſtood, your 
Lord hath betook bim{@lf toupkngwn Travels, my-meſ- 
ſage muſt return from whence ig cape. 

Hell. We have no reaſon to, defire it , commended toy 
our Maſter, not to us ; yet ere you ſhall depart, this we de- 


— 


| fire as Friends to Arach, we may Fealk in Fyre. [Exemms 


Enter Cleon the Governour of. Tharſus,, wal 
"bus Wife (4 and others, . 


Cleon. My Diqnyſsa, (hall; we reſt us, here, 

And by relating:tales of others griefs, . : 

See if *twill teach ug to forget ous qwn2: ] 

Dion. That were-t@ blpwat. fire-ig hope ta.quench. it, 

For who digs llills- becauſe they.do aſpire 

Thxows down one Mowntain to.calt ap a higher: 

O my diſtreſſed Lord, even ſuch our griefs are, 

Here they are but felt, and ſeen with\miſchiefs Eyes, 

But like to groves being topt, they higher riſe. 
Cleon, O Dionyſia, T2 

Who wanteth food, and: will not, ſay, he- wants it, 

Or can concegb his;hunger-till he famiſhe- 

Our tongues and ſorgowsdg ſound deep : 

Our woes into the air, our Eyes to,weep, 

Till tongues fetch: breath that may im 

Them louder, thatif Heaven, lumber, while 

Their Creatures want, they may awake 

Their helpers to comfort them. 

''11 then diſcourſe our woes felt ſeveral years, 


And 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre: 


And wanting breath to ſpeak, help me with tears. 
Dion. I'll do my beſt, Sir, 1. 
Cle. This Tharſus, ore which I have the Government, 
A City, on whom plenty held fall hand, 
For riches ſtrew'd her ſelf even in the ſtreets, 
Whoſe Towers bore heads ſo high, they kiſt the Clouds, 
And ſtrangers ne*re beheld, but wonder'd at, 
Whoſe men and dames fo jetted and adorn'd, 
Like one anothers Glaſs totrim them by : 
Their Tables were ſtor'd full, to glad the ſight, 
And not fo much to feed on, as delight, 
All poverty was ſcorn'd,and pride ſo great, 
The name of help grew odioas to repeat. 
Dion. Oh *tis true, 

.Cleon. But ſee what Heaven can do by this our change : 
Theſe mouths, -who but of late, Earth, Sea, and Air, 
Were all too little to content and pleaſe, 

Although they gave their Creatures in abundance : 
As Houſes are defil'd for want of uſe, | 
They are now ſtarv'd for want of exerciſe ; 
Thoſe pallats,, who, not yet to ſavers younger, 
Muſt have inventions to delight the taſte, 
Would now be glad of Bread, and beg for it : - 
Theſe Mothers who to nouzle up their Babes, 
Thought nought too curious, are ready now 

To eat thoſe little darlings whom they loved, 
So ſharp are hungers teeth, that Man and Wife, 
Draw Lots who firſt ſhall die to lengthen Life. 
Here ſtands a Lord, and there a Lady weeping, 
Here many ſink, yet thoſe which ſee them fall, 
Have ſcarce ſtrength left to give them burial. 

ls not this true ? | 

Dion. Our Cheeks and hollow Eyes do witneſs it. 

Cleon. O let thoſe Cities that of plenties Cup, 
And her proſperities ſo largely taſt, 

With their ſuperfluous Riots hear theſe tears, 
The miſery of Tharſue may be theits. 


Enter a Lord. 


Lord. VVhere's the Lord Governour ? 

Cleon. Here, ſpeak out thy ſorrows, which thou bring'ſt 
in haſt, for comfort is too far for us to expect, 7 ; 

Lord. VVe have deſcried upon our neighbouring ſhore, 
A portly ſail of Ships make hitherward. 

Ceon. I thought as much. 

One ſorrow never comes but brings an Heir, 
That may ſucceed as his inheritour : | 
And ſo in. ours; ſome neighbouring Nation, 

| Taking advantage of our miſery, 

That ſtuft the hollow Veſſels with their power, 
To beat us down, the which are down already, 
And make a conqueſt of unhappy me, 

V Vhereas no glory is got to overcome. 

Lord. That's the leaſt fear. ? ; 
For by the ſemblance of their Flags diſplaid, they bring 
us Peace, and come to us as Favourers,-not as Foes. 
| (leon. Thou ſpeak'ſt like Hymns unturor'd to repeat, 
Who makes the faireſt ſhew, means moſt deceit. 

But bring they what they will, and what they can, 
VVhat need we fear, the grounds the loweſt, 

And we are half way there : Go tell their General we at. 
tend him here, to know for what he comes, and whence 
he comes, and what he craves. | 

Lord, I go, my Lord. 

Cleon, Welcome is peace, if he on peace conlilt ; 

If Wars, we are unable to reſiſt. | 


Enter Pericles with Attendants. 


Per. Lord Governour, - for ſo we hear yoware, 
Let not one Ships and number of our men, 
Be like a Beacon fired, to amaze your Eyes, 
We have heard your miſeries as far as Tyre, 


A— 


And ſeen the deſolation of your ſtreets; 
Nor come we to add ſorrow to yout tears, 
But to releaſe thetn of their heavy load, 
And theſe our Ships, you happily may think 
Are like the Trojan Horſe, was ſtuft within, 
With bloudy Veins expeCting overthrow, 
Are ſto1%J with Corn, to make your fieedy Bread, - 
Ang give them life, whom hunger ſtary'd half dead. 
Onnes. The gods of Greece prote& you;  - 
And we'll pray for you, | 
Per. Ariſe, I pray you, ariſe; we do not look for reve. 
__ but for love, and harbourage forour ſelf, oarShips, 
and men, * 13385 | ' 
Cleon, The which when any ſhall not'gratifie, 
Or pay you with unthankfulneſs 'in/thought, 
Be it our V Vives, our Children or our ſelves, - 
The Curſe of Heaven and M:o ſucceed their evils:: 
| Till when, the which (I hope) ſhall ne're be ſeen, 
| Your Grace is welcome to our Towty and us. 


F 


| 


Until our Stars that frown, lend us aſtnlle. ' - ' {Exeunt. 
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Aus Secundus. 
| Eater Guonr | 


Gower. TY Eve have whty King, 
ents rai 


A better Prince auil benign 
That will p3ov6 awful! both int deed and word. 


Be quiet then, aan: 
itronblas reign, 
ſafien, 


Till-bs bath 
Loſing a myte, 4 c Mountain fan * IG 


The good in conver ſafioit; 
To whom 
I: ftill at 
Thinks all is writ be ſpoken can: 
-rdloreend oe bg 0222111 
Build his Statue t 
But tidings"# vhovoktrary, 
Are brought your Eyes,” 
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Enter at one Doot PHMlevtalki 
with them. Enter at another 
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, a Gentleman with 


Pericles gives the Meſſenger a reward, and Knights bim. 


Good Hellican that ſaid at home, 

Not to eat honey like « Drone, © 

From others labours ;, for though be ſirre 
To killen bad, key good alive + ' © 
And to fulfil bis Princes deſire, 


Sav'd one of all that bapr in Tyre» © 
How Thaliard AT bow with ſin, 
And had intent th murder him; 
And that in Tharfus was not beſt,” © 
Longer for him to make his reſt : 

. He doing ſo, put forth to Stas, oe 
Where when men hin, there's ſeldome eaſe, 
For now the Wittil begins to blow, © 
Thunder above, ard = below, 
e Makes ſuch unquiet, that the ſhip 
Should bouſe him Jaffe, is wracks and ſplit, 
And he (good Prince) baving all loft,” * 
By Wave, from'{baſt to Coaſt is toft : 
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1 gove why bevizon. i 4, 
harſus,” whive each ran [9 Fat 
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\Cleon, all the Train; 
a Letter to Pericles; * Pericles ſhewsthie Letter to'Cleps, | 


All periſhen of mani, of pelf. 

Ne ought eſcapen'd but himſelf ; BS; 

Tull fortune tired with doing bad, 21H 
Rrr3 __ Threw| 


Per. VVhich welcome we'll accept, Feaſt here awhile. 


1 
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[Exit Pericles at one Dtoy, and Cleon at” another. | 
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[198 Pericles Prince of Tyre. 


Threw him aſhore to give him glad : | zet more with begging, than we can do with working, 
' eAnd here he comes what ſhall be next, 2, Canſtthou catch any Fiſhes then? 
Pardon old Gower, thus long's the T ext. Per. 1 never practis'd it. 
| 2, Nay then thou wilt ſtarve ſure ; for here's nothing to 
| Enter Pericles war. be got now-a. daies, unleſs thou canſt fiſh for't. 


| Per. V'Vhat I have been, I have forgot to know ; 
Per, Yet ceaſe your ixe, you angry Stars of Heaven, But what I am, want teaches me to think on : 
Wind, Rain, and Thunder : Remember earthly man A man throng'd up with cold, my veinsare chill, 


[s but a ſubſtance that muſt yield to you :; And have no more of life, than may ſuffice 
And I (as firs my nature) do obey you. To give my tongue that heat to ask your help; 
Alas, the Seas hath caſt me on the Rocks, | | VVhich if you ſhall refuſe, when 1 am dead, 
Waſht me |; to ſhore, and left my breath For that | am a man, pray ſee me buried, 
'Nothing to think on, but enſuing Death : 1, Die ke-tha, now gods forbid, 1 have a gown here, 
| Let it ſuffice the greatneſs of your powers, - come put it on, keep thee warm ; nowafore me a handſome 
To have bereft a-Prigce of all tis fortunes, fellow : Come, thou ſhalt go home, and we'll have fleſh fpr 
And having thrown him from your watry grave, all day, fiſh for faſting days and more z or Puddings and 
' Here to haye Death io, peace, 18 all he'll crave. Flap-jacks, and thou ſhalt be welcom. 
; F Per. I thank you, Sir. . | 
Enter three Fiſhermen. 2. Hark you, my fciend, You ſaid you could not beg, 
Per. 1 did but crave. | 
I, What, to pelch ? 2. But crave ? then Fle turn crayer too, 
2. Ha, come and bring away the Nets, And fo I ſhall ſcape whipping, 
1. What patch-breech, I ſay. | Per, VVhy, are all your beggers whipt then? 
3. What fay you, Maſter ? |} 2, Ohnotall, my friegd, not all : for if all your beggery 
; 1. Look how thouſticreſt npw, were whipt, I would wiſh no better office,than to be Beadle, 
'||Come away, or Vie fetch thee with 4 wannion. But, Maſter, Ile go draw the Net. 
3. Faith, Maſter, I am thinking of the poor men | Per. How well this honeſt mirth becomes their labour ? 
That were caſt away before:tis, even.now. ' 1, Hark you, Sir, do you know where ye are ? 
-j\_ 1. Alas, poor Souls, it grieved my heart to hear Per. Not well. | 
[What pittiful cries they'made to us, to help them, 1. [tell you, thisis called Pantapalis, 
- | When (welladay) we could ſcarcely help our ſelves. And our King, the good Symonzder, 
' 3. Nay, Maſter, ſaid nat | as much, Per. The good King Symonides, do you call him? 
'VVhen 1 faw the Porpas how be bouge'd and tumbled ? 1, ISir; and he deſerves ſo to be call'd, 
'They ſay, they are half fiſh, balf —_ | For his peaceable reign, and good government, 
A plague on them, they ne're came hut 1logk to be waſht. | Per. Heisa happy VSs ſince he gains from 
Maſter, 1 marvel how the fiſhes hve in the Sea ? His Subjects, the name of good, by his government. 
: ' 1, VVhyas men doa Land, | | How far is his Court diſtant from this ? 
5 [Thegreat ones eat up the little qaes : 1. Marry, Sir, half a daies journey: and le tell you, he 
EC I can compare our rich Miſers, tonathing ſo ktly hath a fair daughter, and to morrow is her birth-day, and 
1 As toa VVhale; he plaics and tumbles, there are Princes and Knights come from all parts of the 
1] Driving the poor Fry before him, | - world, to Juſt and Turaey for her love, 
And at laſt deyours them all at a.mouthiul. Per. VVexe my fortunes equal to my deſires, 
Such. VVhales have | heard on a'tbland, I could wiſh to make one there. 
,V'Vho never leave gaping, till they ſwallowed 2, Oh Sir, things muſt be as they may : and what a man 
[The gots Paciſh,Church, Steeple, Bells.and all. | Cannot get, he may lawfully deal for his wives Soul, 
' Per. A pretty Moral. : | 
| 3. But, Maſter, if I bad beta the Sexton ; Enter the two Filher-men, drawing up a Net. 
I watild have beep that-day is the Belfrey. | 
| - + VVby, man? ; 2. Help, Maſter, help, here's a fiſh hangs in the Net, like 
|  $. Becauſe ht ſhould have ſwallowed me too, a poor mans right in the law, *twill hardly come out, Ha 
And { had been in bis belly, bots on't, *tis come at laſt, and 'tisturned toaruſty Armor, 
L would haye kepr ſuch a jaygliog of the bells, Per. An Armor, friends, I pray you let meſee it. 
That he ſhould never have left, Thanks, Fortune, yet that after all croſſes,  ' 
{ Till he caſt bells, Steeple, Church and Pariſh up again : Thou giveſt me ſomewhat to repair my ſelf: 
But if the good King Symonides were of my mind, And though it was mine own, partof mine beritage, 
. Per. Symonides ? \ © V Vhich my dead father did bequeath to me, 
| 3. VVewould purge the Land of theſe Drones, VVith this ſtrict charge, evenas he lefc his lite : 
That rob the Bee of her hongey; + | Keep it, my Pericles, it hath been a ſhield 
| | Per. How from the fenny ſubject of theSea 'Twixt me and Death ; and pointed to this Brayſe : 
L< Theſe fiſhers tell the ivfirmuties of men, For that it ſaved me; keep it in like neceſlity : 
And from their watry Empire recollect, | The which the gods protect thee, Fame may defend thee. 
All that may men approve, or men detect. It k here I kept, I ſo dearly loved it, 
| Peace be at your labour, _—_ fiſhermen, Till the rough Scas (that ſpares not any man) 
 , | 2, Honeſt, good fellow, whar's that,if it be a day fits you, | Took it in rage, though calm'd hath given *c again : 


Search out of the Kalender, and no body.laok after it? | thank thee for't, my ſhipwrack now's no ill, 
Per. Y*may ſee the Sea bath caſt rae upon your coaſt. | Since I have here my Fathers gift in's will. 


2, VVhat a drunken knaye was the Sea, 1, VVat mean you, Sir? 
To caſt thee in our way. Per. To beg of you (kind friends) this coat of worth, 
| Per, A man whom both the waters and the wind, {For it was ſometime Target to a King, 
In that vaſt Tennis-Covurr, hath made the Ball [1 know it by this mark : he lov*d me dearly, 
For them to play upon, intreats you pitty him : ] And for this ſake, | wiſh the having of it : 
' | He asks of you, that never us'd to beg. And that you'd guide me ta your Soveraigns Court, 
I. No, friend, cannot you beg ? VVhere with it | may appear a Gentleman : 
{ Here's them in our Country of Greece, And if that ever my low fortune's better, 


Ile 
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le pay your bqunties till thea reſt your debter. he is, he hopes by you bi 
3 Why, wilt thou turney for the Lady ? | . Lord, He vb rare rar ern | 
Per. Ile ſhew the vertue | have born in Arms. ſhew can any way ſpeak in his juſt cominend : For by his 


1. Why, take it, and the gods give thee good on't. ruſty outſide, he a | | 
2, But _ you, my fi —_ _ we that made up this | tock, than the 5 4g n __ A -- ._ 
garment carough the rough teams of the waters : there are | 2. Lord. He well may be a ſtr 

certain condolements, certain vails; 1 hoye, Sir, if you | hononr'd triumph a faite, * A 


| thrive, you'll remember from whence you had them. . Lord. | 
Per: Believe it 1 will; F Until chis day, toſkanre Fla theduſt 
. | By your furtherance I am clgathed in Steel, King, Qpinion's but a fool,that makes us ſcan 

And ſpight of all the rupture of the Sea, The cutward habig, by the inward man 

This Jewel holds his building on my Arm : But ſtay, the Knights are coming, : 

ws on. _ l = _ my on We will withdraw inte the Gallery. 

n a Courler, w 1 eps, Great |; 

Sal mong Food (ra joy _ him wad: foute PIUORES ont rw 

Qaly (my fr yet am avided of a pair of Baſes, ' 
2 (my ſuce provide, ty wr "hn = Enter the King and Knights from Tilting. 

My beſt gown to make thee a yair z | ' | g 

And I'le bring thee to the Cours my ſelf. King, Knights,to ſay you're welcom,were ſuperfluous. 
Per. Then hogaur be bus a Goal to-my will, To place upon the volum of your deeds, 

This day l'le riſe, or elſe add il} to ll, Asina Title page, your worth in armes, 

'| Were more than you expect, or more than's fit, , 
Enter Symoaides wich Attendants, «nd Thaiſa, @&— | Since every worth in ſhew commendsit felf : 
| Prepare for micth, for mirth comes ata fealt. | 

Are the Knights ready to begin the Triumph ? | You are Princes, and my gueſts. 1 
1. Lord. They are,my Liege,and ſtay your coming, | Thaz. But you, =y Knight and gueſt. | 

To preſent themſelves, | To whom this wr of Victory | give, 


King. Return them we are ready, and onr Daughter | And Crown you King of this days happinefs, w._le 


[ln honour of whoſe birth, theſe triumphs are, (here, | Per. ? Tis more by fortune (Lady)chan by merit, | 
Sits here like beauties child, whom Nature gat, King, Call it by what you will, the day is yours, 
Far men to-ſee, and lecing wonder at. And here, ] bogs, is nane thatenvies it : . | 
Thai. lt pleaſeth you (my royal father) to expreſs ln f an Ariiſ, art bath thusdecreed, | 
My commendatioas great, whole merit's leſs. To make | others toexceed, = 
King. It's fit it ſhould be ſa; for Princes are | And you her labaur'd Scholar : come, Queen ath” Feaſt, | 
A model which Heaven makes like it ſelf : re take your place: 5." of 
As Jewels loſe their glory, if neglected, ſerve theis grace. -. 
$0 Princes their Renowns, if not reſpected, good | 
'Tis now your honour (Daughter) to entertain . ſence glads our days, honour we loves | 
Tie labour of each Knight, wn his device. | abo on | 
a Thai, Which ay _ —_— perform. £ | ; 
Kmght paſſes | g 
King. Whois the bo that doth prefer himſelf? | tlemen,  { 
Thai. A Knight of Sparta (my renowned Father) ts, nor outward Eyes, IMS 0 
And the device he bears upon his ſhield, | 
Is a black Ethiop reaching at the Sun 5 Per. You are right concteous Knights. | 
Ten Hl; loreayen wk, thes holds bis iff By Fove( honder that i King of thoughts, | 
Kine, He loves at ho iS h OUs. y ove (I wo 18 EST Y | 
nt The ſecond Knight. | p Theſe Cates reſiſt _ nat _ upon. ; 
Who is the ſecond, that preſentshimſelt? Thai; By Juno (Chat is Queen of Marriage) > E 
Thai. A Prince of «ſaceden (my royal Father) All Viandsthat Leat do ſeera ynſavaucy, i. 95% 
And the <tc bears-upan —_— FI my my meat ; ſure he'sa _ Gentieien, 1 
Is an armed hight; that's conquer'd by 2 Lady. ang. He's but a country gentleman: e no Worſe | 
The Motto thus in Spaniſh, Pu Per doleer a kee per forſas Than other Knights have done, has broken a ſa 
The third Knoght« doh Or ſo; let it pals. « ifs. | | 
King. And what's thethird ? XK Thai, To me he ſeems a Diamoud to Glaks. - by | 
Thai. The third of «Antioch ;, and his device Per. Yon King's to me, like to my Father's picture, | 
A wreath of Chivalry': the word, . «fe Pempey provexit'| Which tells me ig that glory once he was, SY | 
The. fourth Knight. (apex, | And Princes fat like {ſtars about his: Throne, TT 
King, What is the fourth? And he the Sun, for theay to reverence 3 | 
Tha. A burning Torch that's turned upfide down z None that beheld him, but like leſſer lights, | 
The word, Qui me Abit me extingue. Did vail their Crowns to his ſupremacy : '* E 
Kiny. Winch ſhews that beauty hath his power and | Where now his Son, likea Glo-worm in the Night, , 
Which can as well enflame, as it can kill. (will; | The which hath fire in darkneſs, none in Light: ; 
The fifrh Knight, Whereby | ſee that Time's the King of men, ; 
Thai. The fifth, an hand environed with clouds, For he's their Parents, and he is their grave. | ; 
Holding out gold, that's by the touch-ſtone tri'd : And giyes them whas he will, not what they Crave. | » 
The Motto thus, Sie fpeftande fides. King. What, are you merry, Kaights? : | 
The fsxth Knight. Knights, Who can beotherin thisroyal preſence? , 


Xino. And what's the ſixth and laſt, the which the| Xing. Here,withacup that's ſtirr'duntothe brim, 
Knight himſelf with ſuc a graceful coucteſie deliver'd? | As you do love, fill e@-your Miſtreſs lips, F | 
Thai. He ſeems to be a ſtranger: bot his preſent is We drink this health to you. "i 
A withered Branch, that's only green at (op; Knights, Wethank your Grace. 


The Motto, In hac ſpe vivo; King. Yet pawle a while, _. |. 
Kino. A pretty ac . from the dejected ſtate wherein'| Yon Knight doth ſic t00 melancholy, —_— af 
? x —_— 


— —  . cr} DT dA ed == _ 
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| Are excellentin making Ladies trip, 


| Per. la thoſe that prattiſe them, they are (my Lord.) 


1 Theſe Knights unto their feveral Lodgings : 


þ Per. Iam at your Graces pleafure. 
1 King. Princes, it is too late to talk of love, 
{ Therefore each one betake himto his reſt, 


1 Enter Hellicanus, and Eſcanes. 


{ They had in ſtore, due to his bainous 


Gr 


——— 


As if the entertainment in our Court, | | 
Had not a ſhew might counteravil his wotth : 
Note it not you, Thaiſa ; 
Thai. What ig't to me, my Father ? 
King. O, attend, my Daughter, 
Princes in this, ſhould live lixe gods above, 
Who freely give to every one that come to honour them : 
And Princes not doing fo, are like to Gnats, 
Which make a ſonnd, but kill'd are wondred at : 
Therefore to make his entrance now more ſweer, 
Here ſay we drink this ſtanding bowl of Wine to him, 
Thai, Alas, my Father, it befits not me, 
Unto a ſtranger Knight to be ſo bold, 
He may my proffer take for an offence, 
Since Men take Womens gifts for Impudence. 
King. How ? do as I bid you, or you'll move me elſe, 
Thai. Now by the Gods, he could not pleaſe me better. 
King. And furthermore tell him, 
We delire to know of him, 
Of whence he is, his Name and Parentage. 
Thai, The King my Father (Sir) hath drunk to you. 
Per, I thank him. 
Thai Wiſhing it fo much bloud unto your life. 
Per, | thank both him and you, and pledge him freely. 
Thai. And further be defires to know of you, 
Of whence you are, your Name and Parentage. 
Per. A Gentleman of Tyre, my name Pericles, 
My education been in Arts and Armes, 
Who looking for adventures in the world, 
Was by the rough Seas reft of ſhips and men, 
And after ſhip-wrack, driven upon this ſhore. 

Thai. He thanks your Grace ; names himſelf Pericles, 
A Genaleman of Tyre,who only by misfortune of the feas, 
Bereft of ſhips and men, caſt on the ſhore, 

King. Now by the gods, I pitty his misfortune, 
And will awake him from his Melancholy. 
Come, Gentlemen, we ſit too long on triftes, 
And waſte the time, which looks for other revels. 
Even in your ermours as yon are addreſt, 
| Will very well become a Souldiers dance: + 
{ will not have excuſe, with ſaying that 
Loud Muſick is too harſh for Ladies heads, 
| Since they love men in Armes, as well as beds. | 

| | [They Dance. 

So, this was well-ask'd, *twas well perform'd, 
Come, Sir, here's a Lady that wants breathing too : 
And 1 have heard, you Knights of Tyre, 


And that tkeir meaſures are as excellent. 


King, Ohthat's as much, as you would be deny'd 

Of your fair courteſie , unclaſp, nnclaſp. 

[. They Dance. 
' Thanks, Gentlemen, to all; all have done well, 

But you the beſt : Pages and lights, to conduct 


\ Yours, Sir, we have givenorder to be next our own. 


And that's the mark | know you level at : 


' To morrow, all for ſpeeding do their beſt, 


Hell. No, Eſcanes, know this of me, . 
eAntwchus from inceſt liv*d not free : 
For which, the moſt high gods not minding 
Longer to with-hold the vengeance that 


Capital offence; even in the height and pride 
Of all his glory, when he was ſeated in 
A Chariot of an ineſtimable value, and his Daughter . 


boo -* Pericles Prince of Tyre. 


That all thoſe eyes ador'd them, ere their fall, 
Scorn now their hand ſhould give them burial. 
Eſcanes. It was very (trange. 
Hell. And yet but juſtice ; 
For though this King were great, 
His greatneſs was no guard to bare Heavens ſhaft, 
By tn had his reward. 
Eſcanes, *Tis very true, 


Emer two or three Lords. 


I. Lord. See, not a man in private conference, 
Or counſel, hath reſpect with him but he, 


3. Lord, And curſt be he that will not ſecond it. 


And now at length they over-flow their banks. - 
Hell, Your griefs, for what ? 
Wrong not your Prince you love. 


But if the Prince do live, let us ſalute him, 


[f in the world he live, we'll ſeek him ont : 
[f in his grave he reſt, we'll find him there, 
And be reſolv'd; he lives to govern ns : 

Oc dead, give's cauſe to movrn bis Funeral, 
And leave.us to our free EleCtion. 


And knowing this Xingdom is without a head, 
Like goodly buildings left without a Roof, 
Soon fall tornine: your noble ſelf, 
[hat beſt knows how to rule, and howto reign, 
We thus ſuþmit unto our Soveraign. 
Omnes. Live, noble Hellican, £ 
Hell. Try honours cauſe; forbear your ſuffrages 


| If that you love Prince Pericles, forbear: 


( Take | your-wiſh, I leap into the Seas, 
Where's hourly trouble, for a minutes caſe) 
A twelve month longer, let me entreat you 
To forbear the abſence of your King 

[f in which time expir*d, he not return, 

{ ſhall with aged patience bear your yoke, 
But if I cannot win you tothis love, 

Go ſearch like Nobles, like noble SubjeCts, 
And in your ſearch, ſpend your adventurous worth, 
Whom if you find, and win unto return, 
You ſhall tike Diamonds fit about his Crown. 


And ſince Lord- Hellican enjoyneth us, 
We with our travels will endeavor, 


When Peers thus knit, a Kingdom ever ſtands. 


Exter the King reading of a Letter, at one door, 
and the Knights meet him. 


I. Knight, Good morrow to the good Symonzdes 
Kin "K 
That for this twelve-month, ſhe'll not undertake 


Which yet from her by no means can 1 get. 


King. Faith, by no means, ſhe hath ſo {ſtrictly 
Ty'd her to her Chamber, that *cis impoſhble : 
One twelve Moons-more ſhe'll wear Diana's livery : 
This by the eye of Cynthia hath ſhe vowed, 
And on her Virgin honour will not break. 


King. So, they are well diſpatcht, 
Now to my daughters Letter z ſhe tells me here, 


| With him; a fire from Heaven came and ſhrivel'd 


_— 


She'll wed the ſtranger Knight, 


Up thoſe bodies, even to loathing, for they ſo ſtank 


2. Lord, |t (hall no longer grieve without reproof, 


1. Lord. Follow me then : Lord Helicane, a word, 
Hell. With me ? and welcom, happy day, my Lords. 
| 1, Lord, Know that our griefsare riſen to the top, 


1, Lord, Wrong not your ſelf then, noble Hellicar, 
Or know what gronnd's made happy by his breath : 


2.Lor, Whoſe death indeed, the ſtrongeſt in our cenſure, 


1.Lord. To wiſdom, he's a fool that will not yield, 


Hell. Then you love us, we you,and we'll claſp hands, 


nights, from my Daughter this 1 let you knom, 
A married life: her reaſon to her ſelt is only known, 


2. Kmght. May we not get acceſs to her (my Lord). 


3.King. Loth to bid farewel, we take our leaves. [ Ext. 


ME. 
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Pericks Prove if Thi 


oo  — 


Or never more to view nor day nor light, 
Tis well, Miſtris, your choice agrees with mine, 
[like that well : nay how abſolute ſhe*s in't, 
Not minding whether 1 diſlike or no, 
Well, I do commend her choice, and will ao longer 
Have it be delayed: foft, here he comes, 

| muſt diſſemble it, 


Enter Pericles, 


Per, All fortuge to the gaod Symenides. 
King. To yau as much ; Sir, | am bebolding to you, 
For your ſweet muſick this laſt night : 
[do proteſt, my earg were never better fed 
With ſucn delightful pleaſing barmaay. 
Per. lt is yaur Go 's pleaſure to commend, 
Not my deſert, 
King. Sir, you are MuGcks maſter. 
Per. The worſt of all her Scholars (my gaod Lord) 
King, Let me ask you one thing. 
What.dq yau think af my Daughter, Sir ? 
Per. A molt. virtugus Princets. 
King. And ſhe's fair too, is ſhe nat ? 
Per. As a fair day in. Summer : wondrous fair. 
King. Sir, my Daughter thinks very well of you, 
I fo ch that you mult, be her Maſter, 
And ſhe will be your Scholar; therefore look to it. 


| Per, lam unworthy to be her Schoolmaſter. 


King. She thiaks.net f@, peruſe this writing elſe, 
Per. What's here, a Letter, 

That ſhe loves the Knight of Tyre ? 

'Tis the King's ſubtilty to have my life : 

Oh ſeek not to intrapime,. gracious Lord, 

A ſtranger and diſtreſſed Gentleman, 


Your will to mine z and you, Sir, hear yath 


That never aim'd ſo high to love your Daughter, take leave of her Fathes , a0 depart. 
" Re bak amine op Dungdee, dedyn and painful arch 
King. Thou h m By many a dedvn 
And wow arts a Villeio. c | Of Pericles, tbe n_ ohh, im # Vs 
Per. By the gods I have not z, never did thought By the four oppoſing if 
Of mine levy alnge; not never did. my actions +» Which the Welld vembe fog joynes, 1 t 
Yet commence a deed might 849 her love, J: made with all gryrgins pew ' 3G 
Or your dafpleaſaree That buf biph oxpencs, 4% 48 
King. Traitor, thou lyeſt. - Can fre the (th ft a leaf from Tyrey' | 
Per. Traitor /! Fame anſt woſt flravge —_ 8 >:00:-4-108 
King, 1, Traitor. | To tf 7 _—_ of King $ py bc +40 lt 
Per, Even i in his throat, unleſs it be a King, Are Littevs' 8 i 
That calls me a Lenore the lye. * , Tomy _ bi D | 
King, Now byj the: @ apMend þis-courage, e men of Tyrus, on | 28 
Per, My 302006406 nodlcay my thoughts, | | Of Hellicanu would firi-as- a? MLS 
That never relifit. of a baſe decent: The Crown Hh Tyre, bus bo wit wes's | > DI 1S. 
[ came unto the Court for honawsy cauſe, The —_— # Tag eng,” 78 91135 09 
And netcbe- a Rehebt@ havſtete:: Sayes to t abt ine 4 bc 
And he obaft other wiſe a&ounteck me, Come 1d! "lin {hw wenn tw boeg 203 work 
This Sward- ſhall proves he*sbomaur's enemy. He, obedient to their deoms, 
King. No? here comes my De nan: in Will taks the Crown" vi Tin of 
Brought _ to Þ -—* 
Enter Ehaiſs. Ir , 5 — $0 {; 1311 : | 
NT oaks with olape: ©: 13 2361C0. 3 NY 2 
Per, Than 6s: you.afe.gs Virtuate,a fair, Our heir dent i Kin $1.0 7 OI wi 
Reſolve your angry betdn, 36 my: dangee Who dreamt'® who of ſunk —wey7 HY _ : 
Did e're ſolicite, or my hand {| Th Brief, be _ — | 
To any ſyllable eha&madetlavero yew?) + 1 | His Rudi a ho Ay eg ak 
Thai,,. \Why, Six, if: yol had who tokexalener, 1 | VWihich who ſhall Li Ind Y: _ 
At that wand make ym 17 2011 48: per warrooeng” S 
King. Yea, miſtris, arg prempeary ? £1671 30h ychorida ber 
. _ Tad of it withal my —_ - [00 LerMids, _ to $04 ted he 
e tame you, I'le bing! aninſubjedtion. O02 #11 » Neptunes billow, 
Will — ak, 7 {,v0070 | Hath- Show Keeb ent» es fume 
Beſtow your love aud yous affections, 24: ' Varies again, the grifly"N 
Upon a ſttanger* who, for iaught 1 knows:  Ceffida | Difſporgir furl a ore rf) 
May: be (nar can-think thecomrary)-' - ©4977 1 That” at (4 Duck. for- life that driver, 
As great in blood as I my fel. '1 So up and down the poor ſhig dives : 
Therefore hear you, Miſtreſs, cither frame | The Lady ſbreeks, and wel 4 tear, 
Doth fall in travel with her fear : 


Either be ruPd by me, ox. Fle make —_—— 
Man and Wife; nay, come, your hands 
Aad lips muſt ſeal it too; and being joyn'd, 
Ple thus your hopes deſtroy, and for further y 
| God give you joy ; what, are you both a+ ? 
Thas, Yes, if you love me, Six. 
Per. Even as my life, or blood that foſters it, 
King. What, are you both agreed ? 
Amb, Yes, if it pleaſe your Majeſty. 
King, It pleaſeth me ſo well, chat] will ſee you wed, 
And then with what baſte you can, get you to bed. 


Enter Gower, 


Now yſleep flaked hath the rout, 

| Io din but ſnores about the Houſe, 

| eHMade louder by the ore-ſee beaſt, 
Of this moſt penspous. _— feaſt 


The Cu with eyne of burning coal, 
Now couches from the Monſes hole x 


| eAnd Cricket Sing vr the Ovens month, 
' Are the bluber for their drouth > 
Hymen hath brought the Bride to bed, 


Where by the: loſs of <Aavdenbrad, 
A Babe is monlded, by atten, 


And time that is ſo brie 
With Jour fine fancies ey Jos 


Whats dumb in ſhew, Pla _ 


Enter: SI Ire LATTE tn door with 4 
Meſſenger meets them, kneels, and Tone 
= Pericles robe arervg is Symomdes kt, renee | rl 
thenenter T with with Lychervds © 
King ſhews ber the Leto, /Ravejoyousr hv and owls 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre. 


And what enſues m this ſelf ſtorm, 
Shall for it ſelf, st ſelf perform: 

*7 mill relate, Aition may 

Conveniently the. reſt convey, ,' 

Which might not ? what by me 1: told, 
In your wmagination bold: 

This Stage, .the Ship, upon whoſe, Deck 
The Seas toſt Pericles appears: to ſpeak. 


Enter Pericles on Shipboard. 


Per, The God of this great vaſt, rebuke theſe ſurges 
Which waſh both Heaven and Hell, and thou that haſt 
Upon the winds commaad, bind them in Braſs, 
Having call'd them from the deep, O ſtill 
Thy dearning dreadful thunders z daily quench 
Thy nimble ſulphurous flaſhes : O how, Lychorada ? 
How does my Queen? then ſtorm venomoulſly, 

Wilt thou ſpit all thy ſelf? the Seamans whiſtle 
1s a whiſper in the ears of Death, 

| Unheard Lychorida ? Lucia, oh : 

 Divineſt Patroneſs, and my Wite, gentle 

| Toth6ſe that cry by night, convey thy Deity 

' Aboard our dancing Boat, make ſwift the pangs 

; Of my Queen travels. Now, Lychorida. 


Enter Lychorida. 


; 
| Lychor, Hereis a thing too young for ſuch a place, 
| Who if it had conceit, would dye, as Iamlike todo : 
| Take.in your arms this piece of your dead Quene. 
Per. How ? how, Lychorida ? 
| - Lychor. Patience, good Sir, do not aſliſt the ſtorm, 
Here's all that js. left living of our Queen 3 

A little Daughter, for the fake of ir 
Be manly, and take comfort. 

Per. Oh yon gods! 

Why do-you make us love your goodly gifts, 
And ſnatch them ſtraight away ? 
- We here below, recal not what we give, 


"| And we therein may uſe honour with you. 


Lychor. Patience, good Sir, even for this charge. 
Per. Now mild may be thy life, 

For a more bluſterqus birth had never Babe : 

Quiet and geatle thy canditions ;, | 

For thou art the rudelieſt welcom to this world, 


} That ever was Prince's Child : bappy that follows, 


Thou haſt as chiding a Nativity, : 

As Fire, Air, Water, Earth, and:Heaven can make, 
To harold thee fram the 'womb :1) ,- 

Even at the firſt, thy loſs is wixxe than can | 

Thy portage quit, with all thoucanſt find here : 
Now the ggod gods throw'Their beſt eyes upon it, 


4 


Emer ewo Saylors. ; 


I, Say. What courage, Sir 2: God ſave you. 
Per. Courage enongh, Ido not fear the flaw, 
It hath done to me the worſt; -yetLor the love - 
Of this pook lafant; this freſh.new Sea-farer,,. 

I would it would be quiet. -- 

I. Sayl. Slack the balins there ; 


thou wilt not, wilt thou 
blow and ſplit thy felf. « ++» 


—_— 


* _— 


2. Sayl. But Sea-room, and the brine and cloudy billow 
kiſs the Moon, I care noe, , +. bl 
1. Sayl. Sir, your Queen muſt -over-board, 
The Sea works high, the wind is loud, 
And will not lie till the Ship be cleared of the dead. 
Per. That's your ſuperſtition... - 
3.Pardon us, fir,with us at Sea it ſtill hath been obſerved, 


| And weare ſtrong in Eaſtern,therefore briefly yield her. 


Per. As you think meet, 
For ſhe muſt o're-board ſtraight, 
Moſt wretched Queen. 


% 


hs dl 


| That can recover him : give this £0 the Pothecary, ' 


1 Diſturbances that Nature works, and of her cures ; 


Lycherida, Here ſhe lies, Sir. 

Per. Aterrible Child-bed haſt thon had 
No light, no fire, the unfriendly Elements 
Forgot thee utterly, nor have | time | 
To bring thee hallowed to-thy grave, but ftraight 
Mult calt thee ſcarcely Coffin'd, in oar, 

Where for a Monument upon thy bones. 

The air remaining lamps, the belching Whale, 
And humming water muſt o'rewhelm thy Corps, 
Lying with ſimple ſhells : Oh, Lychorida, 

Bid Neſtor bring me Spices, Ink and Paper, 

My Casket and my Jewels, and bid Nicander 
Bring me the Sattin Coffin :-- lay the-Babe 

Upon the Pillow; hie thee, whiles I fay 

A Prieſtly farewel to her; ſuddenly, woman. 

2. Sayl. Sir, we have a Chelt beneath the hatches, 
Caulkt and bitumed ready. 

Per. Ithank thee: Mariner, ſay, what Coaſt is this ? 

2. Sayl. Weare near Tharfu, 

Per, Thither, gentle Mariner, : 
Alter thy courſe for Tyre: when canſt thou reach it ? 


2. Sayl. By break of day, if the wind ceaſe. 
Per. O make for Tharſus, 


There will I vilit Con, for the Babe 
Cannot hold out to Tyrw; there Ple leave it 


At careful nurſing : go thy ways, good Mariner, 
l'le bring the' body preſently, 


ee. 


(my Dear) 


[Exi, 
Enter Lord GCerymon with a Servant. 


Cer. Phylemon, hoa. 


, Emer Philemon. 


Phil. Doth my Lord call ? 

(er. Get fire and meat for theſe-poor men, 
It hath been a turbulent and ſtormy night. | 

Ser. I have Been in many : but ſuch a night as this, 
Till now, I ne're endured. 

Cer. Your Maſter will be deadere you return, 
There's nothing can be miniſtred to nature, | 


And tell me how it works. 
Enter two Gentlemen, 


T. Gent, Good morrow. 
2. Gent, Good motrow to your Lordſhip. 
Cer. Gentlemen, why do you ſtir ſo early ? 
1.Gent, Sir, our lodging ſtanding bleak upon the Sea, 
Shook as if the Earth'did quake: 
The very principles did ſeem torend and all to topple, 
Pure ſurprize and fear made me t& leave the Houfe. 
2. Gent. That is the cauſe we trouble you fo early, 
'Tis not our Husbandry. | 
Cer. O you ſay well, | 
I, Gent, But | much marvel that your Lordſhip 
Having rich attire about you, ſhould at theſe early hours 
Shake off the golden lomber of repoſe ; *tis moſt Itrange, 
Nature ſhould be ſoconverfant with pain, 
Being thereto not compelled. 
Cer. | hold it ever Virtue and _— 
Were endowments greater, than Nobleneſs and Riches; 
Careleſs heirs may the two latter darken and expend ; 
But immortality-attends the former, [Yiu 
Making a Man a God : | 
'Tis known, I ever have ſtudied/Phyſick, 
Through which ſecret Art,by turning o're Authority, 
[ have together with my praQtice,made familiar 
Fo me-and to my aid, the beſt infuſions that dwell 
[n vegetives, in Metals, Stones :' and can ſpeak of the 


Which doth give me a more content 


[a courſe of true delight 


Than 


C—— 
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Than to be thirlty after tottering Honour, 
Or tye my pleaſure up in ſilken Bags, 
To pleaſe the Fool and Death, 
2. Geat. Your honour hath through Epbeſoe, 
Poured forth your charity, and hundred call themſelves 
Your Creatures z who by you have been reſtored, 
And not your knowledge, your perfonal pain, 
But even your purſe ſtill open, hath built Lord Cerimer 
Such ſtrong renown, as never ſhall decay. 


Enter two 'or three with a Cheſs. 


Ser. So, lift there. 
Cer, What's that ? 
Ser. Sir,even now did the Sea toſs up upon our ſhor 
This Cheſt ; *tis of ſome wrack, 
Cer, Set it down, let us look upon it. 
2- Gear, *Tis like a Coffin, Sir. 
Cer. What ere it be, *tis wondrous heavy ; 
Wrench it opea ſtraight : 
If the Seas ſtomachbe o're-charg'd with gold, 
Tis a good conſtraint of Fortune ic belches upon us. 
2. Gent, *Tis io, my Lord., | 
Cer. How cloſe *tis Gaulkt and bottom'd , did the Sea 
caſt it up? 
Ser. hg ſaw fo huge a billow, Sir, as toſt it upon 
ore, 
Cer. Wrench it open; it ſmells moſt ſwe 
ſence, 
2. Gent, A delicate Odour. * \ 
Cer. As ever hit my noſtril: ſo, up with it. 
Oh you moſt potent gods ! what's here, a Coarſe ? 
1, Gent, Molt ſtrange. 
{er. Shrowded in cloth of ſtate, balm'd andentreaſured 
With full bags of Spices, a Paſs port to eApolo, 
Perfect me in the Characters. 


Here I Hive to underſtand, 

If ere this (offin drrve a land; 

I King Pericles have loſt 

This Queen, worth all our mundane coſt : 
Who finds ber , give ber burying, 

She was the Daughter of a King. 
Beſides this treaſure for - a fee, 

The gods requite bis Charity, 


if thou liveſt Pericles, thou haſt a heart 
{That even cracks for woe: this chanc'd to night. 

2. Gent, Moſt likely, Sir. 

Cer. Nay certainly to night. 
For look how freſh the looks, ; 
They were too rough, that threw her in the Sea. 
Make a fire within, fetch hither all my boxes in my Cloſet, 
Death may uſurp on Nature many hours, FS 
And yet the fire of life kindle again the o're-prelt Spirits, 
| heard of an </£yyptien that had nine hours been dead, 
Who was by good appliance recovered. 


Emter one with Napkins and Fire. 


VVell aid, well ſaid, the fire and cloaths, 
The rough and woful Muick that we have, 
Cauſe it ro ſound I beſeech you : 
The Vial once more z how hen ſtirreſt, thou block ? 
The Muſick there : I pray you give her air ; 
Gentlemen, this Queen will live, 
Nature awakes a warm breath out of her ; 
She hath not been entranc'd above five hours, 
See how ſhe gins to blow into lifes flower again. 
1.Gen,The heavens through you, cncreaſe our wonder, 
And ſets up your fame for ever. 
Cer. She is alive, behold her eye-lids, 
Caſes to thoſe heavenly Jewels which Pericles hath loſt, 
Begin to part their fringes of bright gold, 


» 
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| my reſpect than yours, my Lord. 
banks and 


, To hear your fate, fair creature, rare as you ſeem to be. 


The Diamonds of a moſt praiſed water doth appear, 
To make the world twice rich, live, and make us weep, 


[She moves. 
Thai. O dear Diana, where am |? where's my Lord? 
VVhart VVorld is this ? 
2, Gent, Is not this ſtrange ? 
' 1. Gene, Moſt rare. 
Cer. Huſh (my gentle neighbour)lend me your hands, 
To the next Chamber bear her, get linnens 
Now this matter mult be lookt to, for the relapſe 
[s mortal : come, come, and, Eſcalapine, guide us. 
They carry her away. LExeunt omnes. | 


os. ottawa. oe. ae. | 
Adm Tertius. 
Enter Pericles at Tharſus, with Cleon and Dionyfia. | 


*r-MI2* honoured Cleon, | muſtneeds be gone, 
My twelve months are expir'd, and 7 ye Rands 
[n a peace: you and yourLady take from my heart 
All thankfulneſs. The gods make up the reſt upon you. 
Cle. Your ſhakes of fortune, though they hate you 
Mortally,yet glance full wondriogly on us. 
Dion, O your ſweet Queen ! 
That the ſtrict fates had picaſed 
You had brought her hi 
To have bleſt mine eyes with her. f, | 
Per. We cannot but obey the powers above vs z 'I 
Could I rage and roar as doth the Sea ſhe lies in 2 2 Þ 
Yet the end muſt beas *tis : my Babe Marini, 
Whom (for ſhe was born at Sea) | havenamed ſo, 
Here, I 66 Charity withal ; leaving her 
Theinfant of your care, beſeeching you togive her 
Princely training, that ſhe muy bemannec'd as ſhe is born. 
| Cleon. Fear not (my Lady) butthink your Grace, 
That fed my Country with yourCorn z for which, 
The —_— prayers daily fall- upon you, muſt in yout 


Be thought on, if neglect ſhould therein make ute vile, 
The common body that's by you reliev'd, - 
Would force me to my Duty z bur if tothat, 
My nature need a ſpur, the gods revenge it 
Upon me and mine, tothe end of generation. 
Per, I believe you, your honour andgene goodneſs, 
Teach me toot without your vows, till ſhe be thartied, 
Madam, by bright Diana, whom we honour, 
All unſiſter'd ſhall this heir of mine remain, 
Though | ſhew wil in't : ſo 1 take my leave : 
Good Madam, make me bleſſed, in your care 


ln bringing up my Child: <4," 
Dion, I have one my ſelf, who ſhall not be more dear to | 


—_—_———.—..DD. . D_ —— —__@__ 
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Per. Madam, myt cayers. © | 
Cleon. We'll bring your Grace to the edge of the ſhore, | * 
then give you upto the masked Neprane, and the gentlelt | 
winds of Heaven. | 
Per. I will embrace your offer, come; deareſt Madam : | 
O no tears, Lychoride, no tears z look to your little Miltris | 
on whoſe Grace you may depend hereafter : come, my þ: 
Lord. 


Enter Cerymon, and Thaiſa. 


Cer. Madam, this Letter, and ſome certain Jewels, 

lar with you in your Coffer, 

Which are at your cominand : 

Know you the Charafter ? ANY 6 EY 
Thai. It is my Lord's ; that 1 was ſhipt at Sex, 1 well | 

remember, even on my eaning time : but whether there |, . 


delivered , by the holy gods, I cannot rightly fay : $48 | 
SS 
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ſince King Pericles, my wedded Lord, I ne're ſhall fre 
again, a veſtal Livery will I take me to, and never more 
have joy. 
Cer, Madam, it this you purpoſe as ye ſpeak, 
Diana's Temple is not diſtant fir, 
Where you may abide till your date expire, 
Moreover if you pleaſe, a Neece of mine, 
Shall there attend you. 
| Tha. My recompence is thanks, that's all, 
Yet my good will is great, though the gift ſmall. [ Ex. 


Enter Gower. 


elcom'd and ſetled to his own deſire ; 

;s woful Queen we leave at Epheſus, 
Unto Diana, there's a Votareſs. 
Now to Marina bend your mind, 
Whom our faſt growing ſcene mu#t find 
At Tharſus, and by Cleon train'd 
In eMuſicks Letters, who hath gain'd 
Of education al! the grace, 


Neon Imagine Pericles arriv'd at Tyre, 


| Which makes bigh both the art and place 


Of general wonder : but alack, 

That monſter Envy oft the wrack, 

Of earned praiſe, Marina's life 

Seek to take off by Treaſon's Knife, 

And in thu kind, our Cleon bath 

One Daughter and a ful grown Wench, 

Even ripe for Marriage ſight : this Maid 

Hight Philoten : and it « ſaid 

For certain in our ſtory, ſhe 

Would ever with Marina be, 

Be't when they weav'd the ſledded ſrlk,, 

With fingers long, ſmall, white as milk,, 

Or when ſhe would with ſbarp Nredle wonnd 

The Cambrick,, which ſhe made more ſound 

By hurting it, or when toth' Lute 

She ſur » and made the night Bed mute, 

That ſtill records within one, or when 

She would with rich and conſt ant Pen, 

Vail to ber Mifreſs Dion till, 

Thi Philoten- contends in skill 

* With abſolute Marina: fo | 

The Dove of Paphos might with the (row 

Vy Feathers white. Marina gets 

<All praiſes, which are paid as Debts, 

And net as given, this ſo darks 

In Phijoten «ll graceful marks, 

That Cleon'*s Wife with Envy rare, 

A preſent Murderer do's prepare 

For good Marina, that her —_ 

\ Might ſtand Peerleſs by this ſlaughter. 
The ſooner her vile thoughts ww? 

Lychorida owr 7 urſe # dead, 

And curſed Dionyſia hath 

The pregnant inſtrument of wrath 

Preft for this blow, the unborn event, 

I do commend to your content, 

Only I carried winged Time, 

Poſt on the lame feet of my rhime, 

Which never could I ſo convey, 

Unleſs your thoughts went on my Way- 

Dionyſia doth appear, 


With Leonine a Murderer. [FExit. 


Enter Dionyſia, «nd Leonine. 


Dien, Thy Oath remember, thou haſt ſworr to do it, 
*tis but a blow, which never ſhall be known, thou canſt 
not do a thing in the World ſo ſoon, to yield thee ſo 
' much profit, let not Conſcience which is but cold, infla- 
ming thy love boſome, enflame too nicely ; nor let pitty, 


FR _ 


—— 


| which even Women have caſt off, melt thee, bat be 7 


_ | World to meis like a laſting ſtorm, hurrying me from 


Souldier to thy purpoſe. 
Leon, | will do't, but yet ſhe is a goodly Creature, 
Dion, The fitter then the gods ſhould have her, 

Here ſhe comes weeping for her only Miſtreſs Death : 

Thou art refolv'd ? 

Leon, 1 am reſoly'd. 


Enter Marina with a Bazket of Flowers. 


Mar. No: I will rob Tellus of her Weed, to ſtrew thy 
Grave with Flowers: | the yellows, blews ,* the purple 
Violets and Marigolds, ſhall as a Carpet hang upon thy 
Grave, while Summer dayes doth laſt. - Aye me ; poor- 
Maid, born in a tempeſt, when my Mother did : this 


my Friends. 

Dion. How now, Marina ? why de” ye weep alone? 

How chance my Daughter is not with you ? 

Do not conſume your blood with ſorrowing, 

You have a Nurſe of me. Lord ? how your tavour's 
Chang'd, with this unprofitable woe : 

Come give me your Flowers, ere the Sea mar it, 
Walk with Leonine, the air is q&ck there, 

And it pierces and ſharpens the ſtomach 

Come, Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her. 

Mar, No I pray you, Ill not” bereave you of your 
Servant. 

Dion. Come, come, I love the King your Father, and 
your Self, with more than Foreign heart ; we every day 
expect him here, when be ſhall come and find our Pare 
gongto all reports thus blaſted. He will repent the breadth 
of his great Voyage, blame both my Lord and me, that we 
have taken no care to your beſt courſes. Go I pray you, 
walk and be cheerful once again ; reſerve that excellent 
complexion, which did ſteal the Eyes of young and old. 
Care not for me, I can go home alone, 

Mar. Well, I will go, but yet I'have no deſire to it. 

Dion.- Come, come, I know *tis good for you : . 
Walk half an hour, Leonine, at the leaſt. 

Remember what 1 bave ſaid. 

Leon. | warrant you, Madam. | 

Dion. I'll leave you, my ſweet Lady, for a while : pray 
walk ſoftly, do not heat your blood : What, 1 muſt have 
a care of you, 

Mar. My thanks, ſweet Madam. Is the Wind Well. 
erly that blows ? 

Leon, South-Weſt. 

Mar. When I was born, the Wind was North. 

Leon. Was't ſo ? | 

Har. My Father, as Nurſe ſaith, did never fear, but 
cryed good Seamen to the Sailers, galling his Kingly 
Hands, hailing Ropes, and claſping to the Maſt, endured 
a Sea that almoſt burſt the Deck. 

Leon, When was this ? ; 

eWHar, When | was Born, never was Waves nor Wind 
more violent, and from the Ladder tackle, waſhes off 
a Canvas Climer, ha, faith one, wilt out? and with 2 
dropping induſtry they skip from ſtern to ſtern: the 
Boat-ſwain whiſtles, and the Maſter calls and trebbles 
their confuſion, | 

Leon. Come, fay your Prayers. 

Mar. What mean you ? 

Leon. If you require a little ſpace for Prayer , I grant 
it, pray, but be not tedious, for the gods are quick 0 
Ear, and Il am ſworn to do my work with haſte, 

e Mar, Why, will you kill me? 

Leon, To ſatishe my Lady. 

Mar, Why would ſhe have me kill'd now? as I can 
remember by my troth, 1 never did hurt her in all my 
Life, I never ſpake bad word, nor did ill turn to any | 
ving Creature: believe me now, I never killd a Movle, 
nor hurt a Fly. I trod upon a Worm once againſt my 
will, but I wept for it. How have I offended, wherein 
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my Death might yield her any profit, 
her any danger ? 

Leon. My Commiſſion is not to reaſon of the deed, but 
do'r. 

Mar. You will not do't for all the world, I hope : you 
are well favoured , and your looks fore-ſhew you have a 
very gentle heart, I ſaw you lately when you caugkt hurt 


in parting two that fought : good ſooth, it ſhewed well | 


in you , do ſo now, your Lady ſeeks my life , come you 
between, and ſave poor me the weaker, 
Leon. I am ſworn, and will diſpatch. 


Enter Pirates. 


Pirat. 1. Hold, Villain, 

Pirat. 2, A Prize, a prize, 

Pirat. 3. Half part, mates, half part, Come, lct's have 
her aboard ſudainly. LExeunt, 


Enter Leonine. 


Leon, Theſe roguing Thieves ſerve the great Pirate al 
des, and they have ſeized Marina, let her go, there's no 
hope ſhe will return : P11 ſwear ſhe's dead, and thrown 
into the Sea, but VII ſee further , perhaps they will but 
pleaſe themſelves upon her, 

Not carry her aboard, if ſhe remain, 
Whom they have raviſht, muſt by me be ſlain. 


Enter Pander, Boult and Bawd. 


Pander. Boult. 

Boult. Sir, : 

Pander, Search the Market narrowly, eHetalline is full 
of Gallants, we loſt too much Money this Mart, by being 
too Wenchleſs. 

Bawd. We were never ſo much out of Creatures, we 
have but poor three, and they can do no more than-they 
can do, and they with continual ation, are even as good 
as rotten. 

Pender. Therefore let's have freſh ones what &er we 
pay forthem, if there be not a conſcience to be us'd in 
every trade, we ſhall neyer proſper. ; 

Bawd. Thou ſay'ſt true, 'tis not our bringing up ol 
poor baſtards, as I think, I brought ſome eleven. 

Boult. ltooeleven, and brought them down again, 

But ſhall I ſearch the Market ? 

Bawd. What elſe, Man? The ſtuff we have, a ſtrong 
wind will blow it to pieces, they are ſo pitifully ſodden. 

Pander. Thou ſay'lt true , there's two unwholeſome in 
conſcience , the poor Praxſilvanian is dead that lay with 
the little Baggage. 

Bou'r. I, ſhe quickly poupt him , ſhe made him roaſt- 
meat for worms, but I'll go ſearch the Market. [_Ex. 

Pander. Three or four thouſand Chickens were as pret 
ty a proportion to live quietly, and ſo give over. 

Bawd. Why, to give over, {| pray you? Isita ſhame 
to get when we are old ? 

Pand. Oh our credit comes not in like the "= 


nor the Commodity wages not with the : There- 
fore, if in our youths- we could pick u pretty e- 
ſtate, 'twere not amiſs to keep our door hatch'd ; beſides 
the fore terms we ſtand upon with the gods , will be 
ſtrong with us for giving o're. 

Bawd. Come, other ſorts offend as well as we. 

Pand. As well as we, I, and better too, we offend worſe 
neither js our profeſſion any Trade, it's no calling : Bu 
here comes Boyle, ; 


Enter Boult with Pirates, and Marina, 


Bout, Come your ways, my Maſters, 


You ſay ſhe*sa Virgin ? 


Sayl. O Sir, we doubt it not. 


or my Life imply | 


Bogle, Maſter, I have gone through for this piece you 
ſee, if you like her, ſo; if not, Thave loſt my earneſt, 

Bawd. Boult, has ſhe any qualities ? 

Boult, She has a good Face, ſpeaks well, and hath ex- 
cellent good Cloathss Theres no farther neceſſity of qua- 
lities can make her be refuſed. 


Bawd, What?s her price Boult ? 
Boulr. | cannot be bated one doit of a thouſand pieces. 
Pand, Well, follow me, my Maſters, you ſhall have 


what ſhe has todo, that ſhe may not be raw in her enter- 
tainment, TE 

Bawd. Bouit , take you the marks of her, the colour 
of her hair, complexion, height, age, with warrant of her 
Virginity, and cry : He that will give moſt ſhall have her 


were as they have been : Get teis done as I command you. 
Boult. Performance ſhall follow. 
Mar. Alack, that Leonine was fo ſlack, ſo ſlow : 

He ſhould have ſtruck, not ſpoke ; | 

Or that theſe Pirates, not enough barbarous, , 

Had not o're-board thrown me, for to ſeek my Mother, 

Bawd. Why weep you, pretty one? 

Mar. Thatlam pretty, 

Bawd. Come, the gods have done their part in you, 

ear. | accule them not. 

Bawd. You are light into my hands, 

Where you are like to live. 

«Mar, The more's my fault to ſcape his hands, 
Where I was like to dye, . 

Bawd. 1, and you ſhall live4n pleaſare. 

e Mar. No. 

Bawd. Yes indeed ſhall you, and taſte Gentlemen of all 
faſhions. You ſhall fare well z you ſhall have the differegce 
of all complexions: what de'ye ſtop your ears ? 

e Mar. Are youa Woman? 


Bawd. What would you have meto be, if 1 be not a 
Woman ? ; 


your money preſently: Wife, take herin, inſtruCt her | 


firſt. Such a Maiden head were no cheap thing; if Men | 


«ths. ed 


e Mar. An honeſt Woman, or not a Woman. 


Sapling, and muſt be bowed as 1 wonld have ye. 
eMar. The gods defend me. 


Men muſt comfort yon, Men muſt feed you , Men muſt 
ſtir you up: Boulr*s return'd. 


Enter Boult. 


Now, Sir, haſt thoucry'd her through the Market? - 

Boult, | have cry'd her almoſt to the number of her hairs, 
[ have drawn her picture with my voice. 

Bawd. And prithee tell me, how doſt thou find the in- 
clination of the people, eſpecially of the younger ſort? . 

Boult. Faith they liſtned to me, as they would have 
hearkened to their Fathers Teſtament, There was a Spani- 
ards mouth ſo watered, that he went fo bed to her very 
deſcription. | 

_ We ſhall have him here to morrow with his beſt 
Ruff on. ; | 

Boule, To night, to night, but, Miſtreſs, do you know 
the French Knight that cowres th* Hams ? 

Bawd. Who, Monſieur Verollus ? 

Boult, 1, he offered tocut a Caper at the proclamation, 
but he made a groan at it, and ſwore he would ſee her to 
morrow. 

Bawd. VVell, well, as for him, he brought his diſeaſe 
hither, here he doth but repair it, I know he will come 
in our ſhadow, to ſcatter his Crowns in the Sun. 


we ſhould lodge them with this Sign. - 
Bawd. Pray you,- come hither a while, you have For: 
tunes coming upon you, mark me, you mult ſeera rq do 


Bawd. Marry whip thee, Goſling: I think 1 ſhall haye | 
ſomething to do with you. Come, y'are a young fooliſh | 


Bawd. lf it pleaſe the gods to defend you by Men, then | 


Boult, VVell, if we had of every Nation a Traveller, | 


that ſearfully, which you mes willingly, deſpiſe w : 
S 
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fit, where you have moſt gain,to weep that you live as you j Seize with thine Eagles talents. 


do,makes pitty in your Jovers ſeldom, but that pitty begets | Dion. You are like one, that ſuperſtitiouſly 
you a, = inten, and that opinion a meer profit, Doth ſwear to th* gods, that Winter kills the flies, 


e Har. | underſtand you not. But yet I know, you'll doas I advile. [Exit, 
Boult. O take her home, miſtris, take her home, theſe 
bluſhes of hers mult be quencht with ſome preſent practice. . "i 
Bawd. Thou ſayelt true i'faith, ſo they muſt, for your | 
Bride goes to that with ſhame, which is her way to go with A Tus Ou artus. 
warrant. RT ge 
Boult. Faith ſome do, and ſome do not, but Miſtris, if | 
[ have bargain'd for the joynt. | Enter Gower. 
Bawd. Thou maiſt cut a morſel off the ſpit. 
Boule. 1 may ſo. Thu time we waſte, and longe#t leagues make ſhort, 
Bawd. Who ſhould deny it ? Sail ſeas in Cockles, have and wiſh but for't 
Come young one, I like the manner of your garments well. | A{aking ro take our imagination, 
Boult. I by my faith, they ſhall not be changed yer. From bourn to bourn, Region.to Region. 


| Bawd. Bowl. Spend thou that in the Town,report what | . By you being Pard'ned, we commyt no crime 

a ſojourner we have, you'il loſe nothing by cuſtome. When | To uſe one Language, in each ſeveral clime, 
nature framed this piece,ſhe meant thee a good turn,there- | Where our ſcenes ſeem to live. I do beſeech you 
fore ſay what a parragon ſhe is, and thou haſt the harveſt | T7 learnof me, who ſtands in gaps to teach you 
out of thine own report. The ſtages of our ſtory, Pericles 

Boulr. | warrant you miſtris, thynder ſhall not ſo awake | 7s now again thwarting che wayward ſeas ; 

the beds of Eels, as my giving out of ber beauty ſtirs upthe |  (_Artended on by many a Lord and Knight ) 


| lewdly enclined, Ile bring home ſome to night. To ſee bis Daughter, all his lives delight. 
Buwd, Come your ways, follow me. Old Hellicanus goes along behind, 
Mar, If fires be hot, knives ſharp, or waters deep, [s left to govern ut : you bear in mind 
Unti'd I ſtill my Virgin knot will keep. Old Eſcanes, whom Hellicanus late 
Diana aid my purpole. Advanc'd in time to preat and bigh eff ate. 
Bawd, What have we todo with Diana? pray yougo| Well ſailing ſhips, and bounteous winds have brought 
with vs, LExennt, | This King to Tharſus,think,this Pilate thought, 
+ So with bis ſteerage, ſhall your thoughts grone 
Enter Clkon and Dionylia, To fetch his Daughter home, who firſt is gone ; 
Like motes and ſhadows ſee them move a while, 
Dion. Why are you fooliſh, can it be undone ? Your ears unto your Eyes Ple reconcile. 
Cleos, O Dionyſia, ſuch a piece of ſlaughter, 
The Sun and Moon ne're look'd upon. Enter Pericles at one door with all his train, Cleon and 
Dion, 1 think you'll torn a Child again. Dionyſa at the other, Cleon ſhewes Pericles the Tomb, 


Cleon. Were | chief Lord of all this ſpacious world, I'd | whereat Pericles makes lamentation , puts on Sack- 
give it to.undo the deed. O Lady, much leſs in blood than | c1gth, and in a mighty paſſion departs, 
vertue, yet a _ to equal =_y 5 "—_ of = 
Earth,in the juſtice of compare, O villain, Leonine, w Gower. See how bels aff er by foul 
thou haſt poiſoned too, if thou had'ſ drunk to him, it had | Thi; borrowed paſſion ror Ld Ofent on, 
| been a kindneſs becoming well thy face , what canſt thou | , 4,4 Pericles in ſorrow all devour'd, 

fay, when Noble Percles ſhall demand his Child ? With ſighs ſhot through, and biggeſt tears o're-ſhowr'd, 
Dion. Thatſheisdead. Nurſes are not the fates to foſter | 1,,ve; Tharſus, and again "+ be ſmears 
it,nor ever to preſerve,ſhe di'd at night,1le fay ſo,vvho can | 1cver to waſh his face, nor cut bis hairs, 
croſs it, unleſs you play the Innocent, and for an honeſt at- | xz, put on Sack cloth and to Sea he bears, 


tribute, cry out ſhe dr'd by foul play. A tempeſt which bis mortal Veſſel tears. 
(leon. O go to, well, well, of all the faults beneath the | 4,4 yer be rides it out, Now take we our way 
Heavens, the gods do like this worft, To the Epitaph for Marina, writ by Dionyſia. 


Dion. Be one of thoſe that thinks the pretty wrens of | 

Tharſu will fly hence,and open this to Pericles, Ido ſhame | The fajteſt, ſweeteſt, and beſt lies here, ' 

to think of what a Noble ſtrain you are,and of how coward | Whg withered in her ſpring of year : 

a Spirit, : : She was of Tyrw the King's Daughter, 

Cleon. To ſuch proceeding, who ever but his approba- | Qn whom foul Death hath made this ſlaughter : 

tion added, though not his whole conſent, he did not flow | Aa{,rins was ſhecall'd, and at her birth, 

from honourable cqurics. That is, being proud, ſwallow'd ſome part of th'earth : 

Dion, Beit ſo then, yet none doth know but you how | Therefore the Earth fearing to be o'reflow'd, 

ſhe came dead,nor none can know, Leonine being gone. She | Hath Tyez birth-child on the Heavens beſtow'd. 

did diſdain my Child, and ſtood between her and her for- |] Wwher the does and ſwears ſhe'll never ſtint, 

1 tunes : none would look on her, but caſt their gazes on | Makera attry upon ſhores of flint. 

Marina's face , whilſt ours was blurred at, and held a F 

Mawkin,not worth the time of day. It pierc'd me thorow, | M7, y;zor does become black willany, 

and though you call my courſeunnatural, you not your child | 5, well as ſoft and tender flattery. 

well loviag,yet I find it greets me as an enterprize of kind- | Let Pericles believe his Daughter's dead, 

neſs perform'd to your fole Daughter. And bear his conrſes to be ordered-- 
Cleon, Heavens forgive it. | | By Lady Fortune, while owr tear muFt play 
Dion. And as for Pericles, what ſhould he ſay ? we wept 1 Hu Daughter woe and heavy well a-day, 

after her hearſe,and yet we mourn: her monument almoſt | j,, þ., ,yholy ſervice : Patience then, 

finiſhed, and her Epitaph in glittering golden charaCters, | 4,4 chink. you now are all in Metaline. 

expreſs a general praiſe to her, and care in us, at whoſe | 

expence *tis done. | 
Cleon. Thou art like the Harpie, | Enter 

Which to betray, dolt with thy Angels face, y 


| fd 
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Enter two Gentlemen. 


1. Gent. Did you ever hear the like? 

2. Gent. No, nor never ſhall do in ſuch a placeas this, 
ſhe being once gone. 

1. Gent, But co bave Divinity preacht there, did you 
ever dream of ſuch a thing ? 

2. Gent, No, no, come, I am for no more Bawdy houſes, 
ſhall we go hear the Veſtals f ing ? 

1, Gent; Vie do any thing now that is virtuous, but 1 
am out of the road of cutting for ever, CExeunt. 


Enter the three Bawds. 


Pand. Well, I had rather than twice the worth of her 
ſhe had ne're come here. 


raviſht, or be rid of her,when ſhe ſhould do for Clyents her 
fitment, and do me the kindneſs of our profeſſion, ſhe has 

me her quirks, her reaſons, her maſter-reaſons,her prayers, 
her knees, that ſhe would make a Puritane of the Devil, if 
he ſhould cheapen a kiſs of her. 

Boult. Faith I muſt raviſh her,or ſhe'll disfurniſh us of all 
our Cavaliers, and make all our Sweaters Prieſts. 

Pand, Now the pox upon her green ſickneſs for me. 

Bawad, Faith there's no way to be rid of it, but by the way 
tothe pox. Here comes the Lord Lyſ imachus diſguiſed. 

Boxl. We ſhould have both Lord and Lown,if the peeviſh 
Baggage would but give way to Cuſtomers. 


Enter Lyſimachus. 


Lyſ. How now, how a dozen of virginities ? 

Bawd. Now the gods bleſs your Honour. 

Bbul, 1am glad toſee your Honour in good health, 

Lyſ. You may ſo, *tis the better for you, that your re- 
ſorters ſtand upon ſound Legs, how now? wholſome im- 
punity have you, that a man may deal withal, and defie 
the Surgeon ? 

Bawd. We have one here, Sir, if ſhe would —— 

But there never came ber like in Metaline. 
l Ly. If ſhe'd do the deeds of darkneſs, thou would'ſt 
ay. | 

"Bard Your honour knows what * tis to ſay well e. 


noug 
Br Well, call forth, call forth. 
oult, For Fleſh and Blood, Sir, white and red, you 
ſhall ſee a Roſe, and. ſhe were a Roſe indeed, if ſhe had 
but 
Lyſ. What” prethee ? 
Houle OSir, I can be modeſt. 
Lyſ. That dignifies the renown of a Bawd, no leſs than 
it gives a good report toa number to be chaſte. 


_ 


Enter Marina, 

Bawd. Here comes that which grows to' the ſtalk, 
Never pluckt yet I can aſſure you. 
Is ſhe not a fair creature? 

Lyſ. Faith ſhe would ſerve after a long yoyage at Sea, 
Well, there's for you, leave us. 

Band. | beſcech your honour give me leavea word, 
And Ile have done preſently. 

Lyſ. 1 beſeech you do. 

Fad. Firſt, I would bave you note, this is an honou- 
rable man, 

Mar, 1 deſire to find him ſo, that I may worthily note 
am, 

Bawd, Next, he's the Governor of this Country, and a 
man whom | am bound to. 

Mar. If he govern the Country, you are bound to him 
indeed, but how honourable he is in that, I know not. 


—_— -- 


i. 


to name Ir, 


Bawd. Fie, fie upon het, ſhe is able to freeze the god Pri- | 
ap#4,and undoea whole generation, we muſt either get her | 


Bawd. Pray you without any more virginal fencing 
_ uſe him kindly ? -he will line your Apron with 
0 

Mar. What, he will do graciouſly, I will thankfully 
receive, 
Lyſ. Have you done ? 
Bawd. My Lord, ſhe's not pac*t yet, you muſt take ſome 
pains to work her to your mannage, come, we will leave 
his Honour and her together. 

LExit Bawd. 


Mar. What trade, Sir 
Lyſ. Why, 1 cannot name't bnt I ſhall offend. 
Mar. 1 cannot be offended with my trade; pu you 


Lyſ. How long have you been of this profeſſion ? 

Mar. E're lince I can remember, 

Ly. Did you go to't ſo. young, were you: « | gueſt at 
five, or at ſeven ? 

Mar. Earlier too, Sir, if now | be one,  t + 

Lyſ. Why the houſe you dwell in,. proclaims you to be 
a creature of ſale. 

Mar. Do you know this houſe to be aplace 6f ſuch re- 


Lyj. Why ? hath your principal made known unto you, 
who | am? 

Mar. Who is my principal ? 

Lyſ. Why your herb woman, ſhe that ſets ſeeds and 
roots of ſhame and ini 
of my power, and ſo ſtand aloft for more ſerious wooing, 
thee, or elſe look friendly upon thee pros, 44 oY Pp: 
ſome private place, come, come. - 
upon you, ftiake the judgentent good, that thought you 
' worthy of it ;l 

Ly/. How's this ? how” $ this? ſome more, be ſage. 2'3 

Maj. For tie that am # mnaid, though moſt uagentle 
Fortune have plac'd me in this Sie, where ſince 1 
diſeaſes have been ſold dearer than Phyſick, O that the 
gods would ſet me free from this unballow'd 


oy air. 


- I did not think thou couldſt have ſpoke fo well; NS 
rupted mind, thy ſpeech had altered i it, hold, here's gotd: 


gods ſtrengthen chee. 

Adar. The good gods perſerve you. 

Lyſ. For my part, | came with no ill intent, for tome the: 
very 7 doors and windows ſayour vilely, fare thee well, thou 
art a piece of vertue, and I doubt not but thy training hath 
been Noble, hold; here's more gold for thee, a carſe upon 
him, die he like a thief that robs thee of thy thy quednaly if 
thou doſt hear from me, it ſhall be for thy — 

Boult. | beſeech your honour, one piece for m 

Lyſ. Avant thou damn'd door-keeper, your Howfe but 


whelm you. AWAay. 
Boulr: How's this? We muſt take another courſe with 
you ? lf your peeviſh chaſtity, which is not worth a break. 


whole houſehold, let me be gelded like a ſpaniel, come 
your Ways. 

e Mar. Whither gvould you have me? 

Boule. | muſt have your maidenhead taken off, or the 
common hangman ſhalt execute it, come your way, we'll | 
_ no more Gentlemen driven away, come your ayes, | 
[ ſay. "S. , 


SC 2 


Ly. Now, pretty one, how long have you been at this | 
trade ? 1 


ſort, and will come into it? I hear ſay you are of bogou- | 
rable parts, and the Governor of this place. 


uity. O you have heard ſome thing }. 


- Mar, If you were born to honour, ſhew it now, if par | 


for hee, perſevere in that clear way thou goeſt, and the” 


for this Virgia that doth prop it, would fink and: over- | 


faſt in the cheapeſt Country under the coap, ſhall undo a | 


Enter | 


but | proteſt to thee, pretty one, my Authority ſhall ot ſee} - 


chey did change-me to the-meaneſt bird char flies i wr Y 


+ I 


— — 


ner 2 dreat'd thon could'ſt ; bad | brought hither acor«| 


kad 


_— 


—— 


— 
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Enter Bawds. 
 Bawd. How now, what's the matter ? 


holy words to the Lord Lyſimacius, 
Bawd. 0 inable. 


the face of the gods. | 
Bawd: Marry hang her up for ever. 


ſaying his prayers too. 


the glaſs of her virginity, and make the reſt malleable. 
Boult. And if ſhe were a thornier piece of ground than 
ſhe is, ſhe ſhall be ploughed. 

Mar. Hark, hark, you gods. 


come within my doors, Marry hang you, ſhe's born to undo 


Boule, Worſe and worſe, Miſtris, ſhe hath here ſpoken 
Boule, He makgþ our profeſſion as it were to ſtink before 
Bozlr, The Nobleman would have dealt with her like a 


Nobleman, and ſhe ſent him away as cold as a Snow-ball, 


Bawd. Boult.Take her away,uſe her at thy pleaſure,crack 


Buawd. She conjures, away with her,would ſhe had never | 


us, will you not gothe way of women-kind ? Marry come | 


— —— 


Deep Clerks ſhe dumbs, and with her needle compoſes 
| Natures own ſhape, of bud, bird, branch or berry, 
That even ber art, ſiſters the natural R oſes, 

Her Incle, Silk, Twine, wth the Tubied Cherry, 
That pupils lacks ſhe none of noble race, 
«Who por therr bounty on her, and her gain 

Sbe goes the curſed Bawd, Leave we her place, 
eAnd to her Father turn our thoughts again, 
Where we left bim at Sea, tumbled and toſt, 

And driven before the wind, he is arriv'd 

Here where his Daughter dwells, and on this Coaſt, 
Suppoſe him now at Anchor : the Gity ſtriu'd 
God Neptune's annual fea(f to keep, from whence 
Lyſmachus ey Tyrian ſhip ſpies, 

His banners ſable, trim'd with rich expence, 

And to bim in bis Barge with fervour byes, 

In your ſuppoſing, once more put your ſught 
Onkeavy Pericles, thinkthis bis Bark, 

Where what is done in ation ( more of might 


Shall be diſcovered.) pleaſe you ſit and hark.' LExit, 


up my diſh of chaitity, with roſemary and bayſe, 


Boxlt, Come, miſtris, come your ways with me, 

Mar. Whither would you have me ? 

Boult. Totake from you the Jewel you bold ſodear. 
Mar. Prithee tell me one thing ficlt. 

Boult, Come now, your one thing ? 

Mar. What can'ſt thou wiſh thine Enemy to be ? 
Boule., Why 1 could wiſh him to be my Maſter,or rather 
my Miſtcis, 

eXHar. Neither of theſe are ſo bad as thou art , ſince 
they do better thee in their command ; thou hold'ſt 
a place, for: which the painedſt fiend in Hell would 
not in Reputation change ; thou art the damned door- 
keeper ro every cuſherel that comes enquiring far his 
Tib; to the cholerick fiſting of every Rogns, thy Ear 
is liable, thy food is ſuch as hath been belch'd on by infe- 
ftious hangs. 

| - 'Boulte, What would you have me do? ga tothe wars, 
weuld you, where a in +n may ſerye ſeven years, for the lads 
of a Leg, -and bave not money enough ia the end to boy 


him a woeaden one ? 


© Her. Doany thing but this thou daſt , empty old re- 
ceptacles, or common-ſhores of filth ; ſerve by Indenture 
to the common hangman , any of theſe ways are yet bet- 
ter than this : for what thou profeſſeſt, a Baboon, could he 
k, would own a name too dear: Oh, that the gods 
would ſafely deliver me from this place : here, bere's gold 
for thee , if that thy Maſter would gain by me, proclaim 
that 1 can ſing, weave, ſaw, and dance, with other ver- 
tues , which Vie [keep from boaſt , and will undertake all 
theſe to teach. I doubt not bat tbis populous City will 
yield many Scholars. n 
Bawlt, But can you teach all this you ſpeak of ? 
Mar. Prove that. | cannot, take me home again, and 
_—_ me to the baſeſt groom that doth frequent your 
ouſe. 
Boxlt, Well, I will ſee what I can do for thee : If I can 
place thee, | will. : : 
Mar. But amongſt honeſt women. 
Bolt. Faith my acquaintance lies little among them : 
but ſiace my Maſter and Miſtris have bought you, there's 
no going but by their conſent : therefore 1 will make them 


acquainted with your purpoſe , and 1 doubt not but I ſhall 


find them traftable enough. Come, Ile do for thee what 
I can, come your ways. [Exeunt. 
Enter Gower. 


Marina thus the Brothel ſcapes, and chances 
Into an honeſt honſe, our ſtory ſaies : 
She ſings likg one immortal, and ſhe dances 


es goddeſs. like to her admired laies : 


[Exit 


Enter Hellicanus, to bim two Saylors, 


1, Sayl. Where is the Lord Hellicanus ? he can reſolve 
you.. O here heis, Sir, there is a Barge pur off from Me 
taline, and in it is Lyſimachus the Governor, who craves to 
come aboard, what is your will ? 

Hell. That he have his, call up ſome Gentlemen. 
2, Sayl. Ho, Gentlemen, my Lord calls, 


Enter two or three Gentlemen, 


Hell. Gentlemen, there is ſome of worth would come 
aboard, [ pray thee greet them fairly. 


Emer Lyſimachus. 


F. Sayl. Sir,this is the man that can in ought you would, 

reſolve you. 

Dye ail, reverent Sir, the gods preſerve you. 
ell. And you to out-live the Age I am, and dic as 1 

would do. 

Lyſfi. You wiſh me yell; being on ſhore, honouring of 

Neptune's triumphs, ſeeing this goodly veſſel ride before us, 

i made toit, to know of whence you ate. 

Hell, Firlt, what is your place? _ | 

Lyſs. 1am the Governor of this place you lie before. 

Hell. Sir,our veſſel's of Tyre, in it the King, a man,who 

for this three months hath not ſpoken to any one,nor taken 

ſuſtenance, but to prolong his grief. 

Lyfi. Upon what ground is his diſtemperance ? 

Hell, It would be too tedious to repeat , but the main 

grief ſprings from the loſs of a beloved Daughter, and a 

wife, 

Lyfi. May we not ſee him ? 

Hell. You may, but bootleſs is your ſight, he will not 

ſpeak to any. 

Lyſi. Let me obtain my wiſh. 

Hell. Behold him, this was a goodly perſon, till the dif- 

aſter that one mortal wight droye him to this, | 

Lyſi. Sir King, all hail, the gods preſerve you, hail, 

Royal Sir. 

Hell. Itisin vain, he will not ſpeak to you. 

Lord. Sir, we have a maid in etaline, 1 durſt wager 

would win ſome words from him. 

Lyſi. *Tis well bethought, ſhe queſtionleſs with her 

ſweet harmony,and other choſen attraCtions, would allure 

and make a battery through his defended parts,which now 

are mid way ſtopt,ſhe is all happy, as the faireſt of all, and 

her fellow maids , now upon the levie ſhelter that abutts 

againſt the Iſland ſide, 

Hell. Sure all effeftleſs, yet nothing wee'l omit that 

bears recoveries name. But fince your kindneſs we have 


ſtretcht thus far , let us beſcech you, that for our gold we 


ACC Goat a aa 


may 


_—C————— 
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may have proviſion, wherein we are not deſtitute for want, 
but weary for the ſtaleneſs. 

Lyſ. O, Sir, a courteſie, which if we ſhould deny,the moſt 
juſt God for every graft would ſend a Caterpillar, and ſo 
jnflit our Province: yet once more let meentreat to know 
at Jarge the cavſe of your Kings ſorrow. 

Hell. Sir, Sir, 1 will recount it to you ; but ſee, I am 
preveuted, 


Enter Marina. 


Lyſ. O here's the Lady that I ſent for. 
YVelcom, fair one : 1s't not a goodly preſent ? 
Hell. She's a gallant Lady. 
Lyj. She*s ſuch a one, that were well aſſur*d, 
Came of a gentle kind and nobleſtock, 
I'd wiſh no better choice, and think me rarely wed. 
Fair and all goodneſs that conſiſts in beauty, 
Expect even here, where is a kingly patient, 
if that thy proſperous and artificial fate 
Can draw him but to anſwer thee in ought, 


a. 


Thy ſacred Phyfick ſhall receive ſuch pay, 
As thy deſires can wiſh. 

Mar. Sir, I will uſe my uttermoſt skill in his recovery, 

ovided that none but I and my companion maid be ſuf- 
ered to come near him. 

Lyſ. Come, let ns leave her, and the gods make her 
proſperous. [ The Song, 
Lyſ. Markt he your Muſick : 

Mar. No, nor lookt on us. 

Lyſ. Ste, ſhe will ſpeak to him. 

Mar, Hail, Sir, my Lord, lend ear. 

Per. Hum, ha. 

ear. lama maid, my Lord, that nere before invited 
eyes, but have been gazed on like a Comet: ſhe ſpeaks, my 
Lord, that may be, hath endured a grief might equal yours, 
if both were juſtly weighed, though wayward fortune did 
maligne my ſtate, my derivation-was from anceſtors who 
ſtood equiyalent with mighty Kiggs, but time hath rooted 
out my parentage,and tothe w nd aukward caſualties, 
bound me in ſervitude, I will deſiſt, but there is ſome- 
thing glows upon my cheek, and whiſpers in mine car, 


Go not till be Speak. 


Per, My fortunes, parentage, good parentage to equal 
mine: was it not thus, what-ſay you ? ; 

Mar, | ſaid, my Lord, it you did know my parentage, 
you would not do me violence. 

Per. I do think ſo, pray you turn your Eyes upon me, 
yare like ſome-thing that, what Countrey-women hear of 
theſe ſhews ? 

Mar. No, nor of any ſhews, yet I was mortally brought 
forth, and am no other than I appear. 

Per. | am great with woe, and ſhall deliver weeping: 
my deageſt wife was like this maid , and ſuch a one my 
Daughter might have been : my Queens ſquare brows, her 
ſtature to an Inch, as wand-like ſtraight,as Silver voyc'd, 
her Eyes as Jewel-like, and caſt as richly, in pace another 
Funo. VVho ſtarves the ears ſhe feeds, and makes them 
hungry, the more ſhe gives them ſpeech z where do you 
live 
Mar. VVhere I am but a ſtranger , from the deck you 
may diſcern the place. 

Per. VVhere were you bred? And how atchiev'd 
you theſe endowments which you make more rich to 
owe ? 
Mar. If 1 ſhould tell my hiſtory, it would ſeem like lies 
diſdain'd in the reporting. 

Per, Prithee ſpeak, falſeneſs cannot come from thee, 
for thou lookeſt modeſt as Zuftice, and thou ſeem'ſt a Pallas 
for the crowned truth to dwell in, 1 will believe thee, and 
make my ſenſes credit thy relation, to points that ſeem 
impoſſible, for thou look'it like one 1 loved indeed , what 
were thy Friends? Did'ſt thou not ſtay when I did puſh 


thee back : which was when I perceived thee that tho! 
cam'ſt from good deſcent; 

Mar. So indeed 1 did. 

Fer, Report thy parentage, I think thou faid'ſt thou 
had'ſt been toſt from wrong to injury, and that thou 
rrp thy griefs might equal mine, if both were 
opened, 

e21ar, Some ſuch thing I ſaid, and ſaid no more, but 
what my thoughts did warrant me was likely. 

Per. Teil thy ſtory, if thine conſidered prove the 
thouſand part of my endurance, thou art a man, and 1 
have ſuffered like a girle, yet thou do'ſt look like patience, 
gazing on Kings graves, and ſmiling extremity out of 
aft, what were thy Friends? how loſt thou thy name, 
my moſt kind virgia ? recount I do biſeech thee, Come | 
(it by mes 

eUaur, My name is e Marina. TER 

Per, Oh 1 am mockt,and thou by ſome incenſed god ſent 
hither to makethe world co laugh at me. 

«AHar. Patience, good Sir, or here [le ceaſe. 

Per. Nay Fe be patient, thou little know'ſt how thon 
doelt ſtartle me to call thy ſelf ,arina. 

Mar. The name was given me by one that had ſome 
power, my Father and a King. 

Per, How, a Kings Daughter, and call'd Marina ? 

Mar. You ſaid you would believe me, but not to be a 
trouble of your peace, I will end here. 

Per, But are you Fleſh and Blood ? 

Have you a working pulſe, and areno Fairy ? 
Motion'? well, ſpeak on, where were you horn ? 
And wherefore call'd e. /arina ? 

Mar. Call'd Marina, for I was born at Sca. | 

Per. At Sea? who was thy Mother ? | 

Mar. My Mother was the Daughter of a King, who 
died the minute I was born, as my good Nurſe Zychorida | 
bath oft delivered weeping. 3 

"Per. Oltop there a little, this is the rareſt Dream | 
That ere dull ſleep did mock fad Fools withal, 
This cannot be my Daughter; buried! well, where were | 
you bred ? Ple hear you more to the bottom of your ſtory | 
and never interrupt you, 1 

Mar, You ſcorn, believe me *twere beſt I did give ore. 

Per. 1 will believe you by the ſyllable of what you ſhall | 
deliver, yet give me leave, how came you in theſe parts ? 
where were you bred ? 

Mar, The King my Father did in Tharſu leave me. 
Till cruel Cleoz with his wicked Wife, 

Did ſeek to murther me: and having wooed a Villain 
To attempt it, who having drawn to do't, 

A crew of Pyrats came and reſcued me, 

Brought me to e Hetaline. } 
Bur, good ſir, whither will you have me ? why do you weep? 
[t may be you think me an impoſtor, no, good faith. I am | 
the daughter to King Pericles, if good King Pericles be, 

Per, Hoe, Hellicanns ? 

Hell. Calls my Lord? 

Per. Thou art agrave and noble Counſellor, | 
Moſt wiſe in general, tell me if thou can'ſt , what this | 

maid is, 6 | 
Or what is like to be, that thus hath made me weep ? | 

Hell. 1 know not, but here's the Regent, Sir,of Xſeraline, } 
ſpeaks nobly of her. 

Lyſ. She never would tell her parentage. 

Being demanded that, ſhe would ſit ſtil] and weep. 

Per. Oh Hellicann, ſtrike me, honoured, Sir, give me | 
a gaſh, put me to preſent pain, leſt this great Sea of 
joyes ruſhing upon me ,; ore-btar the ſhores of my mor: | 
tality , and drown me with their ſweetneſs : Oh come 
hither. | 
Thou that beget*ſt him that did thee beget, 

Thou that walſt born ar Sea, buried at T harſu:, | 
And found at Sea 2gain: 'O Hellicanus, 
Down on thy knees, thank the boly gods, as loud 


As Thunder threatens us; This is Marina. 
What 


Sſi 3 
—>—— 


| call, and give them repetition to the like: or perform my 


ld. 


| will need. 


| | What was thy Mothers name? tell me but that, 


_ | ing of your melancholy, did come to ſee you. 


| juſt belief, il well remember you, 


| This my laft boon give me, 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre. 


For truth can never be confirm'd enough, 
Though doubts did ever lleep. 

ear. Firſt, Sir, I pray what is your Title ? 

Per, lam Pericles of. Tyre, but tell me now my 
Drown'd Queens name, as in the reſt you ſaid, 
Thou haſt bcen god-like perfe&t, the Heir of Kingdoms, 
And another like to Pericles thy Father. 

Mar. 1s it not more to be your Daughter, than to ſay, 
my Mothers name is Thai/a ? Thaiſa was my Mother, who 
did-end the minute I began. : 
Per. Now bleſſing on thee, riſe, thou art my Child, 
Give me fceſh Garments, mine own Hellicanw , ſhe is 
not dead at Tharſ, as ſhe ſhould have been by ſavage 
Clieon, ſhe fhall tell thee all, when thou ſhalt kneel, and 
juſtific in knowledge, ſhe is thy very Princeſs z who Is 
this ? 

H-1l. Sir, *tis the Governour of Metaline , who hear- 


Per, I embrace you z give me my Robes z : 
lam wild in my beholding. Oh Heaven bleſs my Girl. 
But hark, what Muſicks this, Hellicanus ? my Marma, 
Tell him ore point by point, for yet he ſeems to doat, 
How ſure you are my Daughter z but where's this muſick ? 
Heli, My Lord, 1 hear none. 

Per. None ? the muſick of the ſphears, liſt, my Marma. 
Lyſ. It is not good to croſs him, give him way. 

Per. Rareſt ſounds, do ye not hear ? 

Lyſ. Muſick, my Lord, | hear. 

Per, Moſt Heavenly Mulick, 

It nips me unto liſtning, and thick ſlumber 

Hangs upon mine Eyes, let me reſt, 

Lyſ. A Pillow for his Head, ſo leave him all. 

Well my Companion Friends, if this but anſwer to my 


M.A _—_ 


Aﬀus Quimtus. 


Diana. 


DeaM: Temple ſtands in Epheſor, 

Hie thee thither, and do upon mine Altar 
Sacrifice. There when my Maiden Prieſts are met toge- 
ther, before all the people reveal how thou at Sea did'lt 
loſe thy Wife, to mourn thy Croſſes with thy Daughters 


bidding, or thou liveſt in woe: do't, and happy by my 
Silver Bow ; awake and tell thy Dream. 

Per, Celeſtial Dian, Goddeſs Argentine, 

I will obey thee : Helbcanns. ” 

Per. My purpoſe was for Tbarſus, there to ſtrike 
The inhoſpitable Cleor, but Iam far other ſervice firſt, 
Toward Epheſus turn our blown Sails, 

Eftſoons 1 II tell why, ſhall we refreſh us, Sir, upon your 
ſhore, and give you gold for fuch proviſion as our intents 


Lyſ. Sir, with all my heart, and when you come aſhore, 
I have another ſleight, 

Per. You ſhall prevail, were it to woe my Daughter, 
for it ſeems you have been noble towards her, 

Lyſ. Sir, lend»me your Arm. 


Per, Come, my Marina, LExeunt. 


Enter Gower. 


Now our ſaiids are almoſt run, 
Mor a little, and then dun, , 


For ſuch kindneſs muſt relieve me : 


| peſt, a Birth, and Death ? 


What Muiſtrelſie, what pretty din, 
The Regent made in Mctalin, 

To preet the King ;, ſo he thrived, 
That be #s promiſed to be Wived 

To fair Marina, but in no wiſe, 
Till he had done his ſacrifice, 

es Dian bad, whereto being bound, 
The interim pray, you all confound, 
In fether'd briefneſs ſails are fill d, 
And wiſhes fall out as their wild. 
eAt Epheſus the Temple ſee, 

Our King, and all his Company. 
That be can hither come ſo ſoon, 


Is by your fancies thankful doom. LEx. | 


Enter Pericles, Lyſimachus, Hellicanus, 


Marina, and others. 


Per. Hail Dian, to perform thy juſt command, 
| here confeſs my felt the King of Tyre. | 
Who frighted from my Country, did wed at Pentaps/.;, 
the fair Thaiſa, at Sea in Childbed died ſhe, bur broug;.! 
forth a Maid Child called Marine, who, O Goddcis , 
wears yet thy ſilver Livery, ſhe at Tharſus was nutrſt wit; 
Cleon, who at fourteen years he ſought to murder, bu: | 
her better ſtars brought her to Meraline, *gainſt whole ; 
ſhore riding, her fortunes brought the Maid aboard to ns, | 
where by her own moſt clear remembrance, ſhe mac 
known her ſelf my Daughter. 

Tha. Voice and Fayour, you are, you are, © Royal! 
Pericles. 

Per, What means the Woman ? ſhe dies, help, Gen- 
tlemen. | 
Cer. Sir, if you have told Diana's Altar true, this is 
your Wife. 

Per, Reverend appearer, no, I threw her over-board 
with theſe very Arms, 

(er, Upon this Coaſt, 1 warrant you. 

Per, *Tis moſt certain. 

Cer, Look to the Ladyy O ſhe's but overjoy'd. 

Early in bluſt'ring moſh Lady was thrown upon this 
ſhore, I opened the Coffin, found thele rich Jewels, re- 
covered her, and placed her here in Diana's Temple, 
Per, May we ſee them? | 
Cer, Great Sir, they ſhall be brought you to my Houſe, 
whither I invite you, look, Thaiſa is recovered, 

Tha, O letme look if he be none of mine, my ſanctity 
will to my ſence bend no licentious Ear, but curb it ſpight 
of ſeeing: O my Lord, are you not Pericles ? like him 
you ſpeak, like him you are ; did you not name a Tem- 


Per. The Voice of dead Thais. 
Tha. That Thaiſa am I, ſuppoſed dead and drown'd. 
Per, Immortal Dian / 
Tha. Now I know you better , when we with tears 
_ Pentapelis, the King, my Father, gave you ſuchg 

ing. 
Per. This, this, no more, you gods, your preſent 
kindneſs makes my paſt miſeries ſport, you ſhall do 
well, that on the touching of her Lips | may melt, and 
no more be ſeen; Ocome, be buried a ſecond time with- 
in theſe Arms. 

e Mar, My heart leaps to be gone inito, my Mothers 
Boſome. | p 
Per. Look who kneels here, fleſh of thy fleſh, Thaife, 
thy burden at the Sea, and calPd Marina, for ſhe was | 
yielded there. 
Tha. Bleſt, and mine own. 
Hell. Hail, Madam, and my Queen, 
Tha, 1 know you not. | 
Per. You have heard me ſay when 1 did fly-from Tyre, } 
I left behind an ancient ſubſtitute ; can you remember | 
what I call'd the man, 1 have nam'd him ofc. 


That you aptly will ſuppoſe, 
What pageantry, what feats, what ſhows. | 


—— —— 


_— 7 


Tha. 'Twas Hellicanus then. 


Pex. 


Or A 


| 


Pericles Prince of 
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Per, Still confirmation, embrace him dear Thaiſa, this 
is he, now dol long to hear how you were found ? how 
poſſibly preſerved ? and who to thank (beſides the gods) 
tor this great miracle ? 
Tha. Lord Cerimon , my Lord, this man through 
whom the gods have ſhewa their power, that can from 
firſt wp laſt reſolve you, | | 
. Per, Reverend Sir, the gods can_have no mortal Offi- 
cer more like a god than you, will you deliver how this 
dead Queen re-lives ? 
Cer. | will, my Lord, beſeech you firſt go with me un- 
to my Houſe, where ſhall be ſhewn you all was found with 
her; how ſhe came plac'd here in the: Temple, no n&d- 
ful thing omitted. | 
Per, Pure Dian bleſs thee for thy Viſion, I will 
offer night” oblatiogs to Theez Thajfs, this Prince, the 
fair betrothed of your Daughter, fhall marry at Per- 
tapoli ,” and now this Ornament that makes me look 
difmial , will 1 clip to form, and what this fourteen 
avs n Razor toncht, to grace thy marriage day, 111 
autity. | , 
Tha. Lord Cermzan hath Letters of good credit, Sir, 
my Father's dead. | 
Per. Heavens make a Star of him, yet here, my Queen, 
we'll celebrate their Nuptials, and our ſelves will ia that 


Kingdom ſpend our following dayes; our Son and Daugh- 
ter ſhall in 7yrw reign, 
Lord Cerimon, we do our longing ſtay, 
To hear the reſt untold, Sir, lead's the way. 
[_Exteunt omnes. 
: Enter Gower. 
In Amiochus avd bis Dawghter, you bave heard 
Of monſtrow luſt, the due and juſt reward : 
In Pericles bus Queen and Danghter ſeen, 
Although aſſaild with Fortunes fierce and keen, 
Venrtue preferred from fell deſtruttions blaſt, 
Led oh by Heaven, and crown'd with joy at laſt. 
1: Hellicanus may you well deſcry, 
A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty : 
In revererd Cernmon there well appears, 
The worth that learned charity aye wears. 
For wicked Clean ard bus Wife, when Fame 
Had-fpread their curſed deed, and honour'd name 
Of Pericles, to rage the City turn, 
That him and his,. they tn his Palace burn : 
The gods for murder d fo content, 
To puniſh, although not done, but meant. 
. 50 08 your patiences ever. more Att 


TY ne. 


' 'Vety yoy wait oh you, bere our Pl 


THE 


+ 
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THE 


_—_ 


M-. Flowerdale ,s Merchant trading at Venice. 
Matthew Flowerdale his Prodigal Son. 

M- Flowerdake, Brother to the Merchant. 

Sir Lancelot Spurcock, of Lewſome 7» Kent. 


LONDON PRODIGAL. 


— The A@ors Names. 


—— _ 


Sir Arthur Greenſhood, a Commander,” In love with 
Oliver 4 Corniſh Clothier, - - Wy 
Weathercock, a Paraſite ro Sir Lancelot Spurcock. 
Tom Civet, #» love with Frances. 


come to Hrove. the humours of my Son : 
How hath he born himſelf ſince my depar- 
ture, 


{leaving you his Patron and his Guide? 


Unc. | faith, Brother, ſo, as you will grieve to hear, 
And I almoſt aſham'd to report ir. 
Fath. Why how is't, Brother > What doth he ſpend 


4 Beyond the allowance I Icft him ? 


Unc. How ! beyond that? and far more : why, your 
exhibition is nothing, he hath ſpent that, and ſince bath 
borrowed, proteſted with Oaths , alledged Kindred to 


1 wring money from me, by the love I bore his Father, by 


the Fortunes might fall vpon himſelf, co furniſh his wants : 
| that Jone,;} have had ſince, his Bond, his Friend and 
Friends:Bohd, although 1 know that he ſpends is yours ; 
yet it grieves me to ſee the unbridled wildneſs that reigns 


4 over him. 


Fath. Brother, what is the manner of his life? how 
.is the name of his offences ? if they do not relliſh altoge- 
ther of damnation, his youth may priviledge his wan- 
tonneſs : I my ſelf ran an unbridled courſe till thirty, nay 
almoſt till forty; well, you ſee how | am : fer Vice once 
lcoked into with the Eyes of diſcretion, and well ballan- 
ced with the weights of reaſon, the courſe paſt, ſeems ſo 
abominable, that the Landlord of himſelf, which is the 
heart- of his Body, will rather intomb himſelf in the, 
Earth, or ſeek a new Tenant to remain in him, which 


Yeuth have known all theſe Vices, and left it, than thoſe 
that knew little, and in their Age run into it ? Believe 
me, Brother, they that die moſt Vertuous, have in their 
youth lived moſt Vicious; and none knows the danger 
of the fire more than he that falls into it : But ſay, how 
is the courſe of his Life ? let's hear his particulars, 

| Unc. Why PI ll tell you, Brother, he is a continual 


| pwcarery and a breaker of his Oaths, which is bad. 
| EFath. | grant indeed to ſwear is bad, but not in keep- 
; ing thoſe Oaths is better : for who will{et by a bad thing ? 


— ——— 


Frances) Dick ad Raph, two cheating G ameſters. | 
Luce + Daughters to Sir Lancelot Spurcock. Ruffin a Pandey to Miſtreſs Apricock 4a Bawd, - t 
Delia | | Sheriff and Officers. == 
Daffidill . A Citizen and his Wife. 

Arrichook TServants ro Sir Lancelot Spurcock. Dabors 

The Scene London. | 

| Nay by my Faith, I hold this rather a Vertne than a Vice. 

| Enter old Flowerdale and his Brother. Well, I pray proceed. | 
| —_ Unc. He: is a mighty Brawler, and comes commonly 
Fath. Rother, from Yenice, being thus diſguis'd, | by the worſt. 


| being in the Bud, it would gall my heart, they ſhould 


onee frtied how -much-berter-are they that in -their | 


Faith. By my Faith this is none-of-the worſt netther;for 
if he brawl and be beaten for it, it will in time make him 
ſhun it : For what brings a man or child, more to ver- | 
tue than correction ? What reigns over him elſe ? : 

Une. He is a great Drinker, and one that will forget 
himſelf. |} 

Fath. O beſt of all, Vice ſhould be forgotten : let him 
drink on, fo he drink not Churches, Nay and this be the 
worſt, I hold it rather happineſs in him, than any ini- 
quity. Hath he any more attendants ? | 

Unc. Brother, he is one that will borrow of any man. 

Fath, Why you ſee ſo doth the Sea, it borrows of all 
the ſmall Currents in the World to encreaſe himſelf. 

Unc; I, but the Sea pays it again, and ſo will never 
your Son. 

Fath, No more would the Sea neither, if it were as 
dry as my Son, 

Unc. Then, Brother, I ſee you rather like theſe Vices | 
in your Son, than any way condemn them, 

Fath. Nay miſtake me not, Brother, for though I ſlur 
them over now, as things ſlight and nothing, his crimes 


ever rgign in him. 
Flow. Ho ? who's within ho? 
[Flowerdale knocks within. 
Une, That's your Son , he is come to borrow more 
money. - 
Fath. For God's ſake give it out Iam dead, | 
See how he'll take it. 
Say I have brought you news from his Father, | 
| have here drawn a formal Will, as it were from my ſelf, | 
Which PII deliver him, 
Unc. Go to, Brother, no more: I will. 
Flow, Uncle, where are you, Uncle ? 
Unc. Let my Couſin in there. : 
Fath. I am a Saylor come from Yernce, and my name 1s 
Cbriſtopher. | 


Enter 


Cwithin, 


wx 


a A. nn £ 


ho 


- 
—— 


The London Prodigal. 


Enter Flowerdale. 


Flow. By the Lord, in truth, Uncle, 

_ In truth would a ferv'd, Couſin , without the 
Lord. 

Flow. By your leave, Uncle, the Lord is the Lord of 
truth, A couple of Raſcals at the Gate, ſer upon me 
for my Purſe, 

Unc. You never come, but you bring a brawl in your 


| mouth, 


Flow. By my truth, -Uacle, you muſt needs lend me 
ten pound. 

Unc, Give my Coulia ſome ſmall Beer here. 

Flow. Nay look you, you turn it to a jeſt now, by this 
light, I ſhould ride to Croydon Fair, to meet Sir Lancelot 
Spurcock,, | ſhould bave his hter Luce, and for Scurvy 
ten pound, a man ſhall loſe nine hundred threeſcore and 
odd pounds, and a daily Friend beſide, by this hand, 
Uncle, *tis true, 

Unc. Why, any thing is true for ought 1 know. 

Flow. To ſee now : why you ſhall have my Bond, Uncle, 
or Tom Whites, Fames Brocks : of Nick Halls, as good Ra- 
pier and Dagger men, as any be in England; let's be 
damn'd if we do not pay you, the worſt of us all will not 
damn our ſelves for ten pound. A Pox of ten pound. 

Une. Couſin, this is not the firſt time I have believ'd 

ou. | 

Flow. Why truſt me now, you know not what may 


fall : If one thing were but true, | would not greatly care, 
1 ould not need ten 
| believ'd, there's it. 


pound, but when a man cannot be 


Unc, Why what is it, Coulin ? 
Flow, Marry this, Uncle, can you tell me 
Hue be come home or no ? 


if the Katern 


' "Ons, 1 marry is't? 


Flow. By God I thank you for that news. 
What is't in the Pool can you tell ? 
Unc. It is; what of that? 


Flow. What? why then 1 have fix pieces of Velvet | 


ſent me, Vl] give you a piece, Uncle: for thas ſaid the 
Letter ; a piece of Aſk-colour , a three-pild black, a 
colour'd, deroy, a Crimſon, a ſad Green, and a Purpte : 
yes faith, | ; | 

Uzc. From whom ſhould you receive this ? 

Flow, From who? why from my Father? with com- 
mendations to you, Uncle, and thus be writes: I know, 
faith he, thou haſt guch troubled thy kind Uncle, whom 
God-willing at my return I will fee amply ſatisfied 3 Am- 
ply, I remember was the very word; 1ſo God help me. 

Unc. Have you the Letter here ? 

Flow. Yes, | have the Letter here, here is the Letter : 


no, yes, no, let me ſee, what Breeches wore I on Satyr- | 


day : let me ſee, a Tweſday, my Calymanka, a Wedneſday, 
my Peach. colour Sattin, a Thurſday my Vellure, a Friday 
my Calymanka again, a Satmrday, let me ſee, a Saturday, 
for in thoſe Breeches I wore a Satwrday'is the Letter: . O 
my riding Breeches, Uncle, thoſe that you thought had 
been Velvet, in thoſe very Breeches is the Letter, 

Unc. When ſhould it be dated ? 

Flow. Marry Didiſſimo ter ſios Septembris, NO, 00, tridsſ- 
ſimo tertios Oftobris, LOftobris, {0 it is, 

Unc. Dicditimo terfios Oftebris and here receive | a 
rod that your Father died in Jae: how fay you, 
Ke er ? ; 

Fath. Yes truly, Sir, your Father is dead, theſe hands 
of mine holp to winde him. 

Flow. Dead ? 

Fath, 1, Sir, dead. 

* Flow. *Shloud, how ſhould my Father come dead ? 

Fath, V faith Sir, according to the old Proverb, 

The Child was born, and cryed, became man, 
After fell ſick, and died. ; 
Unc, Nay, Couſin, do not take it fo heavily. 


fullomes, ſtop cater traies; and other bones of function. 


'tance, I think he means hang 


| miſreckon'd your ſel 
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Flow. Nay I cannot weep you extempory, marry ſome 
ewo or three days hence, I ſhall weep without any ſtint ' 
ance, But I bope he died in good memory. 

Fath, Very well, Sir, and ſet down every thing in 
good order, and the Katherine and Hue you talkt of, | 
came over in; and 1 ſaw all the Bills of Lading, and the 
Velvet that you talkt of, there is no fickradonnd. | 

Flow. By God I alluce you, then there is Knavery. 
abroad. 

Fath, ll be ſworn of that : thcre's Knavery abroad.) 
although there were never a piece of Velvet in Yemice. 

Flow. | hope he died in good Eſtate. 

Fath. To the report-of the World he did, and made his 
Will, of which 1 am ati unworthy bearer. | 

Flow, His Will, have you his Will? | | 

Fath. Yes, Sir, and in the preſence of your Uacle, I; 
was-willed todeliver it. my 


Unc. 1 hope, Couſin, now God hath bleſſed you with | 


wealth, you will not be unmindful of me. 
Flow. Il do reaſon, Uncle; yet i”faith [ take the de-| 

nial of this ten pound very hardly. \ | 
Unc, Nay, 1 deny'd you not. 3} 
Flow, By God you deny'd me direCtly. | 
Une. III be judg'd by this good-fellow, 
Fath. Not directly, Sir. 
Flow. Why he ſaid he would lend me none, 


Well,, Ungle , come we'll fall to the Legacies, In the 
name of God, Amen. / + 
Item, I bequeath to my Brother Flowerdale, three hun- 
pane ay r to pay fuch trivial Debts as I owe in 
London. ; * 
Item, To my Son «Afar. Flowerdale, I bequeath wwo 


and that] 
had wont to be a direct denial, if the old phrafe hold :| 


Bail of falſe Dice, Yidelicet , high men and low men, 


Flow. *Sbloud what doth he mean by this ? 


Unc, Proceed, Couſin. 


- 


Will and Teſtament, the Devil laughing at his.beds: 
feet while he made it. *Sbloud, what doth he think to' 
ſop of his Poſterity with Patadoxes. 7 << 
Fath, This be tnade, Sir, with his own bands. + 
Flow. I, well, nay come, good Uncle, let me have this 
ten pound, intigine 


eaſily off, good Uncle. 
Unc. Not a 


penny. | 
Fath, faith lend it bim, Sir, I my ſelf have an Eſtate} 


in the City worth twenty pound, all that I'll ingage for 
him, he faith it concerns him in a Marriage. | 
Flow. I marry doth it, this is a Fellow of ſome ſenſe, 
this: come, good Uncle. | 
Unc. Will you give your word for it, Kefter ? | 
Fath. 1 will Sir, willingly. | 
Unc. Well, Coufin, come to 
ſhall have it ready. 
Flow. Shall 1 not fail? 
Unc. You ſhall nor, come of ſend. 
Flow. Nay III come my ſelf, 


Fath. By my troth, would 1 were your worſhips ma. |. 


Flow. What ? wonld'ſt thou ſerve ? 

Fath, Very willingly, Sir. 

Flow, Why 
ſaiſt ghou haft twenty ponnd , 
put thy ſelf into Cloaths, thou ſhalt ride with me to, 
(royden Fair. | | | 

Fath. I thank you, Sir, I will attend you. 

Flow, Well, Uncle, you will not fail me an 


= have fot it, or rob'd of it, or} 
ſomnch : any way to make it come | 


me ſome hour hence, you 


PI! tell thee what thou ſhalt do , thou | 
go into Burchin- Lane, | 


hour hence. | 


- 


Une, I with not, Couſin. | 
"a Flow. 
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Flow, What's thy name, Keſter ? 

Fath. I, Sir. 

Flow. Well, provide thy ſelf : Uncle, farewel till anon. 
[Exit Flowerdale. 

Unc. Brother, how do you like your Son? 

Fath. |I'faith Brother, like a mad unbridled Colt, 

|] Orasa Hawk, that never ſtoop'd to lure : 

The one muſt be tamed with an Iron bir, 

1 The other muſt be watch'd, or ſtill ſhe is wild, 

Such is my Son, a while let him be ſo; 

For counſel ſtill is follies deadly Foe. 

1 11 ſerve his youth, for youth muſt have his courſe, 

For beiog reſtrain'd, 'it makes him ten times worſe : 

His pride, his riot, all that may be nam'd, 

Time may recal, and all his madneſs tam'd. 


Enter Sir Laticelot, Mater Weathercock, Daffidil, 
Artichoak, Luce, ard Frank. 


Lanc. Sirrah Artichoak,, get you home before, 
And as you proved your ſelf a Calf in buying, 
Drive home your fellow Calves that you have bought. 
eArt. Yes farſooth , ſhall not my Fellow Daffiaill go 
along with me. ' 
| anc. No, Sir, no, I muſt have one to wait on me. 
Art. Daffidill, farewell, good fellow Daffidill, 
You may ſee, Miſtreſs, I am ſer up by the halves, 
inſtead of waiting on you,l am ſent to drive bome Calves. 
Lanc. faith Frank, | muſt tyrn away this Daffdill, 
He's grown a very fooliſh ſawcy Fellow. | 
Fran, Indeed-law, Father, he was ſo ſince I had him : 
Before he was wiſe enough for a fooliſh Serving-man. 
Wea: But what ſay you to me, Sir Lancelot ? 
1 Zanc: O,.about my Daughters, well, I will go forward, 
| Here's twa:of them, God ſave them : but the third, 
O ſhe's a ſtranger in her courſe of life, 
Sbe hath reſuſed you, Maſter Weathercock, | 
Wea. I by the Rood, Sir. Lancelot, that ſhe hath, but 
| -—e try'd me, ſhe ſhould have found a man of me in- 
ced, | 
+ Lanc.' Nay'be not angry, Sir, at her denial, ſhe hath 
| refus'd. ſeven of the worſhipfull'ſt-and worthieſt Houſe- 
| Keepers this:day in Xent : Indeed ſhe will not marry I 
©: Wea: The more Fool ſhe. 
Lanc. What is it folly to love Charity ? 
Wea. No, miſtake me not, Sir Lancelot, 
But *tis an vid Proverb, and you know it well, 
1 That Women dying Maids, lead Apes in Hell. 
...Lanc. That's a tooliſh Proverb and a falſe. 
Wea. By the Maſs, Ithink it be, and therefore let it go: 
But who ſhall marry with Miſtreſs Frances ? : 
| _ By my troth they are taking of marrying me, 
er. y 
Luce, Peace, - let them talk : 
| Fools may have.leave to prattle as they walk, 
| Daff. Senteſſes ſtill, ſweet Miſtreſs, 
You havea Wit, and it were your Alablaſter. 
Luce. 'faith and thy tongue trips trench-more, 
Lance. No of my Knighthood, not a ſuter yet : 
Alas God | elp her, ſilly Girl; a Fool, a very Fool : 
| But there's the other black. brows a ſhrew'd Girl, 
She hath wit at will, and ſuters two or three : 
Sir Arthur Greenſhe!d one, a gallant Knight, 
.A valiant Souldier, but his power but poor. 
Then there's young Oliver, the Devonſhire Lad, 
A wary Fellow, marry full of wit, 
And rich by the Rood, but there's a third all air, 
Light as a Feather, changing as the wind : 2 
| Young Flowerdale, 
Wea, © he, Sir, he's a deſperate Dick indeed. 
Bar him your Houſe. | f 
|.  Lanc. Fie, not ſo, he's of good Parentage. 
Wea. By my fay and ſo he is, and a proper man. 


) 


| 


Lanc, -| proper enough, had he good qualities. 
Wea. | marry, there's the point, Sir Lancelot : 
For there's an old ſaying, | 
Be he rich, or be he poor, 
Be he high, or be he low : 
Be he born in Barn or Hall, . 
'Tis manners makes the man and all. 
Lanc. You are in the right, Maſter Weathercoch. 


Enter Monſieur Civet. 


 Civet, Soul, I think I am ſure croſſed, or witcht with 
an Owl, I have hannted them, Inn after Inn, Booth after 
Booth, yet cannot find them ; ha, yonder they are, that's 
ſhe, I hope to God 'tis' ſhe, nay I know *tis ſhe now, for 
ſhe treads her Shoe a little awry. 

Lanc. Where is this Inn? we are paſt it, Daffidill, 

Daff. The good ſign is here, Sir, but the black Gate is 
before. | 

Cevet, Save you, Sir, I pray may l borrow a piece of 
a word with you ? 

Daff. No pieces, Sir. | 

Civ. Why then the whole. | 
I'pray, Sir, what may yonder Gentlewomen be ? 

Daff. They may be Ladies, Sir, if the deſtinies and 
mortality work. 

Civ, What's her name, Sir, 

Daf. Miſtreſs Frances Spurcock,, Sir Lancelot Spurcock's 
Davghter, 

Civ. Is ſhe a Maid, Sir ? 

Daſff. You may ask Pluto, and Dame Proſerpine that : 


. | L would be loth to be rideld, Sir. 


Cv. Is ſhe married I mean, Sir ? 
Daff. The Fates know got yet what Shoe-maker ſhall 
make her Wedding Shoes. - - | 
Civ. I pray where Inn you Sir ? Þ would be very glad 
to beſtow the-Wine of that Gentlewoman, | 
Daff. At the George, Sir, 
Civ. God ſave you, Sir. 
Daff. 1 pray your Name, Sir ? | 
Civ. My Name-is Maſter Cer, Sir. bo 
Daff. A ſweet Name, God be with you, good Maſter 
Cover. [Exit Civyet. 
Larc. A, have we ſpi'd you ſtout St. George ? © 
For all your Dragon, you had beſt ſelPs good Wine : 
That needs no Ivy-buſh : well, we'll not ſit by it, 
As you do on your Horſe, this room ſhall ſerve : 
Drawer, let me have Sack for-vs old men : 
For theſe Girls and Knaves ſmall V Vines are beſt. 
A Pint of Sack, no more. 
Draw. A Quart of Sack in the three Tuns, 
Lanc, A Pint, draw but a Pint, Daffdill, 
Call for V Vine tq make your ſelves drink. 
Fran. And a Cup of ſmall Beer, and a Cake, good 
Daffidill. 


Enter young Flowerdale. 


Flow.. How now, fie, ſit in the open Room, now good 
Sir Lancelot, and my kind Friend , worſhipful Maſter 
Weathercock, - V Vhat at your Pint, a Quart for ſhame. 

Lanc. Nay Royſter, by your leave we will away. 

Flow. Come, give's ſome Muſick, well go Dance, 

Be gone, Sir Lancelot, what, and fair day too? 
* Lanc, *Twere foully done, to dance within the Fair. 

Flow. Nay if you ſay ſo, faireſt of all Fairs, then ''ll 
not dance, a Pox upon my Taylor, he hath ſpoiPd me a 
Peach. colour Sattin Sute, cur upon Cloth of Silver, but 
if ever the Raſcal ſerve me ſuch another trick, Ill give 
him leave, i”faith, to putme in the Calender of Fools, 
and you, and you, Sir Lancelot ;, and Maſter Weathercock,, 
my Goldſmith too on tother ſide, I beſpoke thee, Zuce, 
a Carkenet of gold, and thought thou ſhould'ſt a had 


it for a Fairing, and the Rogue puts me in _ 
or 


— 


— ——— 


1 


= © 


The London Prodigal 


for Orient Pearl*: but thou ſhalt have it by Sunday 
| Night, V Veach, 


Enter the Drawer. 


Draw. Sir, here is one that hath ſent you a Pottle of 
Rheniſh Wine, brewed with Roſe- Water. 

Flow. To me? 

Draw. No, Sir, to the Knight ; and deſires his more 
acquaintance, 

Lanc, Tome? what's he that praves ſo kind ? 

Daff. | have a trick to know his name, Sir, he hath 
a months mind here to Miſtreſs Frances, his name is Ma- 
lter Cer, x 

Laxc. Call him in, Daffidill. 

Flaw, O, I know him, Sir, he is a Fool, but reaſonable 
/[rich, his Father was one of theſe Leaſe-mongers,, theſe 
Corn-mongers, theſe Money-mongers, but he never bad 
the wit to be a Whore-monger. 
£- 


Enter e Maſter Civet. 


Lanc. I promiſe you, Sir, you are at too much charge. 
Civ. The charge is ſmall charge, Sir, I thank God my 
Father left me wherewithal, if it pleaſe you, Sir, I have 


marriage. 

Lanc. | thank you, Sir: pleaſe you to come to Lew- 
ſome, to my poor Houſe, you ſhall be kindly welcome: I 
knew your Father, he wasa wary Husband : to pay here, 
Drawer. 

Draw. All is paid, Sir: this Gentleman hath paid all. 
Lanc. Vfaith you do us wrong, 

But we ſhall live to make amends ere long : 
Maſter F,owerdale, is that your Man ? 
Flaw. Yes Faith, a good old Knave. 
Lanc. Nay then [| think you will tura wiſe, . 
Now you take ſuch a Servant : | 
Come, you'll ride with us to Lewſome, let's away, 
'Tis ſcarce two hours to the end of day. LExeunt. 


Enter Sir Arthur Greenſhood, Oliver, Lieu. 
tenant and Souldiers. 


Arth. Lieutenant, lead your Souldiers to the Ships, 
There let them have their Coats, at their arrival 
They ſhall have pay : farewel, look to your charge. 

Soul. I, we are now ſent away, and cannot ſo much as 
ſpeak with our Friends. ; 

Oli. No man what ere you uſed a Zutch a faſhion, thick 
you cannot take your leave of your vreens. 

<Arth. Fellow, no more, Lieutenant lead them off, 

Soul. Well, if I have not my pay and my Cloaths, 

[']] venture a running away, though 1 hang for't. 

Arth. Away ſirrah, charm your tongue. 

[ Exeunt Souldicrs. 

Ol:. Bin you a preſler, Sir ? 

eArth, lam a Commander, Sir, under the King. 

Oli. Sfoot man, and you be nere zutch a Commander, 
Shud a ſpoke with my vreers before 1 chid a gone, ſo 
ſhud. 

eArth. Content your ſelf man, my Authority will 
ſtretch to preſs ſo good a man as you. 

Oli. Preſs me ? 1 devy, preſs Scoundrels, and thy 
Meſſels : preſs me, chee ſcorns thee i'faith : For ſeelt thee, 
here's a worſhipful Knight knows, cham not to be preſſed 
by thee. 


Enter Sir Lancelot, Weathercock, young Flowerdale , old 
| Flowerdale, Luce, Frank: 


Lanc. Sir Arthur, welcome to Lewſome , welcome by 
my troth, What's the matter man, why are you vext ? 


| 


a great mind to this Gentlewomaa here, in the way of | 


. in a Chain of Gold, keeps a ſmall train of Servants : hath | 


Ol;, Why man he would preſs me. 
Lanc. O fie, Sir Arthur, preſs him? | 
He is a man of reckoning. YO: 
Wea. | that he is, Sir eArthur, he hath the nobles, 
The golden ruddocks he, 
Arth. The fitter for the Wars: 
And were he not in favour 
With your Worſhips, he ſhould ſee, 
That I have power to preſs ſo good as he. 

Oli, Chill Rand to the trial; fo chill. 

Flow. I marry ſhall he, preſs Cloth and Karſy, 
White.Pot and drowſen Broth : tut, tut; he cannot. , 

Oli. Well, Sir, though you ſee viouten Cloth and Karly, |. 
chee a zeen zutch a Karſy-Coat wear out the Town ſick a 
zZilken Jacket, as thick a one you wear. 

Flow. Well ſed vlitan vlattan. 

Oli. Aand well ſed Cocknell, and Boe-Belf too: what 
_ think cham aveard of thy Zilken-Coat, no fer vere 
thee, | 

Lanc. Nay come no more, be all Lovers and Friends. 

Wea. 1'tis beſt ſo, good Maſter Olver.- 

Flow. Is your name Maſter Olwver, I pray you ? 

Ol;, What tit and betit, and grieve you. | 

Flow. No, but I'd gladly know if a man might not bave 
a Fooliſh Plot out of Maſter Olzver to work upon. 

Oli. Work thy Plots upon me, ſtand a ſide, work thy 
Fooliſh Plots upon me, chill ſo uſe thee, thou wert never 
ſo uſed ſince thy Dam bound thy Head, work upon me ? 

Flow. Let him come, let him come. .... - - 

Ots. Zyrrha, Zyrrha, if it were not for ſhame, chee' 
would a given thee zotch a whiſter poop under the Ear, þ 
chee would have made thee a vanged another at my feet : | 
ſtand a ſide let me looſe,cham all of a viaming Fire-brand; 
ſtand aſide. . | 

Flow. Well I forbear you for your Friends ſake. | 

Oli, Avig for all my vreens, do'ſt thou tell me of my | 
vreens? , of 4 

Lanc. No more, good Maſter Olwver, no more, Sir Ar-þ 
thur, And Maiden, here in the fight of all your Suters, } 
every man of worth, Pll tell you whom I faineſt would | 
prefer to the hard bargain of your Marriage Bed : ſhall I | 
be plain among you, Gentlemen ? : 

Arth. I, Sir, .*tis beſt. ._ 

Lanc, Then, Sir, firſt to you, I do confeſs you a moſt 
gallant Knight, a worthy Souldier,, and honeſt man :| | 
but honeſty maintains a French-hood, goes very ſeldome: 


few Friends: and for this wild Oats here,. young Flower-1 
dale, 1 will not judge, God can work Miracles, but he | 
were better make a hundred new, than thee a thrifty and | 
an honeſt one. ; 

Wea. Believe me he hath hit you there, he hath touched | 
you to the quick, that he hath. | 

Flow. Woodcock a my ſide, why, Maſter Weathercock, 
you know I am honeſt, howſoever trifles. 

Wea. Now by my troth, I know no otherwiſe, 

O, your old Mother was a Dame indeed : 

Heaven hath her Soul, and my V Vives too, [ truſt ; 
And your good Father, honeſt Gentleman, 

He is gone a Journey as I hear, far hence. 

Flow. 1 God be praiſed, he is far enough, | 
He is gone a Pilgrimage to Paradiſe. 

And left me to cnt a Caper againſt care, 
Luce look on me that am as light air. 

Luce. UPfaith I like not ſhadows, bubbles, broth, 
[ hate a light a love, as I hate death. 

Lanc. Girl, hold thee there : 

Look on this Devonſhire Lad : 
Fat, fair, and lovely, both in purſe and perſon, 

Ols. VVell, Sir, cham as the Lord hath. made me, 
You know me well ivin, cha have three-ſcore pack of 
Karſa, and Blackem Hall, and chief credit beſide, and 
my Fortunes may be ſo good as an others, zo it may, 

Lance, 'Tis you 1 love, whatſoever others ſay. 


Arth,\ 
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Arth. Thanks, faireſt, 

Flow. V V hat, wou!d'ſt thou have me quarrel with him ? 

Fath. Do but ſay he ſhall hear from you. 

Lan. Yet, Gentlem:n, howſoever [ prefer this Devor- 

ſhire Suitor , Vil enforce no love, my Daughter ſhall have 

her liberty to chooſe whom ſhe likes beſt: In your Love- 

ſuit proceed. Not all of you but only one mult ſpeed, 
Wea. You have faid well: Iladeed right well. 


| 


Enter Attichoak. 


Arti. Miſtreſs , here's one would ſpeak with you , my 
fellow Daffidill hath him in the Cellar already he knows 
him, he met him at Croydon Fair, 

Lance, O I remember, a little Man, \ 

Arti. 1, a very little Man. | 

Lance, And yet a proper Man. 

Arti, A very proper, very little Man. 

Lance, His name is Monſieur Gvet, 

eArti, T be ſame, Sir. | 

Lance. Come, Gentlemen , if other Suitors come, 
My fooliſh Daughter will be fitted too: 

But Delia my Saint, no Man dare move, 
[Exemnnt all but Towrig Flowerdale and Oliver, 
and Old Flowerdale, 

Flow. Hark you, Sir, a word. f 

Ol;, What ha an you ſay to me now ? a 

Flow, Yeſhall hear from me, and that very ſhortly. 

Oli. Is that all, vare thee well, chee vere thee not a vig; 

| [ Exit Oliver. 

Flow, What if he ſhould come more ? I am fairly drelt. 

\ Fath, 1 do not mean that you ſhall meet with him, 
' | But preſently we'll go and draw a Will: 
Where we'll ſet down Land, that we never ſaw, - 
And we will have it of ſo large a Sum, 
Sir Lancelot (hall intreat you take his Daughter : 
This being formed, give it Maſter Weathercock , 
1 And make Sir Lancelor's Daughter Heir of all : 
And make him ſwear never to ſhew the Will 
Toany one, until that you be dead. 
This done, the fooliſh Changling Weathercock,, 
Will ſtraight diſcourſe nnto Sir Lancelot, 
The Form and Tenor of your Teſtament, 
Nor ſtand to pauſe of it, be rul'd by me : 
What will enſue, that ſhall you quickly ſee. 

Flow. Come let's about it; if that a Will, ſweet Kit, 
Can get the Wench, 1 ſhall renown thy Wit, [Exeurt. 


Enter Daffidil, 


Daff. Miſtreſs, ſtill froward ? 
No kind looks noto your Daffidil, now by the gods. 

Luce. Away my fooliſh Knave, let my hand go. 

Daff. There's your hand, but this ſhall go with me: 
My heart is thine, this is my True Loves Fee, 

Luce. I'll have your Coat ſtript o're your Ears for this, 
You ſawcy Raſcal. . 


Enter Lancclot and Weathercock. 


Lance, How now, Maid, what is the news with you ? 
Luce. Your Man is ſomething ſawcy. [Exit Luce. 
Lance, Go to, Sirrah, I'll talk with you anon. 
Daff. Sir, | am a Man to be talked withal, 
lam no Horſe, I trow : 
I know my ſtrength then no more than ſo. 
Wea. A by the matkins, good Sir Lancelot , I faw him 
the other day hold up the Bucklers, like an Hercales, 
I faith God-a-mercy, Lad, 1 like thee well. 
La. I, 1,like him well, go Sirrah, fetch me a cup of wine, 
That e're I part with Maſter Weather cock, 
We may drink down our farewel in French Wine.* 
Wea, thank you, Sir, I thank you, friendly Knight, 
I'll come and viſit you, by the Mouſe-foot 1 will: 


_—_— 


_—_— 


EE 


In the mean time, take heed of cttting Flowerdale, 
He isadeſperate Dick, I warrant you. 

Lance. He is, he is: Fill, Daffidil, fill me ſome wine 
Ha, what wears he on his arm ? ; 
My Daughter Laces Bracelet, I, *tis the ſame : 

Ha to yon, Maſter Weathercock, 

Wea, I thank you, Sir: Here, Dafjidil, an ho b 
low-and a tall thouart : Well : P11 —_ —— 
night, and I hope-to have you andall your Daughters at 
my poor houſe, in good ſooth I muſt, 

Lance, Thanks, Maſter Weathercock,, I ſhall be bolq 
to trouble you be ſure. 

Wea. And welcom, heartily farewel. [Exit Weath 

Lance. Sicrah, I ſaw my Daughters wrong , and with- 
al her Bracelet on your arm ; off with it : and with it my 
Livery too: havel care to ſce my Daughter matched with 
men of worſhip, and are you grown ſo bold ? Go, Sirrah 
from my houſe, or I'll whipyou hence. ; 

Daff. Vil not be whipt, Sir, there's your Livery, 

This is a Serving mans reward, what care I, 
I have means to truſt to, I ſcorn ſervice 1. 
LExit Daffidil, 

Lance, Ia luſty Knave, but I muſt let him go. 

Our Servants muſt be taught what they ſhould know, 


Enter Sir Arthur and Luce, 


Luce. Sir, as 1 am a Maid, Idoaffe@ you above any 
Snitor that 1 have, although that Souldiers ſcarce know 
how to love. 

Arth. lama Souldier, and a Gentleman 
Knows what belongs to V Var, what to a Lady : 

What man offends me, that my Sword ſhall right : 
What woman loves me, I am her faithful Knight. 

Luce, 1 neither doubt your Valour nor your Love, but 
there be ſome that bear a Souldiers form , that ſwear 
him they never think upon , go ſwaggering up and down 
from houſe to houſe , crying, God pays: And — 

Arth. I faith, Lady, Pl deſcry you ſuch a man, 

Of them there be many which you have ſpoke of, 
That bear the name and ſhape of Souldiers, 

Yet, God knows, very ſcldome ſawthe War: 
That haunt your Tayernsand your Ordinaries, 
Your Ale-houſes ſometimes, for all a-like 

To uphold the bruitiſh humour of their minds, 
Being marked down, for the bondmen of deſpair : 
Their mirth begins in wine, but ends in blond, 
Their drink is clear, but their conceits are mud. 

Luce. Yet theſe are great Gentlemen Sonldiers. 

Arth. No they are wretched flaves, 

Whoſe deſperate lives doth bring them timeleſs graves. 

Luce. Both for your ſelf, and for your form of life, 

If 1 may chooſe, ll be a Souldiers Wife. 


Enter Sir Lancelot and Oliver, 


Oli. And tut truſt to it, ſo then, 

Lance. Aſſure your ſelf, 

You ſhall be married with all ſpeed we may : 
One day ſhall ſerve for Frances and for Lace. 

Ol. Why che wood vain know the time, for providing 
VVedding Raiments, 

Lance. VVhy no more but this, firſt get your aſſurance 
made touching my Daughters Joynture, that diſpatched, 
we will in two days make proviſion. 

Ol.Why man,chil have the writings made by to marrow. 

Lance, To morrow be it then , let's meet at the King's 
Head in Fiſh ſtreet. 

Oki, No, fie man, no, let's meet at the Roſe at Temple 
Bar, that will be nearer your Counſellor and mine. 

Lance, Atthe Roſe be it then, the hour nine, 

He that comes laſt forfeits a Pint of wine. 

Oli, A Pint is no payment, 


[Let it be a whole Quart, or nothing. 
| Enter 
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Enter Artichoak, 


eArti. Maſter, here isa man would ſpeak with Maſter 
Oliver, he comes from young Maſter Flowerdale. 

Ol, Why chil ſpeak with him, chil ſpeak with him. 

Lance. Nay, Son Olzver, I'le ſurely fee, 
What young Flowerdale hath ſent to you. 
| pray God it be no quarrel. # 

Oli, Why man, if he quarrel with me, chil give him his 
hands full, 

Fath. God ſave you, good Sir Lancelot. 

Lance. Welcom, honeſt friend. 


Enter old Flowerdale. 


Fath, To you and yours my Maſter wiſheth health, 
But unto you, Sir, this, and this he ſends : 

There is the length, Sir, of his rapier, 

And in that paper ſhall you know his mind. 

0.3. Here, chil meet him my friend, chil meet him. 

Lance. Meet him, you ſhall not meet the Ruffin, fie. 

Oli. And I do not meet him, chil give you leave to call 
Me Cut, where is't, firrha? where ist? where is't ? 

Fath. The Letter ſhows both time and place, 

And if you be a man, then keep your word. 

Lan. Sir, he ſhall not keep his word, he ſhall not meet. 
Fath. Why let him chooſe, he'll be the better known 
For a baſe Raſcal, and reputed ſo. 

Ob. Zirrah, zirrah : and *'twere not an old fellow, and 
ſent after an errant, chid give thee ſomething, bat chud be 
no mony : But hold thee, for I ſee thou art ſomewhat 
teſtorn, hold thee,there's vorty ſhillings,bring thy Maſter a 
veeld, chil give the yorty more, Ipok thou bring him, chil 
mall him tell him,chil mar his dancingtreſſels,cnil uſe him, 
he was nere ſo uſed ſince his dam bound his head,chil make 
him for capering any more chy vor thee, 
Fath. You ſeem a man, ſtout and reſolute, 

And | will ſo report, what ere befall. 
Lence. And fall out ill, aſſure thy Maſter this, 

Ile make him fly the Lagd, or uſe him worſe, 

Fath. My Maſter, Sir, deſerves not this of you, 

And that you'll ſhortly find. RY HOT 
Lan. Thy Maſter is an unthrift, you a knave, _, , 
And Ple attach you firſt, nextclap him up : . 

Or have him bound unto his good behaviour, 

Oliver. | wood you were a forte if you do him any harm 
for this : And you do, chil nere ſee you,nor any of yours, 
while chil have Eyes open : what do you think , chil be 
abaffelled up and down the town for a meſſe], and a 
ſcoundrel, no chy bor you: Zirrha chil come, Zay no more, 
chil come tell him. * © 
Fath, Well, Sir, my Maſter deſerves not this of you, 
And that youll ſhortly find, LExit, 
Oh, No matter, he's an unthrift, I defie him, 

Lan. No, gentle Son, let nie Know the place. 

Ol;, Now chye vot you. *| 

Lan, Let me fee the Note, . .. 

Oli. Nay, chil watch you for zZutch a trick. _ 

But if chee meet hit; 20, if not, Zo : chil make him know 
me, or chil know why 1 hall not, chil vare the worſe. 

Lan. What will you then negle& my Daughters love ? 
Venture your ſtate and hery, for a looſe brawl ?. . ; 
Oli, Why man, chil not Kill him, marry chil yeze him 
too, and again z. and zo God be with you vather, | 
What, man, we ſhall meet to morrow. . - , LE. 

Lan. Who would have thought he had bin ſo deſperate, 
Come forth my honeſt Servant Artichoak, - 

Enter ' Artichoak. 


Arti. Now, what's the matter? ſome braw] toward, 1 
warrant you. 
Lan. Go get methy Sword bright ſcowred, thy buckler 


ul 
| 


| 
| 


— 


mended, O for that knave,that villain Deffi4:# would bave 
done good ſervice. But to thee, * 

Ar13.; 1;this is the tricks ofall you 
ſtand in need of a good fellow. O for that Daffidil, O 
where is he? but i 


the coat over-his Ears, This is the humour of you-all, 
Lan. O for that knave, that luſty Daffidill; 
Arti, Why there "tis now; our years wages 

vails will ſcarce pay for broken Swords and bucklers: that 


tother ſide, that's flat. 


be'at London ere the. break of day : watch near:the lod- 


doubt. | 
. Arti. What, would you havecme draw upon him, 
As ke goes in the ſtreet ? | 
| Lance. Not ſor a world,man, into the fields. For to the 
field he goes, there to meet the deſperate Flowerdale : Take 
thou the pact of Over my.Son, for he ſhall be my Son, and 
marry Zuce : Do'ſtunderſtand me, knave ? [at 
Arts, 1, Sir, | do underſtand you, but my young Miltris 
might be better provided in matching with my fellow 
Daffidill, 4 
Lan. No more; Daffidill is a knave. 
That Daffai/l is a moſt notorious knave. 


. Enter Weathercock. 
Maſter Weathercock »-you come in DAppy time, The de- 


ſperate Flowerdale hath writ -a Challenge-: And.who 
think you muſt anſwer it, but the Devon ſhire man g'my 


; 
uf 


Son Obver. _ by 
Wea. —_ I am ſorry for it, good Six Lancelot, 

But if you will be ruPd by me, we'll ſtay the fury. - 
Lazxce, As bow | pray ? L7 | 


IWea. Marry Vle tell you, by promiſing young Flowerdal 
the red lipped . Lace. 'S, wi! 
Lan. Vie rather follow her unto her grave. - 


you and I have beendeceived in him, come read this 
or Deed, . or what you call it, I know not : Come, come; 
your es | pray. | Hub 
Lan. Nay I thank God, I ſee very well, TI 
Yea. Marry God bleſs your Eyes , mine baye been 
almolt this thirty years. 
Lance, Ha, whatis this ? whats this ? 


Jim 


this very morn, and bad me keep itunſeen from any one, 
good youth, to ſee how men may be deceived. «+ 


loving youth, he hath made me, together with my Zace he 
loves ſodear, Executors of all his wealth. 
Wes. All, all; good man, he hath given you all. 


bound, 

Two Lordfhips of two hundred pound a year : 
The one in Wales, the other in Gloſter-ſhire : 
Debts and accounts are thirty thor 

Plate, Money, Jewels, ſixteen thouſand more, 
Two houſen furniſhed well in Cole-was ſtreet : 
Beſide whatſoever his Uncle leaves to him, _ 
Being of great demeans and wealth at Peckbaws, 

. Wes. : ow like you this good Knight ? 
this ? 

Lan. | have done him wrong. 
But now le make amends, _ 
The Devonſhire man ſhall whiſtle for a wile, 

He marcy Zuce! Luce (hall be Flowerdale's. a” 

Wea. Why that is friendly ſaid, let's ride to London and 


lovely Lad, 
= 


cs 


| 


mts 
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Gentlemeo,whenyou |' 


: .you be angry, and it be bur for the | 
{ wagging of a ſtraf, then ont a doors with the knave, turn 


2nd our || 
we uſe ig our quarrels. . But le not fight if Daffidill. be a | 


Lan. *Tis no ſfuch-matter; man, get weapons ready, and | 


ging of the Devon-ſbire Youth, but beunſeen : and ay he | 
goes out, as he will go out, and that very. early withaut } 


Wea...I, Sir Lencelot,; 1 would have thought fo too, ;but | 


Wee. Nay there istrue loye indeed, he gaye it to-me but | 


Lan. Paſſion of me,; what a wretch am 1 to-hate, this | 


= 
whe 
my | 


Lan. Three ſhips now, in the Straits, and hame ward 


How like you | 


prevent their match, by promiſing your Daughter to that | 
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! - Diane. We'll ride yo London, or it ſhall not need, Fools ſhall have wealth, though all the World ſay nay: 
We'll croſs to Dedford ſtrand, and take a Boat : Come, Brother, will you in, Dinner ſtays for us, 
Where be theſe Knaves? what Artichoak,, what Fop ? Civ. I, good Siſter, with all my heart. 


Fran. | by my troth, Tom, for I bave a good ſtomach, 


Enter Artichoak. , Gv, AndI the like, ſweet Franck, no Siſter, 
| Do not think I'll go beyond my bounds. 

Art, Here be the very Knaves, - bat not the merry | Delia, God grant you may not. LExeun, | 
Knaves. | 

Lane, Here take my Cloak, It have a walk to - Enter young Flowerdale and his Father, with 
Dedſord. foils in their hands, 

- cArt« Sir, we have been. ſcouring of onr Swords and | 

Bucklers —_—_ defence. Flow. Sirrah Kit, tarry thon there , I have ſpied Sir | 

Lane. 


ence me no defence, let your Swords ruſt, | Lancelot, and old Weathercock coming this way, they ate 
['ll have no fighting: 1, let blows alone, bid Dehia fee | hard at hand, I will by no means be ſpoken withal, 


all ehings de in readineſs againſt che Wedding , we'll | Farh. Ill warrant you, go'get you in. 

have two at once, and that will fave charges, Maſter Wea- 

thercock. Enter Lancelot and Weathercock, | 
| eArt, Well we will do it, Sir. [Exennt. | 


Lanc. Now, my honeſt Friend, thou doſt belong to 
Emer Civet, Frank, and Delia. Maſter Flowerdale ? "FR 


Fath, 1 do, Sir. 

_  'Gv. By my troth this is good huck, I thank God for | LZarc. Is he within, my good Fellow ? 

this. Ia good ſooth | have even my hearts deſire: Siſter | Fath. No, Sir, he is not within. 

Dika, now | may boldly call you ſo, for your Father hath | LZazc. I prethee ifhe be within, let me ſpeak with hin). 

frank -and freely given me his Daughter Franck, Fath, Sir, to tell you true, my Maſter is within, but 
Fran. | by my troth, Tow, thou haſt my good will too, | indeed would not be ſpoke withal : there be ſome terms 

-| for | thank God I longed for a Hnsband, and would I | that ſtands upon his repntation, therefore he will not ad- 

might never ſtir, for one his name was Tom. mit any conference till he hath ſhook them off. | 

Delia. Why, Siſter, now you have your wiſh. Lanc, I prithee tell him his very good Friend Sir Lan 

Civ. You ſay vety true, Siſter Deka, and I prethee | celor Spurcock;”intreats to ſpeak with him, 

call me nothing but Tow : and }'ll call thee ſweet heart, | Path. By my troth, Sir, if you come to take up the 


I -_ - 


and Frank: will it not do well, Siſter Dela ? matter between my Maſter and the Devonſhire man, you 
Delia. It will do very well with both of you. do bnt begyiile your hopes, and loſe your labour, 
Fran.But Towm,muſt I goas Ido now when | am married? | Lane. Honeſt Friend, I have not any ſuch thing to him, 
Civ. No Franck, Il have thee go like a Citizen I come to ſpeak with him about other matters. 
In a garded Gown, aid a Frene . ' {| Fath, For'my Maſter, Sir, hath ſet down his reſolu- 
Fran. By my troth that will be excellent indeed. '- | tion, either to redeem his honour, or leave his life be- 
Delia. Brother, maintain your Wife to your Eſtate, | hind him. + | 
Appacel you your ſelf like to your Father : | Lanc. MyFriend, I do not know any quarrel touching | 
_LAnd let her go like to your ancient Mother,  'Ithy Maſteror any other perm, uy buſineſs is of a diffe- | 
He ſparing got his wealth, lefc it to you, + {rentnature to him, and l ptithee fo tell him, Ii 


Brother take heed of Pride, feme bids thrift adiev. Fath. For howſoever the Devonſhire man! is, 

. Civ, $0 8 my Father and my Mother went, that's a | My Maſters mind is bloudy : that's a round Q, 
Jeſt indeed, why ſhe weiit in a Gown, a ſingle | And therefore, Sif, intreaties are but vain : 1 
Ruff, and a white Cap. And my Father in a Mocado| ZLanc. I have no ſuch thing to him, 1 tell thee once 

Coat, a pair of red Sattin Sleeves, and a Canvis back. again. . 
© Dikia. And yet his wealth was all as much as yours. Fath, 1 will then ſo ſignifie to him. [Exit Father, | 
* Civ. My Eſtate, my Eſtate , I thank God, is forty | Lanc. A Sirrah, I ſee this matter is hotly carried, 


pound a year in good Leaſes and Tenements; beſides | But I'll labonr to diſſwade him from it. 
twenty mark & year at Cuckolds-Haven, and that corhes W 


ld 


to us all by inheritance. | | | Enter Flowerdale. _ 
Delia. That tay indeed, *tis very fitly plied, I | pe”) 

[ khow not how it comes, bot fo it falls ont Good morrow Maſter Flowerdale. 

That thoſe whoſe Fathers have died wondrous rich, Flew. Good morrow, good Sir Lancelot, 

And took no pleeſare but to gather wealth, Good morrow, Maſter Weathercock; 

Thinking of litthe that they leave behind : | By my troth, Gentlemen, I have been reading over 

For them they hope, wilt be of their like mind, Nick Machiavel, | find him | 

But falls out contrary, forty years ſparing _ Good to be known, not to be followed :: 

Is ſcarce three feven years ſpending, never caring A peſtilent hurtane Fellow, I have made. 

1 What will enſue, when all their Coin is gone, Certain Annotations of him ſuch as they be : 

. 4 And all too late, then Thrift is thought npon : And how is't, Sir Lancelot ? ha? how. is't ? 

Oft have I heard, that Pride and Riot kiſt, A mad World, men catinot live quiet in 3x.. , 


And then repentance cries, for had 1 miſt. Lanc, Maſter Flowerdale, 1do underſtand there is ſome 
Civ. You ſay well, Siſter Deka, you ſay well: bnt 1| jar between the Devonſhire man and you, 

mean to live within my bounds : for look you, I have ſet Fath. They, Sir? they are good Friends as can be. 

down my reſt thus far, but to maintain my Wife in herj Flow. Who Maſter Oliver and 1? as good Friends as 

«| French Hood, and her Coach, keep a couple of Geldings, | can be. | 
and a brace of Gray-hounds, and this is all ll do. Lanc. It is a kind of Tafety in you to deny it, and a ge- 
Delia. And you'll do this with forty pound a year ? nerous ſilence, which too few are indued withal : But, Sir, 


Civ, I, and a better penny, Siſter. ſuch a thing I hear, and T covld wiſh it otherwiſe. 
Fran. Siſter, you forget that at Cuckolds Hayen. Flow. No ſuch thing, Sir Lancelot, a my reputation, as 
Civ. By my troth well remembred, Franck, Iam an honeſt man. 


| 1'll give thee that to buy thee Pine, Lanc. Now I do believe you then, if you do 
Delia. Keep you the reſt for points, alas the day, Ingage your reputation there is none, 


al Ns aw Fa Flow. 
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Flow. Nay I do not ingage my reputation there is not, | 
You ſhall not bind me to any condition of hardneſs : 
But if there be any thing between us, then there is, 
lf there be not, then there is not : be,or benot,all is one. 
Lance. | do perceiveþy this, that there is ſomething de- 
tween you, andlam very ſorry for it. 
Flow. You may bedeceived, Sir Lancelot, the Jtalian 
Hath a pretty ſaying, Q«eſto ? | have forgot it too, 
'Tis out of my head, buc in my tranſlation oy 
lic hold thus, thou halt a friend, keep himzlf a foe trip him. 
Lan. Come,[ do ſee by this there is ſomewhat between 
And before God | could wiſh it otherwiſe. - - (you, 
Flow. Well what is between us, can hardly be altered : 
Sir Lancelot, | am to ride forth to motrow, 
That way which I muſt ride, no man muſt deny 
Me the Sun, I would not by any particular man, 
' Be denied common and general paſſage, 1f any one 
Saith, Flowerda'e, thou palleſt nor this way : 
My anſwer is, | muſt either on or return, 
But return is not my word, 1 muſt on : 
If I cannot, then make my way, nature 
Hath done the laſt for me, and there's the fine, 
Lan. Mr. Flowerdals, every man hath one tongue, 
And two Ears, nature in her building, 
ls a molt curions work-maſter. 
Flow. That is as'much as to ſay, a man ſhould bear more 
Than he ſhould ſpeak. 
Lan. You ſay true, and indeed I have heard more, 
Than at this time 1 will ſpeak. 
Flaw, You lay well, 
Lan; Slanders are more common then troths Maſter 
Flower dale , but proofs the rule for both. ; 
Flow. You ſay true, what do you call him 
Hath it there in his third canton ? 
Lan.l have heard you have been wi 
Flow. * Twas fit, *rwas neceſſary, 
Lance. But I have ſeen ſomewhat of late in you, 
That hath confirmed in me an opinion of 
Goodneſs toward you. 
Flow, I Faith Sir, 1am ſure I never did you harm : 
| Some good I have done, either to you ar yours, 
L am ſure you know not, neither is it my will you ſhould, . 
Lance. |, your Will, Sir. x 
Flow. 1 my will, Sir : *sfoot do you know ought of my 
Begod and you do.. Sir, I am abuſed. (Will, 
Lan. Go, Mr. Flowerdale, what I know, I know: 
And know you thus much out of my knowledge, 
That | truly love you. For my Daughter, 
She's yours. And'if you like a marriage better - 
Than a brawl,all quirks of reputation ſet aſide, go with me 
preſently - And where you ſhould fight a bloody battle, 
you ſhall be married to a lovely Lady. 
Flow. Nay but, Sir Lancelot ? 
Lan. If you wilt not imbrace my offer, yet aſſure your 
ſelf thus much, I will have order to hinder your encounter. 
Flow. Nay but hear me, Sir Lancelot. = 
Laxce. Nay ſtand not you upon imputative honor, 
'Tis meerly unſound, unprofitable, and: idle 
Interences : your buſineſs is to wed my Daughter, there- 
| fore give me your preſent word todo it, Ile go and pro- 
vide the maid, therefore give me your preſent ceſolution, 
either now or never, 
Flow. Will you ſo put me to it ? 
Luce, | a fore God, either take me now, 0r take me 
never, 


4 


1d: I have beliey'dit. 


So fare you well for ever. (10g, 
Flow, Stay : fallout, what may fall, my love 
Is above all : I will come. 
Lance, | expeCt you, and ſo fare you well. 
[Exit Sir Lancelot. 
Fath. Now, Sir, how ſhall we do for wedding apparel ? 
Flow. By the Maſs that's true: now help Xe, 


The marriage ended, we'll make amends for all. 


—— dt. A —_— — ts. i. i" I" I 


- | To beanteous Lace, 'Sir 


| 


Elſe what [ thought ſhould be our match, ſhall be our part- | Who been a there, Sir &4tbar, chil 


F" ©..200Y Put 


Fath. Well, no more, prepare yon for your Bride, 
We will not want for clodths, what ſo ere betide. 


Flow. And thou ſhalt ſee, when once 1 have my Dower, 
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[n mirth we'll ſpend, 

Full many a mecry hour ; | 

As for this wench, I not regard a pie, 

1s her gold muſt bring my pleatures in. 
Fath. ls't poſſible, he hath his ſecond living, 

Forſaking God, himſelf tothe Devil giving + 

Bur that t knew his Mather firm and cbaſt, 

My heartwould ſay, my head ſhe had diſgrac't 

<|{e would I ſwear, he never was my Son,: 

3ut her fair mind fo foul a deed did ſhun. 


4 


Enter Uncle. as: 
your Son? 


Unc. How, now, Brother, how do you find 

Fath. O Brother, heedleſs as a libertine, 
Even grown a Maſter in the Schoolof Vice, 
One that doth nothing, but invent deceit : 
For all the day he-hunmioursup and down, 

How he the next day might deceive bis friend, - 
He thinks of nothing but the preſent time: 
For one groxt ready down, he'H pay # ſhilling, - 
But then the lender mulLaceds ſtay for it. 
When-I was young, Lhad the ſcope of youth, 
Bogh wild, and wanton, careleſs and deſperate: 
But ſach mad ſtrains, as he's poſſeſt withal, 

[ thought it wonder for todream npon. 

Une, Itold you fo, but you would not believe it, 

Fath. Well | have found'it, bug one thing comforts me z 
Brother, to morrow he's to be married WY 

Lancelot Spurcocks Daughter, © 

Unc. yt poflible 7 - * | t 
| Fath. *Tisrue,” and thus I mean to curbhim, 
This day; Brother, I will you ſhall arreſt him : 
|fany thipg willtame bim, it muſt be thar, 

For he is rank in miſchief,: chained to-a life, 
That will increaſe his ſhame, and kill his wife. 

Unc, What arreſt him-on his wedding day ? 
That were unchriſtian, and an unhumane part: 
How many even forthat very day, - 

Have purchaſt fever years ſorrow afterward ? 
Forbear him then to day, do it tomorrow, © 
| And this day mingle not his joy with forrow. 

Fath. Brother, I'le have it done this very day; / 

And in the view of all, as he comes from Church : 
Do but obſerve the courſe that-he will take, 
Upon'my life he will forſwear the debt : 
And for we'll have the ſumm ſhall not be Night,” - 
Say that he owes you near three thouſand pound : 
Good Brother, let it be done immediately. + 

Unc. Well, ſeeing you will have it ſo, 


 Fath. So Brother, by this means ſhall we 


perceive 
What Sir Lancelot in this pinch will do: | 


* 
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\ And how his wifedoth ſtand affeted to hint, 

Her love will then be tried to the utrermoſt : 

And all the reſt of them. Brother, what I will do, F 
Shall harm him much, and much avail bim too. © [Exir, 


Ol. Cham aſhured thick be the place, that the ſconndret} 
Appointed to meet me, if a come, Zo: if a come not; 20, 
And che war aviſe, he wonld make a Coyſtrel an us, 

Ched veſe him, and che vang hinvin hand, che would 
Hoyſt him, and give it him tooand again, — ! 
y aſide. 

Ar. | bavedog'd the Devor-ſbire man into the field, 

For fear of any harm that ſhoutd befal him : | 


*| | had an iackling of that yeſternight, | 
That Flowerdale and he ſhould meetthis morning - | 


Though of my Soul,Ol:ver fears him nor, 
Yet for I'd ſee fair play on either fide, - | 
Made me to come, to fee their valours tri'd, 
Good morrow to Maſter —_— 

et 


. 
a bs Os went > mo ware” - 
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Brother Vle do'r, and ſtraight provide the Sherifs” © © © | 


| 


b 
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And if you be not ſtaid, you'll prove 


| in another place. 
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Oli, -God and good morrow... 
Arth. What, Maſter Olzver, are you angry ? 
Ol. Whatan it be, tyt an grieven you ? 
Arth. Not me at all, Sir, but Ll imagige 
By your being here thus armed, . | EAA 
You ſtay for lome that you ſhould fight wichal. 
0l;. Why and. he do , che would not dezire you to take 
his part, + | ; 
Arth, No by wy tsoth, I think you need it not, 
For he you look far, 1 thiak means not, to come, 
Ob. No, and che war aſhure of that, ched aveſe him 


Enter Dafhdil. 


Daff. O, Sir eArthur, Maſter Ol;ver, aye me, 
Your Love, and yours, and mige, ſweet Miſtreſs Lace 
This morning is married to young Flowerdale. 

Arth. Married to Flowerdade] "tis impoſlible. _ 
Oli. Married, man ? che hope thou doſt but jeſt: 

To makeana volowten merramcnt of it. . 

Daff. O tis too true, here comes his Uncle. 


Enter Flowerdale, Sheriff; Officers. . 4a 


Unc. Good morrow, Six Aribur , good marrow, Maſter 

Okbver. «4 33k 3, F is of 

Ol;. God and good morn, Mc, Flowerdale, Ipray .tellen 

us, is your Scoundrel Kinſman married ? WH 

Ar, Mg. Oliver, call him what you wil, but he is married 

TaSic Larcels's Daughter here, /- aw 

* Unc. Sir eArthur, unto ber? _ tal 

Oli, I, ba the old vellow zerved.me thick a trick? 

Why man, he wasa promiſe, chil chud a bad her, 

ls a Zitch a yox, cbill look tq his water che vor him. 
Bas, The mulick. playsz they gre coming from the | 

Church, | 7L3t6 fr 

Sheriff, do your office : Fellows, ſtand ſtoutly toit, 


Exter all to the Wedding. 


Ol;, God give you joy , as the old zaid Proverb is, and 
ſome zorrow among. You met ug well, did ygu not? 
Lance. Nay, be not angry, Sir, the fault is.in me, 

[ have done all the wrong , bepe him from coming to 
field to you, as I might, Sir, for 1 am a Juſtice, and ſworn 
to keep the peace, , = 
Wea, I marry is he, Sir, a very Juſtice, and ſworn to 
keep the peace, you mult got diſturh the Weddings. 
Lan. Nay, never frown nor ſtorm, Sig, if you do, 

"Il have an order taken for you. 

Oli, Well, well, chill be quiet. 

Wea Mr. Flowerdale, Sis Lancelot, look you, who here is ? 
M. Flower dale. x | 

Lance. M. Flowerdale, welcome with all my heart. 
Flow. Uncle, this is ſhe i'faith ; Maſter Under-ſheriff, 
Arreſt me? At whole ſuit ? Draw, XK. 

Unc, At my Suit, Sir. 

Lan. Why, what's the matter, Mr. Flowerdale ? 

Unc. This is the matter, Sir, this unthcift here, 

Hath cozend you, and hath had of me, 

In ſeveral Summs three thouſand pound. 

Flow. Why, Uncle, Uncle. 

Unc. Coulin, Couſin, you haye Uncled me, 


A Cozener unta all that know you. | 

Lence. Why, Sir, ſuppoſe he be to you in debt 
Ten thouſand pound, bis State ta me appears, 

To be at leaſt three thouſand by the year. 

Unc. O, Sir, | was too late informed of that plot, 
How that he went about to cozen you : 

And form'd a Will, and ſent it xo your good 

Friend there, Maſter Weatberceck,, in which was 


| And there your own Eyes ſhall ſee , 


; Donor, I pray, my grieved Soul oppreſs, 


| Laxc. Ha, hath be got ſuch Lordſhips, 
Lands, and Ships ? 
Unc. Not worth a Groat, not worth a Half-penny he. 
Larce. | pray tell us true,” be plain, young Flowerdale. 
Flow. My Wacle here's mad, | 
And diſpoſed to do me wrong, 
Bug here's my man an honeſt Fellow 
By the Lord, and of good credit, 'knows all is true. 
Fath. Not I, Sic, Iam too old to. lie, I rather know + 
Youtorg'd a Will, where every lige you writ, 
You ſtudied where\to quore your Langs might lie, 
Wea, And 1 prithge where be thy hovelt Friends ? 
F ath,' Iaith ng where, Sir, for be hath none at all, * 
Wea. Benediciy, weare o're-reach'd, I believe. 
Lanc, lam <ozen'd,, and my hopefull'& Child undoae. 
Flow. You are At cozen'd, nor is ſhe undone, 
They ſlander me, by this Light, they ſlander me : - 
Look you, my.Upgle here's av Uſurer, & wonld undo me, 
Bt I'll ſtand in Lay, do you but bail me,” you ſhall do no 
more : (1 3111375 IN \ {ia 
You Brother Civet , and Malter Wogtheroack,, do but: 
Bayl me, and let mg have my marriage money 
Paid me, and we'll ride. down, L. hong 


How my poor Tenants there will welcome me, 

You ſhall but bayl me, you ſhall do no more, 

And you, greedy Gnat, their bayl will ſerve. 

Une, I, Sir, PIt ask no better bayl. 

Lan. No, Sir, you ſhall not take my bay], nor his, 
Nor my Son C:vers, ll not be cheated, I, * a A 
Sheriff, take your priſoner, [11 not deal with him ; 
Let's Uncle make falſe Dice with his falſe bones, | 
[ will not have todo with him : 

Mock'd, gulPd, and wrong'd. 

Come, Girl, thopgh it be late, it falls out well, 

Thou ſhalt not live with him in Beggars Hell, | 
Luc. Heis my Huyband, and bigh Heaveg doth know, 
With what unwillkagneſs I went to Church, 

Bur you enforced me, you compelled me to it: 

The holy Church. man pronqunc'd theſe words but pow, 
I muſt not leave my Husband in diſtreſs : 

Noy 1 moſt comfort him, not go with you. 

Lan. Comfort a Cozener ? On my curſe forſake him? 
Lu.This day you cauſed me on your curſe to take bim : 


God knows my heart doth bleed at his diltreſs, 
Lan. O, Maſter Weathercock,, I mult confeſs I forc'd her 
to this match. Led with opinion his falſe Will was true. 
Wea. Ah, he bath over-reached me too, 
Lan. She might bave liv'd like Delia, ina happy Vir- 
gins ſtate. 
Delia, Father, be patient, ſorrow comes too late, 
Lance. And on her Knees ſhe begg'd and did intreat, 
if ſhe niuſt needs taſte a ſad marriage lite, 
She crav'd to be Sir Arthar Greenſhueld*%s Wife. 
Arth. You have done her and me the greater wrong, 
Leanc. O take her yet. 
Arth, Not I. 
Lenc, Or, Maſter Obver, accept my Child, and half my 
wealth is yours, 
Ob, No, Sir, chill break no Laws. 
Luce, Never fear, ſhe will not trouble you. 
Delia. Yet, Siſter, in this paſſion do not run headlang 
to confuſion. You may affect him,- though not follow 
him. 
Frank. Do, Siſter, bang him, let him go, 
Wea. Do faith, Miſtreſs Luce, leave him. 
Luce, You are three grols fools, let me alone, 
[ ſwear, I'll live with him in all moan, 
Ol:. But an he have bis legs at liberty, 
Cham aveard he will never live with you. 

Avrth. I, but he is now in Huckſters bandling for run- 
ning away. | 


Nothing true, but brags and lies, 


Lanc. Huſwife, you hear bow you and 1am wrongs al 
n 
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And if you will redreſs it yet you may : Here, Keſter, take it you, and uſe it ſparingly; 

But-if you ſtand on terms to follow him, But let not her have arly want at all; 

Never come near my fight, nor look on me, Dry your Eyes, Niece, do not too much lament 

Call me not Father, look not for a Groat, For him, whoſe Life bath been in riot ſpent : 

For all the Portion I will this day give It well he uſeth thee, he gets him Friends, \ 
Unto thy Siſter Frances. If ill, -a ſhameful end on him deperids, [Ex Unele; 

Fran. How ſay you to that, Tom ? Flow. A Plagne go with you for an old Fornicator : 

{ ſhall have a good deal, Come, K:t, the money, come, honeſt Ki. oo | 
Beſides I'll be a good Wife, and a good Wife Fath, Nay by my Faith, Sir, you ſhall pardon me. © 
[s a good thing 1 can tell, Flow. And why, Sir, pardon you ? give methe money: | 

(*v. Peace, Franck, | would be ſorry to ſee thy Siſter | you old Raſcal, or I ſhall make you. | 
Calt away, as l ama Gentleman, Luce, Pray hold your hands, give it him honeſt Friend, 

Lanc, What, are you yet reſolved? Fath, If you be ſo content, withal my heart. | 

Luce. Yes, | am reſolved. Flow, Content, Sir, *sblood ſhe ſhall be content 

Lane. Come then away, or now, or neyer come. Whether ſhe will of no. A rattle-baby come to follow me? | 

Luce, This way I turn, go you unto your Fealt, Go, get you gone to the greaſy chuff your Father, 
And Ito weep, that am with grief oppreſt. Bring me your Dowry, or never look on me. 

Lanc. For ever fly my ſight : come, Gentlemen, Fath. Sir , ſhe hath forfook her Father; and all her 
Let's in, Il] help you to far better Wives than her. Friends for you, 
Delia, upon my bleſſing talk not to her, Flow. Hang thee, her Friends and Father altogether. 

| Baſe Baggage, in ſuch haſte to Beggery ? Fath. Yet part with ſomething to provide herLodging. 

Unc. Sheriff, take your Priſoner to your charge. Flow, Yes, | mean to part with her and you, but if'l 

Flow, Uncle, Be-gad you' have us'd me very hardly, | part with one Angel, hang me at a Poſt. I'll rather 
By my troth, upon my Wedding-Day. throw them at a calt of Dice, as I have done a thouſand 

of their fellows. 
Exeunt all : Young Flowerdale, his Father, Uncle,  Fath. Nay then I will be plain, degenerate Boy, 
Sheriff, and Officers. Thou hadit a Father would have been aſhamed. 
Flow. My Father was an Aſs, an old Afs. 
Luce, O, Maſter Flowerdale, but hear me ſpeak, Fath. Thy Father ? proud licentious Villain : 
Stay but a little while, good Maſter Sheriff, What are you at your foils? T'll foil with you. 
If not for him, for my ſake pitty him: Luce. Good Sir, forbear him. . 
Good Sir, ſtop not your Ears at my complaint, Fath. - Did not this whining Woman hang on me 
My Voice grows weak, for Womens words are faint. | I'd teach thee what it was to abuſe, thy Father : 

Flow. Look you, ſhe kneels to you. Go hang, beg, ſtarve, Dice, Game, that when all is gone, 

Unc, Fair- Maid, for you, Ilove you with my heart, | Thou may'ſt after deſpair and hang thy ſelf. | 
And grieve, ſweet Sodl, thy Fortune is ſo bad, Lace. O do not Curſe him. 
That thou ſhould'ſt match with ſuch a graceleſs Youth, Fath. 1 do notCurſe him,and to pray for him were vain, | 
Go to thy Father, think not upon him, «+ lt grieves me that he bears his Fathers name. 


Whom Hell hath mark*'d to be the Son of ſhame. 


Flow, Well, you old Raſcal, I ſhall meet with you : 
Luce, Impute his wildneſs, Sir, unto his youth, 


| Sirrab, get you gone, 1-will not ſtrip the Liyery 


And think that now is the time hedoth repent; Over your Ears, becauſe you paid for it : 

Alas, what good or gain can you receive, - But do not uſe my name, Sirrah, 

To impriſon him that nothing hath to pay ? Do you hear? Look you do not 

And where nought is, the King doth loſe his due, Uſe my name, you were beſt. 

O pitty him as God ſhall pitty you, Fath. Pay me the twenty pound then that I lent you, |j 
Unc, Lady, I know his humours all too well, Or give me ſecurity when 1 may have it. 

And nothing in the World can do him good, Flow. Il pay thee not a penny, 


Buc miſery it ſelf to chain him with.  - _ * | And for ſecurity, Pll give thee none. 
Luce. Say that your Debts were paid, then is he free ? | Minckins, look you do not follow me, look you do not : 
Unc, I, Virgin, that being anſwered, 1 have done. If you do, Beggar, I ſhall lit your noſe. | 


But to him thar is all as inipoſlible, Lace. Alas, what ſhall I do ? 
As 1 to ſcale the high Piramidies. Flow. Why turn Whore, that's a good trade, 
Sheriff, take your Priſoner, Maiden, fare thee well. And ſo perhaps PII ſee thee now and then. | 
Luce. O go not yet, good Maſter Flowerdalc : CExu Flowerdale. 
Take my word for the Debt, my word, my Bond. Luce. Alas-the-day that ever I was born. 
Flow. I, by God, Uncle, and my Bond too, Fath. Sweet Miſtreſs, do not weep, Pll ſtick to you. 
Luce. Alas, I ne*'re ought nothing but I paid it ; Luce. Alas, my Friend, I know not what to do, 
And 1 can work, alas, he can do nothing : My Father and my Friends, they have deſpiſed me : 
| bave ſome Friends perhaps will pitty me, And I a wretched Maid, thus caſt away, 
His chiefeſt Friends do ſeek his miſery. Knows neither where to go, nor what to ſay. 
All that I can, or beg, get, or receive, Fath.-It grieves me at the Soul, to ſee her tears 
Shall be for you: Odo nottutn away : Thus ſtain the Crimſon Roſes of her Cheeks : 
Me thinks within a Face fo reverent, Lady, take comfort, do not mourn in vain, 
50 well experienced in this tottering World, [ have a little living in this Town, 
Should have ſore feeling of a Maidens =_ : The which | think comes to a hundred — 
For my fake, bls Fathers and your Brothers ſake, All that and more ſhall be at your diſpoſc y 
I, for yonr Souls ſake that doth hope for joy, ['ll ſtrait go help you to ſome ſtrange diſguiſe, 8 
Pitty my ſtate, do not two Souls deſtroy. And place you in a ſervice in this Town : 
Unc. Fair Maid, ſtand up, not in regard of him, Where you ſhall know all, yet your ſelf unknown : 
But in pitty of thy hapleſs choice, Come grieve no more, where no help can be had, 
I do releaſe him : Maſter Sheriff, I thank you : Weep not for him, that is more worſe than bad. 
And Officers, there is for you to drink. Lace. | thank you, Sir, 


Here, Maid, take this money, there is a hundred Angels ; 
| And for 1 will be ſure he ſhall not have it, Ttt 3 Enter | 
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Enter Sir Lancelot, Maſter Weathercock and them. 


' Oh, Well, cha abig zerved many a fluttiſh trick, 
But ſuch a lerripoop as thick yeh was ne're a farved. 
| YLexce, Son ( iv:t, Daughter Frances, bear with me, 
[You fee how. Lam preſſed down with inward grief, 
;Abour that luckle(s Girl, your Siſter Luce. 
'But *tis faln out with me, as with many families beſide, 
They are moſt ugbappy, thatare moſt beloved, 
Ov. Father, *tis ſo, 'tiseven faln our ſo, : 
But what remedy ? ſet band to your heart,and let it paſs, 
Here is your Daughter Fraxces and I, and we'll not ſay, 
We'll bring farth-as witty Children, but as pretty 
Childcen as:ever fhe-was: tho ſhe had the prick 
And praiſe for a pretty wench : But Father, done is 
The mouſe, you'll come ? 

Lance. I, S0R Curt, Vie come. 

({v. And you, Malter Olrver ? MES 

Ohz. 1, far che a vext outthis veaſt, chil ſee if a gag 
Make a better vealt there, 

Gv. And yeu, Sir Arthur ? 

Av. 1, Sir, although my heart be full, 
I'\e be a paztaer at your wedding feaſt. 


are you ready ? 
Fran, Jeſhye, how 
Father, pray taGod to bleſs me. 


ſend you both joy, L wiſh it with wet Eyes. 

Fran. But, Father, ſhall not my Siſter Deha go along 
with us ? She is excellent good at Cookery, and ſuch 
things. 

Lance, Yes marry ſhall ſhe : Delia, make you ready, 
Deli. Iam ready, Sir, I will firſt go ta Greenwich, 
From thence to my Couſin Cheſterfeld, and fo to Lon- 


don. 4 
Gv, It ſhall ſaffice, good Siſter Delia, it ſhall ſuffice, 
but fail us nat, good Silter, give. order to Cooks, and o- 
—_— for | would not have my ſweet Frank to foil her 
ers. 
= No by my troth not, a Gentlewoman, and a 


And Kitchin-boys, not I, i'Faith, [ ſcorn. that. 
Civ. Why, 1 do not mean they ſhalt, ſweet heart, thou 
ſeeſt I do not go about it : well, farewel too:: You Gods 
pitty Mr. Weathercock,, we ſhall have your company too ? 
Wea. Withal my heart, for I love gaod cheer, 
Civ. Well, Gad be with you all, come, Frank, | 
Fra, God be with you, Father, God be with you, Sir 
Arthur, Naſter Oliver, and Maſter Weatherceck, Siſter, 
God be with you all : God be with you, Father, God be 
with you every one. | 
Wea, Why, how now, Sir «Arthur, all a mort, Maſter 
Oliver, how now,man ? 
Cheerly, Sir Lancelot, and merrily ſay, 
Who can hald thai will away. 
Lance, I, ſhe is gone indeed, poor Girl, undone, 
But when theſe be ſel-willed, Children mult ſmart. 
* Ar, But, Sir, that ſhe is wranged, You arethe chiefeſt 
cauſe, therefore 'tis reaſg you redreſs her wrong. 
' Wea. Indeed you multi Sir Lancet, you mult. 

Lance. Muſt? who can compel me, Mr. Weathercock, ? 
| hope Iahay do what 1 liſt, , | "FP 
Wea. | grant you may, you may do what you lift. 
Oli. Nay, but and you be well evifen, it were not good, 
By this vrampolneſs, and veowardnelſs, to call away 
As prety a dowſlabel, as am chould chance to ſee 
In a ſummers day: chil tell you what chall do, 
Chil go ſpy up and down the Town, and fee if I 
Can hear any tale or tidings of ber, 
And take her away from thick a mefſel, vor cham 
Aſhured, heel but bring her to the ſpoil, 
And fo var you well, we ſhall meet at your Son Civets, 


Civ. And welcom all indeed, and welcom,come, Franck, | 
baſty theſe Husbands are, I pray, | 
Lance. God bleſs thee, and L do: God make thee wie, | 


married Gentlewoman toe, ta be companion to Cooks, | 


| Lance, | Uiauk you, Sir, 1 take it very kindly, 
Artz, To hind her out, I'le ſpend my deareſt blood. 


So well 1 loved her, to affeft her good, 
Lance. O Maſter Weathercock,, 
What hap had I, to force my Daughter. 
From Maſter Olzver, and this good Koight . 
To one that hath no goodneſs in his chought? 
Wea. II lack, but what remedy ? 
Lance. Yes, I havealmoſt deviſed a remedy, 
Young Flowerdale is ſhure a Priſoner. 
Wea. Shure, nothing more ſhure, 
Lance. And yet perbaps his Unkle bath releafed him, 
Wea. It may be very like, no aoubt he bath, 
Lance, Well if he be in Priſon, Plc have warrants 
Totache my Daughter till the law be tried, 
For I will ſhue him upon cozenage, 
Wea. Marry may you, and overthrow him tag. 
Lance. Nay that's not ſo; I may chance be ſcoft, 
And ſentence paſt with him. | | 
Wea. Believe me, ſo he may, therefore take heed, 
Lance, Well howſgever, yet I will have warrants, 
In Priſon, or at Liberty, all's one : 
| You will hel pto ferve them, Maſter Weathercock ?” 


[Execunt omnes, 
| Enter Flowerdale. 


' Flo. A plagueof the Devil, the Devil take the dice. 
| The dice, and the Devil, and his dam go together : 
Of all my hundred golden angels, 

I have not left me one denier : 

A pox of come a five, what ſhall I do? 

I can borrow no mpre of my credit : 

There's not any of wy acquaintance, man, nor boy, 
But I have borrowed more or leſs of : 

I would 1 knew where to take a purſe, 

And goclear away, by this light Pie venture for it, 
Gods lid my Siſter Deka, = 

\ Ple rob hes, by this band. 


| Enter Delia «nd Axtichoake 


Delia, 1 prethee, Artichok, go not fo fall, 
The weather is hot, and 1 am jomething weary. 
Art, Nay I warrant you,milſtreſs Deb«,1'le not tire you 
With leading, we'll go an extream moderate pace. . 
Flow. Stand, deliver your purſe. 
Art. QO Lord, thieves, thieves. LExie Artichoak, 
Flow. Come, come, your purſe, _ ur purſe. 
Delia. That voice ] have heard often before this time, 
What, Brother Flowerdale become a thief ? 
Flow. I, a plague on't, I thank your Father z 
But Siſter, come, your money, come : 
What the world muſt find me, I am born to live, 
'Tis not a ſin to ſteal, when gone will give. 
Delia, O God, is all grace baniſht from thy heart, 
Think of the ſhame that doth attend this fac. 
Flow. Shame me no ſhames, come give me your purſe, 
Ple bind you, Siſter, leſt I fare the worſe. 
Delia. No, bind me not, bold, there is all I have, 
And would that maney would redeem thy ſhame. 


Enter Oliver, Sir Arthur, *d Artichoak, 


Arti. Thieves, thieves, thieves. 9 

Ol. Thieves,where man ? why how now, miſtreſs Dela, 
Ha you a liked to been a robbed ? 

Delia, No, Maſter Oliver, *tis Maſter Flowerdale, he did 
but jeſt with me. ; 

Oliv. How, Flowerdale , that ſcoundrel? ſirrah , you 
meten us well, vang the that, 

Flow. Well, Sir, le not meddle with you, becauſe | 


have a charge. 
Delia. 


[Exeunt both, 


| 
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Delia. Here Brother Flowerdale, Ik lend you this ſame 
money. 
Flow. I thank you, Siſter, 
Oliv. 1 wad you were yplit, and you let the mezel have 
a penny ; bur ſince you cannot keep it,chil keep it my ſel. 
Art, *Tis pity to relieve him 1a this ſort, 
Who makes a triumphant life his daily ſport. 
Deke. Brother, you (ce howall men cenſuce you, 
Farewel, and | pray God amend your life, 
Oliv. Come, chil bring you along, and you ſafe enough 
From twenty ſuch ſcoundrells as thick an one is, 
Farewel and be hanged, zyrrah, as Ithiak fothou 
Wilg be ſhortly, come, Sir Arthur, 
[Exeunt all but Flowerdale. 
_ Flaw. A plague go with you tor a karke raſcal : 
This Devonſbure man I think is made all of Pork, 
His hands made only for to heave up packs: 
His beart as fac and big as bis face, 
As differing far from all brave gallant minds, 
As I to ſerve the Hoggs, and drink with Hinds, 
As | am very near now : well what remedy, 
When money, means, and friends, do grow ſo ſmall, 
Thea farewel life, and there's an end of all. 
[_Exeunt omnes. 


Exter Father, Luce hke a Dutch Frow, Civet, 
and his wife Miſtreſs Frances, 


Civ, By my troth God a mercy far this, good Chrsſtopher, 
| thank thee for my maid, like her very well,how dolt thou 
like her, Frances ? 

Fran. In good ſadneſs, Tom, very well, excellent well, 
She ſpeaks ſo prettily, I pray what's your name? 

Luce, My name, forſooth, be called T amkzn. 

Fran, By my troth a fine name: O Tawmkzn, you are ex- 
celleat for dreſling ones head a new faſhion. 

Lace. Me fall do every ting about da head. 

Civ. What Country woman is ſhe, Keſter ? 

Fath. A Dutch woman, Sir. 

Civ. Why then the is outlandiſh, is ſhe not? - 

Fath. I, Sir, ſhe is. 

Fran. O then thou canſt tell how to help me to cheeks 
and Ears? 

Luce, Yes, miſtreſs, very vell. | 

Fath. Cheeks and ears, why, miſtreſs Frances, want you 
cheeks and ears? methinks you have very fair ones. 

Fran, Thou art a Fool inded, Tow, thou knowelt what 
[ mean, 

Civ. I, 1, Kefter, *tis ſuch as they wear a their heads, 1 
prethee, Kit, have her in, and ſhew her my houſe, 

Fath. 1 will, Sir, come T anikyn, | 

Fran, O Tom, you have not buſſed me to day, Tom. 

Civ, No Frances, we mult not kiſs afore folks, 

God fave my Franck, , 


Enter Delia, and Artichoak. 


See yonder, my Siſter Dea is come, welcome, good Siſter, 
Fran, Welcome, good Siſter, how dg you like the tixe 
of my head? 
| Dekia, Very well, Siſter. ; 
| Cw. Lam glad you're come, Siſter Delia, to give order 
for Supper, they will be here ſoon. 
Arti. 1, but if good luck had not ſerved, ſhe had 
Nat been here now, filching Flowerdale had like 
To pepper'd us, but for maſter Oliver, we had been 
robbed, 


Delia. Peace, firrah, no more. 

Fath. Robbed ! by whom ? ; 

Arti, Marry by none but by Flogerdale, he is turned 
thief. 

Civ. By my faith, but that is not well, but God be praiſed 
For your eſcape, will you draw near, Siſter ? 

Fath. Sirrah, come hither, would Flowerdale, he that 


maſter. 


no more of this. 
Arti. Not I,not a word, now dot finell knavery 
lnevery purſe Flowerdale takes, he is half: 
And gives me this to keep counſel, not a word L. 
Fath., Why God a Mercy, 


Civ. How do youlike her, Siſter 
Del. 1 like your maid well. 


direftions for ſupper,guelts will be tiere preſently. 


Hack you, Dutch Frow,a word. | 

Luce. Vat is your yill wit me? 

Del. Siſter Luce, 'tis not your broken language; 
Nor this ſame habit, cag diſguiſe your face 


Lace. Silter, | ſee you know me, yet be fecret : 
This borrowed ſhape that | have tane upon me; 
[s but to keep my ſelf a ſpace unknown, 
Both from my Father, and my nearelt triends : 
'Uatil I ſee how time will bring to pals, ' 
The deſperate courſe of Maſter Flowerdale. 


And It not once thy heart to think on bim. 


Imagine yet, that he is worſe than nought : 

Yet one lovers time may all that ill undo, 

That all his former life did run into. 7 . 
Therefore, kind Siſter, do not diſcloſe my eſtate, 
lfe're his heart doth turn, *tis ne*re too late. 


[le not diſcloſe you, that art wilful bligd. 
My Sifber Frances, neither fair nor wiſe. ' [ 


| have palled the very utmoſt bounds of ſhifting, 
| have nocourſe now but to hang my ſelf : 

| have lived ſince yeſterday two a clock, of a 
Spice-cake I had at a bnrial : and for drink, 

| got it at an Ale-houſe among Portecs, ſuch as 
Will bear outa man, if he bave no mony indeed. 
| mean out of their companies, for they are men 
Of good carriage. Who comes here ? 


Me an Angel between you both, you know you 
Won a hundred of me the other day. 


Penny within an hour after thou wert gone. 
['le pay you again, as Iam a Gentleman. 


| wonder at it, Mr. Flowerdale, 

| You will fo careleſly undo your ſelf: 

Why you will loſe more money in an hour, 
Chan any honeſt man ſpends ina year z 
For ſhame betake you to ſame honeſt Trade, 


Flow. A Vagabond indeed, more villains you : 


—_ ———. m_—_—_ 
—_—_——— 


| was my maſter, a robbed you, I prethee tell me true dh | 
Arti, Yes i'Faith, even that Flowerdale, that was thy 


Fath, Hold thee, there is a French Crown, and ſpeak, 


Fran. Siſter, look here, 1have a new Dutch maid; 
And ſhe ſpeaks ſo fine, it wopk do pou heart good. _ _ . | 


4 
Cv, Well, dear Silicr, will you draw near, and give 


Del. Yes, Brotaer, leadthe way, Ple follow-youe - . 
[ Exeunt abut Delia and Luce. 


From I that know you, pray tell me, what means this? 


Del. Ohe is worſe than bad, I prithee kave him, - | 
Luce, Do not perſmade me once to ſuch a thought; | 


Del. Well, ſeeing ng counſel can remove your mind, 


Luce. Deka. | thank you, I now mult pleaſe her Eyesy | 


Flow, On goes he that knowsnoend of his journey,” | | 


The two Cony-catchers, that won all my mony of me. 


Rafe. How, an Angel ? God damn us if we loſt not every 
Flo. | prithee lend me ſo much as will pay for my ſupper; | 
Rafe. VFaith, we have nota farthing, note wite : 


And live not thus ſo like a Vagabond. [ Exeunt both. | 


T 


—_—_— 
* # * 


l 


Vle try if they'll lend meany. Pr 0 
: | AA 
Enter Dick and Rafe: = E527) | 
OS foe 
What Mr. Richard, how do you? "Fro | 
| How do®ſt thou, Rafe gar Fre the world 
| Grows bare with me, will you do as much as lend - 


They 


—CC—————_ ——— 
Md _ 


 _ 
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They gave me counſel that firſt cozen'd me : 
Thoſe Devils firſt brought me to this I am, 
And being thus, the ficit that do me wrong, 
Wel,, yet | have one Friend left in ſtore. 
Not far from hence there dwells a Cokatrite, 
One that | ficft put in a Sattin gown, 


- 1] And not a tooth that dwells within her head, 


But ſtands meat the leaſt in ewenty pound : 
Her will | viſit now my Coya is gone, 

And as [ take it here dwells the Gentlewoman, 
What ho, is Miſtris Apriceck within ? 


| ' Enter Ruffin, 


Ruff. What ſawcy Raſcal is that which knocks fo bold, 
O, is it you, old ſpend. thrift ? are you here ? 
One that is turned Cozener about the town : 
My Miſtris ſaw you, and ſends this word by me, 
Either be packing quickly from the door, 
Or you ſhall have ſuch a greeting ſent you ſtraight, 


| As you will little like on, you had beſt be gone. 


Flow. Why ſo, this is as it ſhould be, being poor, 
Thus art thou ſerved by a vile painted whore. 
Well, ſince thy damned crew do ſo abuſe thee, 
[le try of honeſt men, how they will uſe me. 


Enter an ancient Citizen. 


Sir, I beſcech you to take compaſſion of a man ; 
One whoſe Fortunes have- been better than at this inſtant 
they ſeem to be : but if I might crave of you ſo much little 
portion, as would bring me to my friends, 1 would reſt 
thankful, until L had requited fo great a curteſie. 
Citiz. Fie, fie, young man, this courſe is very bad, 
Too many ſuch have we about this City ; 
Yet for I have not ſeen you in this ſorr, 
Nor. noted you-to be a common beggar, 
Hold, there's an Angel to bear your charges 
Down, go to your friends, do not on this depend, 
Such bad beginnings oft have worſer ends. LCExi Cit. 
Flow. Worſer ends: nay, if it fall our 
No worſe than in old Angels 1 care not, 
Nay, now I have had ſuch a fortunate begipning, 


| Vie not let'a lix-penny purſe eſcape me : 


By the Maſs, here comes another, 
Enter a Citizens wife with a Torch before ber. 


God bleſs you, fair.Miſtris. 

Now would it pleaſe you, Gentlewoman, to look into the 
wants of a poor Gentleman, a younger Brother, I doubt 
not but God will treble reſtore it back again, one that 
never before this time demanded penny, balf-penny, nor 
farthing. 

Cits. Wife. Stay, Alexander, now by my troth a very pro- 
per man, and tis great pity : hold, my friend, there's all 
the money I have about me, a couple a ſhillings, and God 
bleſs thee. 

Flow. Now God thank you, ſweet Lady : if you have 
any Friend , or Gardenzhouſe, where you may imploy a 
poor Gentleman as your friend, I am yours to command in 
all ſecret ſervice. 

Citi. Wife, | thank you, good friend, I prithee let me ſee 
that again I gave thee, there is one of them a braſs ſhilling, 
give me them, and here is half a Crown in gold. 

LHe gives it ber. 

Now out upon thee, Raſcal, ſecret ſervice : what doſt thou 

make of me? it were a good deed to have thee whipt : 

now | have my money again, Vle ſee thee hanged before 1 
give thee a penny: fecret ſervice : on,good Alexander. 

[Exeunt both, 

Flow. This is villainous luck, I perceive diſhoneſty 
Will not thrive : here comes more, God forgive me, 

Sir Arthyr, and Mr. Oliver, aforegod, Vle ſpeak to them, 


] 


— 


God ſave you, Sir Arthur : God fave you, Mr, Oliver. 

Otz. Been you there, Zirrab, come will you taken your 
ſelf to your tools, Coyſtrel ? 

' Flow. Nay, Mr. Oliver, Vle not fight with you, 
Alas, Sir, you know it was not my doings, 
it was only a Plot to get Sir Lancelot's Daughter : 
By God I never meantyou harm, | 

Ols. ' And whore is the Gentlewoman thy wife, Mezel? 
Whore is ſhe, Zirrah, ha ? 

Flow. By my troth, Mr. Olwer, ſick, very ſick ; 

And God is my Judge, I know not what means to make 
for her, good Gentlewoman. 
_ Oli, Tell me true, is ſhe ſick ? tell me true itch viſe thee, 

Flow. Yes Faith, I tell you true : Mr. Olver,if you would 
do me the ſmall kindneſs,bur to lend me fortyſhillings : $0 
God help me,l will pay you ſo ſoon as my ability ſhall make 
me able, as lam a Gentleman. 

Ol;, Well thou zaiſt thy wife is zick ; hold, theres vor. 
ty ſhillings, give it to thy wife, look thou give it her, or | 
ſhall zo veze thee,thou wert not zo vezed this zeven year, 
look to it. 

eArth, I'faith, Mr. Olwer, it is in vain 
To pive to him that never thinks of her, 

Ol, Well, would che could yvind it. 

Flow. 1 tell you true, Sir Arthur, as I am a gentleman, 

Ol:;, Well, farewel zirrah.: come, Sir eArthar. 

LExeunt both, 
——Ftow. By the Lord, this is excellent, 
Five golden Angels compaſt in an hour, 
If this trade hold, Ple never ſeek a new. 
Welcom, ſweet gold, and beggery adien. 


Enter Uncle and Father. 


Unc. See, Keſter, if you can find the Houſe, 

Flow, Who's here, my Uncle, and my man Keſter ? 
By the Mals *cis they. 

How do you, Uncle, how do'ſt thou, Kefter ? 
By my troth, Uncle, you muſt needs lend 

Me ſome money, the poor Gentlewoman 
My wife, ſo God help me, is very ſick, 

| was rob'd of the hundred Angels 

Yon gave me, they are gone. 

Une, I,they are gone-indeed, come, Keſter, away. 

Flow. Nay, Uncle, do you hear ? good Uncle. 

Une. Out Hypocrite, 1 will not hear thee ſpeak, 
Come, leave him, Xeſter. 

Flow. Keſter, honeſt Keſter. 

Fath. Sir, I have nought to ſay to you, 
Open the door to my kin, thou had'ſt beſt 
Lockt faſt, for there's a falſe knave without. 

Flow. .You are an old lying Raſcal, 

So you are, CExennt both. 
Enter Luce. 


Luce. Vat is de matter, Vat be you, yonker ? 

Flow, By this light a Dutch Frow, they ſay they are 
calPd kind, by this light Ple try her. 

Luce. Vat be you, yonker, why do you not ſpeak ? 

Flow. By my troth, ſweet heart, a poor Gentleman that 
would deſire of yo, if it ſtand with your liking, the bounty 
of your purſe, 


Enter Father. | 


Luce, O hereGod, ſo young an Armine. 

Flow. Armine, ſweet-heart, I know not what you meaL | 
by that, but I am almoſt a beggar, 

Luce. Are you nat a married man, vere 
Here is all I have, take dis. 

Flow. What gold, young Frow ? this is brave. 

Fath. If he have any grace, he'll now repent. 

Luce. Why ſpeak you not, vere be your vite ? 


been your Vife ? 


Flow. 


—————————— 


[ 
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Flow. Dead, dead, (he's dead, *tis ſhe hath undone me ? 
Spent me all 1 had, and kept Raſcals under my Noſe to 
brave me. 

Luce. Did you uſe her vell ? | 

Flow, Uſe her, there's never a Gentlewoman in -Eng- 
land could be: better uled than 1 did her; 1 could but 
Coach;her; her Diet ſtood me in forty ponnd a month, 
but ſhe is dead and inher Grave, mycares are buried. 

Luce. ladeed dat vas not ſcone. | 

Fath. He is turged more Devil than he was before. 

Flow. Thou do'ſt belong to Maſter Civee here, © do'ſt 
thou not ? =— 

Luce. Yes, me do. | 

Flow. Why there's it, | there's not a handful of Plate 
But belongs to me, God's my Judge : 

If I had fuch a Wench as thou art, 
There's never «a man in Exgleand would make more 
Of her, than 1 wauld do, io ihe had any ſtock. 


— — 


{They call within. 
O why Taniksn. 
Luce, Stay, one doth call, I ſhall come by and by 
again. 


Flow. By this hand,this Dutch wench is in love with me, 
Were it not admiral to make her ſteal | 
All Caver's Plate, and run away. 
Fath. *T were bealtly. O Maſter Flowerdale, 
Have you no fear of God, nor Conſcience : 
What do you mean, by this vite courſe you take? 
Flow. What do | mean? why, to live, that I mean. | 
Fath, To live in this ſort, fie upon the courſe, | 
Your Life doth ſhow, you are a very Coward. 
Flow. A Coward, I pray in what? 
Fath, Why you will borrow &x-pence ofa Boy. 
Flow. *S nails, is there ſuch. a Cowardice in-that? 1' 
dare borrow it of a Man, I, and of the tailteſt Man in 


' 


England, if he will lendit me: Let me borrow it how 1 


can, and let them come by it how they dare. And it is| 
well kaown, I might cideouta hundred times if I woald,' 
ſol might. | | 

Fath. It was not wantof will, but Cowardice, 
There is none that lends to you, but know they gain: 
And what is that but only. ſtealth in you? 33 
Delia might hang you now, did not her heart 
Take pitty of you for ber Siſters @ke. | 
Go get you bence, leſt lingering kere you Ray, 
You fall into theig hands you look not-for. 

Flow. VIl tarry here, till the Dutch Frow #1] 
Comes, ifall the Devils ig Hell were here. {Exit Father. | 


Enter Sir Lancelot, after Weathercock, 
and Artictroak 


— 


” M__—_———— 


. 
—_— ——_— 


Lanc, Where is the Door ? are we nat paſt it, Arti- 
choak ? : | | 
Art; By Ov Maſs bere's one, 
PIl ask him, do you heer, Sir ? | | 
What, are you ſo uu 2? do you hear, which is the way 
To Maſter Civer's Honfe ? what, will you not ſpeak ? 
O me, this is filching Flaverdale. - 
Lanc. O wouderful, is this lewd Villain bere ? 
O you cheating Regue, you Cut-Purſey Cony-Catcher, 
What Ditch, you Villdin, is my Daughters Grave ? 
A cozening Raſcal, that muſt muke a Will, 
Take on him that ſtrift habit, very that : 
When be (hould turn 60 Anget, a dying grace, 
P11 Father-in Law you, Sir, Pi make a Will: 
Speak, Villain, where's my Daughter ? 
Poyſoned, I warrant you, or knocked a the Head: 
And to abuſe good Maſter Weathercock, with 
His forged Will, and Maſter Weathercock,, 
To make-my grounded reſolution, 
Then to abuſe the Devonſhire Gentleman : 
Go, away with him to Priſon. ; 
Flow. Wherefore to Priſon? Sir, I will not go. 


$ SI 


——_—_— —_ _— 


'n! 


Nv doubt to rob you'of your Plate « | 
| I'll have you led away to Priſon, Try Ik, o | 
; | Lace, 1 am no Trull, neither Outlandiſh Frow, : | 

| Nor he, nor I ſhall to the Priſon go : 


Enter « Maſter Civet, his Wife, Oliver, Sir Arthur, 


Father, Uncle, and Delia. 


Lanc, O here's his Uncle, 
Welcome, Gentlemen, welcome all: _ 
Such a Cozener, Gentlemen, u Murderer tov - 
For any thing | know, my Daughter is'mifling, 


Harh been looked for, cannot be fottd; © vild pon thee, 
> be vile, 
Therefore, in Gods name, do with him what you-will. 


Unc. He is my Kinſman, although his life 


Lavc. Marry'to Priſon. 


Come, Uncle, I know you'll Bail me, 
Unc, Not I, were rheremo more, 

Than I the Jaylor, thow the'Priſoner. 
Lanc, Go, wway. with him, 


Enter Luce like a Frow. 
Luce, O my Life, where will you ha de Man ? 


Vat ha de yonker done ? 


Wea, : Woman, he bath kilPd his Wife. 


Lancs: His Wife, dat is not good, datis not ſeen. 
Lani: Hang wot upon him, Huſwife, if you do Nl Yay 

| you by him. VALE oe "IVEY 
* Lice, Have mb no; "atd or way doyon have him, © | 


He tell me dat he love me heartil 
Fran. Lead YWay 
you ſuffer rhyr ? 


Skin between any mans Brows bexe. 
Lanc. Go to, your bath Fools: * 
Son Civet, of my Life thisiz # Plot, 
Some ſtragling counterfetprofer'd and ſen 
{+ 


Know you tne now ? nay never ſtand amazed. 
Father, I know 1 have offended you, 


| And though thas duty wills me bend my Knees 


To you in ty and obedience; 
Yet this wayesdo I turn, and to him yield 
My love, my duty, and tny huthbleneſs.  - - 


Lanc. Baſtard ih nature, kneelto ſech a Slave ? 


Luce. O Maſter Flowerdale, if too much grixf 


| Have not'ſtopt up the Orgabs of your Voice, 


Then ſpeak to her that is thy faithful Wite, 
Or doth contempt of me thus tie thy tongye : 
Turn not away, I am no Zthiop, 

No watiten Croſſed, not & changing Heller : 
But rather one made wretched by thy loſs. 
What turn'ſt thou ſtill from me? O then 
kgueſs the wofalPſt among hapleſs men, 


| Flow. I am indeed, Wife, wonder among Wives ! | 
Thy Chaſtity and Vertue hath infuſed 
| Another Soul in me, red with defame, 


For in my bluſhing Cheeks is ſeen my ſhame. 


Lanc. Out Hyporrite, 1 charge thee truſt him not. 


Luce. Not truſt him, by the hopes after bliſs, 
| know no ſorrow can be compar'd to his. 


Lanc. Well, ſince thou wert ordain'd to Begpgery, 


Follow thy Fortune, I defy thee. 


Ok. Ywood che were ſo well ydouſſed as was ever white | 
Cloth in tocking mill, an che ha not made me weep. 


Fath, If he hath any grace he'll now repent. 


Flow. Wherefore to Priſon, ſaick-up? lowe you ol 


Larc. Bring forth my Daughter then, 'away with him. 
| Flow, 'Goſeck your Duvghter, whar do/youllay toy 
| charge? + - : ; 
Lanc, Suſpition of mutder, go, away with him. 

Flow.” Murder your Dogs, I'murder yotr Daughtet ? 


y. 
wy Maid to Prifon, why, Tow, will 


Civ. No,” by your leave, Father, ſhe is no V: | 
She is my Wives Chamber-maid, and as tric as the © 


' 


| 
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| Arth. It moves my heart, | Fath, Sir, what is your Daughters dower wotth ? 
1 Wee. By my troth1 muſt weep, I cannot chooſe. - Lance. Had ſhe been married to an honeſt man, 
1 Unc. None but a beaſt would tuch a maid miſuſe. [t had been better than a thouſand pound. 
4 Flow. Content thy ſelf, 1 hope to win his favour, Fath. Pay it him, and Vie give you my bond, 
* JAndtoredeem my r«putation loſt : - To make her joynture better worth than three, 
| And, Gentlemen, beheve me, 1 beſeech you, Lanc. . Your bond, Sir ! why what are you ? 
| _ your Eyes ſhall behold ſuch change, Fatb.. One whoſe word-in London though I ſay it, 
As ſhall decetye your expeCtation, | Will pefs there for asmuch as yours, 
Ob, 1 would che were ſplit now, but che believe him. Lan. Wert not thou late that uathrifcs ſerving-man ? 
' Lan, How, believe him, Fath. Look 6n me better, now my ſcar is off; 
Wea.. By the Matkins, I do, Nere muſe man at this metamorphoſie, 
Lan. What do you think that e'ce he will have grace ? Lance, Maſter Flowerdalc. 
- Wea. By. my Faith it will go hard. | Flow. My Father, O | ſhame to look on him, 
1 Ok. Well,che vor ye he is changed : and, Mr.Flowerdale, | Pardon, dear Father, the follies that are palt. 


in hope you been ſo, hold there's vorty pound toward your | Fath. Son, Son, | do, and joy at this thy change, 
zetting up.: what be not aſhamed, vang it man, vang it, be | And applaud thy Fortune in'this vertuous Maid, 


Ja gc usband, Joven to your Wife; and you ſhall not | Whom Heaven hath ſent to thee to ſave thy Soul. 
{ want for yorty more, 1 che vor thee. Luce, This addeth joy to joy, high Heaven be prais'd, 
«<Arth, My means are little, but if you'll follow me, | .Weat. Mr. Flowerdale, welcom from Death, good Mr, 
[ will inftru&t you in my ableſt power : Flowerdale, 
But to your Wife [ give this- Diamond, 'T was ſaid fo here, *cwas ſaid fo here good Faith. 
} And prove true Diamond fair in all your life. Fath. I caus'd that rumour to be ſpread my ſelf, 
Flow. Thanks, good Sir Arthar,.: Mr, Oliver, _. Becauſe I'd ſee the humours of my Son, 
You being my Enemy, and grown ſo kind, Which to relate the circumitance is needleſs : 
Binds me in all endeavour to reſtgre, And Sirrah, ſee you run no more-in to that ſame diſeaſe; 
Ols, Whar, reſtore me no reſtorings, man, For he that's once cured of that maladie, | 
[ have yorty pound more here, vang it : Of Riot, Swearing, Drunkenneſs, and Pride, | 
Zouth chil devie London elſe : what, do not think me And falls again into the like diſtreſs, 


A Merzel or a Sconndrel; to throw away my Money ? | That fever isdeadly, doth till Death endure: 
che have-an hundred pound more to pace of any good | Such men die mad as ofa calenture, 
ſpotation : I hope your under and your Uncle will vollow | Flow. Heaven helping me, I'le hate the courſe as Hell, 


my zamples. Une. Say it, and do it Couſin, all is well. ' 
Une. You have gueſt right of me, if he leave off this | - Lay. Well, being in hope you'll prove an honeſt man, 
courſe of life, he ſtiall be mine Heir. | [ take you to my favour. Brother Flowerdale, 
'. Lan. But he ſhall never get agroat of me z Welcom with all my heart: I fee your care 
| A Cozener, a Deceiver, one that kilPd his painfot + . | Hath brought theſe ats to this concluſion, | 
Father, honeſt Gentheman, that paſſed the fearful And Iam gladof it, comelet's in and feaſt. 
Danger of the Sca, to get him living and maintain him |. Of. Nay zoft you a while, you promiſed to make 
brave. = Sir eFrthur and me amends, here is your wiſeſt 
Wea. What hath he kill'd his Father ? Daughter, ſee which an's ſhe*ll have. 
Lance. I, Sir, with conceit of his vile courſes. Lan. A Gods name, you have my good will, get hers, | 
Fath. Sir, youare miſinſormed. Oli. How ſay you then Damſe], tyters hate ? | 


Lan. Why, thou old knave, thou told'ſt me fothy ſelf. } Del, I, Sir, am yours. : : 
Fath. I wrong'd him then : Ol;, Why, then fend for a Vicar, and chil have it 


And toward my Maſter's Stock, Sd Diſpatched in a trice, ſo chil. . 
There's twenty Nobles for to make amends. Del. Pardon me, Sir, I mean I am yours, 
Flow, No: Keſter, 1 have troubled thee, and wrong'd | In Love, in Duty, and affeCtion, 
thee more, But not to love as Wife, ſhall nere be ſaid, 
What thou in love gives, I in love reſtore. { Delia was buried, married, but a Maid. 
Fran. Ha, ha, Siſter, there you plaid bo-xeep with Arth, Do not condemn your ſelf for ever, 
Tom, what ſhall I give her toward houſhold ? Vertuous fair, you were born to love. 
Siſter Delis, ſhall I give her my Fan ? Oliver. Why you ſay true, Sir Arthur, ſhe was ybore 
Del. You were beſt ask your Husband. to it, 
Fre. Shall I, Tom ? © So well as her Mother : but I pray you ſhew us 
(7, 1, do, Frank, 1'le buy thee a new one, with a longer | Some zamples or reaſons why you will not marry ? 
handle, ! Del. No that | do condemn a married life, 
| Fran. A ruflet one, Tom. For *tis no doubt a ſantimonious thing: 
Civ, I with ruſſet Feathers. But for the careand croſſes of a Wife, 
Fran, Here, Siſter, there's my Fan toward houſhold, to | The trouble in this World that Children bring, 
keep you warm, My vow is in Heaven in Eafth to live alone, 
Luce, 1 thank you, Siſter. Husbands howſoever good, I will have none. 
Weath. Why this is well, and toward fair Laces Stock, | Ob, Why then, chil live a Batchelor too, ; 
here's forty ſhillings: and forty good ſhillings more , | Che zet not a.vig by a Wife, if a Wife zet not a vig 
{le give her, marry, Come Sir Larxcelot , I muſt have | By me : Come, ſhall's go to dinner ? - 
you Friends. Fath. Tomorrow I crave your companies in Mark-lane : 
Lance. Not I, all this is counterfeit, To night we'll frolick in Mr.Gver's Houſe, 
He will conſume it, were it a Million. And to each health drink down a full Carouſe 
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Sir Chriſtopher Hales. Chorus. 3H ani | 
Cardinal Wolſey. | A Poſt. 
Sir Thomas Moor. Meſſengers. | 
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Enter three Smiths, Hodge, and two other, 
old Cromwell sS mene 

Hodge. "me, Maſters, I think it be paſt five a 

Clock, Is it not time we were at work ? 

My old Maſter hell be ſtirring anon. ' 

1, Lcannot.te]l, whether my old Maſter 


will be ſtirring or no: but1 am fore 1 can hardly take my 
Afternoons nap, for my ydting Maſter Thomas, he keeps 
ſuch a quile in his ſtudy, with'the Sun, and the Moon, 
and the ſeven Stars, that ] do verily think he'll read ont 
his Wits. | 


| Hodge, He $kill of the Stars ? 
There's Goodman Car of Fulham 
He that carried us to the ſtrong Ale,where Goody Trundel 
Had her Maid got with Child : O, he knows the Stars, 
Hell tickle you Charles's Wain in nine degrees: 
That ſame man will teff Goady Trunde! 
When her Ale fhall miſcarry, only by the Stars. 
2, I, that'sa great Virtue indeed, I think Thomas 
Be no Body in compariſon to him. 
1. Well, Maiters, come, ſhall we to our Hammers ? 


II 
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Hodge. 1, content ;” firſt -ket's rake our Mornings 
Draught, and then to-work roundly, I 
2. l, agreed, goin; Hodge. [Exeunt omnes. | 


Enter yewng Cromwell. © 


Crom, Good Morrow, Morn, [do ſalute thy brightneſs, | 
The night ſeems tedious to my troubled Soul 
Whoſe black obſcurity: binds in my mind ' 
A thouſand ſundry cogitations : 
And now eAvwrora with a lively die, 
Adds comfort to my ſpirit that mounts on high. 
Too high indeed, my ſtate being ſo-mean : 
My ſtudy like a mineral of Gold, | 
Makes my heart proud, wherein my | 
My Books are all the wealth I do poſſeſs, | 
And unto them [ have ingag'd my heart; | 
O, Learning, how divine thou ſeem'ſt rome ! j 
Within whole Arms is all felicity. | 
Peace with your Hammers, leave your knocking there, 

[ Here within they mu#t beat with their F{ammers, 
You do diſturb my ſtudy and my reſt 


hope's igcoll'd; 


Leave off, | ſay, you mad me with the noiſe. 


i 


Enter 
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4 The Life and Death 4 


Enter Hodge, and the two Men. 


Hodge. Why, how now, Maſter Thomas, how now ; 
Will you not let us work for you ? . 
"Com, You fret my beart, with making of this noiſe. 

Hedge, How, fret your heart ? I but, 7; hbomas, you'll 
Fret your Fathers Purſe if you lett us fcom working. 

2. }, this'tis for him to make him a Gentleman ; 
Shall we leave work for your muſivg? that's well-i'faith ; 
But here comes my old Maſter now. 


Enter old Cromwell, 


Old Crom. You idle Knaves, 
ing now ? 


What are you,1 . Fo 
No Hammers ſling and my todo? 4+ 2? 
What, not a ſeat among your to day ? 


Hedge. Matry, Sir, your Son Thimas will ndt-let us 
Old Crom. Why Knave l ſay, 

Have I thus cark'd and car'd, 

And allto keep thee like a Gentleman, 

And doſt thou lett my Servants at their work ; 

That ſweat for thee, Knave ? lahour thus for thee ? - + 

Crem, Father, their Hammersdo offend my Study, 

Old Crom. Out of myDoors, Knave, if thou lik'ſt it not : 

[ cry you mercy,. are your Ears ſo fine ? 

trettrhee, Knave,” theſe get when T1 do ſleep 

[ will not have my Anvil ſtand for thee. 

Crom, There's money, Father, I will pay your men. 
[He throvgs Monty among them. 

Old Crom, Have I thus brought thee up unto my coſt, 

In hope that one day thou would'ſt relieve my Age, 

And art thon now ſo laviſhi.of\thyCoid, ' 

To ſcatter it among4heſe.idle Knayes?:' 


Crom, Father, be patient, and content your ſelf, 
The time will hg Vhiall 63 gold ; traſh : 
And here I ſpeak with a'pre Saul, © | 
To build a Palace where now thi tage ſtands, 
As fine as is King Henry's Houſe at Sheer. 
Old Crom, You build a Houſe ? 
You Knave, you'll be a Beggar ; 
Now afore God all is but caſt away 
That is beſtowed upon this thriftleſs Lad, 
Well, had I bound him to ſome honeſt Trade, 
This had not been; but it was his Mother?s doing, 
To ſend him to the Univerſity : ' $Y2K', | 
How? build a Houſe where now this Cottage ſtands, 
As fair as that at Shz#? he ſhattnor hear me, - -— 
A good Boy Tom, I con thee thank, Tow, 
Well ſaid Tew, Grammarcies Tom: 
In to your work, Knavesz hence ſaucy Boy. 
| | LExennt all but young Cromwell. 
Crom, Why ſhould my Birth 
Keep down my mbunting ſpirit? . 
Are not all Creatures ſubjeCt unto time ? 
To time, who:doth abuſe the World, 
And fills it full of hodge-podge Baſtardy ; 
| There's Legions now of Beggars on the Earth, 
That their original did ſpring from Kings, 
And many Monarchs now, whoſe Fathers were . 
| Theriff-raff of their Age z for time and fortune 
Wears out a noble train to Beggery ; 
And from the Dunghill minions do advance 
| To ſtate: and mark, in this admiring World 
' This is but courſe, which in the name of Fate 
{ Is ſeen as often as it whirls about : 
| The River'Thames that by our Door doth paſs, 
His firſt beginning is but ſmall and ſhallow, 
Yet keeping on his courſe grows to a Sea. 
And likewiſe Wolſcy, the wonder of our Age, 
His Birth as mean as mine, a Butchers Son ; 
Now who within this Land a greater man ? 


1 


I thank you,_pood Maſter Bowſer, 


| Then, Cromwell, cheer thee up, and tell thy Soul, 
That thou may'ſt live to flonriſh and controul, 


Enter old Cromwell. 


Old Crom, Tom Cromwell, what Tom | fay, 

Creom. Do you call, Sir? 

OfACrom, Here is Maſter Bowſer come to know if you 
have diſpatch'd his/Perition for the Lords of the Council, 
or neg. | 

(rom, Father, I have, pleaſe you to call him in. 

Old Crom, That*s well ſaid, Tom, a good Lad, Tom, 


Emer Maſter Bowſer, 


Bow, Now, Maſter Cromwell, have you diſpatch'd this 
Petition ? . BOY 3 
; Cronp, 1 ave, Sir, here it is, pleaſe you peruſe it, 
Bow: It ſhall notneed, we'll read it Fw by Water, 
And, Maſter Cromwell, I have made a motion 
May do you good, and if you like of it. 
Our Secretary at Antwerp, Sir, is dead, 
And the Merchants there have ſent to me, 
For to yew a man fit for the place: 
Now I do know none fitter than your felf, 
IF with yout liking it ſtand, Maſter Cromwell. 
(om. With all my heart, Sir, and I much am bound, 
In love and duty for your kindneſs ſhown, | 
Old Crom, Body of me, Tom, | 
Make haſte, leſt fome Body | 
Get between thee-and home, Tom. 


I thank you for my Boy, 

I thank you always, I thank you moſt heartily, Sir: | 

Ho, a Cuppf.Beer here for Maſter Bowſer, *' £h 
o— ſhall not need, Sir: Maſter Cronnyel!, will 

you go | THRET = 


Com, 1 will attend you, Sic. © '* 
Old Crom, Farewel, Tom, God bleſs thee, Tom, | 
God ſpeed thee, good Fom. |, DExennt one, 


Enter Bagot a Broker fobus 


Bag. I hope this ay is fatal unto ſome, 
And by their lofs muſt 'B got ſeek to gain... 

This is the Lodging of Maſter Frizkebal, 

A liberal Merchant, and a Florentine, \ 

To whom Bunifter owes & thouſand pound, > 

A Merchant-Bankrupt, whoſe Father was my Maſter. 
What do I care for pity or regard, 

He once was wealthy, but he now is faln, 

And this morning have I got him arreſted 

At the ſuit of Maſter Friskibal, 

And by this means ſhall I be fure of Coin, 

For doing this ſame good to him unknown: 

And in good time, fee where the Merchang comes. 


Emer Friskiball. 
Good Morrow to kind Maſter Frukiball. 


L 
| 
| 
| 


It is for gain, I make nodoubt of t 

Bag. Itis for the love, Sir, that I bear to you. 
When did you ſee your Debtor Baniſter ? 

Friſ. 1 promiſe you, I have not ſeen the man 
This two months day, his poverty is ſuch, 
As I do think he ſhames to ſee his Friends. 

Bag. Why then aſſure your ſelf to ſee him ſtraight, 
For at your Suit | have arreſted him, 
And here they will be with him preſently. 

Friſ. Arreſt him at my Suit ? you were to blame, 
I know the mans misfortunes to be ſuch, 


As he's not able for to pay the Debt, 
And 


rn nn Oy 


Friſ. Good Morrow to your ſelf, good Maſter Zager, 
And whats the news your are fo early Sheng? | : 
rf. . 


of the Lord Cromwell. 
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And were it known to ſome, he were undone. 

Bag. This is your pitiful heart tothiak ir ſo, 
But you are much deceiv'd in Baniſter : 

Why, ſuch as he will break for faſhion ſake, 
And unto thoſe they owe a thouſand pound, 
Pay ſcarce a hundred 2: O, Sir, beware of him, 
{The man is lewdly given to Dice and Drabs, 
Spends all he bath in Harlors companies, 
[It is ao mercy for to pity him : 

[ ſpeak the truth of him, ſor nothing elſe, 
But for the kindneſs that I bear to you. 

Friſ. If it be ſo, he hath deceiv'd me much, 
And to deal ſtrictly with ſuch a one as he, 
Better ſevere than too much lenity : 

But here is Maſter Baniſter himſelf, 
And with him, as I take't, the Officers. 


Enter Baniſter, his Wife, and two Officers. 


Ban, O Maſter Frizkibal, you have undone me : 

My ſtate was well nigh overthrown before, 
Now altogether down-calt by your means. 

Mri. Ban. O, Mr, Frickibal 

Pity my Husband's caſe, 

{He is a man hath liv'd as well as any, 

Till envious Fortune, and the ravenous Sea 
Did rob, diſrobe, and ſpoil us of our own. 

Friſ. Miſtreſs Baniſter, 1 envy not your Husband, 

Nor willingly would I haye us'd him thus : 

But that I-hear he is ſo lewdly given, 

Haunts wicked Company, and hath enough 

To pay his debts, yet will not be known thereof. 

Ban. This is that damned Broker, that ſame Zagot, 
Whom [ have often from my Trencher fed: | 
lograteful villain for to uſe, me thus. | 
Bag. What [ have ſaid to him is nought but truth, 
Mrs. Bane What thou haſt ſaid 
Springs from an enyious heart. 

A Canaibal that doth gat men alive : | 
But here upoa my knee believe me, Sir, 

And what 1 ſpeak, ſo help me God, is true, 

We ſcarce have meat to feed our little Babes : 

Moſt of our Plate is'in that Broker's hand, 

Which had we money to defray our debts, 

Othink, we would not. bide that, penury : 

Be merciful, kind Maſter Frizkibak 

My Husband, Children, ang my ſelf will eat | 
But one meal a day;the other will we keepand ſell. 
Friſ., Goto, | ſee thou art an envious man : 

Good Miſtris Banter, kneel not to me, 

[ pray riſe up, you ſhall have your delire,, -- 

Hold officers ; be gane, there's for yaur. pains, 

You know you owe to me a thouſand,pound, 

Here take my hand, if e'ce' God make you able, 

And place you in your former ſtate again, 

Pay me: , but if ſtill your Fortune frown, 

Upon my Faith Vle never ask you Crown : 

| never yet Gid wrong to men in thrall, - 

For God doth know what to my ſelf, may fall. 

Ban, This unexpected: fayqur undeſerv'd, 

Doth make my heart bleed fawardly with joy : 
Nere may ought proſper with me is my own, 

if 1 forget this kindneſs yau have ſhown. : 
Mrs. Ban. My Children in theic Prayers both night and 
For your good Fortune and ſucceſs ſhall pray. (day, 
Friſ. 1 thank you both, I pray go dine with-me, 
Within theſe three dayes, if God give me leave, 

| will to Florence to my native home. 

Bagot, hold, there's a Portage to drink, = 

Although you ill deſerved it by your merit ; 

Give not ſuch cruel ſcope unto your heart ; 

Be ſure the ill you do will be requited : 

Remember what | ſay, Bagot, farewel. 

Come, Maſter Baniſter, you ſhall with me, 


| > 


My farce's but Gimple, buc welcome heattily.- - - 
pe [Exeunt all but Bagot. 

Bag. A plague go with you, 
Would you had eat your laſt, 
iS this the thanks I have for all my pains ? 
Confulion light upon you all for me : | 
Where he had wont to give a ſcore of Crowns, 
Doth he now foiſt me with a Poctague : 

Well, 41 will be revenged upon this Bamſer. 
['le to his Creditors, buy all the debts he owes, 
As ſeeming that tdait for good will, 
[ am ſure to have thematan eaſie rate z 7 
And when *tis done, in Chriſtendom he ſtaysnot, 
But le make his heart Cake with ſorrow,- | 
And it that Baniſter become my debter, . i 
By Heaven and Earth Ple make his plague the greater. 
» [. Exit Bagot; 
Emtr .Chorus. 

Cho. Now Gentlemen imagine | F 
That young Gromwel is in eAntwerp, bk 
Ledger for che Engliſh Merchants :. 

And Baniſter to ſhun this Begets hate; + 
Hearing that he hath got ſome of hisdebts, 

ls fled to Antwerp, with his Wite and Children, 
Which Bagor hearing,is gone after chem : 
And thither ſends his bills of debt before, 

To berevenged on wretched Bamfter, 


What doth fall out, with patience fit and ſee, 
A juſt requital of falſe treachegje. | 


Enter Cromwell-in bis fudy, with bags of money 
before bim, caſting of account.” 


Crom. Thus far my reckoning doth go ſtraight andeven, 
But,Cromwell, this ſame ing fits not thee z | 
Thy mind is altogether fet on travel, ; | 
And not to live thus cloyſtered,like'a Nun g -- 


It is not this ſame traſh, that 1 regard. 


' | Experience ls the Jewel of my heart. Y 


F 


Enteris Poſt. 


PoFt. I pray, Sir, are you ready to diſpatch me ? - 
Crom, Yes,here's thoſe ſumms of money you-mulſt carry, 

You go ſo far as Frankford, do you not? 4 
PoF#t. I do,.ir. . | | 
Crom, Well, ptithee makeallthe haſt thou can'ſt, 

| For there be certain Engliſh Gentlemen | | 

Are bound for /erice, and may happily want, 

And if that you ſhould lidger by the = L 

But in hape that you wilk make good ſpeed, -- 

There's two Angels to buy you ſpurs and wands. . 
Po#t. 1 thank you, Sir, this will add wings indeed. 
Crom, Gold is of power to make an Eagles ſpeed. 


Enter eHiſtris Baniſter. 


What Gentlewoman is this, that grieves ſomuch? 
[t ſeems ſhe doth addreſs her (elf tome. 


Cromwell 2. i | | 
Crom, My name is Thomas Cromwell, Gentlewoman. 
Mrs. Ban. Know you not one Bayor, Sir, that's come to 
eAntwerp# . 
Crom. No, truſt me, | never ſaw the man, | 
Bur here are bills of debt 1 have received 
Againſt one Baniſter a Merchant fallen into decay. 
Mrs. Baz.. lato decay indeed, long of that wretch; 
[| am the Wife to wofall Baniſter, 
And by that bloody villain am pucſu'd, 
From Londoz,” here to eAntwerp : 


My Husband he is in the Governors hands, 


Vvyv And 
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Mss. Ban, God fave you, Sir, pray is your name Maſter | 
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And God of Hegyeg knows bow be'il deal with him, 
Now, Sir, yours heart is framed of milder temper, 

Be merciful toa diſtreſſed Saul, 

And God no doubt will treble bleſs yqur gaio. 

Crom, Good Miltris Panſter, wehati can, 1 will, 

[n any thing that lies within my power. 

Mrs.Ban, Q (peak to Bagor that (Game wicked wretch, 

An Angels voice may move a damaed Devil. 

Crom. Why js he came to Antwerp, as you hear ? 
Mrs.Ban. | heard he landed ſome two hours lince. 

, Crom, Well, Miltris Baniſter, aſſure your ſelf, 
.Ple ſpeak to Bagot in your own bebalf, 

And win him tell che pitty that I can ; 
| Mean time, to cofufort you, in your diſtreſs, 

Receive theſe Angels ta religve your need, 

{And beafſured, thas what I can effect, 

Foga you gopd, no way | will negIKft. (heart, 
| ers. Ban. That mighty God that knows each mortals 
Keep you from trouble, ſarraw, grief and ſmart, 
| CExi eHMiſtru Baniſter. 

Crom, Thanks, courteays Waman, 

For thy hearty Prayer ; 
lt grieves my Soul to ſee her miſery, 

' Bur we that live undep the work of fate, 

May hope the beſt, yet know not 16 what ſtate 
Qur ſtars and deſtinies have us aſſiga'd, 

Fickle is Fortune, and her face is hlind. 


, 
; 
g 


"H Enter Bagot Sohw, 


} B47. Soall goes well, it is as I would have is, 
Banfeer, E is with the Governor : 
And hail have gives ypoa his heoks. 
lt glads my heqri ta think vRon = ſhve; \ 
on, 
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| hope to have his body rot in Bri 

Apd afier here, his Wiſe 1g bang ber fetf, 
And all bis Children die far wand of food. 
The Jewels I have broyght to Azrweap, 

Are reckon'd to;be, woeth five thanſand pound 
W hich ſcarcely ſtood me jathoes hundred pou 
| bought them at an calig kind af rate, 
| care not which way they came by them 

That ſold them me, it eames nas near my heart ; 
And leſt they ſhould be ſtoln, as ſure they are, 

[ thought i& work (0.fell them kere in umvrs, 
ork bave ft ig the Gorernour's hand, 
ho offers me within two bungred ponnd 

Of all my price: but now no more of that, 

[ muſt go tee and it my Bills be fake, 

The which | ſent ta Maſter Crammetl, 

That if the wing Ghould kety me an tho Sea, 


nd; 


He might arreſt higa bese byfoee þ came : | 
And in good titas, ſeo whore he in:»+ God fave you, Siv. | 
Crom, And you, Ma, Joudop me, } kngw' you not. 

Bag. ogy be &, Sip, bug day nama'is Buger, 
The man: that {ap wo you the by ble. oS dabe. 
Crom, O, the man that purſues Baniſter, 


$ Here are the Billy of ddbt-you rut; ta me: : 


As forthe man, you know beſt where be is 
le is reported y'ev0a lighe bears, | 
A mind that will nod G@op20 any-piety 3 


{ An: Eye that knows not baw-te fhed ater, 
1 A hand that's always open for reward: 
| But, infos Zagat, would you. be buked by me, | 


You ſboulditurn all the ho-tbe-contrary x 
Your heart ſhould ſtill have feeling: of remorſe, 
| Your mind, according/to.yaur fate, be liberab 
| To thoſe that ſtandin need, and indificeſs; 
Your hand:to help themithan do. ſtand in want, 
Rather than with.your poiſe. to bold them down, 
For every ill turn ſhow your lelfmoce- kind, 
Thus ſhould 1 do, pardon, ſpeak my mind. 

Bag. 1, Sir, you ſpeak to hear what | would ſay, 
But you muſt live k know, as well as | : 


=_ 
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I know this place to be Extortion, 
And tis not for a man to keep ſafe here, 
Bot he muſt lye, cog, with his deareſt Friend ; 
And as far pitty, ſcorn it, hate all Conſcience ; 
But yet I do commend your wit in this, 
To make a ſhow, of what [ bope you are not, 
But I commend you, and 'tis well done : 
This is the only way to bring your gain. 
Crom, My gain? I had rather chain me to an Oar, 
And like a {lave there toil out all my life, 
Before 'de live ſo baſe a flave as thou. 
I, like an Hypocrite, to make a ſhow 
Of ſeeming virtue, and a Devil within ? 
No Bagot, if thy Conſcience were as clear, 
Poor Baniſter ne*re had been troubled here. 
Bag. Nay, good Maſter Crowwed, be not angry, Sir, 
I know full well that you are no ſuch man, 
But if your Conſcience were as white as Snow, 
It will be thought that you are otherwiſe. 
Crom. Will it be thought I am otherwiſe ? 
Let them that think ſo, know they are deceiv'd ; 
Shall (romwel live to have his Faith miſconſter'd ? 
Antwerp, for all the wealth within thy Town, 
| will not ſtay here full two hours longer : 
As good luck ſerves, my accounts are all made eyen, 
Therefore Vie ſtraight unto the Treaſurer : 
Bagot, I know you'll to rhe Governour, 
Commend me to him, ſay | am bonnd to travel, | 
To ſee the fruitful parts of /:aly ; 
And as you ever bore a Chriſtian mind, 
Let Baniſter ſorge ſavour of you find. : 
Bag. For your ſake, Sir, I'e help him all I can, 
Toſtarye his heart out cre he gets a groant ; 
So,Maſter Crowwel, do take my teave, 
For I muſt ſtraight unto the Governour. 


F [Exit Bagot. 
Crom. Farewel, Sir, pray you remember what | ſaid : 

No, Cromwell, no, thy heart was ne're fo baſe, . 

Tolive by falſhood, ar by brokery 

But *r falls out well, | litzle it 

Hereafter, time in travel ſhall be ſpent. 


Enter Hodge, bis Father's men. 


Hodge. our Son Themes you,] have been Thomaſt ; 
I had thought it had been no ſuch matter to a by wa 
ter; for at Putvey Vie ga you to Pars for two 
pence, ſit as ſtil} ag may be,without any wagging or jonlting 
in my gutts, in a hetle Boat tao: we were ſtarce 
ſome four mile in the greag groen Water, but I thinking 
to go to my afternoons unchines , as 'twas my manner at 
hore, but þ fele a kind of rifing ia my _ at laſt one 
a the Sailers ſþyingof me, be 2 good fayes he, ſer 
down thy vituals, and up with , vhow heſt _—_ but 
an Eel in thy belly: Well, to'twent I, tomy vy 
went the Sailers, and thinking me t0-he a man of better ex- 
perience than any in the ſhip, avdked me what Wood the 
ſhip was made of : 


if | had been acquainted with the Carpemer that made it ; 


went to my agg, the Deviba bit was, the Sailery 

tickled me; yet I cannot blame them, it was 2 yur 
kindneſs, for [ in kindneſs told them what Wood the ſhip 
was made of, aad:they-in kindnefseat np my-victuals, as 


b. = wy a rn this Peck Town, be might 

put ſome B»gl er ipto-my belly. _ 
| Crom. What, Hodge, my Father's. man, by my hand wel- 
How doth my Father? what's the news at home ? 

Hodge. Maltor Thones, O: God, Maſter Thomas, your 
hand, glove and all, this is to-give you'to underſtanding 
that your Father is in- health, and Alice Downing here 
hath ſent you a Nutmeg; and Beſs © Hake water a race of 

Ginger , my felt&w #Wil'and Tow hatir between thenyſent 


-_— "_— _—— = [amen wr et OI — —_—_——— 


—_ _ — 


alt iwore I told them as right a5 | 
at laſt we grew-near Land, _—_— viftanous hen Hl 


indeed one good turnacketi another: well, would'l, conld | 


(come : 


you 


of the Lord Cromwell. 23t| 
you a dozen of Points, and goodman Toll, ot the Goat, a 
pair of Mittons, my Self-came in Perſon, and this 1s all 


Enter Maſter Bowſer a Merchant, 


the news, A | 

Crom.Gramarcy,good Hedge,and thou art welcom to me, | Gov. Maſter Bowſer ! you're welcom, Sir, from England, 
But in as ill a time chou comeſt as may be z What's the beſt news? how doall our Friends ? 
For | am travelling into ta Bow. They are all well, and-do commend them to you : 


What ſay'ſt thon, Hodge, wilt thou bear me company ? | T here's Letters from your Brother and your Son : 
Hodge. Will 1 bear thee company, Tom ? what tel {t me | So, fare you well, $ir, I muſt take my leave, 

of [ray ? were it tothe fartheſt pat of Flanders, 1 would | My haſte and bulineſs doth cequire fo, | We”, 

go with thee, Tom 31 | am thine in-all weal and woe, thy | Gov, Before: you dige, Sir ?:what,go you out of town ? | 

own to command z . what, Tom, I have paſſed the rigorous Bow. Pfaith uolefs | hear fome news in Town, | 

: 

| 


waves of N:prwne's blalts, I tell you, Thomas, 1 have been | | mult away; there is tiaremedy. / | L 
in danger of thc Flouds, and when | have ſeen Boreas begin | Gov. Maſter Bowſer, what is your buſineſs, rtiay 1 know | 


to p'ay the Ruffia with us, then would I down a my. kaees, it * X | 
and call upon /ulcan. Bow. You-may, Sir, and fo ſhall all theiCity, 
{rom, And why upon him ? The King of late hath had bistreaſury robb'd, 


Hagge. Becauſe, as this ſame fellow Neptune. is God of | And of the choicelt Jewels that be had: 

the Seas, ſo Yalsan is Lord over the Smiths, and-there- | The valuc of them was ſeyenthouſand pounds, 

fore 1 being a Smith, thought his Godhead would: bave | The fellow that did ſteal theſe Jewels is hanged, 

ſome care yet of me. And did confeſs that for three hundred pound, 
Crow, A gaod canceit : but tell-me,haſt thou din'd yet ? | He ſold ther to one Bagae dwelling in London ; 
Hodge. Thomas, to ſpeak the tryth, not a bit yet, I, Now Bagor's fled, and as we hear, to eAnmwerp, 
Crom.Come,go with me,thou ſhalt have cheer good ſtore: | And bither am | come tofeek him out, «| 


And farewel, eAmwerp, it I came no more, And they that firſt cantell me of his news, 
Hodgs, | follow thee,lweet Tow, I follow thee. Shall have a hundred pound for their reward. 
[Excunt ambe, | Ban. How jult is God to right the innocent? 
5K | Gov. Maſter Bowſer, you come in happy time, 
Enter the Governour of the Engliſh Houſe, Bagot, Here is4he.yillain- Bayos that you ſeek, 
Baniſter, his Wife, and two Officers. And alkthofe Jewels have-kin my-hands : | 
, | Officers,-lpak ta him, | hold bim faſt. | | 
Gover, ls Cromwell gone then ?. ſay you, Mr. Baget, Bagoe, The Devil,ought me a ſhame, and -now be-bath | 
What diſlike, I pray? what was thecauſe? '' " ,Paid-it, {5 © - 20760 
Bag. To tell you true, « wild brain of hisown, Bow. ls this that ?. fellows, bear him hence, | 
Such youth as they cannot ſee when they are well : We will not now for his replyz -- BR 
H- is all bent to travel, that's his-reaſon, Lade him with Irong;' we will haye bimnerr'd + - \ 
And doth not love to eat bis Bread.at home. bh Englend where his villanies are known, . v7 
Gov. Well, good Fortune with bim, if the man be gone, | -Rag«, Miſchiel, confnfwn, light upon you all, 
We hardly ſhall find ſuch a man as be, | O hang me, drown me, let me killm [ 
To fit our turns, his dealings were fo honeſt, Let gpmy ares; letmerun quick to Hell. | | 
But now, Sir, for your Jewels that I haye, Bow. Away, bear tilm-away, ſtop the flaves mouth. * *F 
What do you ſay ? what, will you take my price ?., 0111 04. [They carry him away: | 
Bag. ©, Sir, you offer too much under foot. - - ers. Ban. Thy: works are infinite 5 great Godbof i 
Gov, *Tis but two hundred pound between us, man, Heaven, | oÞ8 | 
What's that in payment of five thouſand pound ? | Gov, I heard this Bagor was a wealthy fellow, 1 ; 
Bay. Two hundred pound, birlady, Sir, 'tis great, Bow. He was indeed, for when-his goods were ſeized, - / 
Before I got ſo much it made we ſweat. Of Jewels, Coyn, and Plate within his Houſe, + 1 + | 
Gov. Well, Maſter Bagot, Ile profler you fairly, Was found the valtie of five thouſand:ponnd, | 
You ſee this Merchant, Maſter Baniſter, His furniture fully worth half ſo-much, 4 
[s going now to Priſon at your ſure: Which being all ſtrain"d for. theRing; | ; 
His ſubltance all is gone, what would you have ? He Frankly gave.it'ta.the Antwerp Merchants, | 
Yet in regard | knewthe man of wealth, And they again;out of their bounteous mind, ; 
Never diſhoneſt dealing, but ſuch miſhaps Have to a Brother of their Company, ; 
Hath falo on him, - may light on me or you : A man decay'd by Fortune ofthe Seas, -þ 
There is two hundred pound between us, Given Begot's wealth, to ſet him up again, ; 
We will divide the ſame, Ile give you one, And keep it for him;/his name is Baniſter. - | | ; 
On that condition you will ſet him free: Gov. Maſter Bowſer, with this happy news, ; 
His ſtate is nothing, that you ſee your ſelf, Yon have revived two fromthe gates of Death, 
And where nought is,the King malt loſe his right. This is that Baniſter, and this his Wife, b3:”” 2, ; 
Bagg Sir, Sir, you ſpeak out of your love, Bow. Sir, 1 am gladmy Fortune is ſo good, ** '+ 
'Tis fooliſh love, Sir, ſure to pitty him: | To bring ſuch tidings as may comfort you,” - "| 
Therefore content your ſelf, this is my mind, Ben. You haye given lifeunto'a man deem'd dead, | 
To do him good I will not bait a penny, | For by theſe news.my life is newly bred. 12 © 0 ' 
Ban, This is my comfort, though thon do'ſt no good, Hrs. Ban. Thanks to my God, next to my Soveraign | 
A mighty ebbe follows a mighty flood, | | , "King; WII | ! 
Mrs. Ban, O thou baſe wretch,whom we have foſtered, | And laſt toyou that theſe good news do bring. + 
Even as a Serpent for to-poyſon us, _ Gov. The hundred, pound | mult receive, as due 
[f God did everright a Womans wrong, For finding Bagot, | freely give toyon,. © 
To that ſame God I bend and bow my heart, Bow. And, Maſter Baniſter, if ſo you-pleaſe, 
To let his heavy wrath fall on thyhead, le bear you Company, when you crots the Seas, 
By whom my hopes and joyes afWbutchered. | Ban, If it pleaſe you, Sir, my Company is but mean, 
Bao. Alas, fond woman, 1 prethee pray thy worſt. Stands with your liking, I'le wait on'you. - 
The Fox fares better ſtill whea he is curſt, Gov, lam glad that all things doaccord fo well : | 


Come, Maſter Bowſer, let us to dinner : 
And, Miſtreſs Baniſter, be merry, Woman, 
Vvv 2 Come! 


_— 


| 


1 If aby ſtranger be oppreſſed with want, 


| Willdo it, what, haſt thou ſet them up? 


Jone of them ſeems to be a Gentleman : 
4 To fall into the deſperate hands of thieves. 


| There's ſixteen Duckets for to cloath your ſelves, 


| 232. « The Life 


— — 


and Death 


Come, after ſorrow now let's cheer your Spirit, 
Knaves have their duce, and you but what you merit. 


[| Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Cromwell and Hodge in their Shirts, and 
without Hats. 


Hodge. Call ye this ſeeing of faſhions? 
Marry would | had ſtaid at Putney ſtill, 
O, Maſter. Thomas, we are ſpoiled, we are gone, 


; Hodge. Fortune,a plague of this Fortune, it makes me go 


| feet: for my Hoſe, they ſcorned them with their heels : 
but for my Doublet and Hat, O Lord, they embraced me, 
and unlaced me, and took away my cloaths, and fo dil- 
graced me. 

' Crom, Well, Hodge, - what remedy ? 
What ſhifc ſhall we make now ? 

Hodge. Nay I know not, for begging | am naught, for 
ſtealing worſe : by my troth 1 mult even fall to my old 
trade, to the Hammer and the Horſe-heels again : but now 
the worſt is, I am not acquainted with the humour of the 
-Horſes in this country z whether they are not coltiſh,given 
much to kicking, .or no, for-when | have one Leg in my 
hand, if he ſhould up and lay tother on me chops, 1 were 
gone, there Jay. l, there lay Hoaze. 

Crom. Hodge, | believe thou muſt work for us both, 

Hod. O, Maſter Thomas , have not I toldyou of this ? 
have not | many a time and often ſaid, Tow, or Maſter 
Theme, learn to make a Horſe-ſhooe,. it will be your own 


what do you call the fellows that rob'd us? 
' (from, The Bandetts.. tf 443 0 6 
Hod. The Bandetti, do you call them ? I know not what 
'they are called here, bur I am! ſure we call them plain 
Thieves in Exgland: O, Tow, that we were now at Pur- 
ney, at the Ale ghee, al 15 tf , 53000 BUBF | 
Crom. Content thee, man, hereſet up theſe two Bills, 
5578 tron. / 05+ th FuB 4 

' The faſhion of this Country is ſuch, 


To write the manner of his miſery, 
And ſuch as are diſpos'd to ſuccour him, 


Hed. 1 they're up, God ſend ſome to read them, 
Anq not only to read them, butalſoto look on us : 
And not altogether Jook on' us, 
But to relieve us, O cold, cold, cold. 
[ One ſtands at one end, and one at tother. 


Enter Friskiball rhe Merthant, and 
reads the Bills. - 


Frijſ, What's here ? two Engliſhmen robd'd by the 


Bandetts 


'Tis pitty that his Fortune was fo hard, 


Plequeſtion him, of what eſtare he is ; 
God fave you, Sir, are you an Engliſhman ? 

(rom. | am, Sir, a diſtreſſed Engliſhman, 

Friſ. And what are you, my Friend. 

Hodge. Who 1, Sir, by my troth | do not know my ſelf, 
what 1 am now, but, Sir, | was a Smith, Sir, a poor 
Farrier of Putney, that's my Maſter, Sir, yonder, I was 
robbed for his ſake, Sir. | 

Friſ. | ſee you have been met by the Bandetts, 

And therefore need not ask how you came thus : 
But Friskiball, why do'ſt thou queſtion them 
Of their eſtate, and not relieve their need ? 
Sir, the coyn I have about me is not much : 


wei-ſhod, the Rogues would not leave me a ſhooe- to my | 


another day : this was not regarded. Hark yqu, Thomas, | 


And there's ſixteen to pay for your Horſe. hire : 
'Tis all the wealch,you ſee, my purſe poſſeſſes ; 
But if you pleaſe Tor to enquire me out, 

You ſhall not want for ought that I can do, 

My name is Frichiball, a Florence Merchant : 

A man that always loved yfgr- Nation. 

Crom. ,This unexpected favour at your hands, 
Winch God doth know, if ever I ſhalkrequite it, 
Neceſſity makes me- to take your bounty, 

And for your gold cart yield you nought but thanks;' 


| - Crom. Contentthee, man, this is but Fortune. q Your Charity hath help'd me from-deſpair ; 


Your name ſhall ſtill be in my hearty Prayer. 


Friſ. It is not worth ſuch thanks, corne'to my houſe, 


Your want ſhall better be reliev'd thanthus. - 
Crom, | pray excuſe me, this ſhall well-fuffice, 
To bear my charges to Bonomsa, 


Whereas a-woble Earl is much diſtreſſed : . 


An Engliſhman, R»ſel the-Earlof Bedford 
Is by the French King ſold unto his Death, 
It may fall out, that I may do him good : 
Toſave his life, le. hazerd my heart Blood : 
; Therefore, kind Sir, thanks for your liberal gift, 
I muſt he gone to ajd'bim, there's no ſhife. 
Friſ. 1'le be no hinderer to ſo goodianad, 
Heaven proſper you, in that you go abount : 
If Fortune bring you this way back again, 
Pray let me ſee you: ſol take my leave, 


There's few ſuch men within our Climate bred. 
How ſay you-now, Hodge, 'is not this good Fortune ? 


If all men be of this Gentlemans mind, 
Let's keep onr ſtandings vpon this Bridge, 
We ſhall get more here, with begging in one day, 


' Oam. No, Hodpe, we muſt be gone unto Bononia, 
There to relieve the noble Earl of Bedford : 
Where if 1 fall not in'my policy, 
I ſhall deceive their ſubtle treachery. 


Bed. Am TI betray'd, was Bedford born to die, 
By ſuch baſe ſlaves, in ſach a place as this? 
| Havel eſcap'd ſo many times in Frence, 
So many Battels have l over-paſſed, 


And am I now betraid unto my Death ? 
Some of their hearts blood firſt ſhall pay for it. 


Bed. The traitors do deſire to have my blood, 
But by my Birth, my Honour, and my Name ; 
By all my hopes, my Life ſhall coſt then dear. 
| Open the door, Ple venture out upon them, 

And if I muſt die, then Fle die with Honour. 


They have begirt you, round about the Houſe : 

Their meaning is to take you Priſoner, 

And foto ſend your body unto France. 
Bed. Firlt ſhall the Ocean be asdry as ſand, 

Before alive they ſend me unto France : 

Ple have my body firſt bored like a Sieve, 

And die as Hettor, *gainſt the « Mermydans, 

E're France ſhall boaſt, Bedford's their Priſoner, 

Treacherous France, that *gainſt the Law of Arms, 

Hath here betraid thy Enggny to Death : 

But be aſſured, my bl 11 be revenged 

Upon the beſt lives that remain in France : 

Stand back, or elſe thou run'lt vpon thy Death. 


There's lixtecn more to buy your diet with, 


All good a man cah wiſh, 1 do bequeath. | &xit Friſkib. 
Crom. All good that God doth ſend, light on your head, 
Hodg. How ſay you, Vit tell you what, Maſter Thomas, 


Than I ſhall with making Horſeſhooes in a whole year. 


Hodge. Nay,Vke follow you,God bleſs us from the thieving 
Bandetts again. [LExewnt. 


And made the French ſtir, they heard my name : 


Hoſt. They do defire, my Lord, to ſpeak with you. 


Hoeſt. Alas, my Lord, that is a deſperate courſe, & 


Enter 


n— 


of the Lord Cromwell. ws 


Enter Servant. 


Meſ. Pardon, my Lord, I come to tell your hondur, 

That they have hired a Neapolitan, 

Who by his Ocatory, hath promiſed them 

Without the ſhedding of one drop of Blood, 

lato their hands, fafe to deliver you, 

And therefore craves, none but himſelf may enter, 

And a poor ſwaia that attends on him, [Exit Servant. 
Bed. A Neopoiitan ? bid him come in, 

Were he as cunning in his Eloquence, 

As Cicera the famous man of Rome, 

His words would be as chaff againſt the wind. 

Sweet tongu'd Viyſſes, that made Ajax mad, 

Were he and his tongue in this ſpeaker's head, 

Alive he ' wins me not; then tis no conqueſt, 


Enter Cromwell like a I gapolitan, and Hodge with him. 


Crom, Sir, are you the Maſter of the Houſe ? 

Ho#t. | am, Sir. 

Crom. By this ſame'token you muſt leave this place, 
Ani leave none but the Earl and I together, 
And this my Peaſant here to tend on us. 

Hoſt. With all my heart, God grant you do ſome 


good | 
[Exit Hoſt. Cromwell ſhuts the door. 
Bed., Now, Sir, what's your will with me ? 
Crom, intends your Honour not to tray your ſelf? 
Bed. = good man gooſe , not while my ſword doth 
laſt; * 
[s this your claquence for to perſwade me? 
Crom., My Lord, my eloquence is for to ſave you ; 
I am nor, as you judge, a Neopoiit an, 
But Cromwel! your ſervant, and an Engl 
Bed. How? Cromwell? not my Farrier's Son ? 
Crom. The ſame, Sir, and am come to ſuccour you. 
Hoage, Yes faith, fir, and I am Hodge, your poor Smith; 
Many a time and oft have I ſhoved your Dapper Gray. 
Bed. And what avails it me, that thou art here ? 
Crom, *It may avail, if you'll be ruPd by me ; 
My Lord, you know the men of e Hantra, 
And theſe Bononans are at deadly ſtrife, 
And they, my Lord, both love and lionour you ; 
Could you but get out of the eXantus port, 
Then were you ſafe, deſpight of all their force, 
Bed. Tut, man,thou talk'it of things impoſlible ; 
Do'lt thou not ſee, that we are round beſet, 
How then is't poſſible we ſhould eſcape ? 
Crom. By force we cannot, but by policie : 
Pur on the apparel here that Hodge doth wear, 
And give him yours : the States they know you not, 
For as [ think, they never ſaw your ſace, 
And ata watch-word muſt I call them in, 
And will deſire, that we two ſafe may pals 
To e Mantua, where Ple ſay my buſineſs lies ; 
How doth your honour like of this adyice ? 
Bed. O,wondrous good : But wilt thou venture, Hodge. 
Hod. Will-l? O noble Lord, 1 doaccord, in any thing 
I can 5 
And do agree, to ſet thee free, do Fortune what ſhe can. 
Bed. Come then, let's change our apparel ſtraighr, 
(rom. Go, Fodze, make halte, leſt they chance to 
cal!, 
Hed, 1 warrant you Tle fit him with a Sute. 
.CExeunt Earl and Hodge, 
Crom. Heavens grant this policy doth take ſucceſs, 
And that the Earl may ſafely ſcape away. 
And yer it grieves me for this ſimple wretch, 
For fear they ſhould offer him violence; 
But of two Evils *cis beſt to ſhun the greateſt, 
And better is it that he live in thrall, . 
Than ſuch a noble Earl as he ſhould fall: 


Their {tubborn hearts, it may be will relenc 
Since he is gone, to whom their hate is bent. 
My Lord, tave you diſpatched ? 


Enter Bedford like the Clown, aud Hodge n hu 
Cloak and bu Hat. 


Bed. How dot thou like us, Cromwell, is it well ? 
Crow, O, my good Lord, excellent; Hedge, how do'ſt 
feel ctiy (elf 2 


Hodge. How do I feel my ſelf? why, as a Noble man | 


ſhould do, 
O how 1 feel Honour come creeping on, 
My Nobility is woaderful inelancholy : 
[s It not moſt Gentleman like to be melancholy? 
Crom.* Yes, Hodge ; now go ſit downin thy ſtudy, 
And take ſtate-upon thee. 
Hoage. | warrant you, my 


bite about you ? 
Bed. No, truſt me, Hodge: : 
Had. I, they know they want their-old paſture; 'tis a 


ſtrange thing of this vermin, they dare not meddle- with | 


Nobility. | 
Crom, Go take thy place, Hedge, I will call them 


Hodge ſits in the ſtudy, and Cromwell calls in the States. 


io, 


All is done, enter and if you pleaſe. 
Enter the States, and Officers with Halberts, 


Gov. What, haye you won him ? will he yield himſelf? 


Crom, .1 have, an't pleaſe you, and the quiet Earl 
Doth yield himſclf to be difpoſed by you. 

Gov. Give hint the money that we promis'd him - 
So let him go, whither. he pleaſe himſelf. 

Crom. My buſineſs, Sir, lies unto Mantua ; 
Pleaſe y6u to give me ſafe conduCt thither. 

Gov. Go, and condutt him to the Mantxs Port, 
And fee him ſafe delivered preſently. 


Exeunt Crotawell, and Bedford. 


Go dtaw the curtains, let us ſee the Earl : 
Q, he is writing, ſtand apart a while. 


Hod. Fellow William, 1 am not as | have been ;. l went 


from you a Smith, I write to you as a Lord : 1 am at this | 
preſent writing,among the Polonian Caſiges. I do commend | 


my Lordſhipto Raphe and to Roger,toBridyet and to Dority, 
and foto all the youth of Putney, 
Gov. Sure theſe are the names of Engh/b Noblemen, - 

Some of hls ſpecial Friends, to whom he writes : 
But ſtay, he doth addcels himſelf to ling, 

Here he fings a Song. 
My Lord, I am glad youare ſo Frolick and ſo blithe 
Believe me, Noble Lord, if you knewall, 
You'd change your merry vein to ſudden forrow; 


Hodpe. | change my merry vein ? noghou Bononian, noy | 


[ am a Lord, and therefore let me go; 

And do defie thee and thy Caſiges : 

Therefore ſtand off, and come not near my Honour, 
Gov. My Lord, this jeſting cannot ſerve your turn, 
Hodge, Do'ſt think,thou black Bononian bcalt, 

That 1 do flout, dogibe, or jeſt : 

No, no, thon Bear-pot, knaqyy that I, 

A Noble Earl, a Lord re 
Gov. What means this Trumper's ſound ? 

[A Trumpet ſounds Enter a Mellenger. 
Cir, One come from the States of Mantua. 
Gov. What, would you with us, ſpeak, thou man gf 
e Mantua? 
Meſſ. Men of Bonont a, this my tcllage [: " 

Toler you know the Noble Earl of Beaford 

[s ſafe within the Town of + Z/antua, 

And wills you ſend the pzalant that you liaye, 
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| 


Lord, let me alone to take | 
ſtate upon me : but hark, my Lord, do you feel nothing 


: 
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; Who hath deceived your expeCtation; ' 

Orelſe the States of <Harntidtiave vowed, 

| They will recal the truce thar they have made, 
[And not a man ſhall ſtic from forth your Town, 
[That ſhalfreturnontefs you fend Hitt back. 

' Gov. Othis misfortune, how it mads my heart ? 
The Neepolitan hath beguiled us all. 


| 


| Hence with this Foof, whit fhall we do with him, 


The Earl beidg gone ? a plague upon it all, 
Hod. No Pane _ _ wo Earl, bar a Smith, Sir, 
One Hodge, a Smith at Putaey, Sir : 
One that hath gulled you, that hath bored you, Sir. 
' Gov, Away wittthim,tzke hence the Fool you came for. 
” Hod. 1,Sir, and Ite Teave the greater Fool with you. 
eHMeſ. Firewel, Bironians, Cothe, Friend , along 
with me. 
Hed. 1” | Friend, afore, my Lordſhip will follow _ 
| ; it, 
Gov. Well, Mantua, ſirice by thee the Eacl is loſt, 
Within tew dayes I hope to ſee thee croſt. LEx. om, 


Enter Chorus. 


Cho, Thus far you ſee how Cromwell's fortune paſſed. 
The Fatt of Bedford being ſafe itn Fſantua, 
Delires Cromwell's company into France, 
ro make requiral for Nis coutteſte : 
But Cromwell doth deny the Earl his ſuit, 
And tells him that thoſe parts he mitant to ſee, 
He had not yer ſet footing on the Land, ; 
| And fo direftly-fakes his way to Spain - 
The Earl to France, and ſothey both do part. 
Now let your thoughts as ſwifr as is the wind, 
Skip ſotne few yeats, that Cromwell ſpent in travel: 
And now imagine Kint tobe in Ernpland, 
Servant unto the Maſter of the Rotls : 
: Where in ſhort time he there began to flouriſh, 
An hour ſhall ſhow you whit few years did cheriſh} 
[LExit. 


The Mu ick plays, thty bririg out the banquet, Enter Sir 


Iriftopher Hales, Cromwell, and two Servants, 


Hales. Come, Sirs, be careful of your Maſters credit ; 


| AnE as ont bounty now exceeds the fignre 


Of corhittion entertainment, ſo do you 

With looks as free as is your Maſters Soul, 

Give formal welcom to the thronged tables, 
That ſhall receive the Cardinals followers, 

And the attendants of the great Lord Chancellor; 
But all my care, Cromwell, depends on thee : 
Thou art a man differing from vulgat form, 

And by bow uct chy Spirit is rankt *bove theſe, 
In rules of. Art, by ſo tnuch it ſhines brighter by travel, 
Whoſe obſervance pleads his metit, 

I1 a moſt leafned, yet vhaffeing Spirit. 

Good Cromwell, caſt ah Eye of fair regard 

*Bout all my Houſe, and what this fuder fleſh, 
Through ignorance, or wine, do miſcteate, 

Salve thou with courteſie : if welcom want, 


| Full bowles, and ample bahquets will ſeem ſcant. 


Crom, Sir, whatſoever les in me. uf 
Aſſure you | will ſhew'my utmoſt duty. [Exit Crom. 
Hales. About it then, the [@rds will ſtraight be here : 
Cromwell, thou haſt thoſe parts would rather ſute 
The ſervice of the ſtate than of my Houſe : 
[ look upon thee with a loving Eye, 
That one day will prefer thy deſtiny. 


Enter M:ſſenger, 
Mefſ. Sir, the Lords be at hand. 


Hales. They are welcom, bid Cromwell ſtraight at- 
tend us, 


And look you all thing be in perfect readineſs. 


The e Muſick playes. Enter Cardinal Wolſey, Sir 
Thomas Moore and Gardiner. 


Wol. O, Sir Chriſtopher, you are too liberal: what, a 
banquet too? | 

Hales. My Lords, if words could ſhow the ample wel. 

come, that my free heart affords you,” I could then become 

a prater : bot I now muſt deal like a feaſt Pobricien with 

your —_ your welcom till the banquet end,that 

it may then ſalve our defect of fare : 

Yet welcom now, and all that tend on you. 

Wol. Thanks to the kind Maſter of the Rolls, 

Come and fit down, fit down, Sir Thomas e Moore : 

'Tis ſtrange, how that we and the Spanzard differ, 

Their dinner is our banquet, afcer dinner, 

And they are men of aCtive diſpoſition : 

This I gather; that by their ſparing Meaf, 

Their bodies are more fitter for the Wars : 

And if that famine chance to pinch their maws, 

Being us'd to faſt, it breeds leſs pain, p 
Hal.Fill me ſome wine: [*le anſwer Cardinal Woſſey : 

| My Lord, we Eng/;ſh-men are of more freer Souls, 

Than hungec.ſtary*d, and ill-complexion'd *Spaniard: ; 

| They that aferich in Spain, ſpare belly food, 

To deck their backs with an /talian hood, 

Atid Silks of Civil : and the pooreft Snake, 

That feeds on Lemmons, Pilchers, and ne're heated 

His pallet with ſweet Fleſh, will bear a caſe 

Moce fat and gallant than his ſtarved face : 

Pride, the Inquiſition, and this belly-evil, ; 

Are in my judgement Spains three-headed Devil. 

Mo. Indeed it is plague unto their Nation, 

Who ſtagger after in blind imitation, 

| Hal. My Lords, with welcom, I preſent your Lord- 

| ſhips a ſolemn health. CC 

| Ads. Ilove health well, but when as healths do bring 

Pain to the head, and bodies ſurfeiting : es 

| Then ceaſe I healths : nay ſpill not, Friend, 

For thongh the drops be ſmall, 

Yet have they force, to forcemen to the wall, ; 
Wol. Sir Chriftopher, is that your man ? (guiſt, 
Hal And like your Grace, he is a Scholar, and a Lin 

One that hath travelled many parts of Chriſtendow,*my 

Lord, 

Wel. My Friend, come nearer, have you beena travel. 

ler? 

Crom, My Lord, 1 have added to my knowledge , the 

Low Countryes, 

France, Spain, Germany, and Italy : 

And though imall gaia of profit I did find, 

Yet did it pleaſe my Eye, content my mind. 

Wol. What do you think of the ſeveral States ; 

And Princes Courts as you have travelled ? 

Crom, My Lord, no Court with England inay compare, 

Neither for State, nor civil Government : 

Luſt dwells in France, in /taly, and Spain, 

From the poor peaſant, to the Princes train, 

In Germany, and Holland, Riot ſerves, 

And he that moſt can drink, moſt he deſerves ; 

England | praiſe not : for I here was born, 

But that ſhe laugheth the others unto ſcorn. 

Wol. My Lord, there dwells within that Spirit, 

More than can be diſcern'd by outward Eye ; 

Sir Chriſtopher, will = part with your man ? : 

Hal. I have ſought to proffer him to your Lordſhip, 

And now I ſee he hath preferr'd himſelf? 

Wel. What is thy name ? 

Crom. Cromwell, my Lord. - A 

Wol. Then, Cromwell, here we make thee Solicitor 0! 
our cauſes, and neareſt next our ſelf ; Gardiner, g1V< 
you kiad welcome to the man. 


[Gardiner embraces him. 
e Moore 


of obe Lord Cromwell. | 


| Moor. My Lord, you are a royal Winner, 
'Hath got a man, beſides your bounteous Dinner, 

Well, Knight, pray we come no more : 

If we come often, thou maiſt ſhut thy Door, 

| Waol. Sir Chriſtopher, had'ſt rhou given me 

Halt thy Lands, thou couldeſt not have pleaſed me 

So much as with' this man of thine, 

My infant thoughts do ſpell: 

Shortly his Fortune ſhall be lifted higher, 

[True induſtry doth kindle Hoyours fire, 

And fo, kind Maſter of the Rollks, farewel. 

' Hal. Cromwell, farewell. 

| Crom. Cromwell takes his leave of you 

[That ne'ce will leave to love, and honour you. [Exexn. 


Enter Chorus. 


. \ 
CThe Maſick, playes as they go ont. 
Cho, Now Cromwells higheſt oo nny begin, 


Wolſey that lov'd him, as he did his life : 
Committed all his treaſure to his hands, 
Wolſey is dead, and Gardizer his man 

Is now Created Biſhop of Wrcheſter : 
Pardon if we omit alt Wolſey's Life, 
Becauſe our Play depends on Cromwells Death, 
Now ſit and ſet his higheſt ſtate of all; 

His height of riſing and his ſadden fall : 
Pardon the errors are already paſt, 

And live in hope the beſt doth come at laſt : 
My hope upon your fayour doth depend, 

And look to have your liking ere the end. [ Exit, 
Enter Gardiner Biſhop of Wincheſter, the Dukes of Nor- 
folk, and of Suffolk, Sir Thomas Moor, Sir Chrt- 
ſtopher Hales, and Cromwell. 


Nor, Maſter Cromwell, ſince Cardinal Wolfey's Death, 
His Majeſty is given to nnderſtand, 
| There's certain Bills and Writings in your hand, 
That much concern the ſtate of England : 
My Lord of Wincheſter, is it not ſo ? 

Gar. MyLord of Norfolk, we two were whilome Fellows, 
And Maſter (romwell, though our Maſters love , 
Did bind us, while his love was tothe King, 
[t is no boot now to deny thoſe things, 
Which may be prejudicial to the State : 
And though that God hath rais'd my fortune higher, 
Than any way [I looked for, or deſerv'd, 
Yet my life, no longer with me dwell, 
Than I prove true unto my Sovereign. 

Suff. What ſay you, Maſter Cromwell? have you thoſe 
Writings, 1, or no ? 

Crom, Here are the Writings, and upon my Knees, 
I give them up unto the worthy Dukes, 
Of Swfolk, and of Norfolk : he was my Maſter, 
And each vertuous part 
That lived in him, 1 tender'd with my heart, 
But what his head complotted 'gainſt rhe State, 
My Countries love, commands me that to hate, 
His ſudden Death, I grieve for, not his fall, 
Becauſe he ſought to work my Countries thrall. 

Suff.. Cromwell, the King ſhall hear of this thy duty z 
Whom 1 aſſure my ſelf, will well reward thee : 
My Lord, let's go unto his Majeſty, 
And ſhow thoſe Writings which he longs to ſee. 

[Exenunt Norfolk and Suffolk, 


Enter Bedford haſtily. 


Bed. How now, whoſe this, Cromwell ? 

By my Soul, welcome to England : 

Thou once did'ſt fave my life, did'ſt thou not, Cromwell ? 
Crom, If I did ſo, *tis greater glory 

For me that you remember it, 


' 
' 


| 


| 


—_— 


Than for my ſelf vainly to report it. 

Bed, Well, Cromwell, now is the time, 
[ ſhall commend thee to my Sovereign z 
Cheer upthy ſelf, for I will raiſe thy State, 
A Ruſſel yet was never ſound ingrate. | 

Hal. O how uncertain is the wheel of State, 
Who lately greater than the Cardinal, 
For fear, . and love : and now who lower lies? 
Gay honours are bur Fortunes flatteries, . 
And whem this day, Pride and Promotion ſwells, 
To Morrow Envy and Ambition quells. 

Afoor. Who fees the Cob-web intangle the poor 
May boldly ſay the wretche*s Death is.nigh. 

Gar, | know his ſtate, and proud ambition, 
Were too too violent to laſt over-long. 


Hal. Who ſoars too near the Sun,with-golden vViags, | 


Melts them, to-ruige his own fortune brings. 
Enter the Dake of Suffolk. 


Sf. Cronwell, knee} down in King Heary' name, 
Ariſe,Sir Thomas Cromwell, thus begins thy fame. 


Enter the Duke of Norfolk. 


Norf. Cromwell, The Majeſty of England, 
For the good liking, he conceives of thee, 
Makes thee Maſter of the Jewel Houſe, 
Chief Secretary to himſelf, and withal, 
Creates thee one of his Highneſs's Privy Council. 


Enter the Earl of Bedford. 


Bed. VVhere is Sir Thomas (romwel 2 is he Knighted ? 
Suff. He is, my Lord. | 


Bed, Then, to add Honour wang 1 on a® . | 
The King creates him Lord Keeper of his Privy Seal,” - | 


_ Maſter of wy rr , | 

V'Vhich you, Sir Chriffopber, do now enjoy ; 

The King determines higher place for you. : 
Crom, My Lords, theſe honours are too 

deſert. | 


Yet thou art wiſe, in ſeeming to refuſe it. 
Gard. Here's Honours, Titles and Promotions z 
| fear this — will _ wn 
orf, Then come, m $, let's altogether 
me ks Counſellor to England's King. 
Gard. But Gardiner means his glory ſhall be dim'd; 
Shall Cromwell live a greater man thanl? 
My Envy with bis Honour now is bred, 
[ hope to ſhorten Cromwell by the Head. 


[Exit, 
Enter Friskiball very poor. 


Friſ. O Friskiball, what ſhall become of thee ? 
VVhere ſhalt thou go, or which way ſhalt thou turn ? 
Fortune that turns her toaunconſtant VVheel, 

Hath turn'd thy wealth and riches in the Sea, 
All parts abroad where-ever | have been, 
Grows weary of me, and denies me ſaccour ; 
My Debtors they, that ſhould relieve my want, 
Forſwear my money, ſay they owe me none : 
They know my ſtate too mean, tobearont Law ; 
And here in London, where I oft have been, 
And have done good to many a wretched man, 
And now moſt wretched-here, deſpis'd my felt; 
[n vain it is more of their hearts to try; |; 
Be patient therefore, lay thee down and die. 
RE | [He lies down. 


Enter | 


—"o-u 


Fly, 


| 


high for my | 
Moor. O content thee, man, who would not chuſe it? | - 
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| The Life and Death : 


Enter Goodman Seely, and his Wife Joan. 


Sedly. Come Joan, come, let*s ſee what he'll do for us 
now? [ wis we have done for him, when many a time 
and often he might have gone a hungry to Bed. 

' Wife. Alas man, now he is made a Lord, he'll never 
look upon us.; be*1L falfill che old Proverb, Set Beggars 4 


' H-rſe-back, and they'll ride: a, well a day for my Cow; 
ſuch as he hath made us come behind-hand, we bad never 


pawn'd our Cow elſe to pay our Rent. 
Seely. Well Foan, he'll come this way: and by God's 


Dickers Ill tell him roundly of it, and if he were ten 
"Lords: a ſhall know that I had not my Cheeſe and my 
Bacon for nothing. 

' . Wife, . Do you remember Husband , how he would 


mouch upon my Cheeſe-Cakes, he hath forgot this now, 
but now we'll remember him. 

Seely, I, we ſtall have now three flaps with a Fox 
Tail: but i'faith I'll gibber a joint, but I'll tell him his 
own: ſtay, who comes here? O, ſtand up, here he 
comes, ſtand up. 


Entcr Hodge very fine, with a Tig-Faff , Cromwell, the 
Mace carried before him ; Norfolk, and 
Suffolk, and Attendants, 


Hodge. Come, away with theſe Beggars here, 


Riſe up, Sirrah ;; Come out, good people z 


Run- before there ho. 
| [Friskiball riſeth, and ſtands a far-off. 
Seely. I, we are kicked away now, we come for our 


'OWn ; the time hath been, he would & looked more 
'Friendly upon vs : 
,enough, though you are ſo fine. 


And you, Hodge, we know you well 


Crom. Gome hither, Sirrah : ſtay, what men are theſe ? 


My honeſt Hoſt of Hounſlow, and his Wiſe; 


| owe thee money, Father, do.l not ? 
* Seely. 1, by the body of me, doſt thou ; wonld thou 
wouldeſt pay me, good four pound iris, I have a the Poſt 
at home. + 

Crom, | know *tis true; Sirrah, give him ten Angels, 
Ahd-look your Wife and you do ſtay to Dinner : 
And while you live, 1 freely give to you, 
Four pound a Year, for the four pound I ought you. 
Seely. Art not changed, art old Tom ſtill ? 


Now God bleſs thee, good Lord Tom : 


Home Joer,. home ; I'll dine with my Lord Tem to day, 
And thou ſhalt come next Week. 

Fetch my Cow.; home Joan, home. 

Wife. Now God bleſs thee, my good Lord Tom 


Pll fetch my Cow preſently. 


Ent Gardiner. 


Crom, Sirrah, go to yon ſtranger, tell him I deſice him 
ſtay to Dinner : I muſt ſpeak with him. 

Gard. My Lord of Norfolk, ſee you this ſame Bubble ? 
That ſame puff; bot mack the end, my Lord, mark the 
end. ; 

No-f. I promiſe you. like not ſomething he hath done; 
But ler that paſs: the King doth love him wel], 

Crom. Good Morrow to my Lord of Wincheſter : 
| know you bear me hard, about the Abbey Lands, 

Gard, Have I not reaſon, when Religion is wronged ? 
You had no colour for what you have done. 

{rom, Yes, the aboliſhing of Antichrilt, 


{And of his Popiſh order for our Realm : 


l am no Enemy to Religion, 
But what is done, it is for England's good : 


| What did they ſerve for, but to feed a fort 


Of lazy Abbots, and of full-fed Fryers ? 
They neither plow, nor ſow, and yet they reap 
The fat of all the Land, and ſuck the poor : 


Look what was theirs, isin King Henry's hands, 
His wealth before lay in the Abbcy Lands, 

Gard. Indeed thelc things you have alledg'd, my Lord 
When, God goth know, the infant yer unborn, : 
Will Curſe the time, the Abbics were pull'd down : 

[ pray now wiere is Hoſpitality ? 

Where now-may poor diltreſſed people go, 

For to relieve their need, or reſt their bones, 

When weary travel doth oppreſs their limbs ? 

And where religious men ſhould take them in, 

Shall now be kept back by a Maſtive Dog: 

And thouſand thouſand —— 

Nor. O my Lord, no more : 
'Tis bootleſs to complain. 

Crom, What ſhall we to the Convocation-Houſe ? 

Nor. We'll follow you, my Lord, pray lead the WAY. 


things paſt redreſs, 


Enter old Cromwell, L# a Farmer. 


Old Crom. How? one Cromwell 
Made Lord Keeper fincel left Patney, 
And dwelt in Yorkſhire ? | never heard better news : 
PII fee that Cromwell, or it ſhall go hard. 
(rom. My aged Father ! ſtate ſet aſide : 
Father, on my Knee l crave your bleſſing : 
One of my Servants go and have him in, » 
Ar better leiſure will we talk with him, 
Old Crom, Now if I die, how happy were the day, 
To ſee this camfort rains forth ſhowers of joy. 
[Exit old Cromwel|, 
Ner. This duty in him ſhows a kind of grace, 
Crom, Go on before, for time draws on apace. 
| [_Exeunt all but Friskiball, 
Friſ. 1 wonder what this Lord would have with me, 
His man ſo ſtritly gave me charge to ſtay : 
[ never did offend him to my knowledge : 
Well, good or bad, I mean to bide it all, 
Worſe than 1 am, now never can befal, 


Enter Baniſter and hss Wife, 


B.m, Come, Wife, I take it be almoſt Dinner time, 
For Mr, Newton, and Mr. Crosby ſent to me 

Laſt Night, they would come Dine with me, 

And take their Bond in: I pray thee hie thee home, 
And ſee that all things be in readineſs. 


But is not that man Maſter Fr:sksball ? * 
[She runs and embraces him, 
Ban. O Heavens ! it is kind Maſter Friskball : 
Say, Sir, what hap hath brought you to this paſs ? 
Friſ. The ſame that brought you to your miſery. 
Ban. Why would you not acquaint me with your ſtate ? 
ls Baniſter your poor Friend forgot ? 
Whoſe goods, whoſe love, whoſe life and all is yours, 
Friſ., | thought your uſage would be as the reſt, 
That had more kindneſs at my hands than you, 
Yet look'd aſcance when as they ſaw me poor. 
Mrs. Ban, If Baniſter would bear ſo baſe a heart, 
I never would look my Husband in the Face, 
But hate him as I would a-Cockatrice. 
Ban. And well thou mighteſt, ſhould Baniſter deal ſo, 
Since that I ſaw you, Sir, my ſtate is mended : 
And for the thouſand pound I owe to you, 
| bave it ready for you, Sir, at home : 
And though I grieve your fortune is ſo bad : 
Yet that my hap's to help you makes me glad : 
And now, Sir, will it pleaſe you walk with me, 


Friſ. Not yet I cannot, for the Lord Chancellor, 


; Hath here commanded me to wait on him, 
For what 1 know not, pray God it be for good. 


Ban. Never make doubt of that, PII warrant you, 
He is as kind a noble Gentleman, 


As ever did poſſeſs the place he hath. ; 
Ars. 


Cle 


* attract. - - 


Mrs. Ban,They ſhall be welcom, Husband, PII go before, | 


4 


of the Lord Cromwell. 
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Mrs. Ban, Sir, my Brother is his Steward, if you pleaſe, 
We'll go along and bear you Company : 
I know we ſhall not want for welcome there ? 
Friſ. Withal my heart : but what's become of Bayot ? 
Ban, He is hanged for buying Jewels of the Kings, 
Friſ. A juſt reward for ane fo impious, 
The time draws on, Sir, will you go along. 
"Ban, I'll tollow you, kind Maſter Frichiball. 
| [Exennt enmes, 


Enter two Merchants. 


1, Now, Malter Creaby, I fee you have a care 
To keep your word, ui payment of your money. 
2. By my Faith I have reaſon upon a Bond, 
| Three thouſand pounds is too much to forfeir 
Yet I doubt not, Maſter Baniſter. 
1, By my Faith your ſumm is more than mine, 
And yet I am not much behind you too, 
Conſidering that to day 1 paid at Court. 
2. Maile, and well remembred : 
What's the reaſon the Lord Cromwel/'s men 
Wear ſuch long Skirts upon their Coats ? 
They reach down t#their very Hams. - 
1. 1 will reſolve you, Sir, and thus it is; 
The Biſhop of WincheFer, that loves not Cromwell, 
| As great men are envied as well as leſs, 
A while a go there was a jar between them, 
And it was brought to. my Lord CromwelP's Ear, 
That Biſhop Gardner would fit on his Skirts, 
Upon which word he made his men long blue Coats, 
Aad in the Court wore one of them himſelf: 
And meeting with the. Biſhop, quoth he, my Lord, 
Here's Skirts eaough now for your Grace to lit on : 
Which vexed the Biſhop to the very heart 
This is the reaſon why they wear long Coats. 
2. *Tis always ſeen, and mark it for a rule, 
That one great man will enyy ſtill another : 
But 'tis a thing tbat nothing concerns me : 
What, ſhall we now to Maſter Bamfter's ? | 
1, I, come, we'll pay him royally for ourDianer, [Ex. 


Enter the Uſher and the er, the meat goes 
over the Save. 


Uſber, Uncover there, Gentlemen. 


Emer Cromwell, Bedford, Suffolk, Old Cromwell, 
Friskiball, Goodman Szely, and Attendants. 


Crom, My noble Lords of Sfolk, and Bedford, 
Your Honours welcome to poor Crowmnels Houſe : 
Where is my Father ? nay, be covered, Father, 
Although that duty to theſe noble men doth challenge it, 
| Yet I'll make bold with them. 
Your Head doth bear the Calender of care : 
What ? Cromwell covered, and his Father bare ? 
[t muſt not be. Now, Sir, to you z 
Is not your name Frizkiball F and a Florentine, 
Friſ. My name was Fri-kiball, till cruel fate, 
Did rob me of my name, and of my ſtate. 
Crom, What Fortune brought you to this Countrey 
now ? 
Friſ. All other parts hath left me ſuccourleſs, 
Save only this, becauſe of Debts I have 
| hope to gain, for to relieve my want, 
Crom. Did you not once upon your Florence Bridge, 
Help a diſtreſſed man, robd'd by the Bangerrs, 
this name was Cromwell ? 
| EFriſ. 1 never made my brain 
A Calender of any good I did, 
| always !ov'd this Nan with my heart. 
Crom. | am that Cromwell that you there reliev'd, 
Sixteen Duckets you gave me for to cloath me, * 


ee 


Sixteen to bear my charges by the way; 
And ſixteen more | had for my Horſe hire, . 
There be thole ſeveral ſums juſtly return'd : | 
Yet it injuſtice wert,-that ſerving at my need, | 
For torepay them without intereſt : | 
Therefore receive of me theſe four ſeveral Bags; 
- _ of them there is four huodred Mark, 

ing to-me the'names of all Debtors, 
And if they will not ſee you paid, "| will 
O God forbid, that 1 ſhould ſee him fall, 
That heipt mc in my greateſt need of all, . 
Here ſtands my Father that ficſt gave me life, 
Alas, what duty is too-much for him ? 
This man in time of need did fave my Life, 
And therefore cannot do too much for him. 
By this old man 1 oftentimes was fed, 
Elſe might I have gone ſupperlels to Bed. | 
Such kindneſs have | had of theſe three men, | 
That Cromwell na way can repay agen, | | 
Now in to Dinner, for we ſtay too long, 
And to good ſtomachs is no greater wrong, ., , } | 

 _[Exeunt ons; 


Enter Gardiner in bis Study, and bis man. = | 


Gard. Sitrah, where be thoſe men I caus'd to ſtay ? | 
Ser. They do attend your pleaſure, Sir, within. | 
Gard. Bid them come hither, and ſtay you without, 
For by thoſe men the Fox of this ſame Land, 
That makes a Gooſe of better than bimſelf, | 
Muſt worried be unto his lateſt home, 
Fo —_—_ _= = ig his intent, | 
$ for the Do Suffolk, and of N 
Whom I have ſent for tocome Sony me z -j 
Howſoever outwardly they ſhadow it, | 
| Yet in their hearts I know they love him not 
As for the Earl of Bedford, he is but one, | 
And dares not gain-ſay what we do ſet down. 


p 
bh 


_ Enter the two Witnelles. -| 


Now, my Friends, you know I ſay'd your lives, 
When by the Law you had deſerved Death ; 
And then you promiſed me upon your Oaths, 
To venture both your lives to do me good, 
; Both Wit. We ſwore no more than that we will per- | 
orm. 
Gard. 1 take your words, -and that which you mult do, 
ls ſervice for your God, and for your King | 
To root a Rebel from this flouriſhing Land, 
One that's an Enemy unto the Church : 
And therefore mult you take your ſolemn Oath, 
That you heard Cromwell, the Lord Chancellor, 
Did wiſh a Dagger at King Henry's Heart : 
Fear not to ſwear it, far 1 heard him ſpeak it ; 
Therefore we'll ſhield you from enſuing haras, 
2. Wie. If you will warrant us the deed is good, 
We'll undertake it. 
Gard. Kneel down, and I will here abſolye you Both ; | 
This Crucifix | lay upon your Heads, | 
And ſprinkle Holy-water on your brows : 
The deed is meritorious that you do, 
And by it ſhall you purchaſe Grace from Heaven. 
1, Now Sir we'll undertake it, by our Souls, 
2. For Cromwell never loved none of our ſort. 
Gard. 1 know he doth not, and for both of you, 
[ will prefer you to ſome place of woith , 
Now get yon in, until | call for you, 
For preſently the Dukes mean to be here. [Zxexne Wir, | 
Cromwell, ſit faſt, thy time's not long toreign 
The Abbies that were palPd down by thy means, 
[s now a mean for mc to pull thee down : . 
[Thy pride alfo thy own head lights upon, 
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| Or proof have you of this his treachery. 


| cauſe, 


He calls his Servants to him round about, 

Tells them of x S Life, and of his fall, 
Sayes that himſelf hath many Enemies, 

-] And gives to ſome of them a Park, or Mannor, 
To others Leaſes, Lands to other ſome : 

What need he do this in his prime of life, 

An if he were not fearful of his death ? 


Their proofs are great, but greater is my 


Of that which you have ſaid; 


Therefore take heed, be wary what you do. 
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For thou art he hath chang'd Religion : 
But now no more, for here the Dukes are come. 


Enter Suffolk, Norfolk, and the Earl of Bedford. 


Suff. Good even to my Lord Biſhop. 
Norf.. How fares my Lord ? ,wbat , are you all alone ? 
Gard. No, nat alone, my Lords, -my mind is troubled : 
I know your honours muſe wherefore I ſent, 
And in ſuch haſte : What came you from the King? | 
H Norf. We did,. and left none but Lord Cromwell with 
im. is a 384; 
Gard. O what a dangerous time is this we live in? 
There's Thomas Wolſey, he*s already gone, 
And Thomas Moor, he followed after him : 
Another Thomas yet there doth remain, 
That is far worſe than either of thoſe twain 
And if with ſpeed, my Lords, we. not purſue it, 
[ fear the King and all the Land will rue it. | 
Bed. Another Thomas ? pray God it be not Cromwell, 
Gard. My Lord of Bedford, it is that Traytor Grom- 
well, 
Bed. Is Cromwell falſe? my heart will never think it. 
Sff.- My Lord of Wincheſter, what likelibood, 


"ET ET. . 


Gard. My Lord, too much, call in the men within, 
| Enter the Witneſſes, 


Theſe men, my Lord, upon their Oaths afficm, 

That they did hear Lord Cromwell in his Garden, 

Wiſhed a Dagger ſticking at the Heart 

Of our King Henry, what is this but Treaſon ? 

Bed. If it be ſo, my heart doth bleed with ſorrow. 
Suff. How ſay you, Friends z what, did you hear theſe 
words ? 

1. Wit, We did, an't like your grace. 

OY In what place was Lord Cromwell when he ſpake 
taem 7 | 

2, Wit, In his Garden z where we did attend a Suit, 
Which we had waited for two years and more. 
Suff. How long is't ſince you heard him ſpeak theſe 
words ? | 

2, Wit. Some half a year ſince. 

Bed. How chance that you concea[l'd it all this time ? 
1. Wit, His Greatneſs made- us fear , .that was the 


Gard. 1, I, his Greatneſs, that's the cauſe indeed 
And to make his Treaſon here more manifeſt, 


Suff. My Lord, theſe likeljhoods are very great. 


Bed, Pardon me, Lords, for I muſt _ depart; 
cart, 


[Exit Bedford, 
Norf. My Friends, take heed 


Your Souls muſt anſwer what your tongues report : 


2. Wit. My Lord, we ſpeak no more but truth. 
Norf. Let them depart, my Lord of Winche#ter 
Let theſe men be cloſe kept 
Until the day of tryal. 
Gard. They ſhall, my Lord ho, take in theſe two men. 
: [Exeunt Witneſles, 
My Lords, if Cromwell have a publick Tryal, 


That which we do, is void, by &is denial; 


Intreats you to come preſently to Lambeth, 


Sf. How ſhall we do for to attach him then ? 
| Gard. Marry, my Lords, thus, 

By an Act he made himſelf, 

With an intent to intrap ſome of our lives, 

And this itis: If any Contnfellor 

| Be convicted of High Treaſon, 

He ſhall be executed: without a publick Tryal. 

This At, my Lords, he caus'd the King to make, 

Swff. Adid indeed, and 1 remember it, 

And now it is like to fall epon himſelf, 

Norf. Let us not _—_— 'tis for England: good, 
We muſt be wary, elſe Nell go beyond us. 

Gar. Well hath your Grace ſaid, my Lord of Norfalk 
Therefore, let us preſently to Lambeth, 4 
T hither comes Cyomwell, from the Court to night, 
Let us arreſt him, fend bim to the Tower, | 
And in the Morning, cut off the Traytors Head. 

Norf. Come then-about it, let us;guard the Town, 
This is the day that Cramwel muſt go down. . 

Gar. Along my Lords, well, Cromwell is balf dead, 
He ſhak'd my heart, but 1 will ſhave his Head, [Exeazr. 


Enter Bedford ſolug. _ 


Bed. My Soulis like a Water troubled, 
And Gardiner is the man that makes it ſo 
O (romwell, 1 do fear thy end is near : 
Yet I'll prevent their malice if I can, 
And in good time, ſee where the man doth come, 
Who little knows how near's his day of doom. 


Enter Cromwell with his Train, Bedford makes as though be 
world ſpeak to him : be goes on. 


Groom, You'r well encountred, my good Lord of Bedford, 
Pray Pardon me, I am ſent for to th* King, 
And do not know the buſineſs yet my ſelf, 
So fare you well, for I muſt needs be gone. 

"  TExit all the Tran, 
Bed. You muſt, well, what remedy? 
I fear too ſoon you muſt be gone indeed, 
The King hath buſineſs little do'ſt thou know, 
Whoſe buſie for thy life Ton think'ſt not ſo. 


Enter Cromwell and the Train again. 


Crom, The ſecond time well met my Lord of Bedford : 

I am very ſorry that my haſte is ſuch, 

Lord Marqueſs Dorſet being ſick to Death, 

[| muſt receive of him the Privy Seal * 

At Lambeth, ſoon my Lord, we'll talk our fill, 
[Exit the Tran, 

Bed. How ſmooth and eaſic is the way to Death, * 


» 


| 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Ac. My Lord, the Dukes of Norfolk, and of Suffolk, 
Accompanied with the Biſhop of Wincheſter, 


On earneſt matters that concerns the State, 

Bed, To Lambih, ſo: go fetch me Pen and Ink, 
| and Lord {romwell there ſhall talk enough : 

l, and our laſt, I fear, and if he come. 


Here, take this Letter, and bear it to Lord Cromwell, 
Bid him read ir, ſay it concerns him near, 
Away, be gone, make all the haſte you can, 
To Lambeth do go, a woful man, [Ext 
Enter Cromwell and his Train, 


Crom, 1s the Barge ready ? I will ſtraight to Lambeth, 


You know the King will credit zone but him. 
Norf. *Tis true, he rules the King even as he pleaſes. 


LHe writes a Letter. | 


, 


And if this one dayes buſineſs, once were paſt, ” 


> 
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I'd take my eaſe to marrow atcer trouble, 
How now my Friend, would'ſt thou ſpeak with me ? 
[The Meſlenger brings the Letter, 
he puts ut 6x tous 
Meſ. Sir, here*s a Letter from my Lord of Bedfor 
Crom. O good my Friend, commend me to thy Lord, 
Hold, take thoſe Angels, drink them for thy pains. 
Meſ. He dath deiire your Grace to read it, 
Becauſe he ſayes it doth concern you near. 
Crom, Bid bim aſſure himſelf of that, farewel, 
To morrow, tell him, he ſhall hear from me, 
Set on before there, and away to Lamberh, © 
[ Exennt omnes. 


Enter Wincheſter, Suffolk, Norfolk, Bedford, Serjeant 
at Arnss, the Herald, and Halberts. 


Gar, Halberts ſtand cloſe untothe Water ſide, 
Serjeant at Arms, be bold in your Office, 

Herald, deliver your Proclamation. 

Her, Thisis to give notice to all the Kings Subjects, 
The late Lord Grawwed, Lord Chancellor of England, 
Vicar general oyer the Realm, 

Him ” _ _ _ - a Traitor, 
ainſt the Crown and dignity of England, 
C God ſaye the King, \ pan 

Gar. Amen, 

Bed. Amen, and root thee from the Land, 
For whiPſt chou liveſt, truth cannot ſtand. 

Nor. Make a lane there, the Traitor is at hand, 
Keep back Cronayel''s [men : 

Drown them if they come on. Serjeant, your Office ? 


Enter Cromwell, they make « lane with their 
" Halberes. 


Crow. What means my Lord of Norfolk by theſe words? 
Sirs , come along, 
Gar, Kill them, if they come on. 
Ser. Lord Cromwell, in Henries name, 
I do arreſt your honour of high Treaſon. 
Crom. Serjeant, me of Treaſon ? | 
[ Cromwell's men offer to draw. 
Swf. Kill them, if they draw a Sword. 
Crom, Hold, 1 charge you, as you love me, draw not 
a Sword, 
Who dares accuſe Crowell of Treaſon now ? 
Gar, Thisis no place to reckon up your crime, 
Your Dove-like looks were view'd with nts Eyes. 
Crom, With ſerpents _ indeed, by thine they were, 
But, Gardizer, do thy worſt, | fear thee not, 
My Faith compar'd with thine, as much ſhall paſs, 
As doth the Diamongexcell the glaſs : 
Attach'd of Treafoa, no accufers dy, | 
Indeed what dares fpeak 6o foul a lie ? 
Nor. My Locd, my Lord, matters are too well known, 
And is it time the King had note thereof. 
Crom, The Kiog, tet me go to him face to face, 
No betrer Trial I defire than that, 
Let him but ſay, that Crowwell's Faith was keign'd, 
Then let my Honour, and my Name be ſtain'd; 
If ever my heart againſt che King was ſet, . 
Olet my Soul in judgement anſwer it : 
Then if my Faith's confirmed with his reaſon, 
'Gainft whom hath Cremwed then committed treaſon ? 
Suf. My Lord, your matter ſhall be tried, 
Mean time with patience content your (elf. 
* Crom, Perforce | muſt with patience be content : 
O dear Friend Fedford, doft thon ſtand ſo near ? 
Cromwell rejoyceth, one Friend ſheds a tear : 
And whither is't? which way muft Cromwel/now ? 
Gar. My Lord, you muſt untothe Tower : 
Lieutenant, take him to your charger. 
Crom. Well, where you pleaſe, yet before I part, 


—_ _ 


Let me confer alittle with my meg. 

Gar. As you go by Water ſo you ſhall. 

Crom, | have ſome buſineſs preſent to impart. 

Nyr. You may not ſtay,Lieutenant,take your charge. 

Crom. Well, well, my Lord, yourſecond Gardiner text. 
Norfolk, farewel, thy turn will be the next. 

E- [Exit Cromwell and the Lientenant. 

Gar. His guilty conſcience makes him raye, my Lord. 

Nor. 1, let him talk, his time is ſhort enough. 

Gar. My Lord of Bedford, come, you weep for him, 
That would not ſhed a tear for you. 

Bed, It grieves me for to ſee his ſudden fall. 

Gar. Sach fucceſs wiſh I unto Traitors all. [Exeunt. 
Emer two Citizens. 


1, Why ? canthis aews be true? is't poſlible ? 
The great Lord Cromwell arreſted upan. high Treaſon, 
| hardly will believe it can be ſo. « 

2, Itis too true, Sir, would it were othetwile, 
Condition I ſpent half the wealth 1 have; 
| was at , law him thece arreſted, 

And afterward committed tothe Tower. 

1. What was't for Treaſon that he was committed ? 

2, Kind Noble Gentleman: 1 may ruethe time * 
All that 1 have, I did enjoy by him, 

And if he die, then all my ſtate is gone. i 

1. It may be hoped that be ſhall not die, 
Becaule the King did favour bim ſo much, 

2, O Sir, you are deceived in thinking fo ; 
The grace and favour he had with the King, 
Hath caus'd him have fo njany Enemies : | 
He that in Court ſecure will keep bimſeif, | 
Muſt not be gteat, for then he is envied at. | 
The Shrub is ſafe, when as the Cedar ſhakes, * 

For where the King doth love above compare, 
Of others they as much more envied ace. | 

I, 'Tis pity that thisnoble man ſhould fall, | | 
He did ſo many charitable deeds. 

2, 'Tistrue, and yet you ſee in eacheſtate, 
There's none ſo bur ſome one doth him hate, 
And they before would ſmile him in the face, | 
Will be the formoſt to do him diſgrace: 
What, will you $0 along uato the Court ? 

1, Icarenot if I do, and hear the news, 
How men will judge what ſhall __ of _ | 

2, Some men will ſpeak hardly, will ſpeak in pi 
Go you ta the Court, Ile go into the City, Ws 
There 1 am ſure to hear more news than you, | 

1, Why then ſoon will we meet again, [Exenm, 


Enter Cromwell in the Tower. 


(rom. Now, Cromwndll, haſt thou time to meditate, | 
And think upon thy ſtate, and of the time : 
Thy honours came unſought, I, and unlook'd for, 
They fall as ſudden, and unlook'd for too : 
What glory was in. Exglerd that I had not? 
II 
Except the , who greater my ſelf : 
But ”_ I ſee after ages ſhall, 
The greater men, more ſudden is their fall, 
And now | do remember, the Earl of Bedford 
Was very deſirous for to ſpeak to me : 
And afterward ſent unto me a Letter, 
The which I think I have ſtill in my Pocket, 
Now may I read it, for I now have leiſure, 
And this | take it is, [ He reads the Letter, 


| L—_ 


My Lord, come net this mght to Lambeth, 
For if you do, your ſtate is overthrown. 
And much I doubt your life, and if you come : 


T hen if you lwe your ſelf, ſtay where you are. 
O God, 


ey 
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O God, had | but read this Letter, 

Then had | been free from the Lions Paw : 
Deferring this to. read until to Morrow, 

[ ſpurn'd at joy, and did embrace my forrow. 


Enter the Lieutenant ofhe Tower and Officers. 


Now, Maſter Lieutenant, when's this day of Death ? 
Liex, Alas, my Lord, would 1 might never (ee it : 
Here are the Dukes of Suffolkand of Norfolk, 
Wincheſter, Bedford, and Sir Richard Ratchff, 
With others, but why they come I know not. 
Crem,' No matter wherefore, Cromwell is prepar'd, 
For Gardiner has my life and ſtate inſnar'd : 
Bid them come in, or you ſhall do them:wrong, 
For here ſtands be, whom ſome thiak lives too long, 
| Learding kills Learning, and, inſtead of Ink 
Todip kis Pen, Cromwell's heart-blood doth drink. 


Enter all the Nobles. 


Norf. Good morrow, Cromwell, what, alone ſo ſad ? 
Crom, Onc good among you, none of you are bad : 


| For my part, ic belt firs me be alone, 


Sadneſs with me, not 1 with any ane, 

What, is the King acquainted with my cauſe ? 

Norf. We have, and he hath anſwered us, my Lord, 
Crom, How ſhall I come to ſpeak with him my ſelf, 
Gard, The King is ſo advertiſed of your guilt, 

He will by no means admit you to his preſence. 

Crom. No way admit me, am I ſo ſoon forgot ? 

Did he but yeſterday embrace my neck, 

And ſaid that Cromwell was even half himſelf, 

And are his Pcincely cars ſomuch bewitched 


' | With {catidalous igagminy,jand flanderons ſpeeches, 


That now hedoth deny to-look on me ? 
Well, my Lord of. Wiickeſter, no doubt but you 
Are-mnch in, favour with his Majeſty, _ 
Will you bear a Letter from me to bis Grace ? 
Gar, Pardpn:me, Vte bear no Traitors Letters. 
Grom: | Ha, will you do this kindneſs then ? 
Tell him by word of mouth what 1 ſhall ſay to you. 
Gard. That will 1. 

(rom, But on your honour will you ? 

Gard. I, on my honour. 

om, Bear witneſs, Lords. 

11 him, when he hath known you, 
nd try*d your Faith but half ſo much as mine, 
He*li fiad you to be the falſeſt hearted man 


{lg England : Pray tell him this. 


B:d. Be patient, good my Lord, in theſe extremities.. 
Crom, My kind and honourable Lord of Bedford, 

I kaow your honouc always lov'd me well, 

But, pardofi me, this:ſtil}:ſhall be'my theam, 

Gardiner is the cauſe mhiakrs*(romwell ſo extream : 

Sir Ralph Sadler, 'pray a word with you 3 

You were my man, and all that you poſſeſs ' 

Came by my means, to requite all this, 

Will you take this Letter here of me, 


| And give it with younown hands totheKing; | 


Sad. | kiſs your hand, and never will Irelt, ':. » 
E'ce to the Kingthis/be delivered. LExis Sadler. 
Crom, Why:yetCrotwelt hath one Friend in ſtore, 

Gard, But all the:haſfe he makes ſhall be but vain; 
Here's a diſcharge for your Priſoner, 


To ſee him exgcuted preſently': 


My Lord, you hear the tenor of. your life, 
Crom, | doembrace it, welcome my lalt {date, 
And of this gliſtering world l take laſt leave ; 
And, Noble Lords, I rake my leave of you :; 

As willingly 1 go to meet with Death, 

As Gardiner did pronounce it with his breath ; 
From Treaſon is my heart as white as Snow, 
My Dath only procured by my Foe : 


I pray commend me to my Soveraign King, 

| And tell hintin what ſort his Cromwell dy'd, 

| To loſe his Head before his cauſe was try'd : 
But let his Grace, when he ſhall hear my name, 
Say only this, Gardiner procur'd the ſame. 


Enter young Cromwell. 


Lieu, Here is/your Son come to take his leave. 
Crom. To take his leave ? _ 
Come hither, Harry Cronewel! ; hy: 
Mark, Boy, the laſt words that I ſpgak to.thee ; 
Flatter not Fortune, neither fawn upon her: - 
Gape not for ſtate, yet loſe no ſpark of honour ; 
Ambition, like the plague ſee thou eſchew it 
I die for Treaſon, Boy, and never knew it ; 
Yet let thy Faith as ſpotleſs be.as mine, 


. 


| And Cromwell's virtues in thy face ſhall ſhine : | 


Come, goalong-and ſee melgave my breath, 
And Ple leave thee upon the floor of Death, 
Son. O Father, I ſhall die to ſee that waund, 
Your blood being ſpilt will make my beart to ſound. - 
Crom, How, Boy, not look upon the Axe ? 
How ſhall I do then to have my head ſtrook off ? 
Come on, my Child, and ſee the end of all, * 
And after ſay that Gardiner was my fall. 
Gard. My Lord, you ſpeak it of an envious heart, 
[ have done no more than Law and Equity. . 
Bed. O, my good Lord of Wincheſter, forbear; 
It would better ſeemed you to been abſent, 
Than with your words diſturb a dying man. 
Crom, Who me, my Lord ? no: he diſturbs not me, 
My mind he ſtircs not, though his mighty ſhock 
Hath brought moe Peers heads down to the block, 
Farewel, my Boy,all Cromwell can bequeath, 
My hearty bleſſing, ſol take my leave. 
Hang, I am your death's man,pray my Lord, forgive me. 
Crom. Evgn with my. Soul, why man thou art my Doctor, 
And bring'ſt me precious Phyſick for my Soul; ; , -:i? 
My Lord of Zedford, 1 delice of you, ail to 
Before my Death a corporal embrace:' :+. - i | 
[Bedford comes to bim, Cromwell embraces bim, 
Farewel, great Lord, my. love 1 do commend : 
My Keart to you, my Soul to Heaven I ſend ; 
This is my joy, that e*ce my body fleet, - 
Your bonour'd arms is my true winding-ſheet ; 
Farewel, dear Bedford, my peace is made in Heaven ; 
Thus falls great Cromwell a poor ell in length, | 
Toriſe tounmeaſur'd height, wing'd with new ſtrength. | 
The lands of Worms, which dying men diſcover. 
My Soul is ſhrin'd with heaven's celeſtial cover. 
LExennt Cromwell and the Officers, and 
Bed. Well, Farewel Cromwelh,.the trueit Friend 
That ever Bedford ſhall poſſeſs again, 
Well, Lords, 1 fear when this man is. Dead, , 
You'll wiſh it-vain thatCromwell bad a head, - 


Enter ohe with!Cromwell's Head. 


Off.- Here is the Head of the deceaſed (romwell. 
Bed. Pray thee go hence, and bear his head away, 
Unto his Body, inter them both in Clay. 


others, 


Enter Sir Ralph Sadler. 


Sad. How now my Lords, what is Lord Cromwell dead ? 
Bed. Lord Cromwell's body now doth want a head. 
Sad. O God, alittle ſpeed had ſay'd his life, 
Here is a kind Reprieve come from the King, 
To bring him ſtraightunto his Mejeſty. 
S»ff. I, I, Sir Ralph, Reprieves come now too late. 
Gar. My conſcience now tells me this deed was ill, 
Would Chriſt that Cromwell werealive again. 
Nor. Come let. us to the King, wbom well I know, 


Will grieve for Cronyyell, that his Death was fo. 
"£7 | [LExennt _ 
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HISTO R Y 


Sir John Oldcaſtle, 


THE GOOD 


LORD COBHAM. 


Ing Henry the Fifth. 
\, S:r John Oldcaſtle, Loyd Cobham. 
Harpool Servant to the Lord Cobham. 
Lord Herbert, with Gough his man. 
Lord Powis, with Qwen and Davy his men. 
The Mayor of Hereford , and Sheriff of Hereford- 
ſhire, with Bayliffs and Servants. 
Two Judges of Alſſize. 
The Biſhop of Rocheſter, and Clun his Sumner. 
Sir John the Parſon of Wrotham, and Doll his Con- 
The Duke of Suffolk. (cubine. 
The Earl of Huntington. 
The Earl of Cambridge. 
Lord Scroop, and Lord Grey. 
Chartres the French Agent. 


| 


The A@ors Names, 


Sir Roger ARon. 
Sir Richard Lee. 


Maſter Bourn , Maſter Beverley , «»d Murley the 


Brewer of Dunſtable, Rebels. 


Maſter Butler Gentleman of the Privy Chamber. 


Lady Cobham and Lady Powis. 
Cromer Sheriff” of Kent. 

Lord Warden of the Cinque Ports. 
Lieutenant of the Tower. 


The Mayor, Conſtable, und Gaoler of S. Albans. 


A Kentiſh Conſtable and an Ale-man. 
Souldjers and old men begging. 

Dick az4 Tom, Servants to Murley. 
4: Iriſhman. 

An Hoſt, Hoſtler, a Carrier and Kate. 


Nor age 
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THE 
PROLOGUE 
H E doubtful Title (Gentlemen) prefixt 
Upon the Argument we have in hand, 

May breed ſuſpence, and wrongfully diſturb 
The aq wn quiet of your ſetled thoughts : 
To ſtop which ſcruple, lt this brief ſuffice ; 
It is no : wars” Glutton we preſent, 


Counſellor to youthful fin ; 
But one, whoſe wertue ſhoue above the reſt, 


A SY 


—. —_©___ GED 


| 
{ 
| | 
A valiant| 
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The Hiſtory of Sir John Oldcaſtle, 


Sheriff, Y Lords I charge ye in his Highneſs name, 
to keep the Peace, you and your fol- 
lowers. 

H*r. Good Maſter Sheriff, look unto your ſelf. 
Pow. Do ſo, for we have other buſineſs, 
: [ Proffer to fight again. 
Sher, Will ye diſturb the Judges, and the Alſize ? 
Hear the King's Proclamation, ye were beſt, 
Pow, Hold then, let's hear it. 
Her. But be brief, ye were beſt. 
Bai. O yes. 
Davy. Coſſone,make ſhorter O, or ſhall mar your Yes, 
Bail, Q yes. 
Owen, What, has her nothing to ſay, but O yes ? 
Bail. Q yes. 
Davy. O nay, py coſs plut , down with her, down 
with her, A Powss, a Powis. 
Gough. A Herbert, a Herbert, and down with Powis, 
[ Helter skelter again: 
Sher, Hold in the King's name, hold. 
Owen, Down with a Kanaves name, down. 
[ln this fight the Bailiff is knock'd down, and the 
Sheriff and the other run away. 
Her. Powis, I think thy welſh and thou do ſmart. 
Pow. Herbert, | think my Sword came near thy heart. 
Her. Thy hearts beſt bloud ſhall pay the loſs of mine. 
Gough. A Herbert, a Herbert, 
Davy. A Pows, a Powns. 


es they are fiehting, Enter the Mayor of Hereford , hns 
6M ers and Townſmen with (lubs. 

May. My Lords, as'you are Liegemen to the Crown, 

True Fr ny and Subjects to the King, 

Attend his Highneſs Proclamation, 

Commanded by the Judges of Aſlize, 

For keeping Peace at this Aſſembly. ; 

Her. Good Maſter Mayor of Hereford, be brief. 

May. Serjeant, without the Ceremonies of O yes, 

Pronounce aloud the Proclamation. : 

Ser. The Kings Juſtices, perceiving what publick miſ- 

chief may enſue this private quarrel : in his Majeſties 

name, do ſtraightly charge and command all pecſons, of 

what degree ſoever, to depart this City of Hereford, ex- 


and that no man preſume to wear any Weapon, eſpecially 
Welſh-Hooks, Forreſt Bills, 

Owen. Haw? No pill nor Wells hoog? ha? 

May. Peace, and hear the Proclamation. : 

Ser, And that the Lord Pow do preſently diſperſe 
and diſcharge hisRetinne,and depart the City in theKings 
Peace, he and his Followers, on pain of Impriſonment. 

Davy. Haw ? pud her Lord Powis in Priſon? A Pows: 
| A Powis. Coſſoon, her will live and tye with her 
Lord. 

Gongh, A Herbert, a Herbert. 


In this fight the Lord Herbert is wounded, and falls to the 
ground, the Mayor and his Company cry for Clubs : Pow1s 
runs away, Gough and Herberts Fattion are buſy about 
him. Enter the two Fudges , the Sheriff, and his Baihffs 
afore them, &c. | 


1. Fad, Where's the Lord Herbert ? Is he hurt or ſlain ? 
Sher. He's here, my Lord. 
2. 7ud. How fares his Lordſhip, Friends ? 


cept ſuch as are bound to give attendance at this Aﬀſtze, | 


| 


A valiant Martyr, and a vertuows Peer, 
In whoſe true Faith and Loyalty expreſt 
Unto his Sovereign, and his Countries weal : 
We ſtrive to pay that tribute of our love 
Your favours merit : Let fair truth be grac'd, 
Since forg'd invention former time defac'd. 


Gough. Mortally wounded, ſpeechleſs, he cannot liye. 

1. 7ud, Convey him hence, let not his wounds take ajr 
And get him dreſt with expedition, : 

LExi L. Herbert and Gough, 
Maſter Mayor of Hereford, Maſter Sheriff o* th? Shire, 
Commit Lord Powis to ſafe Cuſtody, | 
To anſwer the diſturbance of the Peace, 
Lord Herbert peri), and his high contempt 
Of us, and you the Kings Commiſſianers, 
See it be done with care and diligence 

Sher. Pleaſe it your Lordſhip, my 
paſt all recovery, 

2. 7ad. Yet let ſearch be made, 
To apprehend his Followers that are left. 

Sher. There are ſome of them : Sirs, lay hold of 
them, 

Owen. Of us? and why? what has her done I pray} 
you ? 

Sher. Diſarm them, Bailiffs. 

May. Officers afliſt, 

OG Hear you, Lord Shudge, what reſſon for 
this ? 

Owen, Coſſoon, pe puſe for fighting for our Lord ? 

I. Fud, Away with them. ; 

Davy. Harg you,my Lord, 

Owen. Gough my Lord Herberts man's a ſiitten 
Kanave. 

Davy. Ice live and tye in good quarrel. 

Owen, Pray you do ſhuſtice, let awl be Priſon. 

Davy. Priſon, no, + 
Lord Shudge, I wool give you Pale, good Surety. 

2. Fud, What Bail ? what Sureties ? 

Davy. Her Cozen ap Kice , ap Evan, ap Morice , ap | 
e Morgan, ap Linellyn, ap Madoc, ap Meredih, ap Griffun, 
ap Davy, ap Owen, ap Shinken Shones, 

2, Fud. Two of the moſt ſufficient are enow. | 

Sher. And't pleaſe your Lordſhip theſe are all but | 
one. 

1. Jud. To Jayl with them, and the Lord Herberrs men, 

We'll talk with them, when the Aſſize is done, [Exemm. 

Riotous, audacious, and unruly Grooms, 

Muſt we be forced to come from the Bench, 

To quiet Brawls, which every Conſtable 

[n other civil places can ſupprefs ? 

. 2. Fud, What was the quarrel that cavs'd all this 
ir ? 

Sher. About Religion as I heard, my Lord, | 
Lord Pows:'s detratted from the power of Rome, 
Afficming Wickiif*s Doctrine to be true, 

And Romes erroneous : hot reply was made 

By the Lord Herbert, they were Traytors all 
That would maintajno it. Powis anſwered, 
They were as true, as noble, and as wiſe . 

As he, that would defend it with their lives, 
He nam'd for inſtance Sir Fohr Oldcaſtle 

The Lord Cobbam : Herbert replied again, 

He, thou, and all are Traytors that ſo hold. 
The lye was given, the ſeveral FaCtions drawn, 
And ſo enrag'd, that we could not appeale it. 

I. F«d, This caſe concerns the Kings Prerogative, 
And *tis dangerous to the State and Common-wealth. 
Gentlemen, Juſtices, Maſter Mayor, and Maſter Sheriff, 
it doth behove us all, and each of us 
In general and particular, to have care 
For the ſuppreſliog of all mutinies, 


Lord Powis is gone 


_ 


"OI In 


And all Aſſemblies, except Souldiers muſters, : | 
or 


_ 


= 
DE —— 


the good Lord Cobham. 


For the Kings preparation into France, 

We hear of ſecret Conventicles made, 

And there is doubt of ſome Conſpiracies, 

Which may break out into rebellious arms 

When the King's gone, perchance before he go: 
Note as an initance, this one perillous fray, 
What Factions might bave grown on either part, 
To the deſtruftion of the King and Realm: 

Yet, in my Conſcience, Sir John Oldcaſtle's 
Innocent of it, only his name was ug'd. 

We therefore from his Highneſs give this charge : 
You Maſter Mayor, Jook to your Citizens, 

You Maſter Sheriff, unto your Shire, and you 

As Jaſtices in every ones precinct 

There be no meetings. When the vulgar ſort 
Sit on their Ale-Bench, with their Cups and Cans, 
Matters of State be not their common talk, 

Nor pure Religion by their Lips prophan'd. 

Let us return unto the Bench again, * 

And there examine further of this fray. 


Emer a Bailiff and 4 Serjeant. 


Sher, Sirs, have ye taken the Lord Powis yet ? 

Bail. No, nor heard of him. 

Ser. No, he's gone far enough, ' 

2. Judo. They that are left behind, ſhall anſwer all. 
* [Exeun, 

» 
Enter Suffolk, Biſhop of Rocheſter , Maſtery Butler, 
Sir John the Parſon of Wrotham. 


Suf. Now, my Lord Biſhop, take free liberty 
To ſpeak your mind z What is your ſuit to us? 
Biſh. My noble Lord, no more than what you know, 
And have been oftentimes inveſted with : 
Grievous complaints have gaſt between the Lips 
Of envious perſons to upbraid the Clergy, 
Some carping at the livings which we have 
And others ſpurning at the Ceremonies 
That are of ancient cuſtom in the Church. 
Amoneſt the which, Lord Cobham is a chief : 
Wheat inconvenience may proceed hereof, 
Both to the King, and to the Common-wealth, 
May eaſily be difcern'd, when like a frenſy 
This innovation ſhall poſſeſs their minds. 
Theſe upſtarts will have followers to uphold 
Their damn'd opinion, more than Harry ſhall, 
To undergo his quarrel *gaindt the French. 
Suf. What proof is there againſt them co be had, 
. That what you ſay the Law may juſtife ? 
Biſh. They give themſelves the names of Proteſtants, 
And meet in Fields and ſolitary Groves —{— 
Sir Fohn. Wag ever heard (my Lord) the like till now ? 
That, Thieves and Rebels, *sbloud Hereticks, 
Plain Hereticks, I'll ſtand to't to their teeth, 
Should have to colour their vile practices, 
A Title of ſuch worth, as Proteſtant ? 


Enter one with a Letter. 


Sf. O but you muſt not ſwear, _ it ill becomes 
One of your Coat, to rap out bloudy Oaths. 

Biſh. Pardon him, good my Lord, it is his zeal, 
An boneſt Country Prelate, who laments 
To ſee ſuch foul diſorder in the Church. 

Sir John, There's one they call him Sir Joh! Oldca#tle. 
He has not his name for nought : for like a Caſtle 
Doth he encompaſs them within his Walls, 

But till that Caſtle be ſubverted quite, 
We ne're ſhall be at quiet in the Realm, 

Biſh. This is our Suit (my Lord) that he be tane 
And brought in queſtion for his Hereſie : | 
Beſide, two Letters brought me out of Wales, 


ah. 


þ 


To ſpot their calling, and diſturb the Church. 


Wherein my Lord Hertford writes to me, 

What tumulr and ſedition was begun, 

About the Lord Cobham, at the Sizes there, 

For they had much ado to calm the rage, 

Aud that the valiant Herbert is there ſlain. 

Suf. A fire that mnſt be quencht, - Well, ſay no more, 
The King anon goes to the Council Chamber, 

There to debate of matters touching France, 

As he doth paſs by, Pll inform his Grace 

Concerning your Petition, Maſter Butler, 

If I forget, do you remember me. Og 
But, | will my Lord. [Offer him a Purſe. 
Biſh, Not as a Recompence, 

But as a Token of our love to you. 

By me (my Lords) the Clergy doth preſent 

This Purſe, and in'it full a thouſand Angels, 

Praying your Lordſhip to accept their viſe, 

Sf. 1 thank them, my Lord Biſhop, for their love, 
But will not take their money, if you pleaſe 
To give it to this Gentleman, you may. 

Biſh, Sir, then we crave your furtherance herein. 

But. The beſt I can, my Lord of Rocheſter. 

Biſh. Nay, pray take it, truſt me you ſhall. 

Sir John, Were ye all three upon New- Marker Heath, 
You ſhould not need ſtrain curt'fie who ſhould ha'r, 
Sir Fob would quickly rid ye of that care. 

Suf. The King is coming : Fear ye not, my Lord, 
The very ficlt thing | will break with him 
Shall be about your matter. 


Enter King Harry azd Huntington in talk, 


Har. My Lord of Suffolk, 
Was it not ſaid the Clergy did refuſe * 
To lend us Money toward our Wars in France ? 

Suf. It was my Lord, but very wrongfully, 

Har. | know it was: for Hunts here tells me 
They have been very bountiful of late. 

Sf. And ſtill they vow, my gracious Lord, to be ſo, 
Hoping your Majeſty will think on them 
As of your loving Subjefts, aud ſuppreſs 
All ſuch malicious errors as begin 


Har. God elſe forbid : why, Swfolk, 
[s there any new rupture to Auter them ? 
Suf. No new my Lord, the old is great enough, 
And ſo increaſing, as if not cut down, 
Will breed a ſcandal to your Royal State, 
And fer your Kingdom quickly in an uproar. 
The Kentiſh Knight, Lord Cobham in deſpight 
Of any Law, or ſpiritual Diſcipline, * 
Maintains this upſtart new Religion ſtill, 
And divers great Aſſemblies by his means 
And private quarrels are commenc'd abroad, 


. Har. Wedo find it here, 

There was in Wales a certain fray of late 
Between two Noblemen. But what of this ? 
Follows it ſtraight Lord Cobham muſt be he 
Did cauſe the ſame ? I'dare be ſworn (good Knight) 
He never dreamt of any ſuch contention. 

Biſh. But in his name the quarrel did begin, 
About the opinion which he held, my Liege, 

Har, What if it did? waseither he in place 
To take part with them? or abett them in it ? 
If brabling fellows, whoſe enkindled blond . 
Seeths in their fiery Veins, will needs go fight, 
Making their quarrels of ſome words that paſt 
Either of you, or you, amongſt their Cups, 
ls the fanlt yours? or are they guilty of it ? 


Such little ſparks neglefted, may in time 
Grow to a mighty flame. But that's not all, 


He doth beſide maintain a ſtrange Religion, 
XXX 2. 


—_— 


Suf. With pardon of your Highneſs, my dread Lord, | 


And} 


| 


As by thisLetter more at large, myLiege,is made apparent. | 


- 


(244. The Hiſtory of Sir Jokn Oldcaſtle, 


And will not be coampel'd toacome to Mak. Even as S. Reter writ, {til] worſe and worlc. 
Biſhop. We do belggch you thereſgre, gracious Prince, 2, Maſter Mayor of Rocheſter has given command, That 
Without offence v9 FEur Majelty, none ſhall go abroad out of the Pariſh , and has ſet down 


We may be bold roſe Authoruy. an Order forſooth, what every poor kouſholder muſt giye 
Har. As how? | for our relief: where there be ſome ſeſled (1 may ſay to 
| Biſhop. To ſummon im wato the Agches, you) had almoſt as much need to beg as we. 
Where ſuch ofiences hayc their puniſhment. | I. It isa hard world the while. 


Har. To anſwer perdonally, is that your meaning ? Old m, If a ppor man askat door for God's ſake,they ask 
Biſhop. It is, py Lo9d. | him foralicenge or a certificate from a Juſtice, 

Har, How if he appesl ? : | | 2, Faith we have none, but what we bear npan our 
Biſhop. My Lord, he canget in ſuch a caſe as this. bodies, pur main'd limbs, God help us, 

Suf. Nat where Religion is the plea, my Lord. 4. And yet as lame as } am, Vie with the King jato 
Har. | took it always, thas eur {lf Rood on's France, if I can but crawl a (ſhip baard,lhad rather be lain 


: 


As a ſufficient refuge: pato whom in France, than ſtarve in Enplazd. 
Not apy but might Jajvfully appeal. Old m. Ha, wete 1 LICE I was at Shrewsbyry 
But we'll not argie 00W 3Þ08 Chat POLE, battle, 1 wan}d not do s: but we are now Come to 
For Sir Fobn Oldgaf #haw 44y accuſe, the good Lord Cobham's hauſe, the beſt man to the poor in 
Let me iatreat you t@ Ailpence 8 while all Kent. | 
With your high Title of preheminence. [In ſcorn. | 4. God bleſs him, there be but few ſuch. 
4 Report _ _ yet candemnn bin fp, 
But he Fl $ been geputcy I: : 
And in my knowledge i — = Enter Lord Cobham with Harpool. 
That he is vertaous, wile, and hancurable. ; 
If any way bjs Conſcience be Gduc'd Cob, Tow peeviſh froward man, what woyldſt thou 
To waver in his Faith, 1'c ad far him, —_— 
And ſchool him privagely : Ifghat fave not, Har. This pride, this pride, brings all to beggery, 
Then aſter ward you ey procecd agaiolt bim. [ ſery'd your Father, and your Grandfather, 
Butler, be you the Mellepges for ws, Shew me ſuch ztwo men now : No, no, 
And will him preſently repair toCour. [Exewn, | Your backs, your backs ; the Devil and pride 
$.Fobn, How now my Lord ? why ſtand you diſcontent ? | Has cpt the throat of allgood Hepſc-keeping, 
Iuſooth (methigks) the King hath well decreed, - | They were the beſt Yeomens Maſters that 
Biſhop. 1, 1, Sir Fohn, if he would keep his word : Ever were in England. 


But | perceive he favours him jo gaweb Cob. Yea, except thou have a crew of filthy knaves 


As this will be to ſmgjl effc, 1 fear. And ſturdy Rogyes Kill ſeeding at my Gate, 
S. John, Why $heg 1'ls tell you what y ace beſt to do: | There is no holpitality with thee, | 
If you ſuſpe@ the Kivg will be but cold > Har. They mayſtatthe gate well enough,bnt the devil 
{n repreheading bin, {end you a Procels too | hab bu” ou gzve them, except they'll eat ſtones, = 
To ſerve upon him, {p ye May be fie Cob. *Tis long then of ſuch Kogry eSAs you ; 
To make him 8a{wer't, however it fall, | Yea, Sir, here's your xctane, your gueſts be come, 
Biſhop. And well xemembred, | will bave it {@, They know their hours, I warrant you, 
A Sumner ſhall be ſent about it ſtrvight, [Exit.| Old m. God bleſs yevr honour, God fave the good Lord 


Cobham, and all bis Houſe, 


S. Fobn., Yea,do fo. Injhe Mea 
ET CI A Soul. Good your honour, beſtow your bleſſed almes 


For kind Sir Zohy of Wrathem, þ 


Methinks the purſe of Geld the Biſhop gave Upon poor men. x : 
Made a good ſhe, if had & teOpring . Cob. Now, Sir, here be your alms Knights : 
Beſhrew me, but ay figgers ends do ich Now are you as ſafe as the Emporour, 
To be upon thoſe gelden ryddecks, Well "tis thus ; Har. My alms Boights ? Nay thiare yours : 
| am not asthe world dath take 99e for : It is a ſhame for you, 80d Ve ſtand to's, 

/ fever Wolf were clogt hed in fheeps £6rt, Your fooliſh alms maintaing more Vagabonds 
Then 1 am he; eld hugdle and £weng "Haith : Than all the Nablemes in Kew belide. _ 
A Prieſt in ſhew, but (-ig plain terrss) a Thief : Out you Rogues, you Knaves, work for your livings. 
Yet let me tell you i$9, 88 honeſt Thief; Alas poor meny they may beg their hearts out, 
One that will take i& where it mgy be ſper'd, There's no more CONTy UROng men 

{ And ſpend it freely in good iP» Than amongit lo many ive Dogs. 

| have 8s Many ſhapes #5 Prorew had, What make you þerg, you needy knaves ? 
That ſtill when any villany is done, Away, away, yop Villains. 


2. Soul. 1 beſeech you, Sir, be gaod. 


There may none (yſpeR it was bir Fohw. 
cre y e pet was bir Fo Cob. Nay,nay, they know thee well enough, [ think that 


Beſides, to comfart me (for what's this life, 


Except the crabhed bitternels thereof all the beggers in this Land are thy acquaintance :: go be- 
Be ſweetned now 89d then with Letchery ? ) ſtow your alms, none will control) you, Sir. 
I have my Doll, my Concybipe $6 "ters, : Har. What ſhould 1 give them ? you are grown ſo beg. | 
To frolick with, @ luſty bouncing gle. garly,haf pou can {carce give 2 bitof Bread at your door : 
But whiP(t 1 loyter here, the Gald may (cape, you talk of your Religion ſo long, that you have baniſhed | 
And that muſt not be ſo: Jr js mine pwn, Charity fram you : a man may make a Flax-ſhop ip your | 
Therefore Vie meet him on his way go Cont, Kitchin Chimnies for an hre ghere isſticriog. + 
And ſtrive him of it, there will be the ſpat. CExi,| Cob. If thou wilt =_ them nothing, ſend chem hence : 
Let them nat ſtand here arving i the cold. 
Enter faur poor People, ſome Souldigrs, ſomes OId men. | Har. Whe, Idrivethem bence? If I drive poor men 
F | from the door , }'le be hang'd; J know not what I may 
1, God help, God help, there's Law for puniſhing, come to my ſelf: Gad help ye knaves , ye ſee the 
' But there's no Law for our neceſſity : World. Well, you had a : O God be with thee 
There be more ſtacks to ſet poor ſouldiers in, good Lady, thy Saul'sat reſt: ſhe gave more in ſhirts and 
Than there be Hauſes to relieve them at. ſmocks to poor Children, than you ſpend in your Houſe, 
| Oldman, |, Houſe-keeping decays in every place, and yet you live & beggar 100. L 
0p. 
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the good Lord Coblam. 
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Cob, Even the worſt deed that ever my Mother did, 
was in relieving ſuch a Fool as thou, 

Har, I, | ama Fool ſtill; with all your Wit you'll die 
a Beggar, go too. | 

Cob, Go, you old Fool, give the poor people ſome- 


thing: Go in poor men into the inner Court, and take 
ſuch Alms as there is to be had. 


Soul. God bleſs your Honour. 

Har. Hang you Rogues, hang you, there's nothing but 
miſery amongſt you, you fear no Law, you. CExit. 

Oldm, God bleſs you good Maſter Rafe , God ſave 
' your Life, you are good to the poor ſtill. 


Enter the Lord Powis diſeuſed. 


Cob, What Fellow's yonder comes along the Grove ? 
Few Paſſengers there be that know this way : 
Me thinks he ſtops as though he ſtaid for me, 
And meant to ſhrow'd himſelf among the Buſhes, 
[ know the Clergy hates me to the Death, 
And my Religion gets me many foes: 
And this may be ſome deſperate Rogue 
Suborn*d to work me miſchief: as it pleaſeth God. 
| If he come toward me, ſure Ple ſtay his coming, 
Be he but one man, whatſo'cre he be. [Lord Powis comes 07. 
| have been well acquainted with that face. 
Tow, Well met, my honourable Lord and Friend. 
Cob. You are welcome, Sir, what ere you be ; 
' But of this ſudden, Sir, I do not know you. | 
Pow. 1 am one that wiſheth well unto your Honour, 
My name 1s Powss,an old Friend of yours. | 
Cob, My honourable Lord, and worthy Friend, 
What makes your Lorſhip thus alone in Kerr, 
And thus diſguiſed in this ſtrange attire ? 
Pow. My Lord, an unexpected accident 
Hath at this time enforc'd me to theſe parts, 
And thus it hapt. Not yet full five days ſince, 
Now at the lalt aſlize at Hereford, | 
It chanc'd that the-Lord Herbert and my ſelf, 
'Mongſt other things diſcourſing at the Table, 
To fall in ſpeech about ſome certain points: 
Of Wicklif's DoCtrine *gainſt the Papacie, 
And the Religion Catholick maintain'd 
Through the moſt part of Europe at this day 
| This wilfol teſty Lord ſtuck not to ſay, 
That Wickl was a Knave, a ſchiimatick, 
| His Doctrine deviliſh and Heretical : 
And whatſoever he was maintain'd the ſame, 
Was Traitorboth-to God, aad to his Country. 
Being moved at his peremptory ſpeech 
| told bim, ſome maintain'd thoſe opinions, 
| Men, and truer Subjects than Lord Herbert was : 
And he replying in compariſons, _ | 
Your name was urg'd, my Lord, againſt this challenge, 
To be a perfect favourer of the truth. 
And to be ſhort, from words we fell to blows, 
Our Servants, and our Tenants taking parts. 
Many on both ſides hurt : and for an hour 
The broil by no means could be pacified, 
Until the Judges riſing from the bench, 
Were in their perſons forc'd to part the fray. 
Cob, | hope no man was violently ſlain. 
Pow. Faith none | truſt, but the Lord Herberts ſelf, 
Who is in truth ſo dangerouſly hurt, 
As it is doubted he can hardly ſcape. : 
Cob. 1 am ſorry, my good Lord, of theſe ill news. 
Pow, This is the caule that drives me into Kent, 
To ſhroud my ſelf with you ſo good a Friend, 
Util | hear how things do ſpeed at home. 
Cob. Your Lordſhip is moſt welcome unto Cobbam : 
But 1 am very forry, my good Lord, 
My name was brought in queſtion in this matter, 
Conſidering 1 have many Enemies, 
That threaten malice, and do lye 1n walt 
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To take the vantage of the ſmalleſt thing. 

But you are welcome, and repoſ your Lordſhip, 
And keep your felt here ſecret in my Houſe, 
Until we hear how the Lord Herbert ſpeeds. 


. Enter Harpoodl. 


Here comes my. man : Sirrah, what news ? 
Har. Yonder's one Mc. But/er of the privie Chamber, 
is fent unto you from the King, | 
Pow. Pray God the Lord Herbert be not dead, and the } 
King hearing whither I am gone, hath ſent tor me. 
Cob. Comfort your ſelf, my Lord, 1 warrant you. | 
Har. Fellow, what atls thee? , do'lt thou quake ? do'ſt | 
thou ſhake ? do'ſt thou tremhle ? ha? W 
Cob. Peace,you old fool : Sirrah, convey this Gehtleman 
in the back way, and bring the other into the walk. | 
Har. Come, Sir, y'are welcome, if you love my Lord. 
Pow. Gramercy, gentle Friend. _ [ Exeurt, 
Cob. | thought as much, that it would not be long before 
| heard of ſomething from the King, about this matter. 


Enter Harpool with 244ſter Butler. 


Har. Sir, yonder my Lord walks, you ſee him ; 
le have your men into the ſ{clles the while. 

Cob, Welcome, good Maſter Butler. 

But. Thanks, my good Lord : his Majeſty doth com- 
mend his love unto your Lordſhip, and wills you to repair 
unto the-Court; : 

Cob. God bleſs bis highneſs, and confound his Enemies, 
[| hope his Majeſty is well? 

But, In good health, my Lord. = 

Cob. God long continue it: me thinks you look as 
though you were not well, what ails ye, Sir ? 

But, Faith I have had a fooliſh odde miſchance, that 
angers me : coming:over Shooters bill, there came one to 
me like a Sailor, and askt me money z and whilſt 1 ſtaid 
my Horſe to draw my purſe, he takes th' advantage of a | 
little bank , and leaps behind me , whips my purſe away, 
and with a ſudden jerk,l know not how, threw me at leaſt | 
three yards out of my Saddle z 1 never was fo rob'din all | 
my life. 7% 

(ob, 1 am very ſorry, Sir, for your miſchance; we will 
ſend our warrant forth, to ſtay ſuch ſoſpitious perſons as 


. 


But, 1 humbly thank your Lordſhip, 1 will attendyov. ' 
Enter the Sumner. 


Sum. | have the Law to warrant what I do, and though 
the Lord Cobham be a Nobleman, that diſpenſes not with 
Law,l dare ſerve a Proceſs were he five Noble men,though 
we Szmners make ſometimes a mad flip in-a corner with 
a pretty wench, a Sumner muſt not go always by ſeeing : 
a man may be content to hide his Eyes where he may feel 
his profit, Well, this is Lord Cobbaw's Houſe, if I can- 
not ſpeak with him, Ile clap my Citation upon's door, 
ſo my Lord of Rocheſter bad me z but me thinks here 
comes one of his men. | 

Har. Welcome good fellow, welcome, who would'ſt | 
thou ſpeak with ? ; 

Sum. With my Lord {obham I would ſpeak, if thou be |. 
one of his men. | 

Har. Yes, I am one of his men, but thou caaſt not ſpeak | 
with my Lord. l 

Sum, May | ſend to him then } 

Har. Fle tell thee that, when | know thy errand, 

Sum, I will not tell my errand to thee, 

Har. Then keep itto thy ſelf, and walk like a Knave 
as thou camelſt. 

Sum, | cell thee, my Lord keeps no knaves, Sirrah. 

Har. Then thou ſerveſt him not, 1 believe. What 


Lord is thy Maſter ? 
XXX 3 


Sum, | 
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(ka11 be found, then Mr. Butler we'll attend you. op 
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parchment and this wax,or [ will make parchment of your 


my office, an thou ſhalt anſwer ic. 


yoo Rogue, rhe 


{ hither with a Citation with a pox ? I'le cite you. 
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Sum, My Lord of Rorhefter. 

Har. In good time: and what would'ſ thou have with 
my Lord Cobham ? 

Sum, 1 come by yertne of « Procefs, to cite him to ap- 
pear before my Lord in the Court at Rocheſter. 

Har. aſide. Well, God grant me patience, I could eat 
this Counger. My Lord is not at home, therefore it were 
good ,Sunmer, you carried your Proceſs back. | 

Saw. Why, if he will not be ſpokea withal, then will 
| leave it here, and ſee that be take knowledge of it. 

Har, *Zounds you lave, do you ſet up your bills here : 
£0 too, take it down again. Do'ſt thou know what thou | 
do'ſt? Do'ft thou know 0a whom thon fſerveſt a Proceſs ? | 
Sam. Yes marry doi, on Sir Joby Oldcaftle, Lord 
Cobham. : 

Her, | am glad thou knowelt him yet: and Sirrah, 
do'ſt not know chat the Lord Cobham isa brave Lord, that 
keeps good Beef and Beer in his Houſe, and every dey 
feeds « hundred poor people at's Gate,and keeps a hundred 
tall fellows ? 

Sam. What's that to my Procets ? 

Har. Marry this, Sir, is this proceſs parchment ? 

Sum, Yes marry 1$ it. 

Har. And this Scal wax ? 


Sun, It is fo. 
Har. lf this be parchinent, and this wax, cat you this 


| 


$kin, and beat your brains into wax, Sirrah, Swwrer, dil- 
patch, devour, Sirrah, devour. 
Sam, | am my Lord of Rocheſter's Summer, I came todo 


Har. Sirrah, no railing; but betake your ſelf to your 


thou bring'ſt it for my Lord, and wilt thou bring my Lord 
worſe than thou wilt eat chy ſelf ? 

Sur. Sir, 1 brought it not my Lord to eat. 

Har, © do you Sir me now; ail's one for that, Ile 
make you eat it, for bringing it. 

Sam, { cannot cat it. | | 
? *sbloud Ii beat you till you have } 
[Bear him. 
Swm, O hold,bold, good Mr.Servingman, I will eat it. 
Har. Be champing, be chawing, Sir, or Ile chaw you, 
of the Honey. 

Swn, Tough wax is the pureſt Hony, 

Har, Q Lord, Sir, oh, oh, 

Feed, feed, "cis whollome, Rogue, wholfome. : 
Cannot you like an honeſt Sumner, walk with the Devil 
your Brother, to fetch in your Bailiff *'s regts ; but you 
muſt come to a Noble mans houſe with proceſs ? If thy Seal 
wee es broad us the Lead that covers Rocheſter Church, 
thou ſhouldIſt eat ir. 

Sum. O, 1 am almmoft choaked, I am almoſt choaked. 
Hear. Who's within there ? will you ſhame my Lord, is 
there no Beer in the Houſe ? Butler | ay. 


Exter Butler. 


But. Here, here. 
Har. Give him Beer. ( fe erg. 
There : tough old ſheepskins, bare dry meat. | 
Sum, O Sir, let me go no further, Ple eat my word. 

Har. Vea marry, Sir, | mean ye ſhall eat more than your 
own word, for I'le make you cat all the words in the proceſs. 
Why you drab monger , cannot the ſecrets of all the 
'wenches in a Shire ſerve your tura , but. you muſt come 


A Cup of Sack for the Sumner. 
- But. Here, Sir, here, 
' Fa, Here, ſlave, I drink to thee, 
Sum. I thank you, Sir. 
| Hes. Now if thou find'ſt thy Stomach wel, becauſe thou 
har fee my Lord keeps meat in's houſe, if thou wilt go in 


teeth, thou ſhaltcat no worſe thanthou bring wich thee, | pe 
{ no body,but a good honeſt Prieſt, call'd Sir Fobx a Wrothan, 


Sum. No lam very well, good Maſter Servingman, 1 
thank you, very well, Sir. 

Har. 1 am glad on't, then be walking towards Rocheſter 
to keep your Stomach warm. And Sumner, If { do know 
you diſturb a good wench within this DioCeſs, if 1 do not 
make thee eac her petticoat, if there were four yards of 
Kentiſh cloth in't, I am a villain, 

Sum, God be w'ye, Maſter Servingman, 
Har, Farewel, Summer. 


Emer Conſtable.. 


[Exit, 


Con, Save you, Maſter Harpool. 

Har. Welcome Conſtable, welcome Conſtable, what 
news with thee ? 

Con, And't picaſe you, Maſter #7erpool, I am to make 
hue and cry for a fellow with oae Eye, that hes rob'd two 
Clothiers, and am to crave your hindrance to ſearch all 
ſuſpeCted places; and they lay there was a Woman in the | 
Company. 

_ Haſt thou been at the Ale-houſe? haſt thou ſought 
there * 

Con, 1durſt not ſearch in my Lord Cobban's liberty, ex- 
cept | had ſame of his Servants for my warrant, 

Her. An haneſt Conſtable , call forth him that keeps 
the Ale-houſe there. 

Con, Ho, who's within there ? 

Ale-man. Who calls there ? Oh is't you, Mr.Conſtable, 
and Mr, Harpoo! ? y'are welcome with all my heart, what 
make you here {© carly this morning ? | 

Har. Sirrah, what ſtrangers do you lodge ? there is a 
robbery done this morning, and we ace to ſearch for all ſuſ- 
ted perſons, 

Ale-man.Gods bores,] am forry for't. faith, Sir, [lodge 


and a handſome Woman that is his Neece, that he faics be 
has ſome ſuit in Law for, and as ul y upand down to 
London, ſometimes they lye at my . 

Har. What, is ſhe here in thy Houſe now? | 


Ale-man. She is, Sit : I promiſe Sir, he is a quiet 
man, and becauſe he will ant tronkle 000 mony room; hs 
makes the woman lye every night at his beds feet, 

th, Conktable bring her forth, let's 


Har. Bring her 
ſee her, let's ſee her. 
you mult come down to Maſter | 


Ale-mn, Dorothy , 
Conſtable 


Doll. Anon forſooth, [She enters, 
Har. Welcome, ſweet Laſs, welcome. 
Doll, 1 thank you,good Sir, and Maſter Conſtable alſo. 


Hay, A plump girke by the Maſs, a plump girle : ba, 
Doll, ha, Wilt thou forſake the Prieſt, and go with me, 
Doll? 

{on, Ah ! well ſaid, Maſter 
man i'faith; you will never be 0 


pretty wench indeed. 
Har. Ye old mad merry Conſtable, art thou advis'd of 
ſome Ale here. 


that ? Ha, well faid Doll, 

Doll aſide. Oh if I wiſt this old Prieſt would not ſtick 
to me, by Jove I would ingle this old ferving-man. 

Har. Oh you old mad colt, i'faith Ple ferk you : fill all 
the pots in the Houſe there. 

Con. Oh ! well ſaid, Maſter Harpool,you are heart of oak 
when all's done. 

-14 Ha Doll, thou haſt a ſweet pair of lips by the 
Maſs. 

Doll. Truly you are a moſt ſweet old man,as ever I ſaw ; 
by my troth, you have a face able to make any Wornan in 
love with yau. 

Har. Fill, ſweet Doll, I'le drink to thee. 

Dall. | pledge you, Sir, and thank you therefore, and 1 
pray you let it come. 

Har. [Imbracing ber] Doll, canlſt thou love me ? a mad 
merry Laſs, would to God | had never feea thee. 


you are a merry old 
now by the mack , a 


thou ſhalt have a piece of Beef to thy break-faſlt, 


Doll, 1 warrant you, you will not out of my thoughts this 
twelvemonth, 


—_— 


—_ 


— 


JE 


G—— 


— —————— _— tt 


- 


— > — 


2h " thi god Land Gobbank 


ewelvemonth, truly you are as full of favour, as any man 
[may be. Ah theſe ſweet gray locks, by my troth, they 
are moſt lovely. | 
{on. Cuds bores, Maſter Ha#peel, Ile have one buſs 
too, 


Har. No licking for you, Coaltable, hand off, hand 


off. 

Con, Berlady I love kiſſing as well as you. 

Doll. Oh you are an odd boy, you have a wanton Eye of 
your own: ah you ſweet fugar-lipt wanton, you will win 
as many Womens hearts as come in your Company- 


Enter Prieſt, 


Prieſt, Doll, come hither, 

Har, Prieſt, ſhe ſhall not. 

Doll, Vie come anon, ſweet love. 

Prie#t, Hand off, old fornicator, 

Har.” Vicas, Vle ſit here ia ſpight of thee, is this ſtufffor 
a Prieſt to carry up and down with bim ? 

Prieft. Sicrah, do'lt thou not. know that a gobd fellow 
parſon may have a chappel of eaſe,where his patiſh Church 
is far off ? 

Hear. You Whorſon ſton'd Vicar. 

Prieſt. You old ſtale Ruffin, you Lion of Corſet. 

Har. *Zounds, Vicar, I'le geld you, [Flies upon him. 

Con. Keep the Kings peace. 

Doll, Murder, murder, murder '! 

Ale-man. Hold, as you are men, hold ; for Gods ſake be 
quiet : put up your weapons, you draw not in my houſe. 
Har. You Whorſon bawdy Prieſt. 
Prieſt, You old mutton.mouger, 
Con, Hold, Sir Zobn, hold. 

Doll. | pray thee, ſweet beact,be quiet, I was but ſitting 
to drink a pot of Ale with him,even as kind a man as ever 
| met with. | 

Har. Thou art a Thief, I warrant thee. 

Prieſt, Then I am but as thou haſt been in thy dayes, 
let's not be aſhatned of our Trade, the King has been a 
Thief himſelf, 0/11 

Doll, Come, be quiet, haſt thou ſped ? 

Prieſt. I have, wench, here be crowns i faith. 

Doll, Come, let's be all Friends then. 

Con. Well ſaid Miſtriſs Dorothy, 

Har. Thou art the maddeſt Prieſt that ever I met with. 

Prieſt. Give me thy band, thou art as good a fellow : 

[ am & ſinger, a drinker, a bencher, a wencher ;, | can ſay 

a Maſs, and kiſs a Laſs: Faith, I have a Parſonage, and 

becauſe I would not be at too mach charges, this wench 

ſerveth me for a Sexton, 

Har. Well ſaid, mad Prieſt, we'll ia and be Friends. 
[Exenm, 
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Enter Sir Roger Acton, e.Haſter Bourn, Maſter 
Beverkey, aud William Murley the 
Brewer of Dunſtable, 


Aon, Now Maſter eAdvrley, I am well aſlut'd 
You know our errant, and do like the caule , 
Being a man affected as we are. 

©WUur. Marry God dild ye dainty my dear ; No Ma- 
ſter, good Sir Ryger «Aon, Maſter Bowrn, and Maſter 
Beverley, Gentlemen and Juſtices of the Peace, no Maſter, 
[, but plain William «Hurley the Brewer of Dunſtable, 
your honeſt neighbour and your Friead, if ye be men of 
my profeſſion. | 

Bev, Profeſled Friends to Wickhf;, foes to Rowe. 

eWUnr. Hold by me, Lad, lean upon that ſtaff, good 
Maſter Beverley, all of a Houſe, ſay your mind, ſay your 
mind. 

Adton. You know our faction now is grown ſo great 
Throughout the Realm, that it begins co ſmoak 
[ato the Clergies Eyes, and the King's ears ; 
High time it is that we were drawn £0 head, 


—_—_— 


Our General and Officers appointed, _ 
And wats ye wot, will ask great ſtore of Coyn, 
Able to ſtrength our ation with your purſe, 
You are elected for a Colonel 
Over a Regiment of fifteen Bands, 
Hur, Fue, paltry, paltry, in and 
be it more or leſs 
what a World isthis ! Sir Roger Aon, 1 am but a Dxnſtable 
man, a plain Brewer, ye know: will luſty caveliering Caps | 
tains (Gentlemen) come at'my calling, go at my bidding ? 
Dainty my dear , they'll do-a Dog of wax, a Horſe of } 
cheeſe, a prick and @ puddingY no, no, ye muſt appoint 
ſome Lord or Knight ax leaſt, to that place. 
Bour, Why, Maſter AMurlcy, you ſhall be a Knight : 
Were you not in election to be Sheriff ? | 
Have ye not palt all Offices but that ? 
Have ye not wealth to make your Wife aLady ? 
[ warrant you, My Lordy our General 
Beſtows that honour on you, at firſt ſight. 
Mar. Marry God dild ye dainty my dear : 
Bur tell me, who ſhall be our General. 
Where's the Lord Cobharn, Sir John Old caſtle, 
That noble alms-giver, Hoafe: keeper, virtvous, 
Religious Gentleman ? Come to me there, boyes, 
Come to me there. 
Atton. Why,whe but he ſhall be our General? - + | 
Mur, And ſhall he Knighr me, and make me Colonel ? 
A&#. My word for that, Sir Witham Atxrley Knight, 
Mur. Fellow Sit Reger Atton Kaight, all fellows | mean 
in Armes, how ſtrong are we.? bow many p ?' Our 
Enemies beſide the King are mighty, be it more or leſs up- | 
on occaſion, reckog our force. | 
AF. There are of us.our Friends and followers, 
Three thouſand and three buadred at the leaſt : 
Of Northern lads four thouſand, ſe, 
From Kent there cames with Sir Fobu Oldcaſtle 
Seven thouſand : then from Londex ifſue out, 
Of Maſters, Servants, Strangers, Prentices, 
Forty odd thouſand into Fickee held, - * 
Where we appoint our ſpecial Ra 


. 
out, to and fro, 


*4 | 


ndevouZz 
Mar. Fue, paltry, paltry, in and out, toand fro, Lord | 


have mercy upon us, what a World is this ! Where's that 
Ficket fheld, Sir Roger ? Trans 27 OE 's 
Af. BehindS. Giles in the field, near Holborn, $3,1,1 
Mur. Newgate, up Holborn; S. Giles inthe field, and to. 
Tyburn, an old ſay. For the day, tor theday ? * 
AS. On Friday next, the fourteenth day of Faxwary. | 
Mer. Tilly vally,truſt me never if L have any likingot! 


that day, Fue, paltry; platry, Friday qooth a,diſmal Gay 


Childermas day this year was Friday. 


Bev. Nay Maſter Adrley, if you obſerve ſuch dayes, | li 


We make ſome queſtion-of your con 
All dayes are alike to mea reſfolv'd in right. .. 

Mur. Say Amen,and ſay-no moregbut ſay and hotd Ma. 
ſter Beverley : Friday next, and Ficket held, and William: 
eurley and his merry men ſhall be all one : I ttave half a, 
ſcore jades that draw my Beer Carts, andevery jade ſhall 
bear a knave, andeyery knave ſhall wear 2 jack, and every 
jack ſhall have a ſcull, and every ſcull ſhall hewa 


» 


and every ſpear ſhall kill a foe at Fickse field, at Fickgr Id: | 


Fobn and Tom, Dick, and Hodge, Rafe and Rebbin, Wilkaw 


and George, and all my knaves ſhall tight like men, at Fic- f 


ket field, on Friday next. | 
Bour, What ſurmm of money mean you to disburſe ? 


Mr, It may be modeſtly, decently, and ſoberly, and | 


handſomely I may bring five hundred pound. 


AF. Five hundred, man ? five thouſand's not enough, | 


A hundred thouſand will not pay our men 

Two month's together, either come prepar'd 
Like a brave Knight, and martial Colonel, 

la glittering gold, and gallant Furniture, 
Bringing in Coin, a Cart-load at leaſt, 

And all your followers mounted on goud Horſe, 
Or never come diſgraceful to ns all, 


| 


upon occation,Lordhave-mercy upon us, | 
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\ The Hiſtory of Sir John Oldcaſtle, 


| Bev, Perchance you may be choſen Treaſurer, 


Ten thouſand pound's the leaſt that you can bring. 

Mur, Paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro : upon oc- 
caſton-1 have ten thouſand pound to ſpend, and ren too. 
And rather thag the Biſhop ſhall have his will of me for 
my Coaſcience,'t ſhall all go. Flame and flax,flax and flame. 
It was got with Warer and Mal, and it ſhall flye with firc 
and Gun-powder. Sir Roger, a Cart-load of money till the 
Axletrec crack ; my lelf and my men in Ficker field on 
Friday next: remember my Knight hood and my place : 
there's my band I'le be there. © [ Ext, 

Att, See what ambitioffmay perſwade men to, 

[n hope of honour he will ſpend himſelf. 

Bowr. 1 never thought a Brewer half ſo rieb. 

Bev. Was never bankrupt Brewer yet but pne, 

With uſing too much Malt, too little Water. 

AF. That's no fault in Brewers now adayes : 
| Come, away about cur bulineſs, [Exennt, 
Enter King Harry, Suffolk, Mafter Butler, Old- 

Caſtle kneeling to the King. 


Kino. *TFis not enough, Lord Cobham, to ſubmit, 
You muſt forſake your groſs opinion ; 
The Biſhops find themſelves much injured, 
And though for ſome good ſervice you have done, 
We for our part are pleas'd to pardon you, 
Yet they will not ſo-Joun be ſatisfied. 
Cob, My gracions Lord, 'unto your Majeſty, 
' Next unto my God, I owe my life ; 
| And what is mine, either by Natures gift, 
Or Fortunes bounty, all is at your ſervice, . 
| But for Obedience to the Pope of Rome, 


{ | owe him none nor ſhall his ſhaveling Prieſts 


That are in England, alter my belief. 

If out of holy Scripture they can prove 
That I amin anerror, I will yield, 
And gladly take inſtruction at their hands : 
But otherwiſe, I do beſeech your Grace, 


] My Conſcience may not be incroach*d upon. 


King. We would be loth to preſs our ſubjefts bodies, 
Much leſs theic Souls, the dear redeemed part 
Of him that is the Ruler of-us all : 
Yet let me Counfel you, that might command ;z 
Do not preſume to tempt them with ill words, 
Nor ſuffer any meetings to be had : 
Within your Houſe, but to the uttermoſt 
Diſperſe the flocks of this new gathering Sect. 
.» Cob, My Liege, if any breath that dares come forth, 
And ſay, my life in any of theſe points 
Deſerves th' attainder of ignoble thoughts : 


1 Here ſtand I, craving no remorſe at all, 


But even the utmoſt rigour may be ſhown. 
' King. Let it ſuffice we know your Loyalty, 


\ What bave you 'there ? 


Cob. A Deedof Clemency, - 
' Your highneſs pardon for Lord Powis life, 
Which 1 did beg, and you my Noble Lord, 
Of gracious favour did vouchſafe to grant. 
, King, But yet it is not ſigned with our hand. 
Cob, Not yet, my Liege. 
King. The fact you ſay was done 
Not of pretenſed malice, but by chance, 
Cob. Upon mine Honour ſo, no otherwiſe. Writes. 
King. There is his pardon, bid him make amends, 
And cleanſe his Soul to God for his offence, 


1 What we remit, is but the bodies ſcourge. 


How now, Lord Biſhop ? 
Enter Biſhop. 
Biſhop. Juſtice, dread Soveraign , 


As thou art King, ſo grant I may have Juſtice. 
' King. What mcans this exclamation ? Let us know. 


Biſbop, Ah, my good Lard, the State's abug'd, 
And our Decrees moſt ſhamefully prophan'd, 
King, How? Or by whom? 

Biſhop Even by this Heretick, 
This Zew, this Traitor to your Majeſty. 

Cob. Prelate, thou lyeſt, evenan thy greaſie may, 
Or whoſoever twit's me with the name 
Of either Traitor, or of Heretick, 

King. Forbear I ſay : and Biſhop, ſhew the cauſe 
From whence this late abuſe hath been derjv'd. 

Biſhop. Thas, mighty King : by general conſent 
A meſſenger was ſent to cite this Lord 
To make appearance inthe Conſiſtory : 

And coming to his Houſe, a Ruffian ſlave, 

One of his daily followers, met the man, 

Who knowing him to be a Parator 

Afſaults him firſt, and afcer in contempt 

Of us, and our proceedings, makes him cat 
The written Proceſs, parchment, Seal and all : 
Whereby this matter neither was brought forth, 
Nor we but ſcorn'd for our Authority. 

King. When was this done ? 

Biſhop. At ſix a clock this Morning, 

Kmg. And when came you to Court ? 

({ *b. Laſt Night, my Liege. 

King. By this it feems he is not guilty of it, 
And you have done him wrong t* accuſe him ſo, 

Bzſbop. But it was done, my Lord, by bis appointment, 
Or elſe his man durſt not have been ſo bold. 

King. Orelſe you durſt be bold to interrupt 
And fill our ears with'frivolous complaints. 

Is this the Duty you do bear to us ?- 

Was't not ſufficient we did paſs onr word | 

To fend for him, but you mifdoubting it, 
Orwhichis worſe, -intending to foreſtal- + 
Our Regal power, muſt likewiſe ſummon him? 
This favours of Ambition, not of zeal, 

And rather proves you malice his eſtate, 

Than any way that he offends the Law. 

Go too, we like it not : and he your Officer 
Had his deſert for being inſolent, 


- Enter Huntington, 


That was imptdyed ſo much amiſs herein. 
So Cobham when you pleaſe, you may depart. 
Cob, 1 humbly bid farewel unto my Liege. 
King. Farewel ; what's the news by Huntington ? 
Hun. Sir Roger Atton, and a crew (my Lord) 
Of bold ſeditious Rebels, are in Arms, 
Intending reformation of Religion. 
And with their Army they intend to pitch 
In Ficket field, unleſs they be repuls't. 
King. So near our preſence ? Dare they be ſo bold ? 
And will proud War and eager thirſt of bload, 
Whom we had thought to entertain far off, 
Preſs forth upon us in our Native bounds ? 


[Exit. 


'| Muſt we be forc'd to hanſel our ſharp blades 


[n England here, which we prepar'd for France ? 
Well, a Gods name be it. -What's their Number , ſay. 
Or who's the chief Commander of this Row ? 
Hun, Their number is not known, as yet my Lord, 
But 'tis reported, Sir Fohn Oldcaſtle 
[s the chief man, on whom they dodepend. 
King, How ? the Lord Cobham ? 
\ Hun. Yes, my gracious Lord. 
mag. | could have told your Majeſty as much 
Before he went, but that-l ſaw your Grace 
Was teo much blinded by his flattery. ; 
Suff. Send polt, my Lord, to fetch him back again. 
But. Traitor unto his Country, how he ſmooth'd 
And ſeem'd as innocent as Truth it ſelf ? 
King. | cannot think it yet he would be falſe: 
But if he be, no matter, let him go, Wen 
c 
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We'll mect both bic and them unto their woe. 
Biſh. This falls out well, and at the laſt I hope 


To ſee this Heretick die ina Rope. [Exeunt. 


Enter Earl of Cambridge, Lord Scroop, Gray, 
and Chartres the French F ator. 


Scr. Once more, my Lord of Cambridge, make reherſal 


How you do [tand intituled to the Crown, 
The deeper ſhall we print it in our minds 
And every maa the better be reſolv'd, 
When he perceives his quarrel to be juſt, 

Cam, T hen thus, Lard Scroop, Sir Thomas Grey, 
And you, Moalieur de Chartre:s, Agent for the French. 
This Lzaxel, Duke of Clarence (as | ſaid) 

Third Son of £dmard (England's King) the Third, 
Had Iſſue, Philip his ſole Danghter and Heir ; 
Which Philip afterward was given in Marriage 
To Edmund eAdortimer the Earl of March, 

And by him had a Son call'd Roger « Mortimer z 
Which Roger likewiſe had of his Deſcent, 
Edmund, Roger, Ann and Elanor, 

Two Daughters and two Sons, but of thoſe, three 
Dy'd without Ine : 4nv, that did ſurvive, 

And now was left her Fathers only Heir, 

By fortune was to marry, being too "& 
By my Grand-father of King Edward's Line : 

So of his Sir-name , I am call'd you know. 
Richard Pl imtaginet, my Father was, 


| Edward the Duke of Terk, and Son and Heir 


To Edwuad Langley, Edward the third's firlt Son, 
Scr. $0 that it ſeems your claim comes by your Wife, 

As lawtul Heir to Roger e Mortimer, ®* 

The Son of Edad, which did marry Philip 

Daughter qnd Heir to Lionel Duke of Clarence, 

Cam, True, for this Harry, and his Father both 

Harry the firſt as plainly doth appear. 

Are Pe latraders, and vſurp the Crown. 

For when young Richard was at Powefrer (lain, 

In bi the Title of Prince Edward dy'd, - 

That was the eldeſt af King Edyerd's Sons: 

Wilkanm of Hatfield, and their ſecond brother, 

Death i his Nanage had before beref : 

So that my Wife deriy'd from Lonel, @ 

Third Sap nnto King Edvard, opght proceed 

And take poleſlion of the Diadem 

Before this Horry, of bjs Father King, 

Who fetch their Tigle but from Lexcafter, 

Forth af-that Royal Ligne. And being thus 

What reaſon is'r, but ſhe ſhould have her right? 
Ser, Lam reſgly'd,. ayreaterprize is jult: 
Gray, Hrry (hall die or elle reſign his Crown. 

| Char. Perform bat that, and Chgries the Ring of Frexce 

Shall aid. you Lards, aa oply with his Men, 

But ſend you Money $9 Mmaiv$aja ygur Wars : 

Fixe bunded thoulayd Crowns he bad me profter, . 

if you can ſtop but Harry's Voyage for France. 

Scr. We never had a fitter time than now, 

The Realm in ſuch divilioo as jt is; ; 

{am. Beſides you muſt perſwade you, there is due 

Vengeance for Righard's Murther, which although 

lt be deferr'd, yet will it fall at al, 

And now as likely 2s another Lyme. 

Sin hath had many years £0 ripen in, 

And now the Haryeſt cannot be far off, 

Whereia the weeds of 11ſurpation 

Are to be cropt and caſt into the fire : : 
Scr, No more, Earl Cambridge, here 1 plight my Faith, 

To ſet up thee and thy renowned Wife. —=» 

Gray. Gray will perform the (ame as he is Knight, 

Chart. And to afliſt ye, as | ſaid before, 


| 


Cbartres doth *gage the Honour of bis King. , 
Scr. We lack but now Lord Cobham's fellowſhip, 
And then our-Plot were abſolute indeed. 


- | To wound the Firmament with forked Horns. | 


Cam, Doubt nor of him, 1ny Lord his life's purſa'd * 
{By th' incens'd Clergy, and of late | 
Brought in Ciſpicaſuce with the King, aſſures 
{He may be quickly won unto our Fattion. 
Who hath tie Articles were drawa at large 
Of our whole purpoſe ? 
Gray. That havel, my Lord. 
Cam, We ſhould not now be far off from his Houſe, - | 
Our ſerzous Conference hath beguil'd the way : 
See where his Caſtle ſtands, give me the writing, 
When we are come unto the ſpgech of him, 
Becanle we will not ſtand to make recount 
Of chat which hath been ſaid, here he ſhall read 
Our minds atClarge, and what we crave of him. 


%s 
Scr. A ready way : here comes the man himſelf 
Booted and ſpurr'd, it ſeems he hath been ciding, 
Cam, Well met, Lord Cobham, 
Cob, My Lord of Cambridge ? 
Your Honour is moſt welcome into Kerr, 
And all the reſt of this fair Company. 
[| am new come from London, gentle Lords : 
But will ye not take (owling for your Hoſt, 
And fee what entertainment it affords? 
Cam. We were intended to have been your Guefts : 
But now this lacky meeting ſhall ſuffice 
To end our bulinefs, and defer that kindneſs. 
Cob. Buſineſs my Lord ? what buſineſs ſhould | 
Lett you to be merry ? we have no delicates 
Yet this I] promiſe you, a piece of Veniſon, | 
A Cup of Wine, and { farth, Hunters fare : 73 
| And if you pleaſe, © we'll {trike the Stag our ſelves | 
Shall fill our Diſhes with his well-fed fich. | 
Scr., That is indeed the thing we all deſire. 
Cob. My Lords, and you ſhall have } 1 choice with me. | 
Cam. Nay bbt the Stag which we defire toſtrike, | 
Lives not in Owing - if you will conſent, | 
And go with us, we'll bring you to «Forreſt, | 
Where runs a luſty Herd : among the which 
There is a Stag ſuperiour tothe reſt , PLP oO 
A ſtately Beaſt, when his Fellows run | 
He leads theRace, and beats the ſullen Earth, : 
As though he ſcorn'd it with his trampling Hoofs, 
Aloft hehears bis Head, and with his Breaſt 
Like a huge Bulwark counter-checks the wind : 
And when he ſtandeth Kill, be ftretcheth forth 
His proud ambitious Neck, as if he meant þ 


Cob. "Tis pitty ſuch a goodly Beaſt ſhould die. 
Cam. Not ſo, Sir Fobn, fop he is Tyraggous, 

And gores the other Deer, and will not keep 

Within the limirs are appointed him. 

Of late he's broke intoa ſeveral, 

Which doth belong to me, and there he ſpoils 

Both Corn and Paſture, two of his wild race 

Alike forſtealth, aud covetous incroaching, 

Already are removy'd; if he were dead, 

| ſhould not only be ſecure from hurt, 

But with his Body make a Royal Feaſt. 
Scr. How ſay you then, will you firſt hunt witch us ? 
Cob. Faith; Lords, I like the paſtime, where's the 

lace ? 

; Cam. Peruſe this writiag, it will ſhew you all, 

| And what occaſion we have for the ſport. [He read:. 
Cob. Call ye this Hunting, my Lords? Is this the Stag 

You fain would chaſe, Harry our dread King ? 

So we may make a Banquet for the Devil? 

And in the ſtead of wholſome meat, prepare 

A Diſh of Poiſon to confound our ſelves. | 
Cam. Why ſo, Lord Cobham? See you not our claim ? 

And how imperiouſly he holds the Crown ? 


Scr. Beſides, you know your ſelf is in diſgrace, w 
ce 
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The Hiſtory of Sir John Oldcaſtte, | 


Held as a recreant, and purſy'd to Death, 
This will defend you from your Enemies, 
And ſtabliſh:your Religion through the Land, 
Gob. Noterious Treaſon ! yet I will conceal 
My ſecret thoughts to ſound the depth of it, 
My Lord of Cambridge, | do ſee your claim, 
And what good may redound vnto the Land, 
By proſecuting of this enterprize.. 
But where are men ? where's power and fugniture 
To order ſuch an ation ? ' we are weak, 
Harry, you know's a mighty Potentate. 
Cam, Tut, we are ſtrong enough ; you are beloy'd, 
And many will be glad to follow you, 
We are the like, and ſome will follow us : 
Nay, there is hope from France : here's an Amhaſſador 
That promiſeth both men and money too. 
The Commons likewiſe (as we hear) pretend 
A ſudden tumolt, we will join with them. 
Cob. Some likelyhood, 1 muſt confeſs ro ſpeed : 
But how ſhall 1 believe this in plain truth ? 
You are (my Lords) ſuch men as live in Court, 
And have been highly favoured of the King, . 
Eſpecially Lord Scroop, whom oftentimes 
He maketh choice for his Bed. fellow. 
And you, Lord Gray, are of his Privy-Council : 
is not this a train laid to intrap my Life? . 
Cam. Then periſh may my Soul: what, think you ſo ? 
Scr, We'll ſwear to you. 
; Gray Or take the Sacrament. 
Cob. Nay you are Noblemen, and [ imagine, 
As you are hononrable by Birth, and Bloud, 
So you will be in heart, in thought, in word. 
| [ crave no other teſtimony but this: 
That you would all ſubſcribe, and ſet your hands 
Unro this writiog which you gave to me, 
=_ With all our hearts: Who bath any Pen and 
ln 
Scr, My pocket ſhould have one; O, here it is. 
Cam, Give jt me, Lord Scroop. There is my name: 
Scr. And there is my name. 
Gray. And mine. | $4) 
Cob. Sir, let me crave that you would likewiſe write 
your name with theirs, for confirmation of your Maſtas 
words the King of France. , 
Char. That will I, noble Lord. 
Cob, So, now this aCtion is well knit together, 
AndIam foryou; where's our meeting, Lords ? 
Cam, Here, if you pleaſe, the tenth of Zuly next. 
Cob, In Kent ? agreed. Now let us in to Supper, 
4 I hope your hononrs will not away to night, 
Cam. Yes preſently, for | have far toride, 
About ſoliciting of other Friends. 
Scr. And we would not be abſent from the Court, 
L« ſt thereby grow ſuſpition in the Kiog, 
| Cc. Yet taſte a Cup of Wine before ye go. 
Cam, Not now, my Lord, we thank you: ſo fare- 
wel, LEx. 
Cob. Farewell, my Noble Lords. My Noble Lords ? 
My noble Villains, baſe Conſpirators, 
How can they look his Highneſs in the Face, 
Whom they ſo cloſely ſtudy to betray ? 
But III not ſleep until 1 make it known, 
This Head ſhall not be burthen'd with ſuch thoughts, 
Nor in this heart w:1] 1 conceal a Deed P 
Of ch impiety againſt my King, 
Madam, how now ? 


[ Aſia. 


— 


Enter Harpool, and the reſt. 


La, Cob. Y” are welcome home, my Lord : 

Why ſeem ye ſo unquiet in your looks ? 

What hath befIn you that ciſturbs your mind ? 
La. Pow. Bad news | am afraid touching my Husband. 
Cob, Madam, not fo: there is your Husband's pardon ; 
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Long may ye live, each joy unto the other. 
La. Pow. So great a kindneſs, as 1 know not how to 
reply, my ſenſe is quite confounded. 
Cob. Let that alone : and Madam ſtay me not, 
For I muſt back unto the Court again, 
With all the ſpeed I can: Harpool, my Horſe. 
La. Cob, So ſoon my Lord ? what will you ride all 
night ? 
Cob. All night or day, it muſt be ſo ſweet Wife ; 
Urge me not why, or what my buſineſs is, 
But get you in : Lord Powss, bear with me. 
And Madam, think your welcome ne*re the worſe, 
My Houſe is at your uſe. Harpool, away. 
Har. Shall l attend your Lordſhip to the Court ? 
Cob. Yea Sir,your Gelding,mount you preſently,[ Ex, 
La. Cob. | prithee Harpool look unto thy Lord, 
I do not like this ſudden poſting back. 
Pow. Some earneſt buſineſs is a-foot belike, 
What ere it be, pray God be his' good guide. 
La. Pow. eAmen, that hath ſo highly us beſted. 
La Cob. Come Madam and myLord,we'll hope the beſt, 
You ſhall not into Wales till he return. 
Pow. Though great occaſion be we ſhould depart, yet, 
Madam, will we ſtay to be reſoly'd of this unlookt for 
doubttul accident. [Exennt. 


Enter Murley and his men, prepared in ſome filthy 
Order for War. 


eur. Come my hearts of flint, modeſtly, decently, 
ſoberly, and handſomly ; no man afore his Leader: fol- 
low your Maſter, your Captain, your Knight that ſhall 
be, for the horfbur of Meal-men, Millers, and Malt-men, 
Dun is the Mouſe : Dick, and Tom for the credit of Dur 
ſtable, ding down the Enemy to Morrow, Ye ſhall not 
come into the Field like Beggars. Where. be Leonard and 
Lawrence my two Loaders ? Lord have mercy vpon us," 
what a World is this? 1 would give a couple of ſhillings 
for a dozen of good Feathers for ye, and forty pence for as 
many Scarfs to ſet you ont withal. Froſt and Snow, a 
man has no heart to fight till he be brave. 

Dick, Maſter, we are no Babes, onr Town Foot-Balls 
can bear witneſs : this little *parrel we have ſhall off, and 
we'll fight naked before we run away? 

Tom. Nay , I'm of Lawrence mind for that, for he 
means to leave his life' behind him, he and Zeoward, your 
two Loaders are making their Wills becauſe they have 
Wives, now we Batchelors bid our Friends ſcramble 
for our Goods if we dye : but-Maſter, pray let me ride 
upon Cat. 

Mur. Meal and Salt, Wheat and Malt, Fire and Tow, 
Froſt and Snow, why Tom thou ſbalt. Let me ſee, here 
are you, William and George are with my Cart, and Robin 
and Hodge holding my own two Horſes; proper men, 
handſome men. tall men, true men. | 

Dick, But Maſter, Maſter, me thinks you are mad 
to hazard your own Perſon, and « Cart-Load of Money 
to0. 

Tom, Yea, and Maſter there's a worſe matter in't; if 
it be as I heard ſay, we go fight againſt all the learned 
Biſhops, -that ſhould give us their bleſling, and if chey 
Curſe us, we ſhall ſpeed ne're the better, 

Dick. Nay Birlady, ſome ſay the King takes their part, 
and Maſter dare you fight againſt the King ? 

Mur, Fie paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro vpon 
occaſion, if the King be ſo unwiſe to come there, we'll 
fight with him too. 

Tom, What if ye ſhould kill the King ? 

Mur. Then we'll make another. 

Dick, Is that all ? do ye not ſpeak Treaſon ? 

Mur. If wedo, who dare tripus? We come to fight 
for our Conſcience, and for honour :- little know you what 
is in my Boſome, look here mad Knaves, a pair of gilt 
Spurs. 


Tom. 
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Tom, A pair of Golden Spurs ? Why do you not put | therefore thou hat tryed me that thou haſt: and 1 will 
them on your heels? Your boſome's no place for Spurs. not be kept as I ha bin, that I will not. 
enr. Be't more or leis upon occalion, Lord have | Prieſt. Doll, if this blade hold , there's not a Pedlet 
mercy upon us, Tem thou'rt a fool, and thou ſpeak'lt trea- | walks with a pack, but thou ſhalt as boldly chooſe of kis 
ſon to Knight-hood : Dare any wear gold, or ſilver ſpurs, | Wares, as with thy ready money in a Merchants Shop, 
till he be a Knight? No, I ſhall be Knighted to morrow, | we'll have as good ſilver as the King Coins any. 


and then they ſhall on: Sirs, was it ever read in the| Doll. What is all the Gold ſpent you took the laſt day 
Chureh-book of Dunſtable, that ever Malt-Man was made | from the Courtier ? 


[Knight ? Prieſt, *Tis gone Doll, *tis flown z merrily come, mer- 
Tom, No, but you are more: You are Meal-man, Malt- | rily gone; he comes a Horſeback that muſt pay for all ; 
man, Miller, Corn-maſter, and all. we'll have as good meat as money can get, and as good N 


Dick, Yea, and half a Brewer too, and the Devil and | Gowns as can be bought for gold, be merry Wench, the 
all for wealth: You bring more money with you than all | Malt-man comes on Monday. 
the reſt, '% Doll. You might have left me at Cobham, until you had 
Mur. The more's my honour, I ſhall be a Knight to | been better provided for. 
morrow. Let me 'ipoſe my men, Tom upon Cut, Dick,| Prieſt. No, ſweet Doll, no, | like not that, yon old 
upon Hob, Hodge upon Ball, Ralph upon Sorrel, and Ro- | Ruffian is not for the Prieſt: Ido not like a new Clerk 


biz upon the Faxe horſe. ſhould come in the old Belfrey. 
Doll. Thou art a mad Prieſt i'faith, 
Enter Afton, Boutn «1d Beverley. PriefF, Come Doll, Vl! fee thee fafe at ſome Ale houſe 
here at Cray, and the next Sheep that comes ſhall leave 
Tom. Stand, who comes there ? behind his Fleece, | [Exennt. 


AF&#, All Friends, good fellow. 
Mar. Friends and Fellows indeed, Sir Roger, 


w 


Enter the King, Soffolk, ad Butler. 


At, Why, thus you ſhew your ſelf a Gentleman, . 
To keep your day, and come ſo well prepar'd. K. in great haſt, My Lord of Suffolk, poſt away for life, 
Your Cart ſtands yonder guarded by your men, And let our Forces of ſuch Horſe and Foot, 
V Vhotelt me it is toaden well with Coin, As can be gathered up by any means, 


V Vhat Summ is there ? Make ſpeedy Randevouz in Turtle. fields, 
Mur, Ten thouſand pound, Sir Roger, and modeſtly, | It muſt be done this Evening my Lord, - 
decently, foberly, and handſomely, ſee what I have here | This night the Rebels mean to draw to Head 


againſt I be Knighted, Near Iſ:ngton, which if your ſpeed prevent not, 
AF#, Gilt Spurs ? *Tis weth [f once they ſhould unite their ſeveral Forces, 
Mur. V'Vhere's our Army, Sir ? | Their power is almoſt thought itvincible, 
Af. Diſperſt in fandry villages about ; Away, my Lord, I will be with you ſoon, 


Some here with us in High-gate, ſome at Fineb/ey, 


S»ff. 1 go, my Sovercign, with all happy fpeed. [£x#, 
Totnam, Enfield, Edmunton, Newington, 


King, Make haff, my Lord of Sfolt, as you love ns. 
Butler, pcſt you to. London with __; i | 


Iſlington, Hogsdone, Panereage, Konzangton, 

Some nearer, Thames, Ratcbff, Blackwal, and Bow : Command the Mayor and Sheriffs on their Allegiance, 
But our chief firength muſt be the Londoners, The City Gates be preſently ſhnt up, - 

VVhich, e're the Sun to morrow ſhine, And guarded with a ſtrong ſufficient Watch, 

VVill be near fifty thouſand in the field. ' And nota man be foffered to paſs, 


Mur. Marry, God dild ye, dainty my dear, bit upon | Without a ſpecial Warrant front our ſelf. 
occaſion, Sir Roger Afon, doth not the King know of i, | Command the Poftern by the Tower be kept, 


and gather his power againft us ? And Proclamation on the pain of Death, 
eA&. No, he's fecure at Bkham. That not a Citizen ſtir from his Doors, 
Mur. VV hat do the Clergy? Except ſuch as the Mayor and Sheriffs ſhall chooſe 
Af. Fear extreamly, yet prepare no force. | For their own Guard, and fafety of their perſons : 


Mur. In and out, toand fro, bully my boykin % we Butler away, have care unto my charge. 
ſhall carry the world afore ns, 1 vow, by my worſhip, | zur. I go, my Sovereign. 
when I am Knighted, we'll take the King napping, if he King. Butler. 


ſtand on their part. | , Bue, MyLord, 

A8S. This night we few in H#gh-gare will repoſe, King, Go-dowii by Greenwitch, and command a Boat, 
VVith the firſt Cock we'll riſe and arnv our felves, _ | At the Fryars-Bridve attend my coming down. 
To be in Fickgt-fleld by break of day, But, I will, my Lord. [Exit Butler. 
And there expect oue General. King. It's time | think to look unto Rebellion, 

Mur. Sir FohnOldcaſtle, what if he comes not ? When Aon doth expect unto hisaid, 

Bourn, Yet our ation ſtands, | No leſs than fifty thouſand Londoners. 

Sir Roger eAton may ſupply his place. . Well, lt to Weſtminſter in this diſguiſe, 

Mur. True, Mr. Bourn, but who ſhall make me Knight? | To hear what news is ſtirring in theſe Brawls: 

Bever. He that hath power to be our General, : . 

AF. Talk not of trifies, come tet us away, Enter Prieſt, 

Our friends of London long ill ir de day. 'LExennt. | | . 
Prieſt, Stand true.man, ſayes a Thief, , 
Enter Prieft and Doll. King. Stand Thief ſayes a true man: how if a Thief? 
Prieſt, Stand Thief too. 
Doll. By mp troth, thou art as jealous a man as hives. King. Then Thief or True-man, I mnſt ſtand I ſee, 


Prieſt. Canſt thon blame me, Dol, thou art my Lands, | howſoever the VVorld wags, the trade of thieving yet 
my Goods, my Jewels, my Wealth, my Purfe, none walks | will never down. VVhat art thon ? 
within forty miles of London, but a plies thee as truly, as | Prieſt, A good Fellow. 
the Pariſh does the poor man's Bog. : King. So 1am to, I ſee thon doſt know me. \. 

Doll. 1 am as trne to thee, asthe- ſtone is in the wall, | Pref, If thou be a good Fellow, play the good Fel- 
and thou know'ſt well 'enough, I wasin as good doing, | lows part, deliver thy Purſe without more ado. 
when I came to- thee, as any Wench need to be: and} Xing. Ihaveno money, 


| A 


_— _ _ »* a 


Prieſt. | 


—— 
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Prieſt, | muſt make you find ſome before we part, if 
you have no money you ſhall have ware, as many ſound 
»OWS as your Skin Can Carry, 

. King, 1s that the plain truth ? 

Prieſt. Sirrah,uo more ado , come, come, give me the 
mneney you have. Diſpatch, 1 cannot ſtand all day. - 

King. Well, if thou wile nceds have it, there 1t is: juſt 
-he P:overb, one Thicf robs anorher, Where the D-vi! 
Ic all my 0!d Thieves? Falſt-ffe that Villain is fo fat, hc 
cannot get on's Horſe, but mettinks Poins and Pero ſhoulo 
>: ſtirring hereabouts, 

Pri:5t, How much is there on't of thy word ? 

K:9. A hundred poun4 in Angels, on my word. 

The time has been I wonld have one as much 
For thee, if thou had(ſt paſt this way, as | have now. 

Prieſt. Sirrah, what art thou? thou ſeem'lt a Gen- 
tleman ? 

King. | am no leſs, yet a poor one now, for thou haſt 
all my money. 

Prieft. From whence cam'lt thou ? 

King. From the Court at Eltham. 

Prieſt. Art thou one of the King's Servants ? 

Kino, Yes that 1 am, and one of his Chamber. 

Prieft, l am glad th'art no worſe: thou may'ſt the bet- 
ter ſpare thy money, and think thou might'it get a poor 
Thief his pardon if ke ſhould have nced. 

King. Yes that can 

Prieſt. Wilt thou do ſo much for me, when I ſhall have 
occaſion? : 

King. Yes faith- will I, ſo it be for no murther. 

Prieſt. Nay, 1 am a pittiful Thief, all the huct I do a 
man, | take but his Purſe, I'll kill no man, 

Kino, Then of my word ["ll do't. 

Prieſt. Give me thy hand of the ſame. | 

, King, There "tis. ; 

Prieſt. Me thinks the King ſhould be good to Thieves, 
becauſe he has bin a Thief himſelf, although I think now 
he be turned a True-man. ' 

King. Faith I have heard indeed h'as had an il] name 
that way in's youth : but how canſt thou tell that he has 
been a Thief? 

Prieſt. How ? becauſe he once robb'd me before I fell to 
the Trade my ſelf, when that foul Villanous Guts, that 
led him to all that Roguery, was in's Company there, that 
Falſt afſe. 

King aſide. Well, if he did rob thee then, thou art but 
even with him now ÞIl be ſworn: Thou knoweſt not the 
King now I think, if thou ſaweſt him ? 

Prieft, Not |, I'faith. 

King aſide, So it ſhould ſeem. Mn 

Preeft. Well, if old King Harry bad liv'd, this King 
that is now, had made thieving the belt trade in England. 

King, Why lo? 

Prieſt. Becauſe he was the chief Warden of our Com- 
pany, it's pitty that e'ce he ſhould have been a King, he 
was ſo brave a Thief. But Sirrah, wilt remember my 
Pardon if need be? 

King. Yes Faith will I. 

Prieſt. Wilt thou? well then, becauſe thou ſhalt go 
ſafe, for thou may'ſt hap (being ſo early) be met with 
 2pain, before thou come to Southwark, if any man when 
he ſhonid bid thee good morrow, bid thee ſtand, ſay thou 
but Sir John, and they will let thee paſs. | 

King. Is that the word ? then let me alone. 

Prieſt. Nay Sirrah, becauſe I think indeed I ſhall have 
ſome occaſion to uſe thee, and as thou com'lt oft this 
' wav, 1 may light on thee another time not knowing thee, 
-here Þ'lI break this Angel, take thou half of it, this is a 
token betwixt thee and me. 
| King, Goda mercy: farewel. CExit, 

Prieft, O my fine golden Slaves, here's for thee, Wench, 
i'faith. * Now, Doll, we will revel in our Bever, this is 
(a Tyth Pig of my Vicarage. God a metcy, Neighbour 
(Shooters Hl, you ha paid your Tyth honeſtly. Well, 1 


— 


hear there is a Company of Rebels up againſt the King 
got together in Ficket field near Holborn, and as it js 
chought, here in Kent, the King will be there to night 
in's own perſon : well, Pl to the Kings Camp, and it 
ſhall go hard, if there be any doings but ['Il'make ſome 
good boot among them, LExw, 


Enter King Henry, Suffolk, Huntington, and 
| two with Lights. 


Kino, My Lords of Syffolk and of Huntington, 
Who icouts it now ? or who ſtand Sentinels : 
What men of worth ? what Lords do walk the round > 
Suf. Mayt pleaſe your Highneſs. 
King. Peace, no more of that, 
The King's aſlzep, wake not his Majeſty, 
With terms nor Titles, he's at reſt in Bed, 
Kings do not uſe to watch themſelves, they ſleep, 
And let Rebellion and Conſpiracy 
Revel and havock inthe Commonwealth. 
[s London look'd unto ? 
Hun. It is, my Lord: 
Your noble Uncle Exeter is there. | 
Your Brother Gloceſter, and my Lord of Warwick, , 
Who with the Mayor and the Aldermen 
Do guard the Gates, and keep good rule within. 
The Earl of Cambridge, and Sir Thomas Gray . 
Do walk the round, Lord Scyoop and Butler ſcout, 
So though it pleaſe your Majeſty to jeſt, 
Were you in Bed, well might you take your reſt, 
King. I thank ye Lords: bot you do know of old, 
That 1 have been a perfe Night-walker : : 
London, you ſay, is ſafely lookt unto, 
Alas, poor Rebels, there your aid muſt fail, 
And the Lord Cobham Sir Jobn Oldcaſtle, 
Quret in Kent, Afton, you aredeceiv'd : 
Reckon again, you count without your Hoſt. 
To morrow you ſhall give account to us, 
Till when, my Friends, this long cold Winters night 
How can we ſpend? King Harry is aſleep, 
And all his Lords, the: Garments tell us fo : 
All Friends at Foot-Ball, Fellows all in Field, 
Harry, and Dick, and George, bring us a Drum, 
Give us ſquare Dice, we'll keep this Court of Guard, 
For all good Fellows Companies that come, 
Where's that mad Prieſt ye told me was in Arms 
To fight, as well as pray, if need required. 
Suf, He's in the Camp, and if he knew of this, 
[. undertake he would not be long hence. 
King. Trip Dick, trip George. | 
Hun, 1 muſt have the Dice : what do we play at ? 
Suf. Paſſage if ye pleaſe. 
Hunt. Set round then : ſo, at all. 
Har. George, you are out. 
Give me the Dice, I paſs for twenty pound, 
Here's to our lucky paſſage into France. 
Hunt. Harry, you paſs indeed, for you ſweep all, 
Suf. Align King Harry ſhall ſweep all in Frarce. 


Emer Prieſt, 


Prieſt. Edge ye good Fellows, take a freſh Gameſter in. 
Har. Maſter Parſon, we play nothing but gold ? 
Prieft. And, fellow, tell thee that the Prieſt hath gold, 
gold : what? ye are but Beggarly Souldiers to me, 1 think 
| have more gold than all you three, 
Hunt. It may be ſo, but we believe it not. 
Har. Set, Prieſt, ſet, I paſs for all that gold. 
Prie#t. Ye pals indeed. 
Har. Prieſt, haſt any more? 
Prieft, More? what a queſtion's that ? 
[ tell thee I have more thaa all you three, 
At theſe ten Angels. 


Har. I wonder how thou com'ſt by all this gold, 


How 


—— 


= 
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How many Benefices haſt thou, Prieſt ? 

Pri, Faith, but one, doſt wonder how I come by gold ? 
I wonder rather how poor Soldiers ſhould have gold : for 
[Il tell thee, good fellow, we have every day Tythes, 
Off*ringe, Chriſtnings, Weddings, Burials: and you poor 
ſnakes cotne ſeldome toa booty, [ll ſpeak a proud word, 
| have but one Parſonage, Wrotham, *tis better than the 
Biſhoprick of Rocheſter : there's ne'c a Hill, Heath, nor 
Down in all Kent, but 'tis in my Pariſh, Barrham down, 
Cobham- down, Gads-bill, Wrotham bill, Black: heath, Cocks- 
heath, Birchen wood, all pay me tythe, gold quoth a? ye 
paſs not for that. 

- Harry, ye are out, now, Parſon, ſhake the 
Ice. 

Pri, Set, ſet, PlI cover ye, atall: A plague on't 1 am 
_ = Devil, and Dice, and a Wench, who will cruſt 
them £ 

Suf. Say*ſt thou ſo, Prieſt ? ſet fair, at all for once. 

Har. Out, ir, pay all. 

Pri. Sir, pay me Angel gold, 

P11 none of your crack'd French Crowns nor Piſtolets, 
Pay me fair Angel gold, as l pay you. 

King. No crack'd French Crowns? I hope to ſee more 
crack'd French Crowns er long, 

Pri, Thou mean'ſt of French-mens Crowns, when the 
King's in France. | 

Hun. Set round, at all. 

Pri, Pay all : this is ſome luck. M& 

King. Give me the Dice, *tis muſt ſhred the Prieſt : 
At all, Sir John, | 

Pri. The Devil and all is yours : at that. 'sdeath, what 
caltiog's this ? 

Suf. Well thrown, Harry, V'faith, 

King. VII caft better yet. | 

Pri. Then I'll be hang'd; Sirrah, baſt thou not given 
thy ſoul to the Devil for caſting ? 

Har. | paſs for all. 

Pri. Thou palleſt all thate'r 1 plaid withall : 

Sirrah, doſt thou not, cog, nor foiſt, nor ſlurr ? 

King, Set, Parſon, ſet, the Dice dye in my hand. 
When, Parſon, when ? what, can ye find no more ? 
Already dry ? was't you bragg'd of your ſtore ? 

Pri. AlPs gone but that. 

Hun. What? half a broken Angel. 

Pri, Why, ſir? 'ris gold. 

King. Yea, and 1'll cover it. | 

Pri, The Devil give ye good on't, I am blind, you 
| have blown me up. 

King. Nay, tarcy, Prieſt, you ſball not leave us yet, 

Do not theſe pieces fit each other well ? 

| Pri, Whatif they do ? 

| _ King, Thereby beginsatale: _ 

| There was a Thief, in face much like Sir Zobn, 
| But *twas not he, That Thief was all in green, 
| Met me laſt day on Black-beath, near the Park, 
With hima Woman, | was all alone 

\ And weapotileſs, my boy had all my tools, 
And was-before providing me a Boat, 
Short tale to make, Sir John, the Thief I mean, 
Took a juſt hundreth Pound in gold from me. 

| ſtorm'd at it, and ſore to be reveng'd 

[f e'r we met z he like a luſty Thief, 

Brake with his Teeth this Angel jult in two, 
To he a token at our meeting next,z.. .. 
Provided, I ſhould charge no Officer _ 

To apprehend him, but at weapons point 
Recover that, and what he had beſide, 

Well met, Sir Fohn, betake ye to your tools 

By Torch-light, for, Maſter Parſon, you are he 
That had my Gold, ; 

Pri. Zounds 1 won't in play, in fair ſquare play, of 
the Keeper of Elcham-Park, and that I will maintain 
with this poor Whyniard : be you two honeſt men to ſtand 
and look upon's, and let's alone, and neither part. 


| King. Agreed, I charge ye do not budge a foot, 
Sir Fohn, have at ye. 
Pr;, Souldier, ware your ſconce, 


As they proffer, enter Butler, and thraws bis 
Sword to part them, 


B,e, Hold, villain, hold : my Lords, what d'ye mean, 
To ſee a Traytor draw againſt the King. H 
Pri. The King? Gods will, 1am in a proper pickle; 
King. Builer, what news? why doſt thou trouble us? 
But. Pleaſe your Majeſty, it's break of day; 
And as I ſcouted near to Jſlmngton, 
The gray-ey*'d morning gave me glimmeriog, 
Of armed Men coming down Hygarechilh, 
—_ by _ courſe are coaſticg hitherward. _ 
ing, Let us withdraw, my Lords, prepare our tr 
To charge the Rebels if there be ſuch abs ne | 
For this lewd Prieſt, this deviliſh Hypocrite; 
That is a Thief, a Gameſter, and whatnot, 
Let him be hang'd up for example ſake. - 


perfeCtions aſide, -ye have not a taller man, nor.a-truer 


tham 1s. 
King, Will a true Subject rob his King? - | | 
Pri, Alas!*twas ignorance and want, my gracious - 

Liege. | 


To ſeaſon others with-good document, 

Your lives as lamps to give the people light, 

As Shepherds, not as Wolves to-ſpoil the flock ; 

Go hang him, Butler. PE ET 
But. Did'It thou not rob me ? - | | 
Prz. 1 muſt confeſs I ſaw ſome”of your gold, but, my. 

dread Lord, I am in no humour for death : God will that 

ſinners live, do not you cauſe me -to-dye, once in-their; 

lives the beft may go aſtray, and if thEworld ſay true, 

your ſelf (my Liege) bave been a Thief. =] 

But L repent and havereclaim'd my ſelf. - b.-4 
Pri, So will I do if you will give me time, 821 | 
King, Wilt thou?, my Lords, will you be bis ſucetics? ; 
Hun, That when he'robs again he ſhall be hang'd.” -* 
Pri. I ask no more. | 


1 


Live and repent, and prove an honeſt man, 

Which when I hear, and ſafe return fromFrexe, - 

[ll give thee living, Till when, take thy Gold, 

But ſpend it better than at Cards or Wine, 

For better virtues fir that Coat of thine. ww 4 

Pri. Y wat Rex, & currat Lex. My Liege, wo mer mnd 
4n 


cauſe of Battel, ye ſhall ſee Sir Fob» beſtir himſe 
quarrel. | | 
An Alarm. Enter King, Suffolk; Huntington, Sir" * | 
John bringing forth Afton, Beverly, and | 
Murly, Priſoners. » V3*" k 


Xing. Bring in thoſe Traitors, whoſe aſpiring minds 
Thought to bave triumph in our overthrow ; | 


Attends ill ations wrongfully attempted. : 
Sir Roger «Aon, thouTetain'ſt the namic / 


Than join with peazants, Gentry is divine, - 

But thou haſt made it-more than popular, -© - * 61 
Ad. Pardon, my Lord, my-Conſcience urg'd-meto it. 
King. Thy Conicience, then Conſcience iscorrupt,” | - | 

For in thy Conſciente thonart. bound tous, 


4 


Elſe what's the difference *rwixt a Chriſtian, 
And the uncivil manners of the Turk ? 


| a frail man, fleſh and blood as other are; but ſet-my im: } 
Subject to the Crown and State, than Sir Fob! of Wo: | 


King. *Twas want of grace. Why, you ſhould be as falt }, 


| 

=, 

King. And we will grant thee that, '- | [ | 
| 

1 

| 


nn 
your! 
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| 

| 

But now ye ſee, baſe Villains, what ſucceſs 1 
| | 

| 


Of Knight, and ſhouldſt be.more diſcreetly temper'd  - I 


And in thy Conſcience thou ſhould'ſt love thy Country,-/ | 


Pri, Not ſo, my gracious Soveraign , -I confeſs'l. ain | 


4 
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Bev. We meat no burt unto your Majeſty, 
Bur reformation of Religion. 
King. Reform Religiun? was it that you ſought ? 
I pray who gave you that authority ? 
Belike then we hold the Scepter up, 
And fit within the Throne but (or x Cipher. 
Time was, good Subjefts would make known their grief, 
And pray amendment, hot enforce the ſathic, 
Llaleſs their King wete Tyrant, which I hope 
Yoo cannot juſtly fay that Marry is, 
What is that other ? 
Suf. A Male-man, my Lord, 
And dwelling in Dunſtable as he ſays. 

King, Sirrah, what made you leave your Barley-broth, 
Tocome in armour thus againſt your King ? 

Mer. Fic, palcry, paltry, to and fro, inand out upon oc- 
caſron, whet « world is this ? Knighthood (my Liege) 
'twas Knighthood brought me hither, they told me | had 
wealth enough to make my Wife a Lady. 

King. And ſ@ you brought thoſemhotſes which we ſaw 
Trapt all in coſtly furaiture, and meant 
' T@ wear theſe Spurcs when you were Knighted once. 

Aer. lo and out upon occalion [ did, 

King. In and out upon occaſion, therefore you ſhall be 
hang'u, and in che ſtead of wearing theſe Sporrs vpon your 
_ about your neck they ſhall bewray your folly to the 
world. 

Pri, In and out upon occaſion, that goes bard, 

4 parclob, | am forry for my faulc, 
King. That comes roo fate; but tell me, went there 
none beſide Sir Roger Aton, upon whom 
You did depend to be your Governour, 
Mur. None, my Lord, but Sir Febn Oldcaftle. 


Enter Biſhop. 
- Kong. Bears he a part in this coaſpicaty. 


y 
ft. We look'd; tny Lord, thut he would meet us here. 
King. But did he ptomiſe you that he would core. 


- Such Letters err ne _ a Ker. 

Biſh, Where is my Kinp? tO Grace. 
Examining, my Lord, ſome of cheſt Rebels, Fre 

{t is « geaetai voice anoaug them all, 

That bad never rome into this place, s 


| But to have met their valiant General, 
' | The good Lord Cobham, ws they tithe him : 
Whereby, my Lore, your Grave may now perceive, 
His Treaſoa #s , Which before * 
He ſought to by bis Anttery. 
King. Now by thy Royalty 1 would have ſworn, 
$ But for his Conſcience, whith { beat withal, 
There had not liv'd a more true hearted Subject. 

Sf. Its but cooncerfeſt, ray gracious Lord, 
And therefore may it pleaſe your Majeſty, 

To ſet your hand unto this Precept here, 
By which we'll cawuiſe him for ro uppear, 
And anſwer this by order of che Law. 

King. Not only that, bat take Qummiſſion 
To ſearch, attach, impriſon, and condemn 
This moſt nocorious Traytor a8 you pleaſe. 

'Biſk, It fall bedone, my Lord, without delay : 
So now I hold, Lord Cabbarr, in my hand, 
That which ſhall finich thy diſuinod fie. 

King. | think the fron Age depins but now, 
Which jearned Poets have 66 'oftcti panghe, 
Wherein there is no-aredK to be given 
To either words or looks, of ſolemn oaths : 
For if &e were, how often fhath He ſworn, 
How gently cun'd the gaufick of his tongue, 
And with what awmable face beheld he me, 
Whenatl, God knows, was but bypocrilte. 


> 


Y 
” 
| 


Mar. Fie, paltry, paltry, to and fro: good my Liege, | 


| 


Emer Cobham. 


Cob. Long life and proſperous reign unto my Lord. 
King. Ah, Villain, canſt thou wiſh proſperity, 
Whole heart includeth nought but treachery ? 
I doarteſt thee here my ſelf, falſe Knight, 
Of Treaſon capital againſt the ſtate. 
Gb, Of Treaſon, mighty Prince ? 
[ hope it is but in the way of mirth. 
Kmg. Thy neck ſhall feel it is in earneſt ſhortly, 
Dar*ſt chou intrude into our preſence, knowing 
How hainouſly thon haſt offended us ? 
But this isthy accuſtomed deceit, 
Now thou perceiv*lt thy purpoſe is in yain, 
With ſome excuſ? or other thou wilt come 
To clear thy ſelf of this Rebellion. 
Cob. Rebellion, good my Lord, I know of none, 
King. If you deny it, here is evidence, 
See you theſe men ; you never counſelled, 
Nor offered them aſſiſtance in their Wars ? 
Cob, Speak, firs, not one but all, I crave no favour, 
Have ever [ been converſant with you ? 
Or written Letters to incouraye you ? 
Or kindled bur the leaſt or ſmalleſt part 
Of this your late unnatural Rebellion ? 
Speak, for I dare the uttermoſt you can. 
Hur. In and out upon occaſion, I know you not. 
King. No, didſt thou not ſay, that Sir Fobn Oldcaſle 
Was one with whom you purpos'd to have met ? 
Mar. Tree, 1 did fay ſo, but in what refpect, 
Becauſe I heard it was reported ſo. 
King, Was there no other argument but that ? 
A. 1 mult confeſs we have no other ground | 
Bur only ramour to accuſe this Lord, 
Which now I ſee was meerly fabulous, 
King. The more pernitious you to taint him then, 
VVhom you know was not fanity, yea or no. | 
Cob. Let this, my Lord, which 1 preſent your Grace 
Speak for my loynity, read theſe Articles 
And then give ſentence of my life or death. 
King. Earl Cambridge, Scroop, and Gray corrupted 
VVith bribes from Charles of France, either to win 
My Crown from me, or ſecretly contrive 
My death by Treaſon? Is't poſſible ? 
Cob, There is the platform, and their hands, my Lord, 
Each ſeverally ſubſ to the ſame. 
Cob. Oh never heard of baſe ingratitade ! 
Even thoſe 1 hug within moſt, 
Are readieſt eyermore to ſting my heart. 
Pardon me, Cobham, I have done thee wrong, 
Hereaſter 1 will live to make amends, 
ls then their time of meeting ſo near hand ? 
We'll meet with them but hrtle for their eaſe, 
If God permit. Gotake theſe Rebels hence, 
Let them have Martial Law : but as for thee, 
Friend to thy King and Country, ftill be free. 
Hur. Be it more or lefs, whata world is this ? 
VVould I had continned ſtill of the order of knaves, 
And ne'r ſonght K » fince it cofts 
So dear : Sir Roger, i may thank you for all, 
Att. Now 'tis too late to have it remedied, 
| prithee, Mwrley, do not urge me with it. 
Hun, VVill you away, and make no more to do? 
Mur. Fie, paltry, , to and fro, as occaſion ſerves, 
If you be ſo hafty, take my place. | 
Hun. No, good fir Knight, &n tak*t your ſelf. 
Mar. | could be glad to give my betters place. [Exewn. 


your Grace miſtakes, 


[ Exe. 


Enter Biſhop, Lord VVarden, Cromer the Sheriff, 
Laty Cobham and Attendants, 


Bifh, 1 teNl ye, Lady, it's impoſſible 
But ou hould þ know where he conveys himſelf, ang 
n 


- . 4 


thts 
_ 
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the good Lord Cobham. af 
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And you have hid him in ſome ſecret place. 
La. My Lord, believe me, as | have a Soul, 
'[ know not where my Lord my Husband is. 
Biſh. Goto, go, yeare an Heretick, 
And will be forc't by torture to confels, 
If fair means will not ſerve to make you tell. 
Lady. My Husband is a noble Gentleman, 
And need not hide himſelf for ary fad 
That e're | heard of, therefore wrong him not. 
Biſh. Your Husband is a dangerous Schiſmatick, 
Traitor to God, the King, and Commonwealth, 
And therefore, Mr. Cromer, Sheriff of Kent, 
[ charge you take her to your cuſtody, 
| And feize the goods of Sir Fobn Oldcaftle 
To the Kings uſe : let her go in no more, 
To fetch ſo much as her apparel our, 
[There is your warrant from his Majeſty. 
L. War. Good my Lord Biſhop, pacifie your wrath 
Againlt the Lady. 
Biſn. Then lct her confeſs 
Where Oldcaſtle her Husband is conceaPd. 
L. War. | dare engage mine honour and my life, 
Poor Gentlewoman, ſhe is ignorant 
And innocent of all his practices 
If any Evil by him be practiſed. 
Bsſh. If, my Lord Warden ? Nay then charge you, 
That all Cinque-ports whereof you are chief, 
Be laid forthwith, that he eſcapes us not. 
Shew him his Highneſs warrant, Mr, Sheriff. 
L. War. | am ſorry for the Noble Gentleman. 
Biſh. Peace, he comes here, now do your Office, 


Enter Harpool and Oldcaltle. 


Cob. Harpool, what buſineſs have we here in hand ? 
What makes the Biſhop and the Sheriff here ? 

I fear my coming home is dangerous, 
I would I had not made ſuch haſte to Cobham. 

Har, Be of good cheer, my Lord, if they be foes, we'll 
ſcramble ſhrewdly with them : if they be Friends they are 
welcome. . 

Cyo, 'Sir Fohbn Oldcaſtle Lord Cobham, in the Kings name, 
I arreſt ye of high Treaſon. | 

Cob. Treaſon, Mr. Cromer ? 

Har. Treaſon, Mr. Sheriff, what Treafon ? 

Cob. Harpool, | charge thee ſtir not, but be quiet. . 
Doye arrelt me of Treaſon, Mr. Sheriff? _ 

Biſh. Yea, of high Treaſon, Traitor, Heretick. 

Cob. Defiance in his face that calls me ſo, 

I am as true a Loyal Gentleman 

Unto his Highneſs, as my proudeſt Enemy, 
The King ſhall witneſs my late faithful ſervice, 
For ſafety of his ſacred Majeſty. 

Biſh. What thou art, the Kings hand ſhall teſtifie, 

Shew him, Lord Warden, 

Cob. Jeſu defend me, 

[s't poſſible your cunning could ſo temper 

The princely diſpoſition of bis mind, 

To ſign the damage of a Royal Subject ? 

Well, the beſt is; it bears an antedate, 

Procured by my abſence and your malice. 

But I, ſince that, have ſhew'd my ſelf as true, 

As any Church-man that dare challenge me. 

Let me be brought before his Majeſty, 

[f he acquit me not, then do your worſt. 

Biſh. Weare not bound to do kind offices, 

For any Traitor, Schiſmatick, nor Heretick : 

The Kings hand is our warrant for our work, 

Who is Ceparted on his way for France, 

And at Southampton doth repoſe this Night. : 
Har. Othat thouand 1 were within tweftty ifliles of it, 
on Sali:bury plain ! 1 would loſe my head if thoa brought'ſt 
thy Head hither again. ; |  FAfide, 
(«b. My Lord Warden o'th Cinque- ports,and Lord of 


Rocheiter, ye are joytit Commiſſioners, tavour me fo much 
on my expence, to bring me t9 the King, 

Biſh. What, to Southampton ? 

Cob, Thither, my good Lord, 
And if he do not clear me of all guilt, 
And all ſuſpicion of conſpiracy, 
Pawniog his Princely wartant for my truth : 
| ask no favour, but extreatneſt torture. | 
Bring me, or ſend me to him, good my Lord, 
Good my Lord Warden, Mr. Sheriffeatrear. —_ 

Eg [They both entreat for bim. 

Come hither, Lady, nay, ſweet wife, forbear 
To heap one ſorrow on anothers neck : 
'Tis grief enough falſely to be accus'd, 
And not porn to acquit my (elf, 
Do not thou with thy kind reſpective tears, 
Torment thy Husbands heart that bleeds for thee: 
But be of comfort,God hath help in ſtore 
For thoſe that pur aſſured truſt in bim, 
Dear Wife, if they commit me to the Tower, | 


That | am free from Treaſon's very thought, 
Only my Conſcience for the Goſpels ſake, 
Is cauſe of all the troubles I ſuſtain. - _... - .. 

Lady. O, my dear Lord, what ſhall betide of us ? 
You tothe Tower, and I turn'd ont of Doors, 

Our ſubſtance ſejz'd unto his Highneſs uſe, 
Even to the garments longing to our backs. | Ads 

Har. Patience, good Madam,things at worſt will mend, 
And h they donor, yet on "_ may dof rake 

Biſh. Urge it no more, for if an Agel | 
[ ſwear b Feet S. Peter's bleſſed Keyes, : | 
Firſt goes he to the Tower, then to the ſtake. —_ 

(rom. But by your leave, this warrant doth not Rtretch 
To impriſon her. MS. | 

Biſh. No, turn her,out of doors, _ 
Even as ſhe is, and lead him to the Towet, 
With guard enough, for fear of 8. 

Lady. O God requite thee thou bl bir, 

Cob. May it not be, my Lord of Rochefter ? 
Wherein have | incurr'd jour hate ſo far, 
That my appeal untothe King's deny*d. 

Biſh. No hate of mine, but power of holy Church, * 
Forbids all favour to falſe Hereticks. 

Cob, Your private malice more than publick power, 
Strikes. moſt at me, bur with my life it ends, 

Har. aſide. © that I had the Biſhop ia. that fear 
That once I had his Sumner by our ſelves. | 

Cro, My Lord, yet grant one ſuit unto ug all, 
That this ſame ancient ſervingman may. wait 
Upon my Lord his maſtzr in the Tower. . 

Biſh. This old iniquity, this Heretick ? 

That in contempr of our Church diſcipline, 
Compel'd my Sumner todevonr his Proceſs ? 
Old Ruſhan paſt-grace, upſtart Schiſmatick, 
Had not the King pray'd us to pardon Fes 
Ye had fryed for't, yegrizeled: ick, 

Har. *Sblood , my Lord Biſhop , 
neither Heretick nor Puritan, but of 
ſwear, drink Ale, kiſs a wench, go to Maſs, eat Fiſh all} 
Lent, and faſt m_— with Cakes and Wine, Fruit and 
ſpicery, ſhrive me of my old Sins afore Eaſter; and be-| 
gin new before Whitſuntide, 4 

Cre. A merry mad conceited Knave, niy Lord. _ 

Har. That knave was ſimply put upon the Biſbop, 

Biſh. Well, God forgive him, and I pardon him z 
| Let him attend his Maſter in the Tower, 


AE 


Come up to London to your Siſters Houſe : | 
That being near me, you may comfort me. | 
One ſolace find I ſetled in my Soul,, | 
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old Church, Plef 


M—_— 


For | in Charity wiſh his Soul no hurt, 

{ob. God bleſs my Soul from ſuch cold Charity, 

Riſh. Toth'Tower with him,and when my leiſure ferves, 
[ will examine him of Articles 


Look, my Lord Warden, as you haye in charge 


Yyy 2 
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The Hiſtory of Sir John Oldcaſtle, 


The Sheriff perform his Office, 
War. 1, my Lord. 


Enter Sumner with Books. 


Biſh, What bring'ſt thou there? what books of hereſie?. 
Sum. Yea, my Lord, here's not a Latine Book, | 
No not fo much as our Ladies Pſalter : ny 
Here*s the Bible, the Teſtamedt, the Pſalms in meeter, 
The Sick-man's falve, the Treaſure of Gladneſs, 
| All Engkſh, no not ſo much but the Almanack's Engliſh. 
Biſh. Away with thein, to th* fire with them, Clan, 
Now fie upon theſe upſtart Hereticks. | 
All Engliſh, burn them, burn them quickly, Clun. 


there Engliſh Books, my Lord, that Tle not part withal 
for your Biſhoprick , Bevss of Hampton, 
Fryer and the Buy, Ellen of Rumming , © Robin-hood ,, and 
other ſuch godly Stories, which if you burn, by this Fleſh 
Ple make ye drink their aſhes in' S. e arger's Ale. R | 

BY _— . CEx#. 


Enter the Biſhop of Rotheſter, with his men | 
7 Livery at. | | 


| 7. Ser, Is it your honours pltaſure' we ſhall ſtay, _ ' © 
| Or come back it'the aſternoop'to fetch you. © 
Biſh, Now have ye af; ow here foto the Tower, 
; You may go back unto the Por er'slodge, 5 OY 
[ Where if | have occaſion to employ you, 
le ſend fome Officer to call you to me. ' + |, 
[nto the City go.not, I command you,, © © |, 
Perhaps I may have pteſent neel to uſe you. © 
2, We will attend your hondyr here, without, 
3. Come, we,may have a quart of Wine at the Roſe at 
Burkay; ant othe back an hour before he'll go. 
1, We mW hie us then, 
Ce io, EPS Na ar 
Biſh. Ho, Mr. Lieutenant, | 
Lieu. Who calls'there ? | . 
Biſh. A Friend of yours. _— 
Lieu. My Lord of Rechefter ? your honour's'welcome, 
Biſh, Sir, here's my warrafit from the Council, 
For conference with Sir Fohn Oldcaſtle, © 
Upon ſome matter of great conſequence. 
Lieu, Ho, Sir Jobn. 6! 26S 
Har. Who calls there ? | 
Lieu. Harpool, tel Sir Fobn, that my Lord of Rocheſter 
Comes from the Council ro confer with him. __ 


As any manin England as I hear, © | | 
For it was you moſt [abour'd his commitment. , 
Biſh, 1 did, Sir, and nothing repetitit | aſſure you. 


' 
* © 
. 


| Enter Sir John Oldcaſtle. | 


Mr. Lieutenant; I pray you give us teave, 
I muſt confer here with Sir Fob» a little, 
"''*Lieu,” With all my heart, my Lord. Er 
Har. aſide- My Lord, be ruPd by me, take this occaſion 
| while it is offered,” and on my'life your Lordſhip will «f: 
cape. © / | | | 
Gs. No more I ſay, peace leſt he ſhould ſuſpect it. 
Biſh. Sir Fohn, | am come to yon from the Lords of the 
Council, to know if you dorecant your errours.. 
' Cob. My Lord of Rocheſter, on good advice, 
1 ſeemyerrour ; but yet underſtand me, 
| mean not errour in the Faith I hold, 
But errour in ſubmitting to your pleaſure, 
Therefore your Lordſhip without more to do, 
Muſt be a means to help me to eſcape. 
Biſh. What means, thou Heretick ? 
Dar'ſt thou but lift thy hand againſt my calling ? 
| 


1 tt 


_—_ 


I think you may as ſafe without ſuſpicion ITY 


| 


Har. But do not, Sumner, as you'll anſwer it, for I have | 


Owleglaſs, The | 


' | You part not ſo, 


 LExeunt. | 


1 Help, help, help, Mr. Liextenart, help. 


| For now's the fitteſt time to ſcape away, | 
'| And left me lying in this inner Charhber, 
'| And ſo departed, and I _ 

{Since ir ſo happens that he is eſcap'd, 


| tion, the Haven's laid that he ſhall not eſcape , and bue 


! hence, 


| So near unto the entrance of the Tower, 


| to have flain niy Lord, 


Cob. No, not to hurt you fora thouſand pound, 

Har. Nothing but to borrow your upper garment a lit. 
tle, not a word more, peace for waking the Children ; 
there, put on,diſpatch,my Lord, the window that goes out 
into the Leads is ſure enough : as for you, Ple bind you 
ſurely in the inner Room, 

{ob. This is well begun, God ſend us happy ſpeed, 
Hard ſhifc you ſee men make in time of need. 


Enter Servingmen again. 


1. 1 marvel that my Lord ſhould ſtay > long, 
2, He hath ſent to feck us I dare lay my life. 
3- We come in good time, ſee where he is coming, 
Har. | beſeech you, good my Lord of Rocheſter, be 
' favourable to my Lord and Maſter, —_ 

Cob. The inner Rooms be yery Hot and cloſe, 
[ do not like this Air here in the Tower. , | 

Har. His caſe is hard, my Lord ; you ſhall ſafely get' 
out of the Tower, but I will down upon them : in which 
time get you away, Hard under JIſingron wait you my 
coming , I will bring my Lady ready with Horſes to get 


| 
j 


(ob. Fellow, go back again unto my Lord, and coun. 
ſel him. { 
Hir. Nay, my good Lord of Rocheſter, le bring you to 
S, Albons through the woods I warrant you. 

Cob, Villain, away. 

Har. Nay inge 1 am paſt the Towers Liberty, _, 

_ [He draws. 

Biſh. Clubs, clubs, clubs. | 
1, Murther, mortar, murther, 
2, Down with him.  _* 
Har. Out you cowardly Rogues. 


£ % 


[Cobham eſcapes. 
Enter Lieutenant, and bis men. i j 
' Liew. Whio is ſo bold as to dare to draw a Sword ,.; 
1 This Ruffian, ſervant tq Sir 7obn Oldeaftle, was like 
dies. Lophedandis.. Io ooo 
Har. Stand of if you loye your puddings. , 

- [Rocheſter cals within. 
; WIT | , mY » 4 vt! 
Lieu. Who's that within? ſome replyn ig the Tower, 
on my life, look in, who's that which calls? _ , , 7 


} 


. Enter Rocheſter bound, | : : ;| 
Lieu. Without your cloak, my Lord of Rocheſter ? M - 
Har. There, now it works ; then let me ſpeed, .... | 


Lieu. Why do you look ſo galtly and aflrighted ? 
Biſh. Oldcaſtle that Traitor and his man, 

When you had left me to confer with him, 

Took, bound, and ſtript me as you ſee, 


. . 1 


Lieu, And you ! Nere ſay that the Lord Cobhaw's man 
Did here ſet 6n you like to murther you. 

1, And ſohedid. 

Biſh. It was upon his Maſter then he did, $1 
That in the brawl the Traitor might eſcape. | 

Lieu, Where is this Harpool ? 

2, Here he was even now. | 

Lieu, Where, can you tell ? They are both eſcap'd. 


| am glad you area witneſs of the ſame: _ 
[t might haveelſe been laid unto my charge, 
That I had been conſenting to the fat. 
Biſh. Come, ſearch ſhall be made for him with expedi. 


and 


——————$ 
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tbe good Lord Cobham. - 
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dangerous Heretick, LExennt. 
Enter Cambridge, Scroop, and Gray, as in a Chamber, and 
ſet down at a T able, conſulting about their Treaſon, 
King Harry and Suffolk ltning at the door. 


| 


| 
| 


| 


Cam, In mine opinion,Scroop hath well advis'd, 
Poiſon will be the only apteſt mean, 
And fitteſt for our purpole to diſpatch him. 
Gray. But yet there may be doubt in their delivery, 
Harry is wile, therefore, Earl of (ambridge, 
| judge that way not ſo convenient. 
Scr, What think ye then of this ? I am bis bedfcllow, 
And unſuſpected nightly ſleep with him. 
What if I venture in thoſe ſilent hours, 
When ſleep hath ſealed up alt mortal Eyes, 
To murther him in bed? bow like ye that ? 
Cam, Herein conſiſts no ſafety for your ſelf, 
And you diſclos'd, what ſhall become of us? 
But this day (as ye know) he will aboard, 
The wind's ſo ſair, and ſet away for France, 


If as he goes, or entring in the ſhip 


lt might be done, then were it excellent. 
Gray. Why any of theſe,-or if you will, | 


le cauſe a preſent ſitting of the Council, - 


Wherein I will pretend ſome matter of ſuch weight, 

As nceds mult have his Royal Company, 

And ſo diſpatch him in his Council Chamber. 
Cam. Tuſh, yet 1 hear not any thing to purpoſe ; 

| wonder that Lord Cobham ſtayes to long, . 

His Counſel in this caſe would much avail us. 

[The King ſteps in upon them with his Lords. 

Scr., What ſhall we riſe thus, and determine nothing ? 
King. That were a ſhame indeed : no, fit again, 

And you ſhall have my Counſel in this caſe : | 

If you can find no. way to kill the King, 

Thea you ſhall ſee how I can furniſh ye z 

Scroop's way by poiſon was indifferent, DOT 

But yet being bed-fellow to the King, 

And unſuſpected, ſkepingin bis boſom, 

[n mine opinion that's the likelier way. 

For ſuch falſe Friends are able to do much, 

And ſilent Night is Treaſon's fitteſt Friend. 

Now, {ambridge in bis ſetting hence for France, 

Or by the way, or as he goes aboard 

To do the deed, that was indiflerent too, 

But ſomewhat doubtfull. : 

Marry Lord Gray came very near the point, 

To have the King at Council, and there murder him, 

As Ceſar was among his deareſt Friends. 

Tell me, oh tell me, you bright honour's ſtains, 

For which of all my kindneſles to you, _ 

Are ye become thus Traitorsto your King? | 

And France muſt have the ſpoil of Harrie's life. 
All. Oh pardon us, dread Lord. PE 
King. How, pardon ye? that werea Sin indeed, 

Drag them to Death, which juſtly they deſerve ; 

And Fraxce ſhall dearly buy this villany, 

So ſoon as we ſet footing on her breaſt. 

God have the praiſe for our deliverance, 

And next our thanks, Lord Cobham, isto thee, 

True perfect mircour of Nobilitie. 


Enter the Hoſt, Lord Cobham, and Harpool. 


[ Exit, 


Hoft. Sir, y'are welcome to this houſe, to ſuch as is here 
with all my heart: but I fear your lodging will be the 
worſt, I have but two beds,and they are both in a chamber, 
aad the Carrier and his Daughter lies in the one, and you 
and your Wife mult lye in the other. 

Cob. Faith, Sir, for my ſelf 1 do not greatly paſs, 

My Wife is weary, and would be at relt, 
For we have travel'd very far to day, 


and cry continue through England, to find this damned, | We mult be content with ſuch as you have. 


SS. 


| But he is known; only a luſty Prieſt 


'{ Keep, keep, ſtrike him down there, down with him. 


| 


j 


Ho5#. But I cannot &-11l how to do with your man. 

Har. What? haſt thou never an empry Room in thy 
Houſe for me? 

Hoſt. Nota Bed in troth. There came a poor Iriſh-man, 
and 1 lodg'd him in the barn, where he has fair Scaw, al- 
though he have nothing elſe, . 

Har. Well, mine Hoſt, [I prithee help me to a pair of 
clean ſheets, and i'le go lodge with him. 

Hoſt. By the Maſs chat thou ſhalt, a good pair ef hempen 
ſheets were nere layn in : come. Execunt. 


Enter Conſt. ble, Mayor, and Watch. 


May. What? have you ſearcht the Town ? 

Con. All the Town, Sir, we have not left a Houſe un- 
ſearcht that uſes to lodge, | 
May. Surely, my Lord of Recheft«y was then deceiy'd, 

Or ill inform'd of Sic Fohn Oldcaſtle;, 
Oc if he came this way, he's palt the Town, 
He could hot elſe have ſcap'd you in the ſearch, 
Con, T he privy watch hath been abroad all night, 
And not a ſtranger lodgeth in the Town 


V Ve found in bed with a pretty wench, 
That fayes ſhe is his VVife, yonder at the Shears : | 
But we have charg'd the holt with his forth coming - | 
To morrow morning. 

eMHay. What think you beſt todo? 

Con. Faith, Mr, Mayor, here's a few ſtragling Houſes 
beyond the Bridge, and a little lan where Carriers uſe to 
lodge, although 1 think ſurely he would nere lodge there : | 
but we'll go ſearch, and the rather, becauſe there came f 
notice to the Town the laſt Night of an &5ſþ man, that had | 
done a murther,whom we are to make ſearch for. 

May. Come1 pray you,and be circumſpett. [Exeunt, 

Con. Firſt beſer the bouſe, before you begin to ſearch, 

Offi. Content, every man take a ſeveral place. | 

[ef noiſe within. 


Enter Conſtable with the Iriſhman «+ HarpooPs apperel. 


Con. Come you villanous Heretick , tell us where your | 
Malter is. | 

Iriſh, Vat Meſter ? 

May. Vat Meſter, you conterfeit Rebel? This ſhall not 
ſerve your turn. | 

Iriſh. Be Sent Patrick] ha no Meſter. 

Con, Where's the Lord Cobham, Sir Job: Oldcaſtle, that 
lately eſcaped out of the Tower ? 

Iriſh. Vat Lort Cobham ? 

May. You coanterfeit, this ſhall not ſerve you, well tor- 
ture you, we'll make you confeſs where that arch heretick 
is. Come bind him faſt. 

Iriſh. Ahone, ahone, ahone, a Cree. 

Con. Ahone you crafty Raſcal ? [Exennt. 

\ - C Lord Cobbam comes ont ftealing in his gown. 

Cob. Harpool, Herpool, 1 hear a marvellous noife about 
the Houſe, God warrant us, I fear we ace purſued : what, | 
Harpool ? | 

Har. within. Who calls there ? 

Cob. 'Tis |, doſt thou not hear a noiſe about the Houſe? j 

Har, Yes marry do l, *zounds I cannot find my hoſe ?. | 
this /rsſþ Raſcal that ye with-me all night, hath ſtolen | 
my apparel, and has left me nothing but a Jowhe mantle, 
and a pair of broags. Get up, get up,and if the Carrier and 
his wench be afleep, change you with him as he hath done 
with me, and ſee if we can (cape. 


Yyy 3 Noiſe. 
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P 


p 


, 


| 


N viſe beard about the Hauſe a pretty while, ther: envor 
the Conlhable weoting Harpank wa the Irifs 


man's apparel. 


Con.. Stand claſe , here comes the Irsforran that did the 
murther, by all tokens this is he. ; 

Aay. And pereiving the Houle beſet, would get away : 
ſtand, Sirrah. 

Her. \Whak art thou that bid'ft me ftand ? 

Can, Iam the officer,andamcome ta ſearch for an Hriſb 
man, ſuch a villain as thy ſelf, thou halt murther'd a man 
this laſt night by the high way. 

Har. *Sbloud Conſtable art thou mad? aml1an 7r:ſh- 
man ? 

May. Sitrah,we'l find you an{/r;/b-raan before we patt :' 
Lay hold upon him, 

Cz, Make bing faſt, Othou bloady Rage ! 


Enter Lord Cobham and lus Loy, #1 the Carrier 
and Wenches apparel | 


Cob. What willthefe Oftlers fleep all day ? 
Good morrow, good marrow, com: weneh, come : 
Saddle, Saddle, now afore Gad twa fair dayes, ba ? 

Con. Who goes there 

May. Q'tis Law 4ſbire Carrier, tet them paſs. 

Cob, What,will no body ope the gates here 9 
Come, let's int'ſtable 19 lgok ta our Capans. 

[The Carrier ca&vg. 


Look up there. 

Qſ. They ay the wan and the woman that lay by them, 
have Stolen their clothes, | 

Hop. What, are the firavge folks up yet that came in 
yeſter night ? 

{on, What mine Hoſt, up ſo early ? 

Haſ. What Mr. « Hayer, and Mr, Conſtable 

May. We are come to ſeek for ſome luſpetted perſons, 
and ſuch as here we faynnd bave apprehended. 


Enter Carrier and Kate in Cobhagn and Ledes appare. 


Con, Who comes here ? 

Club. Who comes here? A plague found ome, you 
bawl quoth a,ods hat te forewear your bouſe : you lodg'd 
a fellow and his wife by vs,that ha* rub away with aur par- 
cel, and kc us fuch gew-gaws here, -came Kate, come £0 
me, thowle dixeard y' faith. / 

or, Mine baſt, know you this man? ; 

H-ſt. Yes maſter Mayors, Ple give my word far him, 
why neighbour C/b, how comes thus gear about ? 

Kate. Now a foule o8't, 1 cannot make this gew-gaw 
ſtand an my head. 

Cen. How came this man and woman thus attired ? 


Heſtler. Here came a manand woman hither this laft |. 


night, which 1 did take for (ubſtzatial people, and lodg'd 
all in one Chamber by theſe folks : meg thinks have been {o 
bold ro change apparel, and gone away this morning ere 
they roſe. ; 

Mayor. T hat was that Traitor Oldcaſtle that thus eſcapt 
us: make hue and cry after him, keep faſt that traiterous 
Rebel his Servant there : farewel, mine Hoſt. 

Car. Come Kate Owdham, thou and Iſe trimly dizard. 


| 


| 


| 


— 


Kate. Plaithnoam Club, Ho wat nere what to do, Ift by 
ſe Seated and ſo ſhouted at ; but by uy Meſs He cry. 
LEx. 


Enter Poieſk a:d Dol. 


Prieft. Come Doll, come, be merry,wench. 
Farewel Ken, we ave not for thee. 
Be luſty my Laſs, come for Lemgſbire, - 
We mult nip the Boung for thefe Crowns, | 


Del. Woy's al the gold Spent aiready, that you had 


the other day. | 
Prieſt, Gone, Doll, gone ; flown, ſpent, vanifhed, the 


Dexil, drink, and dice, bas devaoree all. 

Dol. You might have teft, me in Xow til-you dad beep 
better provided. , 

Prie#t, No, . Dull, no, Kowe'stoo hot, Doth, Kent's tqo 
hot : the weathercoek of Boba will erow og longer, we 
have pluckt him, he has Joſd his Feathers, 1 have prun'd him 


bare, left him ehrice, is woulted, is moulked, wench. 


Doll. 1 mighs have gone to ſervieeagain,olg Mr. Harpue! 


| told me he would provide me @ Miſtyis. 


Prieſt. Peace, Doll, yeace z come, mad wench, I'e make 
thee an honeſt Woman, we'ls into Laveaſkire to gur Friends, 
the troth is, Vie, marry'thee, we want but” a little mongy, 
and money we will have } warrant thee : tay, who comes 
here ? ſhane Iviſh Villain me thinks that has ffain a mag, 


_ _ he is ritlipg gn him , Randelaſe, Doll, we'll ce 
tne End, 


Enter the FRG og drad eMaſicr, and 
l 77 


Iriſh, Alzs pec Maſter, Sir Riobevd Eee, be S. Pawich , is 
roband cut thy tote, for do ſain, and dy mony, an 


| gold Ring, be me geulyis love de woll, but now dow de k 


de, be ſhitten Kanave. 
fe Bed Fare what art then > 
Iriſh. Be S. Patri er,iy poor Erfiman,is a teufter, 
Prieſt. Sirrah, Sivrah, Fare ademnt Rogue, you have 
kill'd a man here,and rifled him of all that he hag : *$bloud 
you Rogue deliver, or Ple notleave you fo mych ag a hair 


above your ſhoulders, you Whorfon 1-4 Dog. 
Robs him 


Iriſh, We's me S. Parvick, Ife kill my we. for ſhajn 
and his ring, and now's be rob of al, me's undo. 

Prieſt, Avant you Raſcal, goSirreh, be wa}king : come 
Doll, the Devil hughs when one Thief robs another : 
come weneh, we'll to S. Albaxs, and revel in our bower, 
my brave girle, 


Doll, O thou art old Sir Jobs: when all's done i'faith. 
Enter tbe Moſt of the Haaſe wth the Iriſhman. 


Triſh, Be metro Maſter is Iviſmar, is want ludging, 
is have no mony, iy inrvenndcold good Maſter vive he: 
ſome meat, is famiſe and eye. 

Heſtler, Faith fellow I have na ledging,but what 1 keep 
for my Gueſts : as for meat, thou ſhale have as much a5 
there is, and if thou wilt lie in the barn, there's fair ſtraw, 
and Room enough, 

Iriſh. Is tank my Maſter hertily. 

Hoſt lev. Ho, Rodin. 

Robin. Who calls ? 


Hoſthr. Shew this poor Fiſhman to the barn, go Sirral. 
Enter Carrier and Kate. 


Club. Wha's within here? who looks to the Horſes? 
Uds-hat, here's fige work, the Hens in the manger, and 


the Hogs ia the litter, a bots fonnd you al}, here's a Houſe 
well lookt to i'faith, 


Pen = OOm—— _ 4 
P — ——<{wu 


Kate. | 


the good Loxd Cobliim 
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Kate, Mas Goff Club, Ie very cawd. Makes me thag L could take a nap, 

Club. G9 id, Kate, get into the fire aud warm thee, | Were | perſmaded we might be ſecure. | 
Fohn Oſt ler ? Lady. Let that depend on me, whilſt you do ſleep. 

Hoit. What, Gaffer Club, welcome to.S, Albar, I'V watch that aq misfortune happen us. 
How do's all que fciends in Lancaſhire ? Cob. 1 ſhell, dear wife, be too much trouble to thee: 
| Club, Well, God a morcy, John, how do's Tem? where | Lady. Urge not that, | | 
is he? My duty binds me, and your love commands, 

Of, Tom's gane from beace, he's at the three Hogſe- | I would I had the skilt with tuned voice 


leaves at Rony-Swrarfird : bow do's old Dick, Dux ? To draw on ſleep with ſome ſweet melody. uy 
(lb. Udg hat, ok! Dux is moyr'd in afl in Pride | But impazteRtian apdiunaptneſs too = F [5 2 

bill lane : a plague fanned it, yonders ſuch inatian | Are both reyugaant: fear inſerts the ane, E _ 

weather as was nover fron. The other Nature hath denied meuſe. SIDa 


Ot. Uds bas Thief, have one-half peek of Peafo and | But whastalk t of means, ta purchaſe that 
Oats mere foe phat, as | am bu OSler, he kas been ever] Is freely happen'd ? Sleep with gentle hand, 


as g9oed a Jade as ever trayelied, | Hath ſtwy his ge; lids : Oc victorious labour, | 

Club, Faith well ſaic, old Fec&,thop art the old Lad ſtill..| How ſoon thy pawer can charm the bodies ſenſe ? 

O#1. Come, Guffer Club, unload, unload, and get to,| And ram othgy lizen tle climb'ſt gato, my braio, | 
ſupper. | Making my heavyt ſtaop ba thee, | 

Great God of heaven fromdanger keep us free... + | 
| Enter Coblbana and his Lady diſeaſed. CFall aſleep. 

Cob, Come, Madam, happily eſcapt, hero let us fir, Enzer Sir Richard Lee and bis fer. * | 
This place is tas cemote from any path, 

Ave here a while our weary limbs may reſt Lee, A Nunher cloſely done, aodin my ground 2: | 
To take refreſhing, free from 6h it Search carefully, if any where it were, 
Of eyviaus Roche ther. This obſcure thickes is the likelicſt place.  . 

Lady. But where, my Lord, ſhall we find reſt far our | Ser, Sir, I have found the body ſtiff with cold, | 
diſquict minds F ] And mangled cryelly with many wannds. 
There dwell untamed thoughts that hardly ſtoop 1 Lee. Lpakifthou know'ſt him, turp his body up: 
Tq fuch abaſement of diſgained rags : | | Alack, it is my ſon, my ſanand heir, 
We were not wont to travel thus by night, Whom two years fince, | fent to lretand,; 

Eſpecially an faey. | 1 To practiſe they the diſcipline af war, | 
Cab. No matter, love,extremities admit no better choice: | And coming hame; fevſo'he wrote tame; 1 
Aqd were it not for thee, fay froward time | Some ſavage heart, forme blaody devillifh hand, ; 

Impos'@ a greater tagk, } wquld ofteems it Either in hate, or ang for his coin, 
As lightly as the wind that blows upon ys, | Hath here fluc'd out his ; ; | 
But ig thy ſufferance } am doubly taskt, 1 A curſed place, but moſt inconſtant Fate, F 
Thon waſt not weak to have tho carth thy ſtool, | That had'ſt reſegv'd lim from the ballers fire, * | 
Nor the moiſt dewy grabs thy pillow, nor © | And ſuffered him to ſcape the wood- kerns fury. | 
Thy chamher ta be the wide Horizon. Did'ſ here ordain the treafure af his life, 1 
. How can it ſeems a tyouble, having yay Even here within the arms of 1 | 
| A partner _ =. in = wart —_ ih | —_ —_— treaſons < — wn | &? If 
No, gengle your nes would give ea nd which is meſt affticting to m 17 | 
To Zath it ſelf, ſhould he now ſeize upon me : 1 That this his death and wuither ould borwrogght | 
[Alors's Broad axd Chocſo and 4 Boeitle, | Without the kgowledge by whoſo means! 20e. 
Behold what my forefight hath undertane 2 Ser, Not ſo, Six, | have found the authors of it, | 
For fear we faint, they are hut homely Cates, - | See where they fit, and intheip fits | | [ 
Vet ſawe'd boith hynger, they may feom as fivect The fatal inftrumentsof death and fin; F-28517 | 
As greater dainties we were wont to taſte, |] Lee. Juſt judgment of that power, whoſe gracious eye, | 

(ob. Praifd be to him, wheſp plenty fonds both this | Loarhiogthe fighr of fuch a heingqus fact, ; 

And alt things olfe our mertal bodies need : | Dazling their ſenſes with benumming ſleep, 
Nor ſcorn we this pooe feeding, nor the ſtate Till their unhallowed treachery was known. 
We now are in, for what is it on eapth, Awake ye monſters, awake, - 
Nay undey heaven, continues at a ftay > | Tremble foy harvor, bluſh you-cannqt chuſe, | 
Ebbs net the Sea, when it hath overflows ? Beholding this vabumane deed of yours. [i 
Follows not darknefs, when the day is gone ? | | 'Jix, (o trouble weary ſouls, © | 
And ſee we not ſometimes the eye of hgaven | And interrupt us of our quiet fkep?  _ , ; 
Dim'd with ore-flying clouds } There's nos that work Lee. O devilliſh} can you boaſt nuto your ſelves 
Of careful Nature, or of gunning Art, Of quiet ſleep, having within ory 20h 
(How ſtrong, how beauteove, oe how rich it be) _ = of murder wak which cries 

afs t 


But falls in time to ruine : gentle Madam, - he loud thunder, and ſolicites heaven 

In this one draught 1 waſh my ſorrow down. ['Drixks. | V Vith more than Mangrakes fhreeks for your offence ? 
Lady. And | encourag'd with your chearful ſpeech, , Lady. VVhat myrther Þ you upbraid us wrongfully. 

Will do the like. Lee. Can you deny the fact ? See you not here | 


Cob. Pray God pace Harpooteome, The body of my ſoa by you miſfone ? 
If he ſhould fall into the Biſhops hands, Look on his wounds, look on his purple hue : 
Or not remember where we bad him meet us, Do we not find you where the deed was done ? 
[t were the thing of all things elſe, that now V Vers npt your knives faſt cloſed in your hands ? 
Could breed revolt in this new peace of mind. ls not this cloth an argument beſide, | 
Lady, Fear not, my Lord, he's witty to devito, Thus ſtain's and ſpotted with his innocent blood ? 
And ſtrong to execute @ preſent ſhift. Theſe ſpeaking characters, were there nothing elſe 
Cob, That power be tilt his guide hath guided us, To plead againſt ye, would convict you both. 


My d rowſie eyes wax heavy ; early rifing, To Hartford with them, where the Sizes now are kept, 
1 aqither with the travel we have had, | Their lives ſhall anſwer for my ſons loſt life. | 


, Cop. 


ad. 


Og — 


[260 The Hiſtory of Sir John Oldcaſtle, 


* (ob. As we are innocent, ſo may we ſpeed. _— bring with you before us to the Bench ? 
Lee. As lam wrong'd; ſo may the Law proceed. May, The Lord Powiz, if it like your honour, 
And this his Lady travelling toward Wales ; 


Enter Rocheſter, Conſtable of S. Albans, with Prieſt, Doll, | Who, for they lodg'd laſt night within my houſe, 


and the Iriſhman is Harpool's Apparel. And my Lord Biſhop did lay wait for ſuch, 
Were very willing to come on with me, 
| Biſh. What intricate confuſion have we here ? | Leſt for their ſakes, ſuſpicion we might wrong. 


Jaudg. We cry your hanour mercy, good my Lord, 


Not two hours ſince, we apprehended oge ] 
Wilt pleaſe. you take your place, Madam, your Ladiſhip 


[n habit Jrsſþ, but in ſpeech not ſo; 


And now you bring another, that in ſpeech is Iriſh, May here, or where you will repoſe your ſelf, 
| But in habit. Englsſh : yea, and more than ſo, Until this buſineſs now in hand be paſt. 
| The ſervant'of that heretick Lord Cobbam. 1 Za. Pow. | will withdraw into ſome other room, 
Iriſh. Fait me be no ſervant of de Lort Cobham, 50 that your Lordſhip and the reſt be pleas'd. 
Me be Mack Chane of Vier. | Jade, With all our hearts: attend the Lady there. |} 
Biſh. Otherwiſe call'd Harpool of Kent, go to, bir, 1 Pow. Wife, I have ey'd you pris'ners allthis while, 
You cannot blind us with your broken iſh And my conceit doth tell me, *tis our friend 
Prie#t, Truſt me, ſaid Biſhop, whether {rſh or Engliſb. | The Noble Cobham, and his victuous Lady. 
Hrpool or not Harpoel, that | leave tothe tryal : | La. Pow. I think no leſs, are they ſuſpeted for this | 
But ſure I am, this man by face and ſpeech, Pow. What it means  _ (murther? 
[s he that murdred young Sir Richard Lee : | cannot tell, but we ſhall know anon: 
| met him preſently upon the fact, Mean time as you pals by them, ask the queſtion, 
And that he flew his-Maſter for that Gold, But do it ſecretly you be not ſeen, 
Thoſe Jewels, and that Chain I took from him. And make ſome ſign, that I may know your mind. 
Biſh. Well, our affairs do call us back to Lender, [_4s ſbe paſſes over the Stage by them, 
So that we cannot proſecute the cauſe ' La. Pow. My Lord Gobham ? Madam ? 
As we delire to do, therefore we leave Cob. No Cobham now, nor Madam, as YOU love us, 
The chargewith you, to ſce they be convey*d But 7ohn of Lancaſhire, and Joan his wife. 1 +. 
To Hartford Size : both this counterfeit, La. Pow. Q tell, what is it that our love can do 
And you, Sir Fohn of Wrotham, and your Wench, * To pleaſure you, for we are bound to you? | 
For you are culpable as well as they, Cob. Nothing but this, that you conceal our names 3 
Taough not for murther, yet for-telony. | So, gentle Lady, paſs for being ſpied. \ 
But ſince you are the means to bring to light } _<Us: Pow, My heact | leave, to bear part of your grief, 
This graceleſs murther, ye ſhall bear with you : LExw.} 
Our Letters to the Jud gey of the Bench, | Tudg. Call the Priſoners to the Bar : Sir Richard Lee, 
To be your friends in what they lawful may. | What evidence can you bring againſt theſe people, 
Prie##. I thank your Lordſhip. To prove them guilty of the murther done? *© | 
| Lee. This bloody, Towel, and theſe naked Knives, 
| Enter Gaoler, bringing forth Oldcaſtle. | Belide, we found them ſitting by the place, 


Where the dead body lay within a buſh. | 


- Gaol. Bring forth the Priſoners, fee the Court prepar*d,'f Tudg. What anſwer you why Law ſhould not proceed 
The Juſtices are coming to the Bench: According to this evidence given in, - | 
So, let him ſtand, away and fetch the reſt. [Exennt, | To tax ye with the penalty of death? . | 

Cob. O give me patience to endure this ſcourge, Cob. That we are free from murthers very thought, 
Thou that art fountain of that vertuous ſtream, And know not how the Gentleman was (lain. 
And thongh contempt of witneſs, and reproach 1 7#i#, How came this linen-cloth ſo bloody then ? 
Hang on theſe iron gives, to preſs my life L. Cob. My husband hot with travelling, my Lord, 
| As low as earth, yet ſtrengthen me with faith, | His noſe guſht out a bleeding, that was its : | 
That I may mountiin ſpirit above the clouds. . _— But how came your ſharp-edg'4 knives un- 
ea 


Enter Gaoler, brinzing in Lady Cobham «nd Harpool. L. Cob, To cut ſuch ſimple victual as we bad, 
X Zudg. Say we admit this anſwer to thoſe Articles, 


Here comes my Lady, ſorrow *tis for her. What made you in ſo private a dark nook, 

Thy wound is grievous, elſe I ſcoff at thee. So far remote from any common path, 

What and poor Farp»ol / art thou i'th*bryars too ? As was the thick where the dead corps was thrown ? 
Har. Ifaith, my Lord, 1 am in, get out how 1 can, Cob. Journying, my Lord, from London, from the Term, 
Ledy. Say (gentle Lord) for now we are alone, Down into Lanceſtire, where we do dwell 

| And may conter, ſhall we conſeſs in brief, And what with age, and travel being faint, » 
Of whence, and what we are, and fo prevent | We gladly ſought a place where we might reſt, 
The accuſation is commenc'd againſt us? Free {rom reſort of other paſſengers, 


Cob. What will that help us ? Being known, ſweet love, | And ſo we ſtray'd into that ſecret corner. 
We ſhall for hereſie be put to death, Fadg. Theſe are but ambages to drive off time, 
For ſothey term the Religion we profeſs. And linger Juſtice from her purpos'd end. 
| No, if we dye, let this our comfort be, But who are theſe? 

That of the guilt impos'd our ſouls are free, _ l 


Har. I, 1, my Lord, Harpo is ſo reſolv'd, Emer Conſtable wich the Iriſhman, Prieſt, ard Doll. 
| I wreak of death the lefs in that I dye, : : | 
Not by the ſentence of that envious Prieſt. Cen#t. Stay judgment, and releaſe thoſe innocents, 


Lady. Well, be it then according as beavens pleaſe, | For here is he whoſe hand hath done the deed, 
For which they ſtand indited at the Bar : 
Enter L. Judge, Juſtices, Mayor of S. Albans, Lord Powis | This ſavage Villain, this rude Iriſh Slave, 
and his Lady. old Sir Richard Lee: the Judge and His tongue already hath confeſt the fact, 
Futices taks their places. And here is witneſs to confirm as much, 
Prieft. Yes, my good Lord, no ſooner bad he ſlain 
| His loving Maſter for the wealth he bad, 


But | 


| 7:47. Now, Mr. Mayor, what Gentleman is that 


| 
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Bur I upon the inſtant met with him : 

And what he purcias'd with the loſs of bloud, 
With ſtrokes I preſently bereay'd him of, 
Some of the which is ſpent, the reſt cemaining, 
| willingly ſurrender to the hands 


| Of old Sir Richard Lee, as being his ; 


Belide, my Lord Judge, I greet your honour 
With LerteP% from my Lord of Rocheſter. & 
| ; ». » Tharaw 

Lee. Is this the Wolf, whoſe thirſty throat did drink 
My dear Son*s bloud ? art thou the Snake * -— + 
He cheriſht, yer with envious piercing ſting 
Allaild*lt him mortally? Wer't not that the Law 
Stands ready to revenge thy cruelty, 

Traytor to God, thy Maſter, and to me, 
Theſe hands ſhould be thy Executioner. 

7ud. Patience; Sir Richard Lee, you ſhall hays Juſtice. 
The fa&t is odious, therefore take him hence, ; 

And being hang'd until the wretch be dead, 
His Body after ſhall be hang'd in Chains, 
Near to the place where he did a&t the murther. 

Iriſh. Prythee, Lord Shudge, let me have mine own 
Cloaths, my Strouces there, and let me be hang'd in a 
Wyth after my Country the Iriſh Fdſhidn, ' © © "LEvir. 

7ud Go to, away with him. And now, Sir John, 
Althougivby you this murther cartie to light : | 
Yet upright Law will not hold you excus'd, 
For you did rob the Irilh-man, by whigh 
You ſtand attainted here of Felony: * 
Beſide, you have been lewd, and many years 
Led a laſcivious, unbeſeeming life. # _®' ; 

Prieſt.O but, myLord;Sir Fob» repents, and he will mend. 


AGEL. \ 


#4 SSCs 4 *f 


0 9 


'IY 


'S 


Are All at your romhmand. Deny me not, 


Jud, In hope thereof, together with the favour 
My Lord of Rocheſter intreats for you, | 
We are content you ſhall be proved. 
Preeſt. 1 thank your good Lordſhip. 
7ud, Theſe faifly here accuy'd, and brought 
[n peril wrongfully, we' in like ſort do ſet at liberty. 
Lee, And for amends, 
Touching the wrong unwittingly I have done, 
I give theſe few Crowns. | 
Zud. Your kindneſs merits praiſe, Sir Richard Lee, 


$0 let ns hence. | 
L SB [Exeunt all but L.PomiiShq Cobham. | 

Pow. But Powis ſtill muſt ſtay, 

There yet remains a part of that true love 

He owes his noble Friend, unſatiefied - | 

And unperform'd, which firſt of 41 doth bind me 

To gratulate your Lordfhip's ſafe delivery: 

And then intreat, that fince nnlookt for thus 

We here are met, your honour would vouchſafe 

To ride with me to Wales, where though my power, 

(Though not to quittance thoſe great benefits 

| have receiv'd of you) yet both my Houſe, 

My.Purſe, my Servants, and what elſe 1 have 


[| know the Biſhop's hate purſues ye ſo, 
As there's no ſafety in abiding here, Fi 
: Cob, *Tis true my Lord, and God forgive him | 
or It, , | — wn 
Pow. Then let us hence, you ſhall be'ſtraight provided 
Of ldſty Geldings* arid bhce entred Wales, '- © 4/ 
Well may the Biſhop bunt, but ſpight his Face,. +: - 
He never more' ſhall have the Game in Chace. | [Exen#t. 
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VVidow of Watlingſtreet. 


HE 


THE 


1 Ady Plus, 4 Citizens Widow. 
Frances 
Moll Ther two Daughters. 


Sir Godfrey, Brother-in-Law to the Widow Plus. 
Maſter Edmond, Sox to the Widow Plus. 
George Pye-boord, 4 Scholar and a Citizen. 
Peter Skirmiſh, 4: Fans Soldier. 

Captain Idle, « Highway-man. 

Corporal Oath, 4 vain-glorious Fellow. 


Nicholas Sr. Antlings N24 Mt 
Simon Sr. Mary Ov wie Fog men to the Lady 
| Frailty : 


The Afton Names. 


| Sir Oliver Muck-hill, 4 Suiter to the Lady Plus: 
Sir Join Penny-Dub, « Suiter zo Moll. 


Sir Andrew Tipſtafte, « Suiter ro Frances. 
The Sheriff of London. 


r_ & if the Sheriffs S 
and wo of t eriffs Serjeants. 
Ravenſhaw hy | 
Doglſon, 4 Teoman. 

A Nobleman. 

A Gentleman Citizen. 

Officers. 


The Scene London. 


eATus 


Enter the Lady Widow Plus, her two Daughters, Frank and 
Moll, ber Husband: Brother an old Kmght Sir Godfrey, 
with ber Son and Hew Maſter Edmond, all in Mourning 
Apparel, Edmond in a Cypreſs Hat. The Widow wring- 
ing ber hands, and burſting out unto paſſion, 4s newly come 
from the Burial of her Husband. 


| Widow H, that ever 1 was born, that ever I was 
born ! 


£8 8 () Sir Godfrey, Nay good Siſter, dear Si- 


ta; 
|{ter, ſweet Siſter, be of good comfort, ſhew your elf a 
tWoman, now or never. 
F "wid. Oh, I have lolt the deareſt man, I have buried 
the iweeteſt Husband that ever lay by Woman. 

Sir God, Nay give him his duc, he was indecd an ho- 
{ neſt, virtuous, diſcreet wife man, — he was my Brother, 
as righe, as right. 

Wid, O, I ſhall never forget him, never forget him, 
| he was a man ſo well given tos Woman — oh ! 

Sir God, Nay, but kiod Siſter, 1 could weep as much 
as any Woman, but alas, our tears cannot call him again : 


a ©» 
fd 


— — 


| 1s as common as Homo, a common name-+to all men z — 


me thinks you are well read, Siſter, and know that death | 


Primus. 


a man ſhall be taken when he's making water, --- nay, 
did not the learned Parſon Maſter Pigran tell us e'ne 
now, that all Fleſh is frail, we are born to die, Man has 
buta time : with ſuch like deep and profound perſmaſi- 
ons, as he is a rare Fellow you know, and an excellent | 
Reader : and for Example, (as there are examples abun- 
dance) did not Sir Humphrey Bubble die t'other day, there's 
a luſty Widow, why ſhe cri'd not above half an hour --- 
for ſhame, for ſhame : then followed him old Maſter Ful- 
ſome the Uſurer, there's a wiſe VVidow , why ſhe cry'd 
ne're a whit at all. | 

Wid. O rank not me with thoſe wicked Women, I had 
a Husband out ſhin'd *em all. 
| SiwGed. I that he did, i*faith, he out-ſhin'd *em all. | 

Wid. Doſt thou ſtand thexe and ſee us all weep, and not | 
once ſhed a tear for thy Fathers Death ? oh thou ungraci 
ous Son and Heir thou ? | 

Edm, Troth, Mother, I ſhould not weep I'm ſure; 1 
am paſt a Child I hope, to make all my oJd School-Fel- | 
lows laugh at me; I ſhovld be mockt, ſo 1 ſhould ; pray 
let one of my Siſters weep for me, I'll laugh as much or | 
her another time ? 

Widow. 


{ 


— 


the Widow of W atling-ſtreet 
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IWid. O thou palt.Grace thon, out of my ſight, thou 
graceleſs Imp, thou grieveſt me more than the death of 
thy Father : O thou ſtubborn only Son : hadſt rhon ſuch 
an honeſt man to thy Father ——. that would deceive all 
the World to get riches for thee, and canſt thou not af 
ford a little ſaic water ? He that fo wiſely did quite over- 
throw the right Heir of thoſe Lands, which now you re- 
ſpe not : up every morning betwixt four and hve, ſo 
duly at Weſtinfter- Hall every Term-time , with all bis 
Cards and Writings, tor thee, thou wicked Abſalor 
O dear Husband ! | 

Edm, Weep, quotha ? I proteſt I am glad he's Chusch- 
ed ; for naw he's gone, I ſhall ſpend in quier. 

Frank, Dear Mother, pray ceaſe, half your tears ſuffice, 
'Tis time for you to take truce with your eyes, 

Let me weep now. 

id. O fuch a dear Knight, ſuch a ſweet Husband have 
[loſt, have I loſt! — it bleſſed be the Coarſe the rain 
rains upon, he had it, pouring down. 

Sir God. Siſter , be of good chear. we are all mortal 
our ſelves, I come upon you freſhly, I ne're ſpeak with- 
out comfort , hear me what I ſhall ſay,— my Brother 
has left you wealthy, y'are rich. 

Wid. O! 

Sir God. I ſay y*are rich: you are alfo fair. 

Wid, O! 

Sir God, Go to, ne fair, you cannot ſmother it, 
beauty will come to light z nor are your years ſo far en- 
ter'd with you, but that you will be ſought after, and may 
very well anſwer another Husband z the World is full of 
fine Gallants, choice enow , Siſter,——- for what ſhould 
we do with all our Knights, I pray ? but to marry rich 
Widows, wealthy Citizens Widows , laſty fair-brow'd 
Ladies; go to, be of good comfort, 1 ſay, leave (nob- 
bing and weeping,— yet my Brother was a kind-hearted 
man. 1 would not have the Elf fee me now, come,. 
pluck up a womans heart, — here ſtand your Daughters, 
who be well eſtated, and at maturity will alſo be inquir'd 
after with good Husbands , ſo all theſe tears ſhall be ſoonj 
dried up, and a better World than ever—— what, Wo' 
man ? you muſt not weep ſtill ? he's dead, he's buried— 
yet I cannot chuſe but weep for him. 

Wid. Marry again ! no, let me be buried quick then ! 


| And that ſame part of Quire whereon | tread 


To ſuch intent, O may it be my grave: 
And that the Prieſt may torn his wedding-prayers, 
Even with a breath, to Funeral duſt and athes ; 
O, out of a million of millions, I ſhould ne're find ſuch a' 
Husband ; he was nnmatchable—unmatchable : nothing 
was ſo hot, nor too dear for me, 1 could not ſpeak of that 
one thing that 1 had not, beſide, =_ = of = =_ = 
receiv'd all, had in _ what I would, 
went abroad whes's weeds. -n—— home when [ woods 
and did all what I would : O-— my ſweet Husband; 
ſhall never have the like. | 
Sir God, Siſter ? ne're ſay ſo, he wasan honeſt Brother 
of mine, and ſo, and you may light upon one as honeſt 
again, or one as honeſt again may light ppon you, that's 
the properer phraſe indeed. Ea 
Wid. Never : O if you love me urge it not : 
O may 1 be the by-word of the world, 
The common talk ac Table in the month 
Of evety Groom'#nd Waiter, if e're more 
{ entertain the carnal fait of man. 
Moll. 1 muſt kneel down for faſhion too. 
Frank, And1, whom never man as yet hath ſcaP'd, 
E'ne in this depth of general ſorrow, yow 
Never to marry, to ſuſtain ſuch tols, 
As a dear husband feems to be, once dead. 
Mol. 1 lov'd my Father well too but to ſay, 
Nay vow, I would not marry for his death, 
Sure I ſhould ſpeak falſe Latine, ſhonld 1 nor ? 
de as ſoon yow never to comme in Bed : 


— 


_— 


Tut, women muſt live by th* quick, and not by th dead. - 


—_—_ — 
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Wid. Dar Copy of my Husband, © let me kifs thee : 
ITN: 0 [Drawing out her Hnubands Pilture. 

How like him is their Model; their brief Picture 
Quickens my tears : my ſorrows are renew'd 
Ac their freſh ſight. 

Sir God. Siſter 

Wid. Away, 
All honeſty with him is turn'd to chy, 
O my ſweet Husband, O—— 

Frank, My dear Father ? [Exennt Mother & Danghters. 


— 


All, Here's a puling indeed } | think my Mggher weeps 
for all the women that ever buried husbands if from 
time to time alt the Widowers tears in England had been 


bottled up, I do not think all would have filPd a three. 
half-penny Bottle : alas, a ſmall matter bucks a Handker: 
chief, — and ſometimes the ſpitt!e ſtands too nigh Saint 
Thomas a Watrings : well, I can mourn in good ſober ſort 
as well as another ; but where | ſpend one tear for a dead 
Father, I could give twenty kiſſes for a quick Husband. 


[Exit Moll. | 
Sir God, Well, go thy ways, old Sir G , and thou | 
may'ſt be proud on's, thou haſt a kind loving Siſter-in- 


the poor Souls eyes are z well, | wonld my Brother knew 


on't, he ſhould then know what a kind wife he had left | 


behind him : truth, and *twere not for ſhame that the 
Neighbours at th'next Garden ſhould hear me betwixt joy 
and grief, I ſhould e'ne cry out-right. | 
[Exit Sir Godfrey. 
Edm. $o,'a fair riddance , my Father's laid in dyſt, 

his Coffin and he is like a whole Meat-Pye, and the worms 
will cut bim up ſhortly : farewel, old Dad, farewel; Ie 
be curb'd in no more: I perceive a Son and Heir may 
quickly be made a Fool and he will be one, but Ple take 
another order z —— Now ſhe would have me 
forſooth, and why; becauſe he cozen'd the right Heir 


being «Fool, and beſtow'd thoſe Lands on me his eldeſt;| 


Son; and therefore I muſt weep for him , ha, ha : wh 
all the World knows,” as long as *twas his pleaſure to 
me, *ewas his duty to get for me: I know the Law 
thar point, no Atturney can gull me. Well, 
is an old Aſo, and an admirable Coxcomb, Ill rule the 
Roaſt my i under no more, I know what 
I may do 
in mioe own hands now : nay, now I know my ſtrength, 
PI! be ſtrong enough for my Mother, I warrant T7 
| exit, 


Emer George Py-boord 4 Scholar and 4 Citizer, and unto 
him an old Seuldier, Peter Skirmiſh, 


Pye. What's to be done now, old Lad of War, thou 
that wert wont t@ be as hot as a Turn-ſpit, as nimble as. 
a Fencer, and as louſic as a School-maſter ; now thou art. 

to ſilence like a Seftary,——- War ſits now like a' 
ice of Peace, and does nothing : where be your Mus- 
kets, Calivers and Hotſhots ? in Long-lee, at pawn, at 
Pe uns and B Keys are our only Guns, | 
-$u08, © 
Sentinels 


Peace, and ſtand ready charg'd to give war- 
ning ; wich hems, hums, and 


7 


to give fire to %em. ! 
Skir. Well, 1 cannot tell , but I am ſure it goes wrong 


with me , for ſince the ceſſare of the Wars, I have ſpent | : 
aboye a hundred Crowns out of purſe : I have been a'Sol: | 


dier g0y cime this forty years, and [ perceive an old 


; | Soldier, and an old Courtier have both ons Ueſtiny, and in 


the end turn both into Hob-nails. 


Pye. Pretty myſtery for a Beggar, for indeed a Hob | 


nail is the true Emblerna of a ar's Shoe-ſoal. 

Skyy. I will not ſay but that War is a blood-ſucker, a 
ſo; but in my conſcience, (as there is no Soldier but ha 
a piece of one, though it be full of holes like a ſhot An' 

—— 


_- 
—_———— —___ }_ dh. A. —_ 


—i——_—— 


; 


law : how conſtant ? how paſſionate ? how full of eAprit | 


enough by my Fathers Copy : the Law's | 


j 


| 


—_—— 


weep for him | 


my Uncle | 


the Gunners, —— , who are your |. * 


ughs z only your | 
Chambers ace licenſt to play upon you ,” and Drabs enow |. 


— 


1 


| 


| 


| 
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The Puritan : Or, 


cient, no matcer , *twili ſerye to ſwear by) in my conſci- 
ence, | think ſome kind of Peace has more hidden oppreſ 
lions, and violent heady fins, (though tooking of a gentle 
naturc) than a profelt war, 

Pye. Troth, and for mine own part, I am a poor Gen- 
tleman, and @Scholar, I have been matriculated in the 


and ſome Scholars, ſome of the City, and ſome of the 
Country, kept order, went bare- headed over the Qua- 
drangle ,-cat my Commons with a good ſtomach , and 
Battled with Diſcretion ; at laſt, having done many 
lights anſricks to maintain my wit in uſe (as my brain 
would never endure me to be. idle,) I was expell'd the 


Univerſityr, only, for ſealing a Cheeſe out of Jeſus Col- 
ledge. 


Skir. Is't poſſible ? 
Pye. O! there was one Welſhman (God forgive him) 


' { purſued it hard, and*never left, till I tura'd my ſtaff 


toward London, where when I came, all my Friends were 
 pit-hold, gone to Graves, (as indeed there was but a few 
lefr before) then was [ turn'd to my wits, to ſhift in the 
World, to towre among Sons and Heirs, and Fools, and 
Gulls, and Ladies eldeſt Sons, to work upon nothing, tc 
feed ont of Flint, and ever lince has my belly been muci 
beholden to my brain : But-now to return to you, old 
Skirmiſh, 1 ſay es you ſay, and for my part wiſh a Turbu 
lency 1n the World, for | have nothing in the World, but 


War is better than a bawdy Peace: as touching my pro 
felſion z the multiplicity of Scholars, hatcht, and nouriſht 
in the idle Calms of Peace, makes *em like Fiſhes , one 
devour another ; and the Community of. Learning has ſo 
plaid upon aljections , and thereby almoſt: Religion is 


| come about to Phantalie , and-diſcredited by being tou 
much ſpoken, of —. in ſo many and mean:mauths. 1 | 


my ſelf being a.Scholar and; a Graduate, ; have -no othe1 
comfort by my learning , but the affetion of my:words 
to know how Scholar-like to name what | want ;/ and cav 
call my ſelf a Beggar. bath in Greek and Latine, and there 
fore not to cog with Peace, I'll not be afraid to ſay, *tis 
a great Breeder, but a bad Nouriſher : a great getter of 
Children, which muſt either be Thieves or Rich men, 
Rnaves or Beggars. 

Skir, Well, would I had been born a Knave then, when 
| was born a Beggar 5 for if the truth was known, 1 think 
l _ begot when my Father had never a penny in his 
purſe, 

Pye. Pub, faint not, old Skirmiſh, let this warrant thee, 
Facilis Deſcenſus Averni, 'tis an caſie Journey to a Knave, 
thou may'ſt be a Knave when thou wilt ; and Peace is a 
good Madam. to all other profeſſions, and an arrant Drab 
to us, let us handle her accordingly, and by our wits 


Thrive in deſpight of-her z for the Law lives by, quarrels, 
the Courtier, by ſmooth geod-morrows, and every pro- 


f:fion makes it ſelf greater by imperfeftions, why not we 
then by ſhifts, wiles, and forgeries ? And ſeeing our brains 
are the only Patrimonies, let's ſpend with judgment, not 
like a deſperate Son and Heir, but like a ſober and diſ- 
creet Templer, —— one that will never march beyond the 
bounds of bis allowance, and for our thriving means, thus, 
| my ſelf will put on the Deceit of a Fortune-teller, a For- 
tune-teller. 
: <kirm. Very proper. | 

Pye. And you a Figure-caſt*e, or a Conjurer. 

Skir, A Conjurer ? 

Pye, Let me alone, VI inſtre@ you, and teach you to 
deceive all eyes, but the Devils. 

Skir. OI, for would not deceive him, and I could 
chuſe, of all others. 

Pye, Fear not , | warrant you; and ſo by theſe means 
| we (hall help one another. to Patients, as the candition of 


jo age affords creatures enow for cunning to work up- 
on. 


Univerſity , wore out fix Gowns there , ſeen ſome Fools, 


my wits, and I think they are as mad as they will be: and |- 
| to ſtrengthen your Argument the more, I ſay an honeſt 


| 
| 


Sk:r. O wondrous, new Fools and freſh Aſs. 
. Pye. O, fit, fit, excellent. 

Skir, What in the name of Conjuring ? | 

Pye-boord. My memory greets me happily with an ad. 
mirable ſubject to graze upon, The-Lady-Widow , who 
of late 1 ſaw weeping in her Garden, for the death of her 
Husband , ſure ſhe's but a watriſh Soul , and half on't by 
this time is dropt out of her eyes : device well manag'd 
may do good upon her: it ſtands firm, my firſt practice 
ſhall be there, 

Skir. You have my voice, George, 

Pye. boord. Sas a grey Gull to her Brother, a Fool to 
her only Son, and an Ape to her youngeſt Daughter ; --.-... 
[ oyer-heard 'em feverally, and from their words Fl] drive 
my device z and thou, old Peter Skirmiſh, ſhalt be my fe 
cond in all ſlights. 

Skir. Ne're doubt -me, George Pye-boord,--+-- only you 
muſt teach me to conjure, 


Enter (aptain Idle pinion'd, and with a Guard of 
Officers paſſeth over the Stage. 


Tye. Puh, PII perfe@t thee, Peter : 
How now ! what's he ? 

Skir. O George / this ſight kills me, 
'Tis my ſworn Brother, Captain 7dle. 

Pye, Captain Ile. 

Skir. Apprehended for ſome fellonious at or other, he 
has {tarted out, has made a Night on'c, lackt filver z 1 can 
not but commend his reſolution, he would not pawn his 
Buff-Jerkin, I would either ſome of us were imploy'd, or 
might pitch our Tents at Uſyrers doors, to kill the ſlayes 
as they.peep out at the wicket, 

Pye. Indeed thoſe are our ancient Enemies z they keep 
our money in their hands, and make us to be hang'd for 
robbing gf *em ; but come let's follow after to the-Pri- 
ſon, and know the nature of his offence , and what we 
can ſtead him in, he ſhall be ſure of; and VII uphold it 
{till, that a charitable Knave is better than a ſoothing 
Puritan. LExeunt. 


Enter at one door ( orporal Oath, « vain-glorious Fellow, and 
at the other three of the Widow Puritans Serving-men, Ni- 
cholas Saint-Tantlings, Simon Saint Mary-Overies, and 
Frailty 5 black, ſcurvy mourning Coats, and Books at their 
Girdles, as coming from Caurch. T hey meet. 


Nich. What Corporal Oath ? I am ſorry we have met 
with you next our hearts; you are the man that we arc 
forbidden to keep company withal, we muſt not ſwear I| 
can tell you, and you have the name for ſwearing. 

Sim, I, Corporal Oath, I would you would do ſo much 
as forſake us, we cannot abide you, we muſt not be ſeen in 
your company. | 

Frail. There is none of us, I can tell you , but ſhall be 
ſouudly whipt for ſwearing. , PIR 

Corp. Why how now? we three ? Puritanical Scrape- 
ſhoves, Fleſh a good Fridays ; a hand. 

All. Oh, 

Corp. Why Nicholas Saint-T antlings, Simon Saint Mary 
Overies, has the De'il poſſeſt you, that you ſwear no bet 
ter, you half-Chriſtened Katomites, you ungod-mother'd 
Vaclets, do's the firſt leſſon teach you to be proud, and 
the ſecond to be Coxcombs z, proud Coxcombs z not once 
to do duty to a man of Mark. 2 

Frail. A man of Mark, quotha, I do not think he can 
ſhew a Beggars Noble. 

Corp. A Corporal, a 
is able to blow 
Girdles, 

Simon. We.are not taught to believe that, Sir, ſor we 
know the breath of man is weak. : 

[Corporal breathes on Frailty, 
| * Frail. Foh, you lye, Nicholas z for here's one ſtrong 
enough 3 


Commander, one of Spirit, that 
you up all dry with your Books at your 


w— 
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enough 3 blow us up; quotha, he may well blow me above 
twelve-ſcore off on him : | warrant, if the wind ſtood 
right, a man might ſmell him from the top of Newgare, 
to the Leads of Ludgate. 

Corp, Sirrah, thou hollow book of Wax-candle. 

Nich. 1, you mayay what you will, ſo you ſwear not. 

Corp. I 1wear by the 

Nub, Hold, hold, good Corporal Oath; for if you ſwear 

once, we ſhall fall down in a ſwoon preſently. 
- Corp, | muſt and will ſwear : you quivering Coxcombs, 
my Captain is impriſoned , and by Yalcer's Leather Cod. 
piece point h 

Nich. O Simon, what an oath was there ? 

Frail. If he ſhould chance to break it, the poor. man's 
| Breeches would fall down about his heels, for YJenwallows 
but one-pornt to his hoſe. 

Corp. With theſe, my Bully-Fleet, I will thump ope the 
Priſon doors, and brain the Keeper with the begging-Box, 
but I'll ſet my honeſt ſweet Captain 7ale at liberty. 

Nich. How, Captain Idle ? my old Aunts Son, my dear 
Kinſman in Cappadochio, * 

Corp. I; thou Church-peeling, thou Holy-paring, Reli- 
gions outſide thou z if thou had'ſt any grace in thee, thou 
would'ſt viſit him, relieve him, ſwear to get him our. 

Nich. Afure you, Corporal, indeed-la, *tis the firlt time 
[ heard on't. : 

Corp, Why do't now then, Marmaſet ; bring forth thy 
yearly' wages, let'not a Commander periſh ? 

Sim. But if he be one of the wicked, he ſhall periſh. 


my Kinſman, if 1 can de him any good, I will, — but 1 
have nothing for him, Simon Saint Mary-Overies and Frail- 
ty, pray make a Lye for me tothe Knight my Maſter, old 
Sir Godfrey. 

Corp. A Lye? may you lye then? 

Frail. O 1, we may lye, but we muſt not ſwear.. 

Sim, True, we may lie with our Neighbour's wife, but 
we muſt not ſweat we did ſo. 

Corp. O, an excellent Tag of Religion. " 

_—_ O, Simon, I have thought upon a ſound excule, 
it will go currant, (ay that I am gon to a Faſt. 

Sim, To a Faſt? very good. 

Nich. 1, toa Faſt, ſay, with Maſter Full-belly the Mini- 
ſer, 

Sim. Maſter Full-belly ? an honeſt man : he feeds the 
flock well, for he's ap excellent Feeder. ? 


- Frail. Ol, I have ſeen him eat a whole Pig, andaſter- 


: The Priſon, ear ſhalſea. 


Enter (aptain Idle at one door, and an old Souldier 
at the otyer. : 


George Pye=-boord ſpeaking withsn. 

Pye. Pray turn the Key. 

Sker, Turn the Rey, I pray. 13 Pf 

Cape. Who ſhould thoſe be, | almoſt know their voices ? 
O my Friends! LEntring. 
Yare welcome to a finelling Room here ; you newly took 
leave of the Air, is't not a ſtrange ſayour ? 

Pye. As all Priſons have ſmells of ſundry Wretches; 
Who, though departed, leave their ſcents behind 'em. 
By Gold, Captain, | am ſincerely ſorry for thee. 

Capt, By my troth, George, I thank thee z, but, piſh-— 
what-muſt be, mult be. as | 

Skir. Captain, what do you lie in for ? is't great ? what's 
your offence ? | 5 

Cape. Faith, my offence is ordinary, ——common.,, a 
High-way, and 1 fear me my penalty will be ordinary and 
common too, a Halter, 

Pye. Nay, propheſie not ſo ill, it ſhall go hard, 
But I'll ſhift ſor thy life. 


Nich. Well, Corporal, Pll e'en along with You, to'viſit 
7 


[Exennt Corporal and Nicholas. | 


wards fall to the Pettitoes. [Exeunt Simon and Frailty. | 


, Caps, Whether | live or dye, thov'rt an honeſt George. 
111 tell you— Silver flow'd not with me, as it had done 
for now the Tide runs to Bawds and Flatterers)'l bad'a 
art our, and by chance ſet upon a fat Steward, thinking 
his purſe had been as purſie as bis body z and the flave | 
had about him but the- poor purchace of ten groaty : not- |: 
withſtanding -being deſcryed, purſued, and taken, | know | | 
the Law'is ſo grim, inreſpect of many deſperate , vin- | 
ſetled Souldiers, that | fear me 1 ſhall dance after their 
pipe lor't.:.;; [ 3 2*3 = 
Skrr. I w —_ for you, Captain firſt , that 
your purchace was lo [mall , and now that your 4 
{o great. 110M ve Wy" _ 
Capt, Puſh, the worſt is but death, — ha? you a pipe of 4 | 
Tobacco about you? _ - "0 yo Pact | 
Skr. I think [ have tbereabouts about me:; TI] 
is blows a Pipe..} . 
Capt, Here's a clean Gentleman ENS "= | 
Pye, Well, I muſt caſt about ſome happy flight: . 
Work brain, that ever did'lt thy Maſter.cight;- 
Corp, Keeper, let the key be turn'd. 1 10 204 
314 | [Corporal and Nicholas within; 
Ni ” I, I, pray, Maſter Keeper, give's a caſt of your: 
Ce. Ty ' wt n og? ''F » 
- How now? more. Viſitants? -——<whit,' Corpo- || 
ary Y | It 
Pye. Skrr. Corporal. #15 bf Þs 
Corp. In priſon, honeſt Captain? thismuſt not be. ' = || 
Nich. How do you, Captain Kinſman ? 4h) 
—o_ Good Coxcomb, what makes'that pure----ſtarcht | 
ool here ? | | 
Nich. You ſee, Kinſman, I am ſomewhat bold to call | 
in, and ſee how you:doq I heard you were ſafe enough, 


OO — —— 


SY . 


and | was very glad on't,:that'it was no-worſe. | 
Capt. ' This isa double torture now,—. this Fool by. th' } 
;book doth vex me more than my impriſonment. What | 
meant y oa pred rag ed 1. 
b 0, relieve thee, and fu | 
orleans api dr: td 
; Capt. Fy, what vain breath you ſpend : f 
'He ſupply. ?- Pllſoaner:iexpect from an Ufarer whea | 
'my Bond's forfeited, ſobner ki froma Lawyer when | 
my money's ſpent : ndyy ſooner charity from the:Devil, |. - 
than good from a Puritan, Ill look for relief fram-him, | 
when Lacifer is reſtor'd to his blood,” and in Heaven a-|| 
gain. ; Qt, 1 l 
Nich, 1 warrant my Kinſman's talking of me, for my 
left car burns moſt tyrannically. _ | | 
Pye. Captain Idle ? what's he there ? he looks like a |}: 
Monkey upward, and a downward. _ ( 
Cape. Pſhaw.; a foolffh Couſin of mine': I muſt thank }: 
Gad for him. 58 
Pye. Why, the better ſubjet to work a-ſcape upon;/| 
thou ſhalt een change cloaths with him, -and: leave- him 
here, and fo—— OY -&4 9 
Cape. Puſh, I publiſht him &en now+tof my I, | 
| he will be damn'd e*re he do me ſo much good 3; why , 1 | 
know a -more proper, a more bandſom device than that. 
if the ſlave would be ſociable, —.. now Goodtman'Flrer-: | 
ace? "; ET: To - 
ſ Nicb. O, my Coufin begins to ſpeak to me now, [ ſhall | 
be acquainted with him again, I hope. IT : 
Skir., Look | what ridiculous Raptures take hold of his-| 
wrinkles, | | 
Pye. Then what ſay you to this devite - a happy ane |, 
Captain? 2.4 
Capt. Speak low, George; Priſon Rats have wider ears 
than thoſe in Malt-lofts. , Ne. Ss. 
Nich. Coun, if it lay in my power, as they ay, — | 
to-—do— ; My | 
Cape. *Twould do me an exceeding pleaſure indeed, | 
that ; ne're talk furder on't, the Fool will be hang'd e'ce 
he do't. | vu 
Corp. Pox, I'll thump "im to't. 
ZLL 


—— 
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Pye. Why, do. but try the Fopiter, and break it to him | the miſſing og't only, than if we had it out-right, as-my 
difcovrſe fhall make it known to you ; — when thou ha(t 


Cap, And ſo-my diſgrace will dwell in his Jaws, and the | the Chain, do but convey it out at a back-door into the 
| Slave laver out.our purpoſe to his Maſter, for would | were | Garden, and there hang it cloſe in the Roſemary Bank 
but 2s ſurc on't; a1 am fure he will deny to do't. but for a ſmall ſeaſon; and by that harmleſs device, | 
Wic. 1 would be heartily glad, ' Couſin, if any of my | know how to wind Captain /dle out of Priſon, the Knight 
Frieadſhips, as they. ſay, mighr— ſtand, ha— | thy Maſter ſhall get his pardon, and releaſe him, and he 
Pye... Why, you-ſee he offers his Friendſhip Fooliſhly to ſatisfie thy Maſter with his own Chain, and wondrous 


OI nn nn 


you already. -- | thanks on both hands. 
Cap. 1, that's the Hell on't, I would he would offer it | Ac. That were rare indeed la, 
49 
s $I | We. Pray let me know bow. 
Nie, Verily, and indeed-la, Cquſin—— Pye, Nay, *cis very neceſſary thou ſhould'ſt know, be- 


. Cap. I havMook note of thy fleers a good while, if thou | cauſe thou muſt be employ'd as an AQor ? 

att minded'to do'me good ? as thou gap'ſt upon-me com-| MXzc. An Actor? O no, that's a Player ? and our Par. 
fortably, and giv*ſt me Charitable faces; which indeed is ſon rails againſt Players mightily, 1 can tell you, - becauſe 
but a faſhion in-you al} that are Puricans, wilt ſoon at night | they brought him drunk vpo'th* Stage once,— as he will 
ſteal me thy Maſter's Chain ? be horcibly drunk, - 

Nic. -Oh, | ſhall ſowne ! Cor. Maſs I cannot blame him then, 

Pye. Corporal; he ſtarts already ! Poor Church. ſpout, | 

Cap. Iknowit to be worth three hundred Crowns, and | Pye. Why as an intermedter then ? 

with the half of that, I can buy my life at a Brokers, | Vic. I, that, that. - . 


at: ſecond hand, which now lies —_ to the Law, if e. Give me audience then; when the old Knight thy 


BY, 
this thou refuſe to do, being caſie arid nothing dangerobs, | Maſter has rag'd his fill for the loſs of the Chain, tell him 
in that thou art held in good Opinion of thy Maſter ;, why | thou haſt a Kinſman in Priſon, of ſuch exquiſite Art, that 
'tis'a palpable Argument thou: hold*ſt my life at no price, | the Devil himſclf is French Lackey to him, and runs 
and theſe thy broken and unjoynted offers, are but | bare headed by his Horſe belly ( wnen he has 
only created in thy lip, now Born, and now buried, fooliſh | one: )* whom he will cauſe, with moſt 5b dexteri 
breath only « what, woult do't? ſhall I look for happineſs | ty, to fetch his Chain, though 'twere hid under a Mine 
ia thy anſwer ? of Sea-coal , and ne're make Spade or Pick-axe his 
/Nich; Steal my Maſter's Chain, quoth he? no, it ſhall | inſtruments; rel} him but this, with farther jnſtroCtions 
'nere be ſaid, that Nicholas Saint Tantlings committed | thou ſhalt receive from me, and thou ſheweſt thy ſelf a 
'Bird>lime ! , Kinſman indeed. 
Cap. Nay, 1 told-you as much, did I not ? though he be | Cor, A dainty Bully, 
a Puritan, yet he will be a true man. Skir, An honeft—Book- keeper. 


Nie. Why Couſin, you know *tis written, Thon ſhalt Cap. And my three times thrice honey-Couſin. 
| Ni, . Nay, grace of God I'll rob him on't ſuddenly, 


not ſteal. th 

L Gp. Why,and Fool, Thou ſhalt love thy Neighbour,and | and bang ic in the Roſemary bank, but I bear that mind, 
{ help him jn extremiries. ' Couſin, | would not Steal any thing, methinks, for mige 

-- Nic, Maſs 1 think it be indeed ; in what Chapter's that, | own Father. | 
| Couſin ? | | | Sky. He bears a good mind in that, Captain. | 
| * [ap.. Why inthe firſt of Charity, the ſecond verſe. @=| Pye. Why, well lid, 

Nie. \ The ficſt of Charity, quotha, that*s a good jeſt, | He begins to be an honeſt Fellow, faith. 

 there*sno ſach Chapter in my Book ! Cor, In truth he does. 
| Cap. No, -1 know 'twas torn out of thy Book, and-that | Nic. You ſee, Couſin, Iam willing to do you any kind. 

makes ſo little in thy heare. | neſs, alwayes ſaving my felhharmleſs. 


Pye. Come, let me tell you, y'are too unkind a Kinſman | LExit Nicholas. 
faith ; the Captain loving you fo dearly , I, like the | Captain, Why I thank thee , fare Thee well, 1 ſhall re- 
Pomwater ot his Eye, and you to be ſo uncomfortable, | quite it. 
, he. > | Cor. *Twill be good for thee , Captain, that thob haſt 
Nic. Pray do not wiſh meto be hang'd, any thing elſe | ſuch an egregious Aſs to thy Couſin. 
that I can do; had-it been to r would ha* don't, but 1 | Cap. 1, is not that a fine fool, Corporal? 
mult not Steal, that's the word, the literal, Thou ſhalt not | But, George, thou talk'ſt of Art and Conjuriog, 
Steal z and would you wiſhme to Steal then ? How ſhall that be ? 
"Pye. No Faith, that were too much, to ſpeak truth z why | Pye. Puh, be't not in your care, 
wilt thou Nim it from him ? Leave that to me and my directions; 
Nic: That 1 will, * | Well, Captain, doubt not thy delivery now, 
; Pye. Whyenough, Bully; he will be content with that, | E'en with the vantage, man, to gain by Priſon, 
ot he ſhall ha? none; let me alone with him now, Cap- | As my thoughts prompt me:: Hold on brain and plot, 
tain, 1 ha* dealt with your- Kinſman in a corner; a good | [ aim at many cunning far events, | 
| —kind-natur'd fellow , methinks: go to, you ſhall not | All which 1 doubt not to hit at length, 
have all your own asking, /you ſhall bate ſomewhat on'r, | I'll tv the Widow with a quaint aſſault, 
{ he is not contented abſolutely, as you would ſay, to Steal | Captain, be merry. | 
- | the Chain from him, but todo you a pleaſure, be will aim | Cp. Who 1? Kerry merry Buffe-Jerkio. 
it from him, | Pye. Oh, I am bappy in more lights, and one will knit 


PR, 


Nic. I, that 1*will, Couſin, ſtrong in another—Corporal Oath. 
Cap, Well, ſeeing he will do no more, asfar as I ſee, ] | Cor. Hoh, Bully! | 

muſt be contented with that. | -| Pye, And thou, old Peter Skirmiſh, | have a neceſſary 
Cor, Here's no notable gullery ? task for you both. 


Pye. Nay, I'te come nearer to you, Gentleman, becauſe | Skir. Lay*t upon George Pye- boord. 
. we'll have only but a help and a mirth on't, the Knight | Cr, What e're it be, we'll manage it. 
ſhall not loſe his Chain neither, but be only laid out of the | Pye. I would have you two maintain a quarrel before the 
| way ſome one or two dayes. Lady Widows door , and draw your Swords i'th' edge of 
Nic. 1, that would be good indeed, Kinſman. the Evening : Claſha little, claſh, claſh, 


| Pye. For I have a farder reach, to profit as better, by} Corp. Fuh 'L 
t 


= 
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the Widow of W atling-ſtreet. 


Ler us alone to make our blades ring noon, 
Though it be after ſupper. 
Pye. | know you can 

And out of that falſe Fire, I doubt not but to raiſe ſtrange 
belief——and, Captain, to countenance my device the bet- 
ter, and grace my words to the Widow, | have a good 
plain Sattin Sute, that I had of a young Reveller Yother 
night, for words paſs not regarded now z-days, unleſs they 
come from a good ſuit of Cloaths, which the Fates and my 
wits had beilowed upon me. Well, Captain Iale, if | 


7 


Kiſſmg. | Enter Widow ahd Sir Godfrey. Þ har 
We'll ſteal into the Gallery. | 


{mall fool, a rich Knight o'ch' City, Sir Oliver Muck, hill, 
no ſmall foo I can tell you: and furthermore. as | heard late 


|  FExennt.| 
Sir God, Nay , Siſter, let reafon rule you, do not-þ 
play the fool, ſtand not- in your own light, you have | 
wealthy offers, large tendrings, do not withſtand your} 
good fortune : who comes a wooing to youl pray? no | 


did not highly love thee, I would n'r be ſeen within 
twelve ſcore of a Priſon , for 1 proteſt at this inſtant, 1 
walk in great danger of ſmall debts; I owe money to ſe- 
veral Hoſteſſes, and you know ſuch Jills will quickly be 
upon a Mans Jack. | 

Cape. True, George. 

Fye. Fare thee well, Captain, Come Corporal and 
Ancient, thou ſhalt hear more news next time we greet 
thee, ; 

Corp. More news? I, by yon Bear at Bridge-Foor in 
heaven ſhalt thou, * - LExennt. 

Capt. Enough z my friends, farewel, 


to me any thing, I thank, *em) both your Davghters are | 
not without Suitors, 1, and worthy ones too; one a'brisk |þ 


by your Maid ſervants ah your Maid-ſervants will-fay 
Courtier , Sir «Andrew Tiftaffe, ſuiter a far off to your | 


eldeſt Davghter, and the third a' hoge wealthy Farmers 
Son, a fine young Country Knight, they call hinr = 
Fohn Penny- Dub, a good name matry, he may have" it 
_ = when he lacks money : what bleſſings ae theſe, | 
iſter T5 ' > * 34.5 

Wid, Tempt me not, Satan. -. Ron” hl 

Sir God. Satan? do, 1 look like Satan? T' hope "the 
Devils not ſo old as I, 1 " EVEN 


| trow. 
This Priſon ſhews as if Ghoſts did part in Hell, Wid. You wound my ks, Jeu ce” when you! kts 
| A ſuiter to me, oh I cannot abide it, + oe 05077 
Enter Moll youngeſt Daughter to the Widow, alone. | take in poyſon whe T heat one nam'll: | Recs: 


eel. Not marry ? forſwear marriage ? why all wo- 
men know *tis as honourable a thing as to lie with a man; 
and I to ſpight my Siſters vow the more, have entertain'd 
a Suitor already, a fine Gallant Knight of the laſt Fea- 
ther, he ſays be will Coach me too, and well appoint me, 
allow me money to Dice withal, and many ſuch pleafing 
proteſtations he ſticks upon my lips : indeed his ſhort-' 
winded Father i'th* Country is wondrous wealthy, a moſt 
abominable Farmer, and therefore he may dote in time : 
]-troth I'll venture upon him z women are not without ways 
enough to help themſelves : if he prove wiſe and good 


Enter Simon, | 


How now, Simen ? where's my ſon Edmond? -" * 
Sm. Verily, Madam, he is at vain Exerciſe 
in the Tennis-Conct. ” rr "03210? 200 IO) n TOW 
Wid. 'AtTeanis-Court?. oh, is Father's' goue; 
1 ſhalt have no rule with him 3 acted Edmond, 1 
might well compare this with' the Prophecy; 
nicle, though 


r inferiour, as Harry 7700 
all, and of Wizdfor loſt all; 10: md. 
that was the Father, got all, and E dmon, 


—— 
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as his word, why I ſhall love him, and uſe him kindly ; | bis fon now, will ſpend all, 01s SHOT þ 

and if he prove an'Aſfs, why in a quarter of an hours | Sir God. Peace;fiſter, we'll have him reforms, there's 

warning 1 can transform him into an Oxe ;— there comes | bope on him yer, though it be bur a litcle, © {1 | 
in my relief again. | 4 Ft 90 OR IL RAS 

| Enter Frailty.” oo OGG. | 


Enter Frailty. | 6 bait! i I IE 
Frail. Forſdoth, Madam ; there are two or three Ar- 


Frail. O, Miſtreſs e ol, Miſtreſs e Holl. chers at door would very gladly ſpeak with your Ladi- 


of > 2. | on T. } I 
. . A 
* {£ 3K. q r 5 


by - 


Sir Oliver 


Moll. How now ? what's the news? o ſhip. | 
Frail. The Knight your Suitor, Sir fob Penny- Dub. Wid. Archers ? roof Cd 84 NT 
Moll. Sir Fohn Penny-Dwb ? where ? where ? . Si God. Your Husband's Fletcher I warrant, - 7 þ 
Frail, He's walking in the Gallery, Wig. Oh, OL OOTY FS 
Mell. Has my Mother ſeen him yet ? Let them come near, they br bome things of his, pe”. 
Frail. O no, ſhe's-- ſpitting in the Kitchio. Troth 1 ſhould ha? forgot 'em, Arewarde; Dy HP 

" 6 49%65 


Moll. Dire@t him hither ſoftly, good Fraty, 
P11 meet him half way. 
Frail. That's juſt like running a Tilt z, but I hope hel] 


Villain, which be tho&Archers ? © 


Tipſtaie, 


. o | we - T 


Enter the Suiters, Sir Andrew 


” 
. 


break nothing This time. Muck-bill, and Penny Dub. py bp: » Tas 
Eater Sir John Penny-Dub. Frail. Why, do you not ſee '*m before you? Zn #2 
MOR. l theſe Archers, what do) nl 


2 call *em Shooters ? Shooters 
and Archers are all one, t hope. pn O20 th, oY 
Wid. Out ignorant ar a yt 
Muck, Nay, pray be patient Lady, * 
We comntouny efficectratit/ions, + 
Typft. Pemny. We do; 


Mall. 'Tis happineſs my Mother ſaw him not ; 
O welcome, good Sir Fobn. KN 

Penny- Dub. 1 thank you faith, — Nay you muſt ſtand me 
till 1 kiſs you: cis the faſhion every where i'faith, and 
I came from Court e*now. | 


| forefend that I ſhonld anger the'| Ack, To you. | 1 
falbion' wg rm ar, : Tipft. Penny. And to your Daughters. | - © _ | 


Wid. O why will you offer me this, Gentlemen? indeed. 
l will not look upon yon ; when the tearsarefcarce out of 
mine Eyes, not yet waſht off from' ny cheeks, and my dear} 
Husbands body ſcarce fo cold as the Coffin , what reaſon}. 
have you to offer it ? I am nat like ſome of your Widows 
that wilt bury one in the Evening, and be ſure to another þ 
ere Morning ; pray away, pray take your anſwers,” good | 
Knights, and you be ſweet Knights, I have vow'd never to 
| marry ; — and MC 7 van 

Z% 2 


} . 4 ©, 29” ©< 
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Penny. 'Then not forgetting the fivect of new ceremo- 
nies, [ firſt fall back, then recovering my ſelf, make my 
honour to your lip thus: and then accoft it. 

AMell. Truſt me, very pretty and moving, y are wor- 
thy on't, fir. 

O my Mother, my Mother, now ſhe's here, 
| 


F —x ® i AA 
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Penny. | , two of you have, but the third's a good 
wench ! 

Muck, Lady, a ſhrewd anſwer marry ; the beſt is, "tis 
but the firſt, and he?s a blunt wooer, that will Icave for one 
ſharp anſwer. 

Tipft. Where be your Daughters, Lady, I hope they?il 
give vs better ercouragements ? 

Widow. kndeed they'i} anſwer you ſo, take't a my 
_= they'll give you the very tame anſwer Yerbatim, 
| truly la, 

Penny. Mum : Moll's a good wench ſtill, I know what 
he'll do? . 

Muck, Well, Lady, for this time we'll take our leaves 
hoping tor better comfort. 

Widow. O never,never: and [live theſe thouſand years; 

and'you be good Knights, do not hope ; 'twill be all Vain, 
Vain, -———look you put off all yours ſuits, and you come 
ta me again. :-Þ | | 
"Frail. Put off all their ſuics, quotha ? 1, that's the belt 
wooing of a Widow indeed, when man's Nonfated, that 
is, when he's a bed with her. 
y [Going owt Muckhil and Sir Godfrey. 
Sir Goafrey.;' here's twenty Angels more, work 
hard for me ;, there's life in't yek..”.':- 
Sir Godf. Fear not'Sir Olwer Mackbil, V'le ſtick cloſe for 
you, leave aft with me. 


| Enter George Pye. boord rhe Scholar. 


Pye; By your leave, Lady Widow. 
Wid, What another ſuiter now ? 
. A fuiter;no;1 proteſt : Lady, if.you'd give me your 
, I'de not betroubled with you. 
' Wid, Say you-fo, Sir, then. you're the better welcome, 


/ Pye. Nay, Heaven blefs me from a Widow, unleſs I 
| were ſure to bary her ſpeedily ! '- 

W:4. Good bluntneſs : well, your buſineſs, Sir ? 
Pye- Very needfut; if you were in-private once. : * 
Wid. Needful? . Brother, pray leave vs : and you, Sir. 
Frail. I ſhould laugh now.jf this blunt fellow ſhould put 
*tm all beſide the ſtirrop, and vaulc-into the Saddle himſelf, 
I have ſeen as mad a trick. LExit Frailty. 


42 Enter Daughters. 


Wid, Now, Sir ? —— here's none but we — Daughters 
forbear. nav Ir: nITe fn 
Pye. O no, pray let'em ſtay, for what I have to ſpeak 
importeth equatiy' to them as you? / | 
* Wid. Then you may ſtay. ,'- - 
: Pye. I pray beſtow on me a feriqus ear, 
For what [ ſpeak is full of weight and fear. 
- Widow. Feat ? "VATEST 
- Pye. I, if*t paſs unregarded, and uneffeCted, 
Elf peace and joy :——1 pray Attention. 
Widow, I have been a-meer ſtranger for theſe ou that 
youlive in, .nordid | ever know the Husband of you, and 
ather of them, but I truly know by certain ſpiritual [n- 
telligence, that he is in Purgatory. 3 3) att 
' Wid, Purgatory ? tuh; that word deſerves” to be. ſpit 
upon ; I wonder that a man of ſober tongue, as you ſeem 
to be, ſhould bave the folly to believe there's ſuch a 


ace. 
p Pye. Well, Lady, in cold blood 1 ſpeak it, I aſſure you 
that there is a Purpatory, in which place 1 know your Hus- 
band-to recide, and wherein he is like to remain, till rhe 


all the Earth ſhall mett into nothing, and the Seas fcald 
their finny labourers: ſo long is his abidance, unleſs you 
alter the property of your purpoſe, together with each of 
your Daughters theirs, thatis, the purpoſe of lingle life in 
your ſelf and your eldeſt Daughter, and the ſpeedy derer= 
mination of marriage in your youngeſt. 


CExit Muckhil. 


difſolution-of the world, till the laſt general Bon-fire : when 


Moll. How knows he that ? what, has ſome Devil told 
him ? 

W:d. Strange he ſhould know our thoughts ;!—— 

V Vhy but Daughter, have you purpos'd ſpeedy Marriage? 

Pye. You fee ſhe tells you I, ſhe ſayes nothing. 

Nay, give me credit as you pleaſe, Iam a ſtranger to you, 
and yet. .you fee I know your determinations, which 
muſt come ta me. metaphylically, and by a ſuper-natural 
intelligence. 

Wid. Fhis puts amazement on me. 

Frank, Know our ſecrets ? 

Moll. 'de thought to [teal a marriage, would his tongue 
Had dropt out when he blad'd it. 

Wid. But, Sir, my Husband was too honeſt a dealing | 
man, to be now in any Purgatories — 

Pye. O do not load your Conſcience with untruths, 
*Tis but meer folly now to gild'em ore : 

That has paſt but for Copper ; Praiſes here, 
Cannot unbind him there : confeſs but truth, 
I know he got hiswealth with a hard gripe : 
Oh hardly , * hardly. 

Wid. This is molt ſtrange of all, how knows he that ? 

Pye. He would eat fools and ignorant heirs clean up; 
And had his drink from many a poor mans brow, 

Even as their labour brew'd it, | 
He would ſcrape riches to him moſt unjaſtly 

The very dirt between his nails was ill got, 

And not his own, —— oh 

[ groan to ſpeak on't,the thought makes me ſhndder ! _—_T_ 
ſhudder! _ 

Wid. Itquakes me too, now [I think on't —— Sir, lam 
much griev'd, that you a {tranger, ſhould ſo deeply wrong 
my dead Husband ! - 

Pye-boord. Oh ? 

Wid. A man that would keep Church ſo duly; riſe 
early before his ſervants, and e*en for Religions haſt, go 
uogarter'd, unbutton'd , nay Sir Reverence untruſt, to 
Morning Prayer ? | 
Pye. Oh uff. | 
Wid. Dine quickly upon high-days, and when I had 
great gueſts, would e'en {hame me, and riſe from the Table, 
to get a good ſeat at an afr<r-noon Sermon. 

Pye. There's the Deyil,there's the'devil,true,he thought 
it SanCtity enough,it he had kilPd a man, ſo*Vad been done 
in a Pue,or undone his Neighbour, fo*Cad been'near h 
to th* Preacher. Ohl——2 Sermon's a fine ſhort Cloak of 
an hour long, and wilt hide the upper part of a diſſem- 
bler.—Church, I, he ſeem'd all Cbucch, and bis canſcience 
was as hard as the Pulpit. 
 Wid. I canno moreendure this. 

Pye, Nor I, VVidow, 
Endure to flarcer. 

Wid, Is this all your buſineſs with me ? 

Pye. No, Lady, ?cis but the induction to't, 
You may believe my ſtrains, 1 ſtrike all true, 
And if your conſcience would leap up to your tongue, your 
ſelf would affirm.it, and that you ſhall perteive I know of 
things to come,as well as I do of what is preſent; a Brother 
of your Husband's ſball ſhortly have a loſs. | 

Wid. A loſs? marry Heaven forefend, Sir Gedfry, my 
Brother |! 

Pye. Nay, keep in yoor wonders , 'till 1 have told you: 
the Fortunes of you all ; which are more fearful, if not. 
happily prevented, — far your part and your Daughters, | 
if there be not once this day ſome blood-ſhed before your 
door,, whereof the humane creature dyes, of you two the 
elder thalirun mad. 

Mother and Frank. Oh ! 

eHoll. That's not I yet. 

Pye. And with moſt impudent proſtitution , ſhow your 
naked Bodies tothe view of all beholders. 

Wid. Our naked Bodies? he for ſhame. 

Pye: Attend me,and your youngerDaughter be ſtrucken 


dumb. 
e ol.) 


_—. 


the Widow of W atling-ſtreet. | 269| 


bil. Dumb ? our, alas; 'tis the worſt pain of all for | away the Chain, my Maſter put it off e'en now, to ſay on 
a Woman, I'de rather be mad, or run naked, or any thing : | a new Doubler, and I ſneakt it away by little and little 
dumb? moſt Pyritanically ! .we ſhall have good ſport anon when 

Pye. Give ear: e'ce the evening fall upon Hill, Bog, and | he has miſt ir, about my Couſin the Conjurer 5 the world 
Meadow, this my ſpeech ſhall have paſt probation, and | (hall ſee 'm an honeſt man of my word, tor now Pm go- 
then ſhall 1 be belicved accordingly. ing to hang it betweeu Heaven and Earth among the 

Wid. If this be true, we are all ſham'd, all undone. Roſemary-branches. [Ex Nich. 

Moll, Damb ? Pl] ſpeak as much as ever l can poſlible 
before evening, 

Pye. But if it ſo come to paſs (as for your fair ſakes 1 þ 
wiſh it may) that this preſage of your ſtrange Fortunes be Aus Tertins. 
__ Dy that -ryavngs og death and blood-ſhedding, | | 
which 1 before told you of; take heed upon your lives, ; : . 
that two of yu - ich have vow'd never <p hoy , leek Cat Sade Tie har Ovals Lets 
out Hnsbands with all preſent ſpeed, and you the third, | Frazl. .Qurrah, Simon Saint Mar ies 
that have ſuch a deſire to catftrlp Chaſtity, look you med S ſends away all her —_ hol i 
dle not with a Husband. their ears. | $ 4; 

e Weoll. A double Torment. | Sim, Fraity, (he does like an honeſt, chaſt, and virtuous 

Pye. The breach of this keeps your Father in Purga- | woman; for Widows ought not to wallow in the puddle 
tory , and the puniſhments that ſhall follow you /in this | of lniquity, | 
World , would with horrour kill the ear ſhould hear *em | Frail. Yet, Simon, many Widows will do't, whatfve're 


— 
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relatcd. comes on'r, | 
Wid. Marry ? why I vow'd neyerto marry. | Sim, True, Frailty, their filthy fleſh deſires a Conjun- 
Frank, And ſo did I, + | ion Copulative ; what ſtrangers are within, Frailty 7 ** | 
Moll. And I vow'd never to be ſuch an Aſs, but to mar- Fras, There's none; Sinion z but Maſter Pilfer the Tay- | 

ry : what a croſs Fortune's this ? lor: he's above with Sir Godfrey, praiſing of a Doublet : | 
Pye. Ladies, though I be a Fortune-teller, I cannot] and I muſttrudge anon Kat fr the Barber, 


| better Fortunes , you have 'em from me as they are re- | Sim. Maſter Sz4's a good man, he waſhes the fins of the 
vealed to me : I would they were to your tempers, and | Beard clean. | | | 
fellows with your bloods, that's all the bitterneſs I would } Skir. How now, creatures? what's'a'Clock ? 


ou. : | | 
: Wid. O! *tisa juſt vengeance, for my Husband*s hard Enter old Skirmiſh the Souldier. 
urchaces. "_ + 246.2 yh 
, Pye. I wiſh you to bethink your ſelves, and leave *m. Frail. Why, do you take us to be Jack at th*Clock- 
Wid. Pll to Sir Godfrey my Brother , and acquaint him | houſe ? _ 
with theſe fearful preſages. | Skir. I fay again to you, what's a Clock? Y-.x% 
” Frank," For, Mother, they portend loſſes to him. | Sim, Truly la, we go by the Clock of our Conſcience, 
Wid. O I, they do, they do; all worldly Clocks we know go falſe, and are ſet by drun- | 
If any happy iſſue crown thy words, ken Sextons. 188 
| will reward thy cunning, Skir, Then what's a Clock in your Conſcience ? -.---O, 
Pye. 'Tis enough, Lady, | | [ muſt break off, herecomes the Corporal-—- humhoov? 
I wiſh no higher. (Exit, ——what's'a Clock ? | 
Moll. Dumb ? and not marry ? worſe, | | 
| Neither to ſpeak, nor kiſs, a double curſe. [Exit. Emer Corporal: 


Pye. So, all this comes well about yet , I play the For. , 
tune-teller, as well as if I had had a Witch to my Gran (rp. AClock ? why paſt ſeventeen. 
nam : for by good happineſs, being in my Hoſteſſes Gar- } Frail. Paſt ſeventeen ? nay, tas met with his match 
den, which neighbours the Orchard of the Widow, 1 laid | now, Corporal Oath will fic him. 
the hole of mine ear toa hole in the Wall, and heard 'em Skir. Thou doſt not bawk or baffle me, doſt thou ? I am 
make theſe Vows, and ſpeak thoſe words, upon which I | a Souldier——paſt ſeventeen. , 
wrought theſe advantages ; and to encourage my forgery | Corp, I, thou art not angry with the figures, art thou ? | 
the more, I may now perceive in 'em a natural ſimplict- | I will prove it unto thee, 12. and x. is thirteen, I hope, 
ty which will ealily ſwallow an abuſe , if any covering be | 2. fourteen, 3. fifteen, 4. ſixteen, and 5. ſeventeen, then |. 
over it : and to confirm my former prefage to the Wi | paſt ſeventeen, I will take the Dials part in a juſt cauſe. 
dow, I have advis'd old Peter Skirmiſh the Souldier, to | Sker, I ſay tis but paſt five then, 
hurt Corporal Oath upon the Leg, and in that hucry Ill} Corp. VI fwear 'tis paſt ſeventeen then : doſt thou not | 
ruſh amongſt *em, and inſtea of giving the Corporal | know aumbers? canſt thou not caſt ? 
ſome Cordial to comfort him , I'll pour into his mouth a Skir, Caſt ? doſt thou ſpeak of my caſting ith* ſtreet? 


— 
” 


Potion of a ſleepy Nature , and make him ſeem as dead 3 ; [. Draw, | 
for the which the old Souldier being apprehended, and | Corp. I, and-in the Market place. 
ready to be born to Execution, VII ſtep in, and take upon Sim, Clabs, Clubs, Clubs, . Simon runs 5. | 


me the Cure of the dead man, upon pain of dying the F Frail. 1, I knew by their ſhuffling, Clubs'wonld be | 
condemned's death : the Corporal will wake at his mi- | Trump: maſs here's the Knave, and he can do any good | 
nute, when the fleepy force hath wrought it ſelf, and ſo þ upon 'em : Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. 
ſhall I ger my ſelf into a moſt admired opinion , and un. | | 
der the pretext of that cunning, begutle as I ſee occaſion : Enter Pye-boord. L 
and if that fooliſh Nicholas Saint Tamlings keep true time | - _ vor 0 ey 
with the Chain, my Plot will be ſound , the Captain deli- } Capt. O Villain, thou haſt open'd a vein in my Leg. | 
vered , and my Wits applauded amongſt Scholars and Pye. How now ? for ſhame, for ſhame, put up, put | 


Souldiers for ever# [Exis Pye-boord, | up. rt | 
| Capt. By yon blue Welkin', 'twas out of my part, | 

Enter Nicholas Saint Tantlings, with the Chain, George, tobe hurt on the Leg. | 
Nich. O, I have found an excellent advantage to take ! '# ZLT 3 Enter | 


[ 
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above with me but my Taylor, and my Taylor will not --- 


Enter Officers. ' ſteal l hope ? , 
| Moll, No, he's afraid of a Chain. 


Pye. Oh peace now — | have a Cordial here to com- 


fort thee. Enter Frailty. 
Of. Down with *em, down with 'em, lay hands upon | 
the Villain. | Wid, How now, Sirrah? the news? 
Skir. Lay hands on me ? | Frail. O, Miſtreſs, he may well be call'd a Corporal 
. Fltnot be feen-among *em: now. | now, for his Corpsare as dead as a cold Capons ? 
Cap. I'm hurt, and had more need have Surgeons, | Wid, More happinets., 
Lay hands upon ms theh;, rougt#Officets. | SirGod. Sirrah, what's this to my Chain ? where's.my 
| Offi. Go, carry him to be dreſt then : Chain,. Knave ? | 
This mutinoas Souldier ſhall along with me to. Priſon. Frail. Your Chain, Sir ? 
Skir. To Priſon? where's George ? | Sir God. My Chain is loſt, Villain, 
Offi. Away with-him, [Exexnt with Skir, | Frail. | wouldihe were hang'd in Chains that has it then | 
Pye. Sa, | ' | for me; Alas, Sir, | ſaw none of your Chain ſince you 
All lights as I would wiſh, the atnaz'd Widow, were hung with it your ſelf. 
Will plant me trongly now in het belief, Sir God. Out Varlet ? it had full three thouſand Links, 
1 And wonder at the virtne of my words : [ have oft told it over at my Prayers: 
| For the event turns theſe preſages from *em, Over and over . full three thouſand Links. 
Of being mad aud'dumb, and begets joy Frail. Had it ſo, Sir, ſure it cannot be loſt then I'll 
Mingled with admiration: theſe empty Creatures, put you in that comfort. 
Souldier and Cofporah, were bur' ordain'd Sir God. Why ? why ?. 
As inſtruments for me to work npon.” Frail. Why it your Chain had ſo many Links, it cannot 
Now tomy Patient, here's his Potion; [Exit Pye:boord. | chufe but come to light. 
| _ 
Enter the Widow with'her two Daughters. Enter Nicholas. 
Wid. O wondrous happineſs, beyond our thoughts! ; 
O lucky fair event! | think our. Fortunes Sir God, Deluſion. Now, long Nicholas, where is my 
Were bleſte*ne in our Cradles : we are quitted Chain ? 
Of all thoſe ſhamefut violent preſages - Nich, Why about your Neck, is't not, Sir ? 
By this raſh bleeding chance: go, Frailty, run, and know | Sr God. About my neck, Varlet ? my Chain is loſt, 
Whethee he be yer living, or yet dead, "Tis ſtoln away, Pm robb'd. 
That here before my Door receiv'd his hurt. Wid. Nay, Brother, ſhow your ſelf a man. 


Frail. Madam, he was carried to the ſuperiour, bot if | ich, If it be loſt or ſtole, if he would be patient, Mi 
he had no' money when he came there,-1 wartant hes | ſtreſs, I could bring him to a Cunning Kinſman of mige 
dead by this time. [Exit Frailty. | chat would fetch it again with a Sefarara. 

Frank. Sure that man is a rare Fortune-teller , never | Sir God. Canſt thou? I will be patient, ſay, where 
| lookt upon our hands, nor upon any mark about us, a ponds he ? | 
wondrous Fellow furely. | Nich, Marry he dwells now, Sir, where he would not 
Moll. 1 am glad I have the uſe of my tongue yet,though |dwell and he could chooſe, in the e A/arſhafes, Sir ; but 
of nothing elſe, I ſhall find the way to marry too, I hope | he's an excellent Fellow if be were out: tas trayell'd all 
ſhorrly, | 'the World o're, he, and been in the ſeven and twenty Pro- 

Wid. O where's my Brother Sir Godfrey, I would he | vinces: .why he would make it be fetcht, Sir, if it were 
were here, that I might relate to him how prophetically | rid a thouſand mile out of Town, 
| the cunning Gentleman ſpoke in all things. Sir God, An admirable Fellow, what lies he for. 

Nich, Why he did but rob a Steward of ten Groats 
Enter Sir Godfrey in « rage. wn as any man would ha done, and there he 
Sir God. F'll make his peace, 

Sir God. O my Chain, my Chain, I have loſt my Chain, | A trifle, VII get his pardon, 
where be theſe Villains, Varlets? Beſides a bountiful reward, 1?!] about it, 

W:id. Oh, Was loſt his Chain. But fee the Clerks, the Juſtice will do much ; 

Sir God. My Chain, my Chain. | will about it ſtraight, good Siſter pardon me, 

Wid. Brother; be patient, hear me ſpeak, you know | All will be well I hope, and turn to good, 

[ told you that a Cunning-man told me, that you ſhould | The name of Conjurer has laid my blood. [Exeunt. 
have a loſs, and he has propheſied fo true. | 
| -S# God, Our, he's a Villain to prophecy of the loſs | Exter Puttock and Ravenſhaw 1wo Serjeants, with coman 
of my Chain, *rwas worth above three hundred Crowns, Dogſon, to arreſt the Scholar George Pye-boord. 

beſides *twas iy Fathers, my Fathers Fathers, my Grand. 
fathers huge Grendfathets : I had as lieye ha loſt my | Par. His Hoſteſs where he lies will truſt him no 
Neck, as the Chain that hung about it, O my Chaingmy | longer, ſhe hath feed me to arrelt him; if you will ac- 
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Chain, ; company me, becauſe | know not of what nature the 
W:4. Oh, Brother, who can be againſt a misfortune, | Scholar is, whether deſperate or ſwift, you ſhall ſhare 
*tis happy *ewas no more. with me, Serjeant Ravenſhaw, I have the good Angel to | 


Sir God, No more! O goodly godly Siſter, would you | arreſt him. 
had me loſt more? my beſt Gown too, with the Cloth | Rav. Troth I'll take part with thee then, Serjeant, not 
of Gold-Lace? my Holyday Gaſcoins, and my Jerkin ſet | for the ſake of the money ſo much, as for the hate I bear 
with Pearl? no more ! toa Scholar : why, Serjeant, *tis natural in us you know 
| Wid. Oh, Brother, you can read — to hate Scholars : natural beſides, they will publiſh our 
Sir God. But I cannot read where my Chain is : what | imperfeftions, Knaveries, and Conveyances wpon Scat- 
ſtrangers have been here? you let in ſtrangers, Thieves | folds and Stages. 


a Catch poles : how comes it gone? there was none | Py, 1, and ſpightfully too; troth | have wondred =_ 
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the {laves could fee into our Brealts ſo much, when ;owr-| - Pye. 1 am now wretched and miſerable, I ſhall ne're | 
Doublets are button'd with Pewter. recover of 'this Diſeaſe : hot Iron gnaw 'theit Fiſts : they | 
Rav. I, and ſo cloſe without yielding : oh, they*r par-.| have ſtruck'a Fever into my ſhoulder, which I ſhall ne're | 
lous Fellows, they will ſearch more with-theic wits, that'|\ſhake out again 1 fear me, till-with'a true Habeas Corpus 
a Conſtable with all his Officers, "the Sexton remove-me, ob-if I take Priſon once, I1Hball be | 
Pur. Whiſt, whilſt, whiſt, Yeoman Dogſor, Yeoman |'preſt to death with Actions, but not ſo happy as ſpeedily ; 


Dog ſon. \perhaps I may be forty year a preflihg till | be a thin old 
Dog. Ha ? what ſayes Sevjeant ? man, that looking through the Grates, men may Jook | 
Put. Is he in the Pothecaries Shop ſtill, [through me; all my means is 'coffornded;” whar (hill 1.| 

| Dog. I, 1. 'do? has my wit ſerved me ſolodg, and nowglve methe 
.Pur, Have an Eye, have an Eye, ſlip (like a train'd ſeryant) when have moſt need off 
Rav. The belt is, Serjeant, if he be a true Scholar he |'em : go device to keep'my poor Ca ſe from theſe Par” 

wears no Weapon l think. cocks ? .-. yes, happineſs, have 1 a Paper abbut me now? | 
Put. No no, he wears no Weapon. yes too, Pll ery it, it may hit , Exrrimity 34 Toxch ſtone ] 


Rav, Maſs, I am right glad of that: thas put me/| wnro wir, 1,1. Lott ed | 
in better heart: nay if I clutch him- once, Jet.me alone: Pur. *Sfoot how many yards are in.thy Garters, that} 
to drag him if he be ſtiff gecked z, thave'been one of the [thou art ſo long a tying on them ? come away,Sir. # 
ſix my ſelf, that has dragg'd as tall men of their-hands,' | Pye; Troth'Serjeant1 proteſt, evo" ole ha'took | 


when their Weapons have bin'gone, as ever baſtinado'd'|'me at a worſe time, for now at thi [ have po 

a Serjeant — I bave done | can tell you. lawful Pictare about the, / 54A ds 
Dog. Serjeant Putzock,, Serjeant Puttock, Pur. *Slid how ſhall we corne by our Fees then: ST 

Put, Hoh. Rav. We muſt have Fees, Sirrah., / | I I 

Dog, He's coming out ſingle. -| Pye. 4 coald have wiſht 7faith, that you had took oy 
Put. Peace, peace, be not too greedy, let him play a'| half an hour hence for your-own ſake,'for I proteſt” | 
Kitt let him play a little, we'll jerk him up of a ſudden,'| you had not croſt me; 'l was going in great5oy to eel | 
[ ha fiſht in my time. | five pound of a Gentlemit, for the Device of k Matk'} 
Rav. 1, and caught many a Fool, Serjeant. here, drawn in this paper, but now, come; Imnſt de coi. 
tenced, *is- but fo mach tot, and arfveradle to the'reſt], | 
Enter Pye-boord. of my Foreunes ? as d 


| Pur, Why bow far hence dwells that Gentferman 2” {| 
Pye. I parted now-from 7 scholas : the Chain's canch't, | Rav, I, well ſaid Serjeant, *tis good to caft aboutfor] 


And the old Knight has {peat his rage opon't, - | money. | 
The Widow holds me in great admiration Put, Speak, if it be not far =—— | 
For cunning Art : *monglt joyes I'm e'ne loſt, Pye. We'vre 'but @ little paſt it, the next! [' 
nbc device cn no _ now be croſt, : | hind vs, R < Fa =} 
now I muſt to Priſon to the Captgin, and there — | Pt oflid we have waited upon Fityorlly | wb T! 
Pu. I arreſt you, Sir. if y you'l te tibetnl when Foo 'T,give iis dbut j 
Pye. Oh---1 ſpoke truer than I was aware, I muſt to| Fees, and ſpend vpoti's, why we'll ſhow you'rhat kind-J" 
Prifon indeed. | neſs, and:go along with you tothe Gentlethan, * mw i 
W 1 


Put. They fay you're a Scholar, nay Sir -- Yeoman av. 4, well ſand ſti Serfelld, Wb TNE: AF 
Dog ſon , bave care to bis Arms --- you'll rail again Ser- | Pye, Troth if it will , it ſhall all Be atf 
jeants, and ſtage *em : you tickle their Vices. . for my part Þll ond = penny, my Hoſte&fhalth 
| Pye. Nay, uſe me like a Gentleman, I'm little | her four pound fivethillings, and bate me the five peri 
tels. and the other fifteen ſhillings ll ſpend npon you. - 
Put. You a Gentleman ? that's a good jeſt'i'faith; | Rav. Why now thou art a good Scholar, _ 
can a Scholar be a Gentleman, ---- when a Gentleman | Pur. An excellent Scholar Praith : has procteded very” [< 

will not be a Scholar ; --- look upon your wealthy Citi- | well alate z come; we'll along with you, h_ 


bd 


zens Sons, whether they be Scholars or ao, that are CExcunt with him, paſſing #1, thiy#nock kr the {\ 

Gentlemen by their Fathers Trades : a Scholar a Gen- door with a r withinſide. | 

tleman ! | Sev. Wh knocks, who's at Door ? we'had riced bf a | 
Pye. Nay, let Fortune drive all her ſtings into me, ſh | Porter. S176 


cannot hurt that in me, a Gentleman, Acridens infepe&rsa| Pye. A few Friends here, - - pray 18 the Gentleman : 


bile to my blood. your Maſter within ? BILL 
Rav. A rablement, nay you ſhall have a bloody rable- | Ser, Yes, is your buſineſs to bim? 
ment upon you | warrant you. Pye. 1, he knows it, when he ſees me: þ 
Put. Go, Yeoman Dogſon, before, and entef the A- | [ pray you, have you forgot me. FOES 4; 
tion Pch* Counter. Ser. I by my troth, Sr, pray come near, ll in th { 
Pye. Pray do not handle me cruelly, ll go [Ex. Dog. | tell him of yon, pleaſe you to walk bere in the Gallery till | 
Whither you pleaſe to have me, he comes. COTE >. 
Pat. Oh, be's tame, let bim lovſe Serfeant. Pye. We will attend his worſhip, -- worſhip 1 think, e 
Pye. Pray at whoſe Suit is this ? for ſo much the poſts at his door hou : 


Df nſ 
Pur, Why, at your Hoſteſſes Suit where you lie,' Mi- | fair coming in, and the Wicket, elſe 1 neither knew h | 
ſtreſs Cunniburrow, for Bed and Board, the ſumm fonr | nor his Worſhip, but "tis happineſs he is within Doors, | 
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pound five ſhillings and five pence. what ſo ere he be, if he be not too much a formal Citizen, ' 
Pye. | know the ſumm too true, yet 1 preſum'd | | he may do, me good: Serjeatit and Yeoman, how do you 
Upon'a farther day ; well, 'tis my ſtars: like this Houſe, is't not moſt wholſomely plotted ? 1 
And | muſt bear it now, though never harder. * Rav. Troth Priſoner, an exceeding fine Hovfe. 
[ ſwear now, my device is Crolt indeed. Pye. Yet I wonder how he ſhou forget me, fot he 
Captain muſt lie by*t: this is Deceirs feed, ne're knew me : No matter, what is forgot in you, will | 
Put. Come, come away. | be remembred in your Maſter. 
Pye. Pray give me ſo-much time as to knit my Garter, | A pretty comfortable room this methinks ; 
and I'Tl away with you. You have no ſach rooms m Priſon now ? | 


Put. Well, we muſt be paid for this waiting upon you, F Pur. Oh Dog. holes o'r. | pet 
this is no pains to attend thus. [ Making to ty his Garter. | Pye. Dog holes indeed -».- 1 can tefl yon I have a | 
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hope to. have my Chamber here ſhortly, nay, and Dyet 

too, for he's the moſt free-hearted*ſt Gentleman where hg 

takes: you would little think it? and what a fine Gallery 

were here for me to walk and ſtudy, and make Verſes. 
Put. O it ſtands pleaſantly for a Scholar. 


Enter Gentleman. 


Pye. Look what Maps, and Pictures, and Devices, and 
things, neatly, delicately ? Maſs here he comes, he ſhould 
be a Gentleman, | like bis Bcard well ;-- All happineſs to 
your worſhip. , 

Gene You'r kindly welcome, ir. 

Put. A imple ſalutation. 

Rav. Maſs it ſeems the Gentleman makes great ac- 
count of. him. 

Gent. | have the thing here for you, ſir. 

Pye. 1 beſeech you, conceal me, fir, I'm undone ellſe,--. 
[| have the Mask here for you, ir, Look you fir, —l be- 
ſeech your VVorſhip, firſt pardon my rudeneſs, for my 
me bolder than | would be; 1 am a poor 
Gentleman, and a Scholar, and now moſt unfortunately 
fala into the hands of unmerciful Officers, arreſted for 
Debt, which though ſmall, 1am not able to compaſs, by 
reaſon I'm deſtitute of Lands, Money, and Friends, ſo that 
if I fall into the hungry ſwallow of the Priſon, I am like 
utterly to periſh, and with fees and extortions be pinch'd 
clean to the bone :#»Now, if ever pity had intereſt in the 
blood of a Gentleman, I beſeech you vouchſafe but to 
favour that means of my eſcape , which I have already 
thought upon. 

Gent. Go forward. 

' Put. | warrant he likes it rarely. 

| Pye. In the plunge of my extremities, being giddy, 
and doubtful what to do; at laſt it was put in my labour: 
ing thoughts, to make a happy uſe of this pa nd to 
blear their unlettered eyes, 1 told them there aÞcrice 
for a Mask drawa in't, and that (but for their intercep- 
tion) I was going to a Gentleman to receive my rewgd 


{ for't : they greedy at this word, and hoping to make p@r- 


chace of me, offered their attendance, to go along with 
me, my hap was to make bold with your door, fir, which 
my thoughts ſhew'd me the moſt faireſt and comfortableſt 
entrance, and I hope [ have happened right upon under- 
ſtanding , and pity - may it pleaſe your good worſhip 
then, but to uphold my Device, which is to let one of your 
men put me out at a back door, and I ſhall be bound to 
your werſhip for ever. 

Gent, By my troth an excellent Device. 

Put. An excellent Device he ſays; he likes it won- 


derfully. 


Gem, A my faith, I never heard a better, 

" Raven, Hark, he ſwears he never heard a better, 
Serjeant. 

Put. O there's no talk on't, he's an excellent Scholar, 
and eſpecially for a Mask. 

Gent. Give me your þ wy your Device; I was never 
better pleas'd in all my lite : good wit, brave wit, finely 
wrought, come in, ſir, and receive your money, fir, 

Pye. 111 follow your good worſhip, — 

You heard how he lik'd it now ? | 

Put. Puh, we know he could not chuſe but like it : go 
thy ways, thou art a fine witty fellow i'faith, thou ſhalt 
diſcourſe it to us at the Tavern anon, wilt thou ? 

Pye. 1, 1, that I will,- .look, Serjeants, here are Maps, 
and pretty toys, be doing in the mean time, I ſhall quick- 
ly have told out the money, you know, 

Put. Go, £0, little villain, fetch thy chink, I begin to 
tove thee, V 11 be drunk to night in thy company, 

Pye. This Gentleman | may well call a part 
Of my ſalvation, in theſe earthly evils, 

For he has ſav*d me from three hungry Devils. 
[Exit George. 
| Dur. Sirrah Serjeant , theſe Maps are pretty painted 


z % 


th. 


_— 


things, but 1 could ne'r fancy them yet, methinks th 
too bulie, and full of Circles and Conjurations 
all the World's in one of them, 
Counter in the Poultry. ; 
Rav. | think ſo: how could you find it ? for 
it ſtands behind the Houſes. : | Tr IO 
Dog. Maſs that's true , then we muſt look o'th* back. 
ſidefor'c : *sfoot here's nothing, all's bare. 
Rav. | warrant thee that ſtands for the Counter , for 
you know there's a company of bare fellows there, * 


; theyſa 
bur I could ner find _ 


'much before. Sirrah Serjeant, and Yeoman , [ ſhould 
love theſe Maps out a cry now, if we could ſee men peep 
out of door in'em, oh we might have*cm in a morning to 
our Break-faſt ſo finely, and ne*r knock our heels to the 
ground a whole day for 'em. 

Rav. | marry ſir, I'd buy one my ſelf. 

But this talk is by the way, where ſhall's ſup to night : 
Five pound receiv'd, let's talk of thar. 

[ have a trick worth all, you two ſhall bear him to'th? Ta- 


= 


ber, I know ſhe would be glad of the ſumm, to finger 
money ;, becauſe ſhe knows 'tis but a deſperate debt, and 
full of hazard: what will you fay if | bring it to paſs, that 
the Hoſteſs ſhall be contented with one half for all, and 
we to ſhare t'other fifty Shillings ,Bullies. 

Put. Why I would call thee King of Serjeants, and 
thou ſhould'ſt be Chronicled in the Counter-Book for 
ever. 

Rav, Well, put it to me, we'll make a night on't 
faith, 

Dog. *sfoot, I think: he receives more money, he ſtays 
ſo long. 

Put. He tarrys long indeed, may be, I can tell. you, up- 


on the good liking on't the Gentleman may prove more 
bountiful. | 


Rav, That would be rare, we'll ſearch him. 


 *Put. Nay be ſure of it, we'll ſearch him, and make him 
light enough, 


Enter the Gentleman. 


F Rav. Oh here comes the Gentleman, by' your leave, 
ir 


- God you god den firs, —would you ſpeak with 
me 

Put. No, not with your worſhip, ſir ; only we are bold 
—y for a friend of ours, that went in with your wor- 

ip. 
Gen, Who? not the Scholar ? 

Put, Yes, &n he, an itpleaſe your worſhip. 

Gen, Did he make you ſtay for him? he did you wrong 
then : why, I can aſſure you he's gone above an hour 
ago, 

Rav. How, fir? 


went out at back-door. 

Put, Back-door ? 

Gen, Why, what's the matter ? 

Put. He was our Priſoner, ſir, we did arreſt him, 

Gen, What he was not? you the Sheriff's Officers— 
you were to blame then, 

Why did not you make known to me as much ; 
I could have kept him for you, I proteſt, 

He receiv'd all of me in Britain Gold, 

Of the laſt coyning. 

Rav. Vengeance dog him with'r. 

Put. *sfoot has he gull'd us ſo ? 

Dog. Where ſhall we ſup now, Serjeants ? 

Put. Sup ,Simon, now, eat Porridge for a Month. 
Well, we cannot impute it to any lack of good will in your 
Worſhip, —you did but as another would have done, 
*rwas our hard fortunes to miſs the purchace, but if e'r we 
clutch him again, the Counter ſhall charm him, 


Rav. 


4 a 


ey'r 


Put. Faith like enough, Serjeant, I never mark'd 5 


yern, whilſt I go cloſe- with his Hoſteſs, and work out of 


Gen, I paid him his money, and my man told me he 


Y 


] 


as. 


——_—_— 
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the Widow of Watling. ſtent. 
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Ra. The Hole ſhall rot him. 
Dog. Amen. CExeunt. 
Gent. SO, 
Vex out your Lungs without doors, I am proud, 
[t was my hap to help him, it ſell fir, 
He went not empty neither for his wit : 
Alas,poor wretch, | could not blame his brain, 
To labour his delivery, to be free, 
From their unpitying fangs, —I'me glad it ſtood 
VVithin my power to doa Scholar good. 


— 


[ Exit. 


Enter in the Priſon, meeting George and Captain, 
George coming in muffled. 


Cap. How now, who's that? what. are-you? 
Pye. The ſame that I ſhould be, Captain; 
Cap. George Pye-boord, honeſt George ? why cam'ſt thou 
in half fac'd, muffled fo * ? 
Pye. Oh Captain, | thought we ſhould nere ha”? lavght 
agen, never ipene frolick hour agen. 
Cap. VVhy? why? 
Pye. 1 coming to prepare thee, and with news 
As happy as thy quick delivery, 
VVas trac'd out by the ſcent, arreſted, Captain. 
Cap. Arreſted, George ? 
Pye. Arxelted ;.guels,gueſs,how may —_ do you'think 
Pde upon me ? 
Cap. Dogs ? 1 fay, I know not. 
Pye. Almoſt as many as George Stone the Bear': 
Three at bnce, three at once, 
Cap. How did'ſt thou ſhake'em off then? Paid lonys 
Pye. + time is buſie, and calls upon our-wits, let it 
{uihice, | 
Here I ſtand ſafe, and ſcap't by Miracle : | 
Some other hour ſball tell thee, when. we'll ſteep 
Our Eyesin lengpoer Captain, my device 
Leansto.thy happineſs, for cre the day . . 
Be ſpent toth”. irdle, thou ſhalt be - A. 
The *CorpordPsi in's ficſt ſleep, | the Chain is miſt, 
Thy Kinſman has expreſt thee, and the-old Knight 
Wirth Palſey-hams now labours thy releaſe, 
What reſts, is all in thee, to Conjure, Captain, 


D 
o 


conjuring I can Coojure. 

Pye. The Devil of conjuring? nay by iy fay, 1 'de not 
have thee do ſo much, Captain, as the Devil a:codjuring : 
look here, I ba: brought thee a Circle ready. cliaradtered 
and all, 

Cap. *sfoot', George, art in thy right wits; db(t know 
what thou ſalt ? why doſt talk to a Captain a'conjuring ? | 
didſt thou ever hear of a Captain conjurein. thy: life ? 
doſt call't. a Circle ? *tis.too wide a thing, me .thinks ; 
had it been a leſſer Circle, then 1 knew what to have 
done. 

Pye. Why every. Fool knows that, Captain : nay then 
Ve not cog with you, Captain, if yon'll ſtay and haog = 
next Seſſions you may. | 

Cap. No, by my Faith, George,'come, come, ter's to 
conjuring. | 

Pye, But if you look tobe releaſed ,as my wits Have took 
pain to work it,and all means wrought tefarther it, befides 
to put Crowns in your purſe, to make you ainan of better 
hopes, and whereas before-you were. a: Captaicl. of poor 
Souldier, t to make you Bow a Commander' of rich Fools, 
(which is truly the only beſt purchace peace can allow you) 
lafer than High- wayes, Heath, or Cony-groves, aad yet a 
far better bootyzfor your greatell thieves are never hang'd, 
never hang'd; for why ? they're wiſe, and cheat within 
doors ; and we geld Fools of more money im one Night, 
than your falſe-tail'd Gelding will purchaſe in a twelve- 
months ruaning, which confirms the old Beldaths faying, 
He's wiſeſt, that keeps himſelf warmeſt, that is, he! that 


| 


| ſtamping Player, thar will raife a tempeſt with histongbs : 


|. C* 

| end on't; 1 ſhall batſhame thy felf 
| big words, and ftathp and ſtate, | 
| hole, why the very thought of that yoo oh make ] 


| ovr-right, ant! ſpoil” a: nay nels "Why 
11 nd th fuch tis 1 
nds ann Heck xl 


Cap. Conjure? *sfoot, George, you _ the Devil a | 


Cap. Well opened Pfaith, George, thou halt pull'd char 
ſaying'out of the husk. 

Pye, Captain'7dle, Tis notime now to delide or dtlay,, 
the old Knight will be here ſudden] , Ie perfet you, 
"ty you, tell'peu the gs on't: *r $ nothing. 

Cap. *sfoot, Geor I know net 'what to ſay to'r, cbn-!] ' 


jure ? I ſhall be ha Me 1: conj _ | 
3 


Pye. Nay, tell not me of that, Captain, 
parlous matter, ſure, firſt to ſpread your — 


'S7, 


ab Hackney-mans'wand filver'd o're a al 


then arriving in the Circle, with a RA im rg and'a Ft 
trample, as for inſtance: have you never feen aſt Kit 


jore-after you're hang'd, 1 we tvs ou 3 
ground; then with a little covjuting ade 


and Thunder with his ticels ? 
Cap,” O yes, yes, yes; often, ofren. 
Pye. Why be like fach a one ? forany! 
the old Knights Eyes ; for RIAL 
dare to ventnre into the 
_ though the Rey-hole, to. ro fre how hy tp gots 
war 


4p. Well, I may go abont it when A otng ailfh.g 
* 


or oat 


— _ Pw wait _—_ Pn—_ Or M"nw 


Wat 


Pye. Pub, Haro ek, je 
be hbuſht, as to think upon ſome diſaf ' 
rane, as'the Dedth of thy Fatifer ith Ge ta 

. Cay. *stoot, That would "tc 
ſuch a reſtafie, thetl Mould ih YeOehi 


Cap. - 
warrant thee,ne're fear the ron 
for boylterous words, atd ho 

Pye. Phh, 
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Cap, Ttoth, #nd you few, coop — 


words enow toraiſe a oe oak: a 


— 
"Y 
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be ne*re ſo poor when the 
on', - row in this falſe oft, A pf; 
pop vp indeed, 

Pye. Atrue Devi, ptaih } mie was Ws [| 
a _— —_ m_ has this pldce, is as falſe 4 a| ; 
avour {alt C efr, 

Captain. Then he's falſe ehdbgh 4 ns eat | 

Geothe. Tizrnay'? 199g? 
The &vy at Martaits4; bil 8beud | 


& 1a, Good Gente bi thay; hour 


relie 
Good Geritlemefi over the ——Gdod, Sit G : 
Pye. He's corie; he's<9 we” ot. 
Nith. Maſter, that's tay 7 Kibfltin yondet in the Buſt. | © 
Jetkin—— Kinfriat, that's my Maſter Fon rp  Faſ ; 
Hat——pray ſalute Mthifitirely. 


They ſalute : and Pye-bootd ſalutes Maſter nebidd 
Sir God. Now my Friend. 


Pye. May 1 partake your name, Sir.? PE. - 
Edm. My nathe is Maſftet Edmond. WETSTNS 
Pye. Maſter Edmond, —afe you rota «/ſh-nian, Sic? 2; 
Edm, AWel man ? why ? X 
Pye. Becauſe Maſter is yo Chriſten name, and Edmondif 
your Sir-name. 


Edam. O no: 


robs by a good Fire. 


I have more names at home , "Maſter | - 


Ly 


"4 f I OI a 


| denied to have been the man; 


L Sir God. 
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© The Puritan : Or, 


Edmond Plus is my full name at length, 
Pye. O cry you mercy, Sir e [Whiſpering, 
Cap, bunderſtand that you are my Kinſmans good Ma- 

ſter, and in regard of that, the beſt of my $kill is at your 

ſervice : bnt had you fortun'd a meer ſtranger, and made 

no means to me by acquaintance, I ſhould have m_ 

both by reaſon of the A 
of Parliament againſt Conjurers and Witches, as alſo, be- 
cauſe I would not have my Art vulgar, trite, and com- 
mon. 


Sir God. I much commend your care there , good Ca- 


{ ptain Conjurer,, and that I will be ſure to have it private 


enough, you ſhall do't in my Siſters houſe, — mine own 


] houſe I may call it, for both our charges therein are pro- 


portion*d, ' 
Capt. Very good, Sir, —what may I call your loſs, Sir ? 
© Sir God. O you may call't a great loſs, a grievous loſs, 


{ Sir, as goodly.a Chain of Gold, though I fay it, that wore 


it: how ſayT thou, Nicholas ? 
Nich, O *twas as delicious a Chain of Gold, Kinſman, 
you know 
Sw God, You know, did you know't, Captain? ' 
+: Cape, Truſta Fool with ſecrets ? —Sir , he may ſay 1 
know: his meaning is, becauſe my Artis ſuch, that by it 


- 
——. 


— 


| | may gather a knowledge of all things—— 


Si God, 1, 
Capt. A 


yery true, 
pox of all Fools—— the excuſe ſtnck upon my 


| tongue like Ship-pitch upon a Mariners Gown, not to come 


off in haſte—ber-lady, Knight, to loſe ſuch a fair Chain 
of Gold; were a foul loſs : Well, I can put you in this good 
comfort on't, if it be between heaven and earth, Knight, 
ll he't for yoo. | 

Sir God. \A wonderful Conjurer, — O I, *tis between 
ren and earth, 1 warrant you,. it cannot go out of the 
"Realm,—— L know 'tis ſomewhere about yhe carth, 
Capt. 1, nigher the earth than thou wot'ft on. 


7 ſhall enter 


; ORR OPEIRT waorkth; and norich thing 
| into Heaven, you know. 

--Nich. And as for the Devil, Maſter , he has no need 
.on't, for you know he has a great Chain of his own. 
Sw God. 


that now, that lies by him. 


1: Cape. Faith, Knight, in few words, I preſume ſo much 
\ updn the power of my Art, that I could warrant your 
4 Chain 


Sir GeL © dainty Captain ! 
Capt. Marry, it will coſt me much ſweat, bwere better 
go to ſixteen Hot-houſes. | 
Sir Ged, I, good man, I warrant thee. 
Capt. Beſide great vexation of Kidney and Liver, 
'Nicb. O, *twill tickle you hereabouts, Couſin, becauſe 
you" ye not been us'd to't. 
**. Sir Ged. No? have you not been us'd to't, Captain ? 
Cpt. Plague of all Fools ſtill ; —indeed, Knight, I have 
not us'd it a good while, and therefore *twill-ſtrain me ſo 


ſay thov'rt a priſoner, I tell thee th'art none. 


1 much the more, you know. 
- Sir Ged. Q'it will, it will. 


Capt. What plunges he puts me to? Were not this 


1 Knight a Fool, I had bin twice ſpoil'd now ; that Captain's 


{jaw of the Marſhalſes, and cannot do'r. 


worſe than accurſt that has an Aſs to his Kinſman, 'sfoot, 
| fear he will drivel't out before I come to't.—_ Now, Sir, 
—-to come to the point indeed, —you fee I ſtick here in the 


Sir God, Tut, tut, I know thy meaning, thon would'ſt 


Cape. How, none ? why is not this the Afarſbalſea ? 


| Sir God. Woult hear me ſpeak ? I heard of thy rare 


4 Conjuring : 


My Chain was loſt, I ſweat for thy releaſe, 

As thou ſhalt do the like at home for me : 

Keeper. 
| Enter Keeper. 


Keep. Sir. 


. 
es, 


"Thou ſay'eſt true, Nicholas, but he bas put off 


Sir God. Speak, is not this man free ? 

Keep. Yes, at his pleaſure, Sir, the Fees diſcha 

Si God. Go, go, I'll diſcharge them, I. 

Keep, | thank your Worſhip. [Exit Keeper 

Capt, Now , truſt me, y'are a dear Knight, kindneſs 
_— © —_—_— to a free Gentleman, 
I will conjure for you, Sir, *till Froth come th 
Buft-Jerkin. s £5 aka | 

Sir God. Nay , then thou ſhalt not paſs with fo li 
bounty, for at the firſt ſight of my Chain _ —_ 
five Angels ſhall appear unto thee. 

w_ *Twill be a glorious ſhow, faith, Kni 
fine ſhow ; but are all theſe of your own hou 
ſure of that, Sir ? 

Sir God, |, I, no, no; what's he yonder talking with m 
wild Nephew, pray heaven be give him good counſel. 

Capt. Who, he? he's a rare friend of mine, an admira 
ble Fellow, Kaight, the fineſt Fortune teller. 

Sir God. O! "tis he indeed , that came to my Lady Si- 
ſter, and foretold the loſs of my Chain; I am not angry 
with him now , for I ſee *twas my Fortune to loſe it: By 
your leave, Mr. Fortune-teller, I had a glimpſe of you at 
home, at my Siſters the Widows, there you propheſied of 
the loſs of a Chain : —-ſimply, though I ſtand here, 1 was 
he that loſt it. | 


Pye. Was it- you, Sir ? 


rg*d. 


— forty 


ght, a very 
le? are you 


told me my Fortune fo right ; I find it ſo right to my n@ 
ture. 

Sir God, What i8't? God ſend it a good one, 

Edm, O, *tis a paſſing good one, Nuncle ; for he ſays1 
ſhall prove ſuchan excellent Gameſter in my time, that 1 
ſhall ſpend-all faſter than my Father got it. 

Sir God. There's a Fortune indeed. 

Edm, Nay, it hits my humor fo pat. - 

Sir God.” |), that will be the end on't: will the Curſe of 
the Beggar prevail ſo much', that the Son ſhall conſume 
that fooliſhly, which the Father got craftily z III *twill, 
'twill, *rwill. *' 

- Stay, ſtay, ſtay. [Pye boord with an Almanach, 

apt.” Turn over, George, and the Captain. | 

Bye. Tune, Tuly;, here, Zuly, that's the month , Sunday 
thirteen, yeſterday fourteen, to day fifteen. 

(apt: Look quickly for the fifteen day,.---if within the 
compaſs of theſe two days there wonld be ſome boiſterous 
ſtorm or other, it would be the beſt, Pde defer him off till 
then ;; ſome Tempeſt, and it be thy will, 

Pye. Here's the fifteen day, —— Hot and fair. 

Capt. Puh, would Cad been, Hot and foul. 

Pye. The ſixteen day; that's to morrow ; The morning 
for the moſt part, fair and pleaſant. | 

Capt. Noluck. a ys + 

Pye. But about high-noon, Lightning and Thunder. 

Capt. Lightning and Thunder ? admirable ! beſt of all! 
PI] conjure to morrow juſtat high-noon, George. 

Pye. Happen but true to morrow, Almanack, and 111 
give thee leave to lye all the year after. 

Capt. Sir , | muſt crave your patience, to beſtow this 
day upon me , that I may furniſh my ſelf ſtrongly, —1 
ſent a Spirit into Lancaſhmre Vother day, to fetch back a 
Knave-Drover , and | look for his return this evening— 
to morrow morning, my friend here and I will come and 
breakfaſt with you, 

Sir God, O; you 


| 


[| z3 


hall be moſt welcome. 


juFe. 
Sir God. Mid-noon will be a fit time for you. 
Edm. Conjuring? do you mean to conjure at our houſe 
to morrow, Sir ? 


Cape... Marry dol, Sir? "tis my intent, young Gentle: 
man. 

Edam. By my troth, I'll love your while I live for't: © 
rare ! Nicholas, we ſhall have Conjuring to morrow. 

Nuh, Puh 1, I could ha told you of that, 


Edm. A my troth, Nuncle, he's the rareſt Fellow, has | 


Capt. And about noon, without fail, I purpoſe to con | 


Capt. 


' 


} 


_ OY 


_—_ 


tl. 4 


the Widow of 
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comb, could ye ? 
Edw. Do you hear me, Sir, I deſire more acquaintance 
on you, you ſhall earn ſome money of me, now | know 
[you ca Copjure; but can you fetch any that is loſt ? 
Cap. Oh, any thing that's loſt. 
Edm, Why look you, Sir, I tell't you as a Friendand a 
Conyucer ; I ſhould marry a Pothecacies Daughter, and 
"twas told me, ſhe loſt her Maiden-head at Stony-Strat- 
ford + now- if you'll do-but ſa much as Canjure for's, and 
take all whole agen --. ' 

- Cap. That I will, Sis. 

Edm, By my troth I thank you, la. 

Cap. A little merry with your Siſters Son, Sir. | 

Sir God. Oh, a ſimple young man, very ſimple, come 
Captain, and you, Sir; we'll &'en part with a Gallon of 
Wine till to marcow Break-falt. | 

Tip. Cap. Troth, agreed, Sir. 

 Nich. Kinſman ---Scholar. 

Pye. Why now thou art a good Knave, worth a hun- 
dred Brownilts, 
\Nich. Am I indeed, Ia: I thank you heartily, Ia. 
[Exennt, 


 AFus Quartus. 
Enter Moll, and Sir John Penny-Dub. 


PUT | hope you will not ſerve a Knight ſo, Gen- 
tlewoman, will you ? to caſheer him, and caſt 
him off at your pleaſure ; what do you think I was dubb'd 
for nothing, no by my Faith, Ladies Daughter. . 

Moll. Pray Sir Job Penny-Dub , let 18 be defer'd a- 
while, 1 have a heart to marry as you can have z but as 
the Fortane-teller told me, 


his fortune ſeven year ago, to croſs my love thus : did*be 


drown himſelf in's Father's Fiſh-Pond. a 

Moll, And then he told me moreover, Sir Jobs, that 
| the breach of it kept my Father in Purgatory. :; _ 

Penny. In Purgatory ? why let him purge out hig heart 
there, what have we to ds with that? there's Phyſicians 
enow there to caſt his Water, is that any matter to us ? 
how can he binder our love ? why let him be havg'd now 
he's dead ? ——— Well, have I cid poſt day and night, to 
bring you merry news of my Fathers Death, and now -=- 

Mel. Thy Fathers Death ? is the old Farmer dead ? 

Penny. As dead as his Barn-Door, «fol. 

eel, And you'll keep your word with me now, Sir 
Zobn, that I ſhall have my Conch and my Coach-man ? 

Penny. | faith. | 

Coll. And two white Horſes with black Feathers to 
draw it ? 

Penny, Too. ee? 

Moll, A guarded Lackey to run befor't, and py'd Li- 
veries to come traſhing after'c, 

Penny, Thou ſhalt,e Holl. ; 

Mall. And to let me have money in my Purſe to go 
whither 1 on ; 

Pe [LR T 

Moll” Then come, whatſoe're come's on't, we'll be 
made ſure together before the Maids o' th* Kitchin, LE. 


+ Enter Widow with ber eldeſt Daughter, Frank 
and Frailty, 


Wid. How now ? where's my Brother Sir Goafrey ? 
went he forth this Morning ? 5 
Frail. O no Madam, he's above at Breakfaſt, with Sir 


reverence a Conjurer. 


Cap. Law, be could ha told him of that, Fool, Cox: | 


know what caſe I was in ? why this isable to make a wan' 


| 


Y 
Pen. Pax & th' Fortune-teller, would Derrick. had been 


| 


Wid. A. Conjurer ?. what manner of Fellow is he ?* . | 


Frail, Oh, a wondrous:rare Fellow , Miſtreſs, very | - 


ſtrongly made upward, for he goes ina Buff. Jerkin + he 
ſayes he will fetch Sir Godfrey's Chain agen, if it hang be- 
tween Heaven and Earth. Y 


Wid. What ! he will not ? then he's an extent Fellow 1 | 
Warrant i bow happy were that Woman' tg be leſt with | 
ſuch a Husband, a man-cunning ?. bow do's he look; Fra 
ty ? very ſwartly I warrant; with black Beard, ſcorcbr|. 


Cheeks, and ſmoaky Eye-brows. - 


Frail. Foh-... he's neither ſmoak-dryed, nor ſcoreht, | 
nor black, nor nothing, I tell you, Madam, he looks'ws} 
you wee a | 


yet ſo cunning, that's to be won- | 


fair to ſee to as one of us; I do think, burit 
once, you'de take him-ro be a Chriſtian. 
Frank, So fair, and 


Enter Sir Oliver Muck-bill, «nd 
| drew Tipſtaffe. - 


> RS 


gi An 


——— 


Muck. Bleſs you, ſweet Lady.” . 
Tip. Arid you, fair Miſtreſs. - - 
Wid. Coades, what do you 
did I not give yon your: 
Mack, Sweet Lady? » ESTATE 
Wid, Well, I will not ſtick with you for a kiſs; -* © 
Daughter, kiſs the Gentleman for once. \ bmi 
Frank, Yes forſooth. | as 
"Tip. Va of ſuch a favour.: 


come agen when you-know my+mind fo 


mean, Gentlemen ?” Fie; 
wers ? $4 Ts IG 


. Fi 
” " 


<< © 


. wr 
+> 


— s . 
. : - 


as a Widow could deliver a 
1. Why la you nom 
Wid. you 

your Suit bun yet rw 
how ſay you? did I not 


again. | & AT 800, T) 
e Huck. O bleſt Fortune ! 7 | +0 
-m But not as long as Lean chooſe j "nay; Pilhokdour 

We. ' a4 as [SFM 


Enter Frailty. * by 
Frail. O Madam, Madam. HEN"; 
Wid. How now ? what's the haſt? [Un berBar.. 

a Faith, Miſtreſs Frances, Pll Dy > allantly, 

'l] bring you ta Court, weanyou a "Society 
of Ladies poor Kinſwomen of mine in Clothof Silver, be. 
ſide you ſhall have your Monkey, your Parrot, your Mufſ- 
kat, and-your Piſs; Piſs, Piſs, $: > OY 

Frank, It will do very well, 
Wid. What, do's he mean to Conjur 
ſhall I do to be rid of theſe Knights; ---- pleaſe you, Get 


tlemen, to walk a while i* th* Garden, to.gather a Pink, | 


or a Gilly-flower. | 
Both, With all our hearts, Lady, and 
vour'd. 20 
Sir Goth within. Step in, Nicholas, look, is the 
clear ? 


count ws fa 
FExovent. 
Coaſt 


4 


| Nich. Oh, asclear ava Carter's Eye, Sir. IN | 


2 


Sir God. Then'enter Captain Conjurer : —— 00w---- 


Enter Sir Godfrey, Captain, Pyc-boord, - 


Edmond, Nicholas. To 


| 


. O wonderful convenient. & 


here, *tis the faireſt Room in my Mothers Houſe, as daitts; 


ty a Room to Conjure in; 'me thinks, —— why'you may} 


Conjure here then ? how | 


how like you our Room), Sir ? i 
| 
| 


. I can tell you, Captain, fimply thoughit- lies Þ 


cath i. tt. A. W—_ _- 


ES hs - i” 


LY bid 
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A 
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bid, 1 cannot tell how .many Devils welcome in't; my | jarer, for here was no harm in this ; and yet their horri- 

| Father has had twenty in'c at once ! ble expectation ſatished well, you were much beholdin 

Pye. What Devils ? | | ro Thunder and Lightningat this time, it graC'd you well, 

Edm. Devils, no Deputies, and the wealthieſt men he | | can tell you. 

could ger. | | G apt. I muſt needs ſay ſo, George : Sirrah if we conld ha? 
Sir God. Nay-put by 'your chats '\now, fall to your bu- | convey'd hither cleanly a cracker, or a fire-wheel, t'ad 

ſineſs roundly, the Feſcue of the Dial is upon the Chris- | been admirable. | 

croſs of Noon ; but oh, hear me, Captain, a qualm comes | Pye. Blurt,blurt, there's nothing remains to put thee to 


o're.my Stomach.” pain now, Captain, 
Capt. Why, what's the matter, Sir ? (aps. Pain? I proteſt, George; my heels are ſorer than a 
+Sir God, Oh, how if the Devil ſhould prove a knave,and | Whifon Morris-dancer's, 
{ tear: the bangings.: Pye. All's paſt now, — only to reyeal that the Chain's 


9. 'th' Garden, where, thou know'ſt, 'it 'has lain theſe two 
? fealing. dayes. 
Sir Godf.- Very true too, for *tis but thin plaiſtered, and | Cape, But I fear, that Fox Nicholas has reveal'd it 


; Cape. Fub, L warrant you, Sir _ 
' Edm. I, Nuncle, or ſpit fire upo't 


twill quickly take hold a* the laths : and if he chance to already, 
ſpit downward too, he will bura all the boards. Pye. Fear not, Captain, you muſt put it to th? venture 
Cape. My life for yours, Sir Godfrey. now : Nay 'tis time, call upon *em, take pity on'em, for 1 


Sir Godf. My Siſter is very curious and dainty ore this | believe ſome of 'em are in a pitiful caſe by this time 
\Room,l can tell yon,and therefore if he muſt needs ſpit, || Capt. Sir Godfrey, Nicholas, Kinſman, — *sfoot they're 
pray deſire him to ſpit i'th* Chimney. faſt at it ſtill :* George, Sir Godfrey ? 

| , fe. Why;aſſure you,Sir Godfrey,he ſhall not be brought | Sir Goaf. Oh, is,thatthe Devils voice? how comes be 
up; wich ſolictle manners, to ſpit and ſpawl a'th* floor. to.know my name? 

' Si Godf. Why thank you, good Captain, pray havea | Caps. Fear not, Sir Godfrey, all's quieted. 

'care |, —fall to your Circle, we'llnot trouble you I war- | Sw Goaf.- What, is he laid ? | 

'rant you,come,we'll into the next Room,and becauſe we'll | Cape. Laid : and has newly dropt. 

be ſure to Keep him out there, we'll bar up the Door with | Your Chain 'th* Garden. 1 

{ ſome of the Godlies Zealous works. Sir Godf. I'th* Garden! in our Garden? 

' Edm, That will be a fine device,Nuncle ; and becauſe the | Cape. Your Garden, 
 ground.ſhall be as holy as the Door, Ile tear two or three | Sir Godf, O ſweet Conjurer / whereabouts there ? 

}/ Roſaries in pieces, and ſtrew the piecesabout the Chamber : | Capr. Look well about a bank of Roſemary, 


; 
i 


Oh! the Devil already. [Runs in. Thunders. | Sir Godf. Siſter, the Roſemary-bank , come , come; 
| Pye. *${oot;Captain, ſpeak ſomewhat for ſhame : it ligh- | there's my Chain, he ſayes. 

/tenvand Thunders before thou wilt begin, why when ? Wid. Oh happineſs ? run, run, [ Suppoſeth to go. 
| © Caps; Pray peace, George, —— thou'it make me laugh Edm, Captain Conjurer ? CEdm. at key bole. 
anon, and ſpoil all, 


Capt, Who? Maſter Edmund ? 
ME Pye. Oh, now it begins-agen : NOW, now, now ! Captain. Eam. 1, Maſter Edmund z3 May I come in ſafely without 
Capt. Rhumbes-ragdayon , pur , pur , colucunarion , Hlow- danger, think you? 


| Plosre: Capt. Puh, long ag, it is all as*cwas at firſt : 
-» Sir Godfrey through the Key hole, within. Fear nothing, pray come near, —how now, man ? 
© Sir Godf. Oh admirable Conjurer! has fetcht Thunder | Edm. Oh! this Room's mightily hot faith: *slid, my 
already. O15 ſhirt ſticks to my Belly already : what a ſteam the Rogue 
-- Pye, Hark hark, agen Captain. has left behind him ? Foh, this Room muſt be air'd, Gen- 
* Capt Benjamino, gaſpois-kay-goſoothoteron-umbrois- tlemen, it ſmells horribly of Brimſtone,—let's open the 
| -* Sir Godf. Oh,l would the Devil would come away quick- | windows, | 
ly, he has no conſcience to put a man to ſuch pain. Pye. Faith, Maſter Edmond, *tis but your conceit. 

Pye. Agen. Edm, | would you could make me believe that, i'faith, 

Capt. Flowſte kak, opumpos- dragone-leloomenos. bodge podge, | why do you think 1 cannot ſmell his ſayour, from another: 

| » Pye. 'Well ſaid, Captain. yetI take it kindly from you, becauſe you would not put 
| , Sr Godf, So long a: coming ? O would I had nere be. | me in a fear, i'faith: a my troth I ſhall love you for this 
un't now, for | fear me theſe roaring Tempeſts will de. | the longeſt day of my life. 

oy all/the Fruits of the Earth, and tread upon my corn— | Capt. Pub, *tis nothing, Sir , love me when you ſee 

| oh; th* Country, | more. . 

Capt. Gog de gog , hobgoblin , buncks , hounſlow , hockley | Edm. Maſs, now remember, Ile look whether he has 
te coome park. ſindged the hangings, or no, 

Wd, -O Brother, Brother,what a Tempeſt's i'th*Garden, | Pye. Captaio, to entertain a little ſport till they come : 
ſure there's ſome Conjuratiou abroad. make him believe, you'll charm him inviſible, he's apt to 
_ Sir Gedf, 'Tis at home, Siſter, admire any thing, you ſee, let me alone to give force 

Pye. By and by Vle ſtepin, Captain. to'r. 

Capt. N uwnk:Nunch, Rip-G aſcoines, Ipt, Drip-Dropite, Capt. Go, retire to yonder end then. 

4 - Sir Godf. He drips and drops, poor man : alas, alas, Edam, | proteſt you are a rare fellow, are you not ? 
Pye. Now, I come, a 0 Cap. O Maſter Edmond, you know bur the leaſt part of 
Capt. O Sulphure Sootface. me yet; why now at this inſtant I could flouriſh my 

1 Pye. Arch-Conjuter, what would'ſt thou with me? wand thrice ore your head, and charm you inviſible, 


| Sir Godf. O, the Devil, Siſter, i” th* dining-Chamber : | Edm», What you could not ? make me walk inviſible 
ſing, Siſter, | warrant you that will keep himout z quickly, | man ? I ſhould langh at that Ifaith; troth le requite your 
quickly, quickly, [ goes ig. | kindneſs, an you'll do't, good Captain Conjurer, 

Pye. So, fo, ſo; 'Ple releafe thee: enough Captain, | Capr. Nay, I ſhould hardly deny you fuch a ſmall kind: 

enough : allow us ſome time to laugh a little,they*ce ſhud | neſs, Maſter Edmond Pla, why, look you, Sir, "tis no more 

dering and ſhaking by this time, as if an Earthquake were | but this, and thus agen, and now y'are in#iſible. 

in their kidneys. , | Edm, Am I Faith ? who wonld think it? 

} Capt. Sirrah George, how was't, how was't? did I do'r | Capt. You ſee the Fortune-teller yonder at farther end 


well enough? - | o*th* Chamber,go toward him, do what you will with him, 
Pye, Woult believe me, Captain, better than any Con- he ſhall ne*r find you, 


 — 
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Edm 


&S 


the Widow of Watling-ſtreet. 


Edm. Say you fo, ll try that i'faith——- [Fuſtles bim. 

Pye. Hoe now Captain ? who's that juſtled me ? 

Capt. Jultled you ? | ſaw no body. 

Edm. Ha, ha, ha, — ſay *twas a Spirit, 

Capt. Shall Il? ——may be ſome Spirit that haunt the 
ciccle, 

Pye. O my noſe, agen, pray conjure then, Captain. 

[Pulls bim by the Noſe. 

Edm. Troth this is exlent, I may do any knavery now 
and never be ſeen, —and now | remember ms, Sir Godfrey 
| my Uncle abus'd me CYother day, and told tales of me to 
my Mother ——Troth now Pme inviſible, Il bit him a 
ſound whirrit a'th'ear, when he comes out a'th*garden,— 
| may be reveng'd on him now finely. 


Enter Sir Godfrey, Widow, Frank, Nicholas - 
with the Chan. 


Sir God. | have my Chain again , my Chain's found 
again, [Edmond ſtrikes him. 
O ſweet Ca, +, O admigable Conjurer. 

O, What mean yuu by that, Nephew ? 

Edm, Nephew ? I hope you do not know me, Uncle ? 

Wid. Why did you ſtrike your Uncle, Son? 

Edam, Why, Captain, am [I not inviſible? 

Capt. A good jelt, George, —not now you are not, Sir, 
Why did not you ſee me, when 1 did uncharm you ! 

Edam. Not I, by my troth, Captain: 

Then pray you pardon me, Uncle, 
I thought I'de been inviſible when I ſtruck you. 

Sir God, So, you would do't? go,—y'are a fooliſh boy, 
And were I not o'recome with greater joy, 

I'de make you taſte correction, 

Edam. CorreCtion, puſh—no, neither you nor my Mo- 
ther, ſhall think to whip me as you have done. 

Ser God, Captain, my joy is ſuch, I know not how to 
thank you, let Me embrace yon, O my ſweet Chain, glad. 
neſs een makes me giddy, rare man : *twas juſt i'th'Roſe- 
mary bank, as if one ſhould ha /aid it there, -O cunning, 
cunning ! 

Wid. Well, ſeeing my Fortune tells me I muſt marry ; 
let me marry a man of wit, a man of parts, here's a wor 
thy Captain, and tis a fine Title truly la to be-a Captain's 
Wife, a Captain's Wife, it goes very finely, beſide all the 
world knows that a worthy Captain is a fit Companion to 
any Lord, then why not a ſweet Bed-fellow tor any La- 
dy, —Þll have it ſo— 


Frail. O Miſtreſs, Gentlemen, there's the braveſt ſight 
coming along this way. 

Wid. What brave ſight ? 

Frail. O, one going to burying, and another going to 
hanging. 

Wid. A rueful ſight. : 

Pye. *sfoot, Captain, I'll pawn my life the Corporal's 
cofhin'd, and old Shirmiſb the Souldier going to execution, 
and *tis now about the time of his waking, hold out a lit- 
tle longer, ſleepy potion, and we ſhall have exlent admira- 
tion; for ['ll take upon me the core of him, 


Enter the Coffin of the Corporal, the Souldier bound, 
: fry by Officers, the Sheriff chere, 


Frail. O here they come, here they come ! 
Pye. Now mult | cloſe ſecretly with the Souldier, pre- 
| vent his impatience, or elſe all's diſcovered. 

wid. O lamentable ſeeing , theſe were thoſe Brothers, 
that fought and bled before our door. 

Sir God. What they were not, Siſter ? 

Skir. George, look to't, I'll peach at T' iburn elſe. 

Pye. Mum—Gentles all, vouchſafe me audience, and 
you eſpecially, Maſter Sheriff: 


| beſt part yours, ——.O do not undertake ſuch an impoſſ | 


?77 
"Yon man is bound to execution, 
Becauſe he wounded this that now lies coffin'd. 

Sher. True, true, he ſhall' have the Law,—3nd 1 know 
the Law. Fi 

Pye. But under favour, Maſter Sheriff, if this man had 
_ _ and ſafe again, he ſhould have been releas'd 
coen | 

Sher. Why, make you queſtion of that, Sir ? 

Pye. Then | releaſe him freely, and will rake upon- me 
the death that he ſhould die, if within a little ſeaſon, 1 do 
not cure him to his proper health again.” | 

Sher. How, Sir ? recover a dead man ? | 
That were moſt ſtrange of all. [Frank comes to bim. | 

Frank. Sweet Sir, | love you dearly, and could wiſh my-| 


ble venture. 

Pye. Love you me? then for your ſweet ſake I'll do't* | 
Let me entreat the Corps to be ſet down. ; 

Sher, Bearers, ſet down the Coffin, —this is wonder: 
ful, and worthy Srow's Chronicle. , * 

Pye. | pray beſtow the freedom of the air upon our 
wholſome Art, —— Maſs his cheeks begin to receive-na- 
tural warmth : nay, good Corporal, wake betime;-'or 1: 
ſhall have a longerſleep than you, ——'sfoot, if he ſhogld' 
prove dead indeed now, he were fully reveng*d upon me 
for making a property on him, yet 1 had rather run upon | 
the Ropes, than have the Rope like a Tetter run upon'} 
me, O—he ſtics—he ſtirs agen—— look, Gentlemen, he | 
recovers, he ſtarts, he riſes, '3 ntaty} 

Sher, Qh, oh, defend us-———ont, alas. . vo&lh 

Pye. Nay, pray be ſtill ; you'll make him more-giddy. 
elſe, _—-be knows no body yet. z 1163 428 CTR 

Corp. Zowns: where am I ? cover'd with -ſnow?-1 
marvel? . 4 244 6 Wodrre a AY 
Pye. Nay, I knew he.would-ſwear the firſt thing be-didy 
as ſoon as he came to life again. R-9UGG 6 03% 16 

Corp. *sfoot, Hoſteſs—ſome hot porridge,—oh, ho, lay | 
on a dozen of Faggotan the Moon-Parlour; there, 

Pye. Lady, you muſt heeds take a little piry of him i? 
faith, and ſend him into your Kitchia fire. - '.-* 1:17 

Wid. O, with all my heart, Sir Nechoſar and Fraiey; 


WIE + it. il. WW Ig——_—_—Y 


help to bear him in. | 04H 916 9203 vis ren 
Nich, Bear him in, quotha, pray call in the Maids; 4 } 
ſhall ne*re have the heart to-do't, indeed la. + bi" 
Frail. Nor | neither, I cannot abide to bandle a Ghoſt, | 
of all men. o 
R ay 'Sloud, let me ſee, where was I drunk laſt night? 
a s 


Wid. O, ſhall I bid you once agen take: him away,? 
Frail. Why, we're as fearful as you; I warrant you———- | 


oh | 
Wid. Away, Villains, bid the Maids make him a Cawdle 
preſently to ſettle his brain—or a Poſſet of Sack, quickly, 


uickly. LExeunt, puſhing in #he Corps. | 
, Sher. Sir , whatſoe*re you are, I do more then adm | 


do, you would ſay then, that here were two of 
men within the Walls of Chriſtendom; :- . ; 

Sher. Two of *em, O wonderful : Officers, I diſcharge | 
you, ſet him free, all's in tune. £5 -:210 

Sir God. I, and a Banquet ready by this time, Maſter 
Sheriff, to which I moſt cheerfully invite you,and your late 
Priſoner there : ſee you this goodly Chain, Sir , mum, on 
more words, *twas loſt and is found again; come, my in- | 
eſtimable Bullies, we'll talk of your noble Acts in ſparkling 
Charnico, ad inſtead of a Jeſter , we'll ha the Ghoſt ith? | 
white ſheet ſit at upper end oth” Table. #:] 

Sher. Exlent, merry man, i'faith. FExit, 

Frank, Well, ſeeing | am enjoyn'd to loye and marry, 
My fooliſh vow thus I caſheer to air _ . +, | | 
Which firſt begot it, —now, Love, play thy part x | 
The Scholar reads his lefture in my heart. | 


ou. | 
1 Wid. O I, if you knew all, Maſter Sheriff, _—_—_— | 


Aaaa 


Aw | 


' | 
” 
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for you Knights are very dangerous , if once you get 


. above. 

eATus Quintus. Pen, V1 not ſtay i'faith. 
| Moll. Pfzith you ſhall ſtay : for, Sir Fohn, you muſt note 
Enter in haſte Maſter Edmond and Frailty. the nature of the Climates : your Northern Wench in her 

— own Country may well hold out till ſhe be fifteen, but if | 
| Edm, T5 is the Marriage-morning for my Mother | ſhe touch the South once, and come up to Loudon, here the 
and my Siſter. Chimes go preſently after twelve. 

Frail, O me, Maſter £4mond, we ſhall have rare do- | Per. Otiart a mad Wench, Moll, but I prethee make 
ings. ; | haſte, for the Prieſt is gone before, 

Edam. Nay go, Frailty, run to the Sexton, you know my | Moll, Do you follow him, I'll adt be long after. 
Mother will be married at Saint Artlings, hie thee,” tis-paſlt | | LExennt, 
five, bid them. open the Church door , my Siſter is almoſt 
ready. Enter Sir Oliver Muck-bill, Sr Andrew Tipſtaff, 
Frail. What already, Maſter Edmond ? and old Skirmiſh talking. 

Edm. Nay , go hie thee , firſt run to the Sexton, and 
run to the Clerk, and then run to Maſter Pigman the | fuck, O monſtrous unheard of Forgery ! 


Parſon, and then run to the Milliner, and then run home | Lp. Knight, I never heard of ſuch villany in our own 
F Q Country, in my life. 


gel. © 

Frail. Here's run, run, eut—— Huck, Why, *tis impoſſible, dare you maintain your 
Edm. But hark, Frailty. words ? | 
Frail. What, more yet? Sker, Dare we? e'ne to their wezen pipes : we know 
Edw. Have the Maids remembred to ſtrew the way to | all-their plots, they cannot ſquander with us, they have 

the Church, | . knaviſhly abus'd us, made only properties on's to advance 
Frail, Foh, an hour ago I help'd *em my (elf. their ſelves upon our ſhoulders, but they ſhall rue their a- 
Edm, Away, away, away, away then. buſes, this morning they are to be married. 


: Frail. , away, away, away then [Exit Frailty.| Ack, *Tis too true, yet it the Widow be not too much 
Edw.. 1 fhall have a ſimple Father-in-law, a brave Ca- | beſotted on flights and forgeries, the revelation of their 
Prain, able to beat all our ſtreet : Captain /dle , now my | villanies will make *em loathſom, and to that end, be it 
y Mother will be fitted for a delicate name, my Lady | in private to yon, 1 ſent late laſt night to an honourable 

" | Jdle, my Lady 1dle, the fineſt name that can be for a Wo- | perionage, to whom } am much indebted in kindnels, as 
man, and then the Scholar, Maſter Pye-boord for my Siſter | he is to me, ang therefore preſume upon the payment of 
Frences, that will be Miſtrels Fr axces P » Miſtreſs | his tongue, and that he will lay out good words for me, 
Frances Pye-hoord , they'll keep a good Table, I warrant | and to ſpeak truth, for ſuch needful occaſions, I only pre- 
you: Now all the Knights noſes are put out of joynt, they | ſerve him in bond , and ſometimes he may do me more 


may go to a Bone-ſetters now, good here in the City by a free word of bis mouth, than 
if he bad paid one balf in band, and took Doomiday for 
Emer Captain and Pye-boord. Cother, 


| Tip. In troth, Sir, without ſoothing be it ſpoken, you 
Hark, hark; O who comes here with two Torches before | have pybliſhr much judgment in theſe ſew words. 

em, my ſveet Captain , and my fine Scholar? O how | Afuck. For you know, what ſuch a man utters will be 
| bravely they are ſhot up in one nighs, they look like fine | thonght effeCtual, and to weighty purpoſe, aud therefore 
Britains now me thinks, here's a gallant change i'faith ; | into his mouth we'll put the approved Theme of their 


| lid, they have hir'd men and all by the Clock. forgeries. 
Capt, Maſter Edmond, kind, honeſt, dainty Maſter Ed | Sk. And I'll maintain it, Knight, if ſhe'll be true, 
mond, 
| ---" Fob, ſweet Captain Father-in-law, a rare perfume Enter a Servant. 
i faith. 


Pye. What, are the Brides Rirring ? may we ſteal vup- | euch, How now, Fellow. 

68 *em, think'ſt chop, Maſter Edmond ? Serv, May it pleaſe you, Sir, my Lord is newly lighted 
| Edm. Faw, they'r e'ne upon readineſs, I can aſſure you ; | from his Coach. 

for they were at their Torch e'ne now, by the ſame token | Ack, Is my Lord come already? his Honour's eatly : 


I tumbled down the ſtairs. You ſee he loves me well ; up before heaven, 
| Bye. Alias, poor Maſter Edmord. Truſt me, 1 have found him night-capt at eleven: 
| ; | There's good hope yet : come, I'll relate all to him. 
> 294 Enter e Muſucians. _LExenn. 
Capt. O, the Maſicians ! I pretbee, Maſter Eawmond, call | Enter the two Bridegrooms , Capt ain and Scholar after them, 
*em in, and liquor 'em a little. Sir Godfrey and Edmond, Widow changed in Apparel, 
| -<Bdws, That 1 will, ſweet Captain Father-in-law, and | Afiftreſs Frances led hgtween two Knights, Sir John Penny- 
make each of them as drunk as a common Fidler. Dub and Moll: : eets them a Nobleman, Sw Oliyer 
| CExeunt omnes, | Muck-hill, and Sir Andrew Tipſtaff. 
Emer Sir John Penny-Dub ard Moll above lacing Nob. By your leave, Lady. 
of her Cloaths. - Wid. My Lord, your honour is moſt chaſtly welcome. 
. Nob. Madam, though I came now from Coprt, I come 
Pen. Whewh, Miſtreſs 34l, Miſtreſs Aol, not to flatter you : upon whom can 1 juſtly calt this blot, 
e Moll, Who's there ? but upon your own forehead , that know not Ink from 


Pan, ?PTis 1. Milk, ſuch is the blind beſotting in the ſtate of an un- 
Atoll. Who , Sir Fobn Penny-Dub ? O you're an early | headed woman that's a Widow. For it is the property 
| Cock i'faith, who would have thought you to be ſo rare a | of all you that are Widows (a handful excepted) to hate 
| ſtirrer ? thoſe that honeſtly and carefully love you , to the 
Pen. Prethee, Mall, let me come up. maintenance of credit, ſtate, and poſterity, and ſtrongly 
Moll. No by my faith , Sir Fohn, I'll keep you down, | to doat on thoſe , that only love you to undo you : @0d 


regard 


OO 
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the W idow of Watling-ſtreet. e 


md 


regard you leaſt, are beſt regarded ; who hate you moſt, 
are beſt beloved. And if there be bur one man amongſt 
ten thouſand millions of m<n, that is accurſt; diſaſttous, 
and evilly Planeted ; whom Fortnge beats moſt, wbom 
God hates moſt, and all Societies eſteem leaſt, that man 
is {ure to be a Hasband — Such is the peeviſh Moon that 
rules your blouds, An impudent Fellow beſt woes you, 
a flattering Lip beſt wins you, or in mirth, who talks 
roughlieſt, is moſt ſweeteſt; nor can you diſtinguiſh 
eruth from forgeries, miſts from ſimplicity : witneſs thoſe 
two deceitful Monſters , that you have entertain'd for 
Bridegrooms. 

Wid. Deceitful-—— 

Pye. All will out. 

Bo. 'Sfoot, who has blab'd, George ? that fooliſh +- 
cholas. 

Nob. For, what they have beſotted your eaſie bloud 
withal, were nought but Forgeries, the Fortune-telling 
for Husbands, and the Conjuring for the Chain ; Sir 
Godfrey heard the falſhood of all: nothing but meer 
Knavery, deceit and cozenage, 
| Wid. O wonderful! indeed 1 wendred that my Hyſ- 
band with all his Craft, could not keep himſelf out of 
| Purgatory. 

Sir God. And I more wonder , that my Chain ſhould 
be @ne, and my Taylor had none of -it. : 

Moll. And I wondred moſt of all, that I ſhould be 
|tyed from Marriage, having ſuch a mind to't: come Sir 
Jobn Penny- Dub, fair weather on our fide, the Moon has 
chang'd ſince Y ight, 

Pye. The ſting of eveyyg evil is within me. - | 
'' Nob. And that you may perceive I feign not with you, 
behold their Fellow-actor in thoſe Forgeries, who fall of 
Spleen and Envy at their ſo ſudden advancements,reveal'd 
all their Plot in anger. 

Pye. Baſe Souldier, to reveal us. 

Wid. V'st poſſible we ſhoald be blinded fo, and our Eyes 

n? p 
Nb. Widow, will you now believe. that falſe, which 
too ſoon you believed” true ? 

Wid. O, to my ſhame, I do” 

Sir God. But under favour, my Lord, my Chain was 
truly loſt, and ſtrangely foung again. 

Nob. Refolve him of that, Souldier. 

Skir, la few words, Knight, then chou wert the Arch- 
Gull of all. 

Sir God, How, Sir ? : . 

Skir, Nay I'll it: for the Chain was but hid in 
the Roſemacy-bank all this while, and thov gotſt him out 
of Priſon to Conjure for it, wbodid it admirably fuſtianly, 


| Sir God, © Villain! one of our Saciety, 


| Nob, Nay Knight, dwell in patience. 


for indeed what needed any others, when he knew where 
it was ? | 

Sir Ged. O Villany of Villains! but 
| Chainthere? .. 

Sk. Where's Truly la , Indeed la? he that will not 
Swear, but Lye; he that will not Steal, but Rob: pure | 
Nicholas Saint Antlings. ? | 


1 
how came my 


Deem'd always holy, pure, religious: 
A Puritan, a Thief? when wayr't ever heard ? 
Soon we'll kill a man, than Steal, thou know'ſt: Ee 
Out Slave, Pll rend my Lyon from thy back — | 
With mine own hands. | 

Nic, Dear Maſter, oh. 
And now, Widaw, heing ſo near the Church, 'twere | 
great pitty, nay uncharity, to ſend you home again with» 
out a Husband : draw near, you of true Worſhip, ſtate | 
and credit: that ſhonld not ſtand fo far off from a Wi-| 
dow, and ſuffer forged ſhapes to come between you : Not 
that in theſe | blemiſh the true Title of a Captain, or blot | 
the fair margent of a Scholar; for I honour worthy and |. 
deſerying parts in the one, and cheriſh fruitfol Virtnes in | 
the other, Come Lady, .and you Virgina, beſtow your 
Eyes and your pureſt affeftions, vpot med of eſtimacion; | 
both in Court and City, that have lotig woedyou, and 
both with their hearts and wealth, ſincerely love you. . 

Sor ou Good w__ arte pore theſe are | 
men of reputation, you ſhall be welcom at Court : a great | 
credit for a Citizen, ſweer Siſter. *% 

Nob. Come, her ſilence do's conſent to't. -- 

Wid. 1 know not with what Face. | 

Fm Pabh, pah, with your own Face, they deſire no| 
other, - 

Wd. Pardon me, wortby Sirs, I and my Daughter bave þ 
wrong'd your loves. 4 

Much. *Tis eaſily pardow'd; Lady, | 
If you vouchſafe it now, 

Wid. With all my Soul. - + 

Frank, And 1, with all my heart. 

Moll. Andl, Sir John with Soul, Heart, Lights and all. þ 

Sir God: They are all mine; Col. 

Nob. Now : 
What hotteſt Spirit, but wilt applaud your choice, 
And gladly furniſh you with hand and yoice; , 
A happy change, which makes een Heaven rejoice, 
Come, enter in your Joyes, ' yo ſhall not want, 
For, Fathers, now I doubt it not; believe me, | 


But that yon ſhall have hands enovgh to give me, 
LExenne ones. þ 
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Not ſo New, as Lamentable and True. 


__— id —_—— 


| hand of her wit, and ne'r be her own Woman again. 
Enter Oliver and Raphi, two Serving-men, | Sam, And I think ſhe was bleſt in her.Cradle, that he 
F | never came in her bed z why, he has conſumed all, pawn'd 
Ol. Icrah Raph, my young Miſtreſs is in ſuch a pit- | his Lands, and made his Univerſity Brother ſtand in wax 
. tiful paſſionate humour for the long abſence | for him z There?s a fine phraſe for a Scrivener, puÞF he 
of her Love, * owes more than his skin is worth. 

Raph. Why, can you blame her ? why, Apples hang- | Ouv. Is't poſſible ? 
ing longer on the Tree than when they are ripe, makes | Sam. Nay, Þ'l] tell you moreover, he calls his VVife 
ſo many fallings, viz. Mad VVenches, becauſe they are | Whore, as familiarly as one would call Moll and Del, and 
not gathered in time, are fain to drop of themſelves, | Children Baſtards, as naturallygs can be, but what have 
and then *tis common yon know for every Man to take | we here? I thought *ewas ſomething pull'd down my | 
' them up. Breeches : I quite forgot my two porting {ticks, theſe came 

Olv, Maſs thou ſayeſt true, *tis common indeed, but-| from Loxdon, now any thing is good here that comes from 
firrah, is neither our young Maſter returned, nor our fel- | London. | 
low Sam come from London ? Oliv. I, far fetcht you know. 

. Neither of either, as the Puritan Bawd ſays. | Sam; But ſpeak in your Conſcience i'faith, have not we 
*Slid 1 hear Sam, Sam's come, here tarry, come i'faith, | a5 good poting ſticks i*th* Country as need to be put ith? 
now my Noſe itches for News. | fire, the mind of a thing is all, and as thou faid?ſt even } 

Okv. And ſo doth mine Elbow. now, far tetch'd are the beſt things for Ladies. 

"A [Sam calls within. Where are you there? | Oliv, I, and for waiting-gentlewomen too, | 
Sam, Boy, look you walk my Horſe with diſcretion, | Sam. But Reph, is our Beer ſowre this Thunder ? | 
'I bave rid him fimply, 1 warrant his skin fticks to his | Raph. No, no, it holds countenance yer. 
back with very heat, if he ſhould catch cold and get the | Sam. Why then follow me, 1I1 reach you the fineſt 
cough of the lungs, 1 were well ſerved, were I not ? What | humour to be drunk in, I learn'd it at London laſt week. 


A 


— 


and Oliver? Amb, Faith let's hear it, let's hear it, 

Amb. Honeſt fellow Sam, welcome i'faith. what tricks | Sam. The braveſt humour, *twould do a man good to} 

haſt thou brought from Londen ? be drank in-it, they call it knighting in Londen, when 
CFarniſh'd with things from London, | they drink upon their: knees. 
Sam. You ſec I am hang'd after the trueſt faſhion, | Amy. Faith that's excellent. 

three Hats, and two Glaſſes bobbing upon them, two re- | Sam. Come follow me, I'll give you all the degrees of 
bato wyers upon my breaſt, a Cap-caſe by my ſide, a bruſh | it in order, CExennt, 
at my back, an Almanack in my pocket, and three Bal. 
lads in my codpiece ; nay, I am the true picture of a com. Enter Wiſe. 


mon ſerving-man. 
Oliv, I'll ſwear thou art, thou may*ſt ſet up when thou { Wife. What will become of us? all will away. 
wilt, there's many a one begins with leſs | can tell thee, | My Husband never ceaſes in expence, 
1 chat proyes a rich man ec he dyes, but what's the News | Both toconſume his Credit and his Houſe. 
1 from London, Sam ? Aad *tis ſet down by Heavens juſt decree, 
Raph. 1 that's well ſed, what is the News from London, | That Riots Child muſt needs be Beggery. 
fitrah ? My young Miſtreſs keeps ſuch a puling for her | Are theſe the Vertues that his Youth did promiſe ? 


Love. Dice an1 voluptuous Meetings, midnight Revels, 
Sam. Why the more fool ſhe, I, the more ninny-ham. | Taking his Bed with ſurfeits 11] beſeeming 
mer ſhe, The ancient honour of his Houſe and Name : 
Oliv, Why, Sam, why ? And this not all, but that which kills me moſt, | 
Sam, Why, he is married to another long ago. | When he recounts his loſſes and falſe fortunes, 
« Amb. Faith ye jeſt. | The weakneſs of his ſtate ſo much dejetted, 


Sam. Why, did you not know that till now ? Why, | Not as a man repentant, but half mad, 

he's married, beats his Wife, and has two or three Chil- | His fortunes cannot anſwer his eXPence : 

dren by her: ſor yon muft note, that any Woman bears | He ſits and ſullenly locks up his arms, 

the more when ſhe is beaten. | Forgetting Heaven, looks downward, which makes 
Raph. I that's true, for ſhe bears the blows. | Him appear ſo dreadful, that he frights my heart : 

/ Ol. Sirrah Sam, I would not for two years wages | Walks heavily, as if his ſoul were earth; 

, my young Miſtreſs knew ſo much, ſhe'd run upon the left | Not penitent for thoſe his fins are paſt, 


But 
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1 And revel in your company : curb'd in ? 


. A Yorkſhire Tragedy. : 


But vext, his money cannot make them laſt : | 
A fearful melancholy, ungodly ſorrow. 

Oh yonder he comes, now in deſpight of ills 

Pl] ſpeak to him, and I will hear bim ſpeak, 

And do my beſt to drive it from his heart. | 


Enter Husband. 


Huſ. Pox of the laſt throw, it made 
Five hundred Angels vaniſh from my ſight : 
I'm damn'd, I'm damn'd, the Angels have forſook me ; 
Nay 'tis certainly true ; for he that has no coyn, 
[s damn'd in this world ; he's gone, he's gone. 
Wife, Dcar Husband, 
Huſ. Oh ! moſt puniſhment of all, I have a Wife. 
Wife, I doentreat you, as you love your Soul, 
Tell we the cauſe of this your diſcontent. 
Huſ. A vengeance ſtrip thee naked, thou art cauſe, 
Effect, quality, property, thou, thou, thou. [Exi. 
Wife, Bad turn'd to worſe ? 
Both beggery of the Soul as of the Body, 
And ſo much ualike bimfelf at ficſt, 
As if ſome vexed ſpirit had got bis form upon him, 


Enter Husband 47 ain, 


He comes again, 
He ſays 1 am the cauſe, I never yet 
Spoke leſs than words of duty and of love, 

Huſ. If marriage be honourable, then Cnckolds are 

honourable, for they cannot be made without marriage. 
Fool, what meant | to marry to get Beggars ? 
Now muſt my eldeſt Son bea Knaye or nothing, he can. 
not live but vpo'sh* fool, for he will have no Land to 
maintain him : that mortgage ſits like a ſnaffle.opon mine 
laheritance, and makes me chaw upon Iron. 

' My ſecond Son mult be « promoter, and my third a 
Thief, or ag under-putter, a'$lave Pander, 
Oh beggery, beggery, to what baſe uſes doth it 
I thiak the Devil ſcorns to be a Bawd : 

He bears himſelf more proudly, 
Has more care on his credit, 
Baſe, ſlaviſh, abject, filthy poverty. 

Wife. Good Sir, by all our vows I do beſcech you, 
Shew me the true cauſe of yonr diſcontent. 

Huſ. Money, money, money, and thou mult ſupply me. 

Wife. Alas , lam he leaſt cauſe of your diſcontent. 
Yet what is mine, either in Ring or Jewels, 

Uſe to your own deſire; but I be you, 

As you are a Gentleman by many bloods, 

Though I my ſelf j# qut of your reſpect, 

Think oa the ſtatCof theſe three lovely Boys 

You have been Father to. It F 

Huſ. Pub, Baſtards, Baſtards, Baſtards, begot in tricks, 
begor in tricks, 

Wife, Heaven knows how thoſe words wrong me, 
But I" endure theſe griefs among a thouſand more : 
Oh call to migd your Lands already mortgag'd, 
Your ſelf wound into debts, your hapeful Brother 
At the Univerſity into bonds for you, 
Like to be ſeiz?d upon. And—— 

Huſ. Ha* done, thou Harlot, 
Whom though for faſhion | married, 
I never could abide, Think'ſt thou thy words 
Shall kill my pleaſure ? fall off to thy friends, 
Thou and thy Baſtards beg, I will not bate 


put a man, 


OO ——— 
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A whit in humour : Midnight ſtill 1 love you, 


In ET 
A ——— 


Shall ir be ſaid in all ſocieties, 
That 1 broke cuſtom? that | flag'd in money ? 
No, thoſe thy Jewels I will play as freely, 
As when my ftate was fulleſt. 
Wife, Be it fo. 
Huſ. Nay I proteſt, and take that for an earneſt, 


| will for ever hold thee in contempt, 
And never touch the Sheets that cover thee, 
But be divorc'd in Bed, till thou conſent, 
Thy dowry ſhall be ſold to give new life 
Unto thoſe pleaſures which | moſt affe&t. 
Wife, Sir, do but turn a gentle eye on me, 
And what the Law ſhall give me leave to do, 
You ſhall command. 
Huſ. Look it be done, ſhall | want duſt, | 
And like a Slave wear nothing in my pockets, _ | 
o [ Holds bis Hands in bus Pockets. 
But my hands to fill them up with nails ? | 
Oh much againſt my blood, let it be done, 
I was never made to be a looker on : 
A Bawd to Dice; Flt ſhake the Drabs my ſelf, 
And make them yield ; 1 fay, look it be done. | 
Wife, | take my leave, it ſhall. CExis. 
Huſ. Speedily, ſpeedily,. I hate the very hour I choſe: 
a Wite, a trouble, trouble, three Children like three evils} - 
hang upon me, fie, fie, fie, ſtrumpet and baſtards, ſtrom-| 
pet and baſtards. | 


| 


* 


Enter three Gentlemen, bearing him. 


1 Gent, Still do theſe loathſome thoughts jar of your 
Tongue ? 2; JOE IN NN T7 
Your ſelf to ſtain the honour of your Wife, 
Nobly deſcended ; thoſe whom Men call mad, 
Endangers others, but he's more than mad * 
That wounds himſelf, whoſe own words 
Do proclaim it is not fie, | pray forſake it, 
2 Gent, Good Sir, tet reprove you. 
3 Gent, Let hbneſt kindneſs fway ſo much with you. 


Huſ. God den, 1 thank you, Sir, how do you? adien, I| 
am glad to ſee you, faremel lofructions Amoniion. 


How now, ficrah ?* what would you? 11 DAY 
. Ser, Only to certifie you, ſir, that my Miſtreſs wes | 
met by the way, by them who were fent for her up to 
London by her honourable Unckle , your Worſhips Late}. 
Guardian. | woe 
Huſ. So, Six, then ſhe is gone, «nd ſo may 290% oY 
But let her look the thing be done ſhe wots of, "© | 
Oc Hell will ftagd more pleaſant than her wry on | 


- 
: 
© # 
: 


Exit Sttvants] 
Enter a Gentleman. 
Gent, Well or ill met, 1 care not. 


Hu. No, nor I. 4 cit, as at 
Gent, I am cone with confidence to chide you. 


Huſ. Who me? chide me ? wok wel it wot 
Wen > 


move me, for if thou chid'ſt mgangry, 1 ſhall 
Gent. Strike thine own follies, for jt isthey 
Deſerve to be well beaten; weare now in 


| 24t'Þ7 
There's none but thon and 1; tho art Dl and previ 


An unclean Rioter, thy Lands and Credit 
Lie now both ſick of a confumption, 
| am ſorry for thee; that Man ſpends with'ſhattie, 
That with his Riches doth confume his Name, 
And ſuch art thou. 

Huſ. Peace. | 

Gent, No, thon-ſhale hear me further. 5 
Thy Fathers and fore-fathers worthy Honours, _ 
Which were our Coumry Monuments, our Grace, 
Follies in thee begin now to-deface. | *© 
The ſpring time of thy youth did fairly if x: 
Such a moſt fruitful ſummer to thy Friends, | 4: 
[t ſcarce can enter into mens beliefs, Ln 
Suth dearths ſhould hang on thee, we that ſee it, ,_ * 
Areſorry to believe it : m "T change, 

aaa3ze 


aa 
—_— 
DO 


He ſpurns her. | 
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This voice into all places will-be hurPd : 

Thou and the Devil has deceiv'd the World, 

Huſ. VII not endure thee, 

Gent, But of all the worſt, 

Thy virtuous Wife, right bonourably allied, 

Thou haſt proclaim'd a ſtrumpet, 

| Huſ. Nay then know thee, 

Thou art her Champion thou, her private friend, 

The party you wot on. 

Gent. Oh ignoble thought, 

I am paſt my patient blood, ſhall I ſtand ide 

And fee my reputation touch'd to death ? 

Huſ. This has gal'd you, has it ? 

Gent. No monſter, 1 prove 
My thoughts did only tend to virtueus love. 

Huſ. Love of her virtues ? there it goes. 

Gent. Baſe ſpirit, to lay thy hate upon 
The fruitful honour. of thine own bed.” 

CThey fight, and the Husband 3s hurt. 
| Hy. Oh. 

4 Gent. Wilt thou yield it yet ? 

_ Haſ. Sis, Sir, I have not done with you. 

- Gent. | hope, nor ne'r ſhall do, LFight again, 
Huf. Have you got tricks? are you in cunning with me? 

1 Gent. No, plain and right, | 

He needs no cunning that for truth doth fight. 

4 [ Huſband falls down. 
Huſ. Hard fortune, am I levePd with the ground ? - 
Gent, Now, Sir, you lye at mercy. 

Huſ. 1, you Slave. 

Gent. Alas, that hate ſhould bring us to our Grave, 
You ſee, my Sword*s not thirſty for your life, 
I am forrier for your wound, than your ſelf; 
Yare of a virtuous Houſe, ſhew virtuous deeds, 
'Tis not your honour, *tis your folly bleeds : 
Much good has been expected in your life, 
Cancel not all Mens hopes, you have a Wite, 
Kind and obedient, heap not wrongful ſhame 
- f On her and your poſterity : let only ſin be ſore, 
And by this fall, riſe never to fall more. 

And fol leave you. 

Hueſ. Has the Dog left me then, 

After his tooth has left me ? Oh, my heart 

Would fain leap after him, revenge l ſay, 

Pm mad to be reveng'd, my ſtrumpet Wife, 

| | lt is thy quarrel that rips thus my fleſh, 

| And makes my breaſt ipit blood, but thou ſhalt bleed : 
| Vanguiſh'd ? got down ? unable e'en to ſpeak ? 

Surely *tis want of money makes Men weak, 

I, *twas that o'rthrew me, I'd ne*r been downelſe. [Ext. 


LExit. 


Enter Wife in a riding ſute, with a Serving-man. 


Ser. Faith, Miſtreſs, if it may not be preſumption 
In me to tell you ſo, for his excuſe 
| You had ſinall reaſon, knowing his abuſe, 

Wife. I grant I had, bfft alas, 
Why ſhould our faults at home be ſpread abroad ? 
"Tis grief enough within doors ; at firſt fight 

{| Mine Uncle could run o'c his prodigal life 
| As perfely, as if his ſerious eye 
; _ | Had numbred al] his follies : 
| Knew of his mortgag'd lands, his friends in bonds, 
Himſelf withered with debt; and in that minute 
Had I added his uſage and unkindneſs, 
*Twould have confounded every thought of good : 
1 Where now, fathering bis riots on his youth, 
Which time and tame experience will ſhake off, 
| Gueſſing his kindneſs to me (as I ſmooth'd him 
With all the $skill I bad) though his deſerts 
| Are in form uglier than an unſhap'd Bear. 
| He's ready to prefer him to ſome Office 
| And place at Court: a good and ſure relief 
To alt his ſtooping fortunes, *rwill be a means, I hope, 


LY 


th. 


To make new league between us, and redeem 
His Virtues with his Lands. 

Ser, I ſhould think ſo : Miſtreſs, if he ſhould*not now 
be kind to you, and love you, and cheriſh you up, 1 ſhould 
think the Devil himſelf kept open houſe in him, 

Wife. 1 doubt not but he will now, prithee leave me 
| think I hear him coming, 

Ser, lam gone. [Exit 

Wife, By this good means I ſhall preſerve my Lands 
And free my Husband out of Uſurers hands : : 
Now there is no need of ſale, my Uncle's kind, 

I hope, if ought, this will content his mind. 
Here comes my Husband. 


_— 


Enter Husband. 


Huſ. Now , are you come ? where's the money ? let's 
ſee the money, is the rubbiſh ſold ? thoſe wiſe-akers your 
Lands, why then, the money, where is-it? pour it 
down, down with it, down with it: 1 fay pour't on the 
ground, let's ſee it, let's ſee it. 

Wife. Good Sir, keep but in patience, and I hope 
My words ſhall like you well, I bring you better 
Comfort than the ſale of my Dowry, 

Huſ. Ha, what's that? 

Wife, Pray do not fright me, Sir, but vouchſafe me hear- 
ing. My Uncle, glad of your kindneſs to me and mild uſe. 
age (for ſo I made it to him) hath in pity of your decli- 
ning fortunes, provided a place for you at Court, of worth 
and credit z which ſo much overjoyed me—. 

Huſ. Out on thee, filth, over and over-joyed, 

When Pm in torment, [ſpurns her. 
Thou politick whore, ſubtyller than nine Devils, was 
this thy journey to Nunck, to-fet down the hiſtory of 
me, my ſtate and fortunes : 

Shall I, that dedicated my ſelf to pleaſure, be now con- 
fin'd in ſervice to crouch, and ſtand like an old man ith* 
hams, my Hat off? I that could never abide to uncover 


. | my headyPth? Church : baſe flut, this fruit bears thy com- 


plaints, | 

Wife. Oh, heaven knows, 
That my complaints were praiſes, and beſt words 
Of you, and your eſtate 3 only my friends 
Knew of your mortgag'd Lands, and were poſſeſt 
Of every accident before | came. 
If you ſnſpet it but a plot in me, 
To keep my dowry, or for mine own good, 
Or my poor Childrens (though it ſuits a mother 
To ſhew a natural care in their reliets) - 
Yet Ill forget my felf to calm your blood, 


.-| Conſume it, as your pleaſure counſels you, 


| And all I wiſh, &n clemency affords, 
Give me but pleaſant looks, and modeſt words, 
Huſ. Money,whore, money,or PlI--- [ Draws his Dagger. 


Enter a Servant haſtily. 


What the Devil ? how now? thy haſty News ? 

Ser, May it pleaſe you, Sir. 

Huſ. What, may I not look upon my Dagger ? 

Speak, Villain, or I will execute the point on thee - 
quick, ſhort. | 

Ser. Why, Sir, a Gentleman from the Univerſity ſtays 
below to ſpeak with you. 

Huſ.. From the Univerſity ? ſo, Univerſity, 
That long worfl runs throngh me, 

Wife. Was ever Wife ſo wretchedly beſet ? 
Had not this News ſtep'd in between, the point 
Had offered violence unto my breaſt, 

That which ſome Women call great miſery, 
Would ſhew but little here, would ſcarce be ſeen 
Among my miſerics: I may compare 

' For wretched Fortunes, with all Wives that are, 
Nothing will pleaſe him, until all be nothing. 


_—— 


Exit. 
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He calls it ſlavery to be preferr'd, 

A place of credit, a baſe ſervitude, | 
What ſhall become of me, and my poor Children ? 
Two here, and one at Nurſe, my pretty beggars, 
[ ſee how ruine with a palſie hand 

Begins to ſhake the ancient ſeat to duſt : 

The heavy weight of ſorrow draws my lids 

Over my darkiſh eyes: I can ſcarce ſee 

Thus griet will laſt, it wakes and ſleeps with me, 


Enter the Husband with the Maſter of the Colledge. 


Huſ. Pleaſe you draw near, Sir, yare exceeding wel. 
come. 

Maft. That's my doubt, I fear I come not to be wel- 
come. 

Huſ. Yes, howſoever. 

Ma#t. Tis not my faſhion , Sir, to dwell in long cir: 

cumſtance, but to be plain and effeCtual z therefore to the 
purpoſe. 
The cauſe of my ſetting forth was pitious and lamenta- 
ble z that hopeful young Gentleman your Brother, whoſe 
virtues we all love dearly, through your default and un- 
natural negligence , lies in bond executed for your debt, 
a Priſoner, all his ſtudies amazed, his hope ſtruck dead, 
and the pride of his youth muffled in theſe dark clouds of 
oppreſſion. 

Huſ. Hum, hum, hum. . 

Maft. O you have killd the towardeſt hope of all our 
Univerſity, wherefore without repentance and amends, 
expect ponderous and ſudden judgments to fall grievouſly 
upon you z. your Brother, a man who profited in his di- 
vine imployments, and might have made ten thouſand 
ſouls fit for heaven, now by your careleſs courſes caſt into 
priſon, which you muſt anſwer for, and aſſure yonr ſpirit 


| 1t will come home at length. 


Huſ. O G 
eMa#F. 
of you, no man loves you, nay, even thoſe whom hone- 
ſty condemns, condemn you : and take this from the 
virtuous affeftion I bear your Brother, never look for 
proſperous hour , good thoughts, quiet ſleep, contented 
walks, nor any thing that makes man perfe@t, till you 
redeem him : what is your anſwer ?, how will you be- 
ſtow him ? upon deſperate miſery, or better hopes? 1 

ſuffer till I hear your anſwer. 

Huſ. Sir, you have much wrought with me, I feel you 
in my ſoul, you are your Arts r, 
I never had ſenſe till now ;' your ſyllables have cleft me, 
both for your words and pains I thank you : I cannot but 
acknowledge grievous wrongs done to my Brother, migh- 
ty, mighty, mighty, mighty wrongs, 
Within there, | 


, Ob. 


Enter « Servingman. 


Huſ. Fill me a bowl of Wine. Alas, poor Brother, 

Bruiſed with an execution for my ſake. 
* MaFft. A bruiſe indeed makes many a mortal fore, 
Till the Grave _ them. TAY Lie with Wine. 

Huf. Sir, I begin to you, y*ave chid your welcome. 

wo 1 _ have withe it better for your ſake, 

[ pledge you, Sir, to the kind man in priſon. 

Huſ. Let it be ſo. . 
Now, Sir, if you pleaſe, to ſpend but a few minutes in 
walking abgpt my grounds below , my man ſhall here 
attend you : I doubt not but by that time to be furniſht 
of a ſufficient anſwer , and therein my Brother fully ſa- 
tisfed, | 

CMHaſt. Good Sir, in that the Angels would be pleaſed, 
and the World's murmurs calm'd, and 1 ſhould fay, I ſet 
forth then upon a lucky day. | [ Exit 

Huſ. O thou confuſed man, thy pleaſant ſins have un- 
done thee, thy damnation has begger'd thee, that heaven 


and my poſterity runs out, 


Divines and dying men may talk of Hell, 
Would not take up money u 
| Pawn his Salvation, live ut ntereſt : | 


iſe men think ill of you, others ſpeak. ill 


| Uſarer bread, to cry at a great mans Gate,or follow, Good 


ſhould ſay we mult not ſin, and yet made women: gives 
our ſenſes way to find pleaſure , which being found, con- 
founds us, why ſhould we know thoſe things ſo. much mif- 
uſe us? O would virtue had been forbidden , we ſhould 
then have proved all virtuous, for "tis our blood to love 
what we are forbidden , what man would have been for- 
bidden , what man would have bcen fool to a beaſt, and 
Zany to a ſwine, to ſhew tricks in the mire, what is there 
in three Dice, to make a man draw thrice three thouſand 
acres into the compatls of a little round table, and with 
the Gentlemans pallie in the hand ſhake out his poſterity, 
thieves, or beggars ; 'tis done, I have don't ifaith : ter- 
rible, horrible miſery, how well was I left, very 
well, very well. pd 
My Lands ſhewed. like @ Full-Moon about me, but 
now the Moon's in the laſt Quarter , waining , wain- 
ing, and Iam mad to think that Moon was mine z mine 
and my Fathers, and my Fore-fathers Generations, Gene- 
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rations, down goes the Houſe of us, down, down it ſin 
Now is the name a Beggar; begs in me that name whi 
hundreds of years has made this Shice famous; in 

In my Seed. five are made miſerable beſides my ſelf, m 
Riot is now my Brothers Jaylor, my Wiſes ſighing, my 
three Boyes penury, and mine own confuſion. 

je [He tears bis Hair, 

Why ſit my Hairs upon my curſed Head ? = 
Will not this Poiſon ſcatter them ? oh. my Brother's 
In Execution among Devils that ſtretch him : 
And make him give; and I in want, 
Not able for to live, nor to redeem him. 


But in my heart her ſeveral torments dwell, 
Slavery and miſery. ,Who in this caſe 
his Soul ? 


[, that did ever in abundance dwell, 
For me to want, exceeds the throes of Hell. 


Enter his little Son, - with a Top and Scourge. 


Son. What. ail you, Father, are you not well, 1 cantiot | 
ſcourge my Topas long as you ſtand ſo: you take up all | 
you cannot. make. me | 


the roof with your wide Legs, a 
afraid with this, I fear no Vrzards, nor bugbears. 


He takes up the Child by the Skirts of his long Cuat in one hand, 
and draws his Dagger.with the other. 


Huſ. Up Sir, for here thou haſt no inheritance leſt. 
Son, Oh what will you, do, Father, 1 am your white 
oy. [Strikes him, 
Huſ. Thou ſhalt be my red Boy, take that. 
Son, Oh you hurt me Father, 
Huſ. My. eldeſt Beggar, thou ſhalt. not live to ask an 


B 


your Honour, by a Coach, no, nor your Brother : "tis Cha- 
rity to brain-you. $4 
Son. How ſhall 1 learn now my Head's broke Þ. 


Huſ. Bleed, bleed; ratber than beg, beg. [fabs bom. . 


Be not thy names diſgrace : 7 
Spurn thou thy Fortunes firſt, if they be baſe ;. 
Come view thy ſecond Brother : Fates, 
My Childrens bloud ſhall ſpin into your Faces, 
You ſhall ſee, | 
How confidently we ſcorn beggery. [Exit with his Son. 
Enter a «Maid with a Child in ber Arms, the. 
Mother by her aſleep. 
\ 


21aid. Sleep,ſweetBabe,ſorrow makes thy Mother flcep, 
[t boads ſmall good when heavineſs falls ſo deep, 
Huſh, pretty Boy, thy hopes might have been better, 


'Tis loſt at Dice, what ancient honour won, | 
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Hard when the Father plays away the Son: 
Nothing but miſery ſerves'in this Houſe, 
hh and deſolation; oh. 


Enter Husband with the Boy bleeding. 


Hauſ. Whore, give me that Boy. 
[He ftrives with her for the (bild, 
Maid. Oh help, belp, out alas, murder, murder. 
| Hy. Areyou goſliping, prating ſturdy quean, 
. | PH break your clamour with your Neck, 
Down ſtairs; tumble, tumble, head long. 
| [ He throws ber down. 
So,. the ſureſt way to charm a Womans Tongue, 
[s break her Neck, a Politician did it. 
| Son, Mother, Mother, | am kilPd, Mother. 
CHis Wife awakes, and catcheth up the youngeſt. 
Wife. Ha, who's that cry'd? O me my Children, 
, both; blondy, bloudy, - 
aſ. Strumper, [or go the Boy, let go the Beggar. 
ife. Oh my ſweet Husband. 
wſ. Filth, Harlot. 
Wife, Oh, what will you do, dear Husband ? 
" Huſ. Give me the Baſtard. 
Wife. Your own ſweet Boy. 
Hu. There are too many Beggars. 
Wife. Good my Husband. 
Huſ. Do'ſt thou prevent me ſtill ? 
Wife, Oh God ! 
[Stabs at the Child in her. arms, and gets it from her. 
Huſ. Have at his Heart. 
Wife. Oh my dear Boy. 
Huſ. Brat, thou ſhalt not 
Wife. Oh Heaven. [She 5s hurt and ſinks down. 
Huſ. And periſh, now be gene, 
There's Whores enow, and want would make thee one. 


Emer a luſty Servant. 


Ser. Oh Sir, what deeds are theſe ? 
Huſ. Baſe ſlave, my Vaſſall, 
Com'ſt thou between my fury to queſtion me ? 
Ser. Were you the Devil, 1 would hold yon, Sir, 
Huſ. Hold me ? preſumption, I'll undosthee for it. 
Ser. *Sbtond, you have undone vs all, Sir. , 
Huſ. Tug at thy Maſter ? w: 
Ser. Tug at a Monſter. 
Huſ. Have 1 nopower? ſhall my Slave Fetter me ? 
Ser. Nay then the Devil wraſtles, 1am thrown. 
[Husband overcomes lnm, 
Huſ. 'Oh Villain, now I'll tug thee, nowT'll tear thee, 
| Set quick Sptrs to my Vaſſall bruiſe him, trample him 
'So, I think thon wilt not follow me in haſte. 
My Horſe ſtands ready fadled, away, away, 
Now to thy Brat at Nurſe, my fucking Beggar ; 
Fates, I'll not teave you one to trample on. 
| | [The Maſter meets bin. 
eWMafter. How is't with you Sir, me-thinks you look 
of a ix 5 oy colour. 
Hu. o, 1 Sir ? *tis but your fancy, 
Pleaſe you walk in, Sir, and I'll ſoon reſolve you, 
I want one ſmall part to make vp the famm, 
And then my Brother ſhall reſt ſatished. 
eHaſtcr. 1 hill be glad to fee it, Sir, II attend you. 
[_Exeunt, 
Ser. 'Oh, I am ſcarce able to heave up my ſelf, 
He has ſo bruig'd me with his devilliſh weight, 
And torn my fleſh with his bloud-haſty Spur, 
A man before of ecaſie conſtitution, 
Till now Hells power ſupplied, to his Souls wrong, 
Oh how dattination can make weak men ſtrong. 


Sw. 


live toſhame thy Hovſe. 


Y 


| Enter Maſter and two Servants. 


Ser. Oh the moſt pittious deed, Sir, fince you came. 
Maſter. A deadly greeting z hath he ſumm'd up theſe 
To fatisfie his Brother ? here's another, 
And by the bleeding lnfants, the dead Mother, 
Wife. Oh, oh. 
eHaFter. Surgeons, Surgeons, ſhe recovers life, 
One of his men all faint and bloudied, 
I Ser. Follow, our murderous Maſter has took 
Horſe to kill his Child at nurſe, oh follow quickly, 
Maſter. 1 am the readieſt, it ſhall be my charge 
To raiſe the Town upon him. 
| {Exit Maſter and Servants, 
I Ser, Good Sir follow him. 
Wife, Oh my Children. 
1 Ser, Haw is it my moſt afflifted Miſtreſs ? 
Wife.. Why do I now recover ? why half live? 
To fee my Children bleed before mine Eyes, 
A ſight, able to kill a Mothers Breaſt without 
An Execntioner z what, art thou mangled too ? 
I Ser, I thinking to prevent what his quick miſchiefs |. 
Had ſo ſoon acted, came and ruſht vpon him, 
We ſtrugled, but a fouler ſtrength than his 
Ore-threw me with his Arms, then he did bruiſe me, 
And rent my fleſh, and rob*d me of my Hair, 
Like a man mad in Execution, 
Made me unfit to riſe and follow him. 
Wife. What is it hath beguil'd him of all grace? 
And ſtole away humanity from his Breaft, - 
To ſlay his Children, purpoſed to kill his Wife, 
And ſpoil his Servants, | 


Enter two Servants, 


Both, Pleaſe you leave this accurſed place, 
A Surgeon waits within. 
Wife, Willing to leave it 5 | 
'Tis guilty of ſweet bloud, innocetit blend, | 
Murder hath took this Chamber with full hands, 
And will not out as long as the'Houſe ſtands. -: TExex, 


of v' | | 


Enter Husband, as being thrown 
Horſe, and falls. 


Haſ. Oh-ftumbling Jade, the Spavin overtake thee, 
The fifty Diſeaſes ſtop thee : / 

Oh, I am ſorely bruis'd, Plague founder thee, 

Thou ran'ſt at eſe and pleaſure, heart of Chance, 

To throw me now, within a flight o' thi Town, 

In ſuch plain even ground, 
*'Sfoot, a man may Dice upon 
Meadows, ah filthy Beaſt. L 

Cry within, Follow, follow, follow. 

Hyuſ. Ha? I hear ſounds of men, like Hue and Cry ; 
Up, Up, and ſtrnggle to my Horfe, make 6h, 
Diſpatch thatlittle Beggar, and all's done. 

within. Here, this way, this way. 

Huf. At my back ? oh, 

What fate have 1, my Limbs deny me-to go, 
My will is bated, Beggery claims a part, 
Oh I could here reach to the Infants heart. 


it, and throw away'the | 


' Enter Maſter of the'Colledge, three Gentlemen, 
and others with Halberds, ® 


eAll. Here, here, yonder, yonder, 

Maſter. Unnatural, flinty, more than barbarous, 
The Scythians in their marble-hearted fates, 
Could nat have acted more'remorſelefs deeds 
[n their relentleſs natures, than theſe of thine : 
Was this the anſwer 1 long waited on, 


The fatisfaftion for thy Prifoned Brother ?. 


Bw. 
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Huſ. He can have no more of us than our skins, 
And tome of them want but fleaing, 
1 Gene, Great ſins have made him impudent. 
Maſt. H'as ſhed fo much blood, that he cannot bluſh. 
2 Gent, Away with him, bear him to the Jultices, 
A Gentleman of Worſhip dwells at hand, 
There ſhall his deeds be blazed. 
Huſ. Why alkthe better, 
My glory 'tis rt have my ation known, 
[ grieve for nothing, bat I miſt of one. 
Maſt. There's lictle of a father in that grief: 
Bear him away, [Exennt, 


Enter a Knight, with two or three Gentlemen. 


Knight, Endangered fo his Wite , murdered his Chil. 
dren ? 
1 Gent, So the cry goes. 
Knight. | am ſorry be&ce knew him. 
That ever he took life and natural being 
From ſach an honoured ſtock, and fair deſcent, 
Till this black minute without ſtain or blemiſh. 
1 Gent, Here Come the men. 


Enter the Maſter of the Colledge, and the refit 
with the Priſoner. 


Knight. The Serpent of his houſe : Pme ſorry for this 
time, that | am in place of Jaltice, 
eMaFt. Pleaſe you, Sir. | 
Knight. Do not repeat it twice, I know too much, 
Would it had nee befh thought on. \4 
Sir, I bleed for you. 2-1 
L Gent, Your father's ſorrows are alive in me : 
What made you ſhew ſuch monſtrous cruelty ? 
Huyſ. In a word, Sir, 
[ have conſum'd all, plaid away long, acre, 
And I thought it the charitableſt deed I could do 
To cozen Beggery, and knock my houſe o'th head. 
Knight. 1 do not think, but in To marrow's jadgment, 
The terrour will fit cloſer to your ſoul, | 
When the dread thought of Death remembers you ; 


of 


| Then ſhould you ſee the penitent 


Wife. Tot, far greater wounds did my brealt feel, 
Unkindneſs ſtrikes a deeper wound than ſteel, 
You have teen ſtill unkind to me: 

Hu. Faith, and ſo 1 think I have; 
[ did my murders roughly out of hand, 
De'perate and ſudden, bur thou halt devis'd 
A fine way. pow to kill me, thou haſt giveti my eyes 
>Cven wounds apiece ;z now glides the DEvil from 
Me, departs at every joint, heaves up ary nails. 
Q catch him new torments, that were ne*re-invented : 
Bind him one thouſand more, you bleſſed Angels, 
In that bottomleſs pit, let him not riſe 
To make men aCt unnatural Tragedies, 
To ſpread into a Father, and in ury, 


Make him bis Childrens Executionersg, 
Murder bis Wife, his Ser , and 
eaven is 


__ 
bt 


not ? 


For that man's dark, wher te forgot. 


Wife, O-my repengant h ! 


Huſ. My dear foul, whom I too mach have wrong'd 
For death 1 die, and for this I have long'd. I 


Wife. Thou ſhould'ſt nor (be aſſured) for theſe faults-- | 
Die, if the Law could forgive as ſoon as 1. 1 


[Children laid out. | 


& 
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Huſ. What ſight is, yonder 2. 

Wife. © our two blgeding Boys | 
Laid forth upon the tfreſhglds +, * | (crack, 

Huſ. Here's weight enough to make a heart-ſtriog | 
O were it lawful that your pretty ſouls | 
Might look from Heaven into your Father's eyes, 
But/you are playing 


glaſſes melt, 
And will not look..on T 


oot upon my Cheeks. 
Who void of grace, 3408 z £X Xi 
e 


- 
_ 
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And both your murders 


e 
O that 1 might my wiſhes now attain, 

| ſhould then wiſh you living were agaia ; 
Though I did beg with you,” whic wy” I 
O 'twas the enemy my eyes ſo blear'd. 

O would you could pray Heaven me to forgive, 

That will unto iny end repentant live, 


nd leave part with this. 


To further which, take this ſad voice from me, 
Never was aCt plaid more lly. 

Huſ. 1 thank you, Sir. 

Knight, Go lead him to the Jayl, 
Where Juſtice claims all, there muſt pity fail. 

Huſ. Come, come, away with me. 


Maf##, Sir, you deſerve the worſhip of your place, 
' Would all did fo, in you the Law is grace. 

Knight. lt is my wiſh it ſhould be fo | 
Ruinous man, the defolation of his houſe, 7 
The blot upon his Predecefſor's honour'd name : 
That man is neareſt ſhame, that is paſt ſhame, 


Enter Husband with the Officers, the Maſter and Gen- 
tlemen, as going by Ins Houſe, 


Huſ. 1 am right againſt my houſe, ſeat of my Ance- 
Tong hear _ Wife's alive, but much endangered ; let 
me intreat to ſpeak with her before the priſon gripe Me, 


[Exe 


| 


Enter his Wife brought in a Chair. 


here ſhe comes of her ſelf. | 
Wiſe. O my ſweet husband, my dear diſtreſſed husband, 
now in the hands of unrelenting Laws, my greateſt far- 
row, my extremeſt bleeding ; now my ſoul bleeds. 
Huſ, How now ? kind to me ? did not I wound thee; 


Gent, See, 


" Wife. It makes me e'en forget all other ſorrows, ' 


Officer. Come, will you go? 

Huf. 1) kils the blood 1ipilt, and.then-'l go, - .... 

My ſoul is bloodied, well may my lips be ſo. FA 

Farewel, dear Wife, now thou and I mult part, 

I of thy wrongs, repent me with my. heart. , . _ ..... 
wie. O ſtay, thou RK Der go. FR ns t. -ſ 
Huſ. That's but in vain, you ſee it muſt be fo. __.... 

Farewel ye bloody aſhes of my Boys, " 

My puniſhments are their eternal joys. 

Let every Father look well *itto' his deeds, 


And then the: rieirs may proſper, while mine bleeds. 
G4 DV Et Hhubidwe Officers. 
Wife, More wretched am I now in this diſtreſs, 
«Than former forrows made me. ' 1] rhe th 
eHaft:'© kind Wife, be comforted; 
One joy is yet.unmurdered, | 
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friends 
To plead for pardon for my dear hushend' 


eature 
Pllever praiſe a woman for thy ſake. el 21l3 59001 
| muſt return with grief, my anſwer's ſet... 7! | i 07 
} ſhall bring news weighs heavier than-the debt; |; i; .! | 
Two Brothers ; the one in. bond lies overthrown, ;;; | 


* +7 ; 


leave thee for dead ? 


This on a Gdeadlier execution. 
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THE 


TRAGEDY 
LOCRINE. 


THE. 


ELDEST SON © 


OF 


| KING BRUTUS. 


as R—_ 4 ls _ A hh . 
—— 


_ rr era en nr nr —_ 6 7 
eATus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Oh what may long abide above this ground, 


Enter Atey with Thunder and Lightning, all in black,, with | 11 ſtate of bliſs and healthful happineſs ! [ Ex. 
a burning Torch in one hand, and a bloudy Sword in rhe 
other band, and preſently let there come forth a Lyon run- Scene Secunda. 


ning fie a Bear, or any other Bea#t, then come pw 
| » who vg A the Lyon in a dumb ſhow, and then Enter Brutus carried in a Chair , Locrine, Camber, Al. | 
Remain Atey. banat, Corineins, Guendelin, Afaracus, Debon, 


Thraſimachus. 
Atey. 
| Brutus. Moſt loyal Lords, and faithful Followe 
In penem ſeitatur & Umbra. T hat have with rey noworthy General, oy 


|  /e 1S 2D 2304 Paſſed the greedy Gulf of th* Ocean, 
| Mighty Lyon, Ruler of the Woods, _ | Leaving the Confines of fair /raly, 
| O nations ſtrength and great on, | Behold, your Bratzs draweth nigh his end, 
With hideous noiſe- ſcaring the trembling | And 1 muſt leave you, though againſt my will ; 
| Troes, My ſinews ſhrunk,my numbered ſenſes fail, 


With e clamours ſhaking all the Earth, A chilling cold poſleſſeth all my Bones 
Co ama and chac't the wandriog Beaſts : Black m3 Death with viſage Pale and wan, 
did he rango among the ſhady Trees, Preſents himſelf before my dazled Eyes, 
"| And drave the ſilly Beaſts before his Face ; And with his Dart prepared is to ſtrike : 
When ſuddenly from-out a thorny Buſh Theſe Arms, my Lords, thefe never daunted Arms, 
A dreadfot Archer with his Bow ybent, * That oft have quelPd the courage of my Foes, 
Wounded the Lyon with a diſmal ſhaft, . - | And ekediſmay'd my Neighbour's arrogance, 
So he him ſtrook, that it drew forth the bloud, Now yield to Death, o'relaid with crooked Age, 
| And filFd his furious heart with fretting ire; Devoid of ſtrength and of their proper force ; 
But all in vain he threatneth Teeth and Paws, Even as the luſty Cedar worn with years, 
ſparkleth fire from forth his flaming Eyes, That far abroad her dainty odour throws, 
' For the ſharp ſhaft gave him a mortal wound : "Mongſt all the Daughters of proud Lebayor, 
So valiant Brute, the terrour of the World, This heart, my Lords, this ne're appalled heart, 
Whoſe only looks did ſcare his Enemies, That was a terror to the bordring Lands, 
es Archer Death brought co his lateſt end. A doleful ſcourge unto my neighbour Kings, 


Now 


i es lc. ————————— 


a 4 od. a. 
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Noll by the weapons of unpartial Death, 

[s clove aſunder and bereft of life ; 

As when the ſacred oak with Thunderbolts, 

Sent from the fiery circuit of the Heavens, 

Sliding along the airs celeſtial vaults, 

{s rent and cloven to the very roots, 

[n vain therefore [ ſtruggle with this foe, 

Then welcome Death, hace God will have it ſo. 
Aſſar. Alas my Lord, we ſorrow at your caſe, 

And grieve to ſee your perſon vexed thus; 

But whatſoe'ce the fates determin'd have, 

[t lieth not in us todiſannul, 

And he that would annihilate his mind, 


Soaring with Icarus too near the Sun, 
| May cafeh a fall with young Bellerophon , 


| For when the fatal Siſters have decreed 

1 To ſeparate us from this earthly mould, 

No mortal force can countermand their minds : 
Then, worthy Lord, ſince there's no way but one, 

| Ceaſe, your laments, and leave your grievous moan, 
| (ori, Your Highneſs knows how many victories, 
How many Trophies | erected have 

Triumphantly in every place we came , 

The Grecian Monarch, warkke Parndraſſns, 

And all the crew of the « Afoloſſians : 

Goffarius the arm-ſtrong King of Gaxls, 

Have felt che force of our victorious Arms, 

And to their coſt beheld our Chivalrie, 

Where e*ce Ancora handmaid of the Sun, 

Where e*re the Sun-bright gardiant of the day, 
Where e're the joyful day with cheerful Light, 
Where e're the Light illuminates the World, 

The Trojans glory flies with golden wings, 

Wings that do ſoar beyond fell egvious flight, 


- | The fame of Brutw and his followers 


Pierceth the $kies, and with the skies the throre 
Of mighty Zove, Commander of the world, 
worthy Brutus, leave theie fad laments, 
Comfort your ſelf with this your great renown, 
And fear not Death, though he ſeem terrible. 
Brutus. Nay, { orineius, you miltake my mind, 
In conſtrying wrong the cauſe of my complaints, 
I fear'd not i yield my ſelf to fatal Death, 
God knows it was the leaſt of all my thoughts, 
A greater care torments my very Bones, 
And makes me trembie at the thought of it, 
And in your Lordings doth the ſubſtance lie. 
Thraſi, Moſt noble Lord, if ought your Loyal Peers 
Accompliſh may, to eaſe your lingring grief, 
I in the name of all prateſt to you, 
That we will boldly enterpriſe the fame, 
Were it tocater to black T arterss, 
Where triple Cerberas with his venomous throat, 
Scareth the Ghoſts with bigh reſanading noiſe, 
We'll cither rent the bowels af the Earth, 
Searching the encrails of the bruituh Earth, 
Or with bis /x:ozs overdaring ſoon, 
Be bound in Chains of ever-during Steel. 
Bru, Then harken to your Soveraign's lateſt words, 


|In which I will unto you all uafold, 


Our Royal mind and reſolute iatent. 

When golden Heber, Dabghter to great Fove, 
Cover'd my manly Cheeks with youthful Down, 
Th'unhappy ſlaughter of my luckleſs Sir, 

Drove me and old <farachus mine Eame, 

As exiles from the bounds of 7raly, 

So that perforce we were couſtrain'd to fly 

To Grecians Monarch, noble P andr afſ#s, 

There l alone did nadertake you cauſe, 

There 1 reſtor'd your antique liberty, : 
Though Gregia frown'd, and all e Molloſſia ſtorm'd, 
Though brave «Antigonus, with martial band, 

In pitched field encountred me and mine, 
Though Pandraſſus and his contributarics, 


hs 


_— O— W_—_ — — 


4 To Corus Haven happily we came, 


1 With Gogmagog, Son to Sametbexs, 
| The curſed Captain of that damned crew, 


| Iſhew'd the courage of my manly mind : 


With all the rout of their confederates, 
Sought to deface our glorious memory, 
And wipe the name of Trojans from the Earth : 
Him did I captivate with this mine Arm, 
And by compulſion forc*t him toagree 
To certain Articles, which there we did propound, 
From Grecia through the boiſterous Hellopone 
We came into the Fields of Leftrigon, 
Whereat our Brother Corineins was ; 
Which when we paſſed the Geitian gulf, 
And fotrapsfretting the 7lliciar Sea, 
Arrived on the coalts of Aquitasn ; 
Where with an Army of his barbarous Gaules 
Goffarius and his Brother Gathelus 
.ncountring with our hoſt, ſuſtain'd'the foil, 

nd for your ſakes my Turn there I loſt : : 
Turnus that flew ſix hundred men at Arms, +4 
All in an hour, with his ſharp Battle Axe, 
From thence upon the ſtronds of Albion 


And quelPd the Giants, come of Albior's race, 


And in that Ifle at length I placed you. 
Now let me ſee,if my ious toyles, 
[f all my care, if all my/grievous wounds, 
[fall my diligence were well employ'd. | 
Corin. —_—_ I followed thee and thine Cbrave} 
in 
[ hazarded m Aife and deareſt Blood, E: 
To purchaſe fayour at your Princely hands, 
And for the ſame in dangerous attew 
[n ſundry conflicts, anda divers broyls, 


For this I combated with G athelus, 1 
The Brother to Goffarixs of Gaule : , 
For this | fought with turious Gogwerog, — 
A ſavage Captain of a favage crew: | 
And for Lepr deeds _ Cornwall - | 
A grateful gift given by a gracious Kiog z 
And for thisgift, this life _ deareſt Blood, , 
Will {orineius ſpend for Braces -_ ' 
Deb. And what my Friend, brave Prince, hath yow'd 
to you, ; 
The ſame will Deboz do ants bis end. | «1 
Bru. Then, Loyal Peers, ſince youare all agreed, | 
And reſolute to follow Brutus hofts, | 


Favour, my Sons, favour thoſe , Lords, 
| And ſhield them from the dangers of their foes. : 
Locrine, the Column of my Family, wy 


And only Pillar of my weakned age : 

Locrine, draw near, draw near unto thy Sire, 

And take thy lateſt —_— his hands; 

And for thou art the.eldelt of my Sons, 

Be thou a Captain to thy Bretbren, 

And imitate thy agedFathers ſteps, 

Which will conduct thee to true honours gate ; 

For if thon follow ſacred virtues lore, 

Thou ſhalt be crowned with a Lanrel branch, pers 

And wear a wreathe of &Empiternal fame, 4 

Sorted among the glorious happy anes. 
Locrin. If Locrine do not follow your advice, 

| And bear himſelf in all things like a Prince 

That ſeeks to awplifie the great renown, 

L-ft unto him for an inheritance 

By thoſe that were his Anceſtours, 

Let rhe be flung into the Ocean | 

And ſwallowed ig the bowels of the Earth, 'S 

Or let the ruddy lightning of great Fove; t 

Deſcend upon this my devolted head. Webs * | 

[8rutus raking Ovendeltte by the hand, 

Brutus. But for 1 ſee you all tobe in doubt, | 

Who ſhall be matched with our Royal Son, 


OO I I” "I I "I 
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Locrixe, receive this preſent at my hand : 
s 


— 


— _— " 


| 
WT 


—— 


Ma. 
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1 And darling 0 
4 Take thou the South for thy Dominion, 

1 From thee there ſhall proceed a Royal race 

| That ſhall maintain the honour of this land, 

| That ſway the regal ſcepter with their hands. 


'1 To diſpoſleſs: 
| Mine Eyes waX dim, o're-caſt with clouds of age. 
. | The pangs of Death compaſs my crazed bones, 

- | Thus to you all my bleſſings I bequeath, 

*] And with my bleſſings, this my fleeting Soul. 

* | My glaſs is run, and all my miſeries 

| Do end with life : Death cloſeth up mine Eyes, 


| 
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of Focrine; 


A gift more rich than are the wealthy Mines 
Found in the Bowels of America. 

' Thou ſhalt be ſpouſed to fair Guendeline : 

' Love her, and take her, for ſhe is thine own, 


| If ſo thy Uncle and her ſelf do pleaſe. 


Corin. and herein how your Highneſs honours me, 

| It cannot now be in my ſpeech expreſt : 

For carefulPareiits glory not ſo much 

At their honour and promotion, 

As for to ſee the il]ue of their Blood 

Seated in honour and proſperity, '4 
Guend. And far be it from my pure Maiden thoughts, 

To contradict her aged Fathers will. 

T herefore ſince he to whom | muſt obey, 


| Hath given me now unto your Royal ſelf, 


| will not ſtand aloof from off the lure, 


| Like crafty Dames that moſt of all deny 


That, which they moſt deſire to pollel*. 

[Brutus twrning to Locrine, 
[Locrine kneeling. 
"Then now my Son thy part is on the ſtage, 
For thou muſt bear the perſon of a King. 


; [ Puts the Crown on his head. 
Locrine ſtand up, and wear the regal Crown, 


j-And think upon the ſtate of Majeſty, 


That thou with honour well maiſt wear the Crown, 
And if thou tendreſt theſe my lateſt words, 


| As thou requir*ſt my Soul to be at reſt, 


As thou delireſt thine own ſecurity, 
Cheriſh and love thy new betrothed wife. 

Locrine. No longer let me well enjoy the Crown, 
Than I do peerleſs Gaendeline. 

Brut. Camber. 

Cam, My Lord, | 

Brut, The glory of mine age, 

thy Mother 7unoger, 


| LC Twrning to AlabanaCt, 
And Alabanatt thy Fathers only joy, 


_ 4 Youngeſt in years, but not the young'ſt in mind, 


A perfedt pattern of all chivalrie, 
Take thou the North for thy Dominion, 
A country full of hills and ragged rocks, 


| Repleniſhed wigh fierce untamed beaſts, 


As correſpondent to thy martial thoughts. 
Live long my Sons with endleſs happineſs, 


;| And bear firm concordance among your ſelves, 
:} Obey the counſels of theſe Fathers grave, 

[} That you may better bear out vioknce, 

:| But ſuddenly through weakneſs of my age, 

*} And the defect of youthful puiſſance, 


My Maladie increaſeth more and mare, 
And cruel Death haſteneth his quickned pace, 
of my earthly ſhape, 


My Soul in haſt flies to the Elyſian fields. [ He dieth. 
Loc. Accurſed ſtars, damn'd and accutſed ſtars, 

Toabbreviate my noble Father's life, 

Hard-hearted gods, and too envious fates, 


- | Thus to cut off my Father's fatal thred, 
' | Bratus that was-a plory to us all, 


* | Brutus that was a terror to his foes, 


Alas too ſoon by Demagorgor's knife, 
The martial Brutus is berett of life. 
No ſad complaints may move juſt Lacus. 
Corin, No dreadful threats can fear judge Khodomanth., 


. 
JR EE 


| Sound Drums and Trumpets, march to-Trinovart, 


- | gobd fame, and name, majeftical, in apparel comely, in 


: | hard, as to deſpiſe a proper tall young man of a handſome 


, Wert thou as ſtrong as mighty Hercales, 

That tam'd the huge monſters of the world, 
Plaid'ſt thou as ſweet, on the ſweet ſounding Late, 
As did the ſpouſe of fair Euridice, 

That did enchant the waters with his noiſe, 

And made the Stones, birds, beaſts, to lead a dance, 
Conſtrain'd the hilly trees to follow him, 

Thou conld*ſt not move the judge of Crebr, 

Nor move compaſlion in grim Pluto's heart, 

For fatal Mors expecteth all the world, 

Andevery man mult tread the way of Death, 
Brave T antalus, the valiant Pelops fire, 

Gueſt to the gods, ſuffered untimely Death, 

And old Fleithonus Husband to the morn, 

And cke grim AMinos whom jult Fypicer 

D:ign'd to admit unto his ſacrifice, 

The thundring trumpets of blood-thirſty Mars. 
The fearful rage of fell T:/ipboer. 

The boiltrovs waves of humid Ocean, _ 

Are inſtruments and tools of diſmal Death, 
Then.noble couſin ceaſe to mourn his chance, 
Whoſe age and years were ſigns that he ſhould die. 
[t reſteth now that we inter his bones, 

That was a terror to his Enemies. 

Take up his coarſe, and Princes hold him dead, 
Who while he liv'd, upheld the Trojan State. 


. 
| 
j 
; 


There to provide our chieftains Funeral. LExeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Strumbo above in a gown, with Ink, 
and Paper in his band, ſaying, 


Strum, "Either the four Elements, the ſeven Planets and 
all the particular Stars of the Pole Antaſtick,are adverſitive 
againſt me,. or elſe I was begotten and born in the wainof | 
the Moon, when every thing, as Lattantins in his fourth} 
Book of Conſtultations doth ſay, goeth arſward. I Maſters, 

I, you may laugh, but I muſt weep ; you may joy, but1| 
muſt ſorrow ; ſhedding falt tears from the watry Fountains 
of my moiſt daiaty fair Eyes, along my comely and ſmooth 
cheeks, in as great plenty as the water runneth from the 
bucking-tubs, or red wine out of the Hogs-heads : for truſt 
me, Gentlemen and my very good Friends, and fo forth : 
the little god, nay the deſperate god Cuprit, with one of his 
vengible birds bolts, hath ſhot me unto the heel : ſo not 
only, but alſo, oh fine phraſe, I burn, [ burn, and I burn a, 
in love, in love, and in love a, ah Srrambo, what haſt thou 
ſeen, not Dine with the Als Tom ? Yea with theſe Eyes 
thou haſt ſeen her, and therefore pull them out : for they 
willwork thy bail. Ah Strumbe, haſt thon heard the voice 
of the Nightingale, but a voice ſweeter than hers, yea with 
theſe cars haſt thou heard them, and therefore cut them 
off, for they have caus'd thy ſorrow. Nay Strwmbo, kill 
thy ſelf, drown thy ſelf, hang thy ſelf, ſtarve thy ſelf, Oh 
but then I ſhall leave my ſweet heart, Oh my heart ! Now 
pate for thy Maſter, 1 will dite an aliquant Jove-piſtle to 
her, and then ſhe hearing the grand verboſity of my Scrip- 
ture, will love my preſently, 
| [ Let him write 4 little, and then read. | 
My pen is naught, Gentlemen, lend me a knife, 1 think the 
more haſte the worſt ſpeed. 
F [Then write again, and after read. 
So it is, Miſtris Dorothie, and the ſole eſſence of my Soul, 
that the little ſparkles of affetion kindled in me towards 
your ſweet ſelf, hath now increaſed to a great flame, and 
will ere it be long conſume my poor heart, except you 
with the pleaſant water of your ſecret Fountain, quench 
the furious heat of the ſame. Alas, I ama Gentleman of 


_ 


gate portly, Let not therefore your gentle heart be fo 


lite, 


— 
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life, and by deſpiſing him, not only but alſo to kill him Thra. Right noble Lord, our. ſubje » 
Thus expecting time and ride, 1 bid you farewel, Your Muſt needs —_- nano aeoma-® =" 2h Nc 
Servant, Sigmor Strumbo, Eſpecially in ſuch a cauſe as this, , ; | 
Oh wir, O pate,-O memory, O hand, Olnk, O Paper. | That much concerns your Highneſs great content, - ': *; 
Well, now I will ſend it away. Trompart, Trompart, | Locr. Then frolick, Lordings, to fair Concords Walls 
what a Villain is this? Why Sirrah, come when your | Where we will paſs the day in Knightly ſports 
Maſter calls you. Trompart. The night in Dancing and in figured Masks, : | 
| [_Trompart entring ſaith | And offer to God Riſua all our ſports. «bl 
Anon; Sir. 'y | 
Strumbo. Thou knoweſt, my pretty Boy, what a good = 
Maſter [ have beea to thee ever ſince I took thee into my | — an 
ſervice, | f 
Trom. I, Sir. = Ir $489. 
Strum. And how | have chetiſhed thee always, as if Aus g ecundus. Scena P rima. 


thou hadſt been the fruit of my Loyns , Fleſh of my 


Fleſh, and Bone of my Bone. Enter Ate as before, after a little Lightning and Thin. | 
Trom, I, Sir. dring, let there come forth this ſhow : Perſeus and. An: | 
Strum. Then fhew thy ſelf herein a truſty ſervant, and | dromeda, hand in band, and Cepheus alſo with Swords' 

carry this Letter to Miſtreſs Dorothy, and tell” her. and Targets, Then let there come, out of another Door 


[Speaking #3 bis Ear. | Phineus , al black in Armour , with «Ethiopians | 

[Exiu Trompart. | him, —_—_— Perſeus, and NergF aopmnny 
Strum. Nay, Maſters, you ſhall ſee a Marriage by and | meda, let them depart, Ate remaining, ſeying, 

by. But here ſhe comes. Now mult I frame my amorous 


paſſions. Regit omnia numen. 
Enter Dorothy and Trompart. Hen Perſeus martied fair Andromeda, 
| The only Daughter of King Cephexs, 

Doro, Signior Strumbo, well met, I received your Let- | He thought he had eſtabliſht well his Crown, F 
ters by your man here, who told me a pittiful ſtory of | And that his Kingdom ſhould for aye endure. 4 
your anguiſh, and ſo underſtanding your paſſions were | But lo proud Phinexs with a Band of. men, i 
ſogreat, 1 came hither ſpeedily. Contriv'd of San-buxat </£thioppans, 4 


Serum, Oh, my ſweet and Pigſney, the fecundity of | By force of Arms the Bride he took from him, 1 
my ingeny is not ſo great, that may declare utto you the And turn'd their joy into a flood of tears. : 
ſorrowful ſobs, and broken ſleeps that I ſuffered for your | So fares it with young Locrine and bisLove, 


ſake ; and therefore I delire you to receive me into your | He thinks this marriage tendeth to bis weal, a- Þ 
familiarity. h | But this foul day,; this foul accucſed day, - 2 
| 1s the beginning of higmiſeries,c,:! ---: 39 Kain 

For your Love doth lie, Behold where Humber and his eonkins 

As near and as nigh, Approacheth nigh with all his Warlike Train, 4 

Unto my beart within, 1 need not 1, the-ſequel ſhall declare, | 

As mine Eye to my Noſe, What tragick chances fell out in this War. 41410 
My Leg unto my Hoſe, E af \ 277 21/4 [Exeunt. 

And my Fleſh nnto my Skin, | ; 4 
l Dor. Truly , Mr. Strambo , =_ ſpeak Li a, | Scena Secunda. aw. © 
or me to underſtand the drift of your mind, and there. abs! 149 1: od. iCiinm bod 

fore tell your tale in plain terms, and leave off your dark Enter Humber, Hubba, Eſtrilo,, Segar,...1; | 
Riddles, ' | . 484; their Sanldrers. 11 11 


10108 


Strum, Alas, Miſtreſs Dorothy, this is my luck, that | ls Silt POT) | 
when I moſt would, I cannot be underſtood : fo that my || Hum. At lengththeSnail:doth climb; the higheſt 
great learning is an inconvenience-unto me. Byt to ſpeak | Afcendiag up: the, ſhately Caſtle Walls, - 


in plain terms, 1 love you, Miſtreſs Dorothy, if you like | At length the Wates with. continual, nei 
to accept me into your fainuliarity. Doth penetrate the hardeſt marble ious ; ark | 
{ Dor, If this be all, I am content, Oi; At length we are @rrived-in' Albwayon i 1: 46 bonk | 
[Turning to the people. |'Nor could the batbatous Dacian, Soveraign,  : +: 127 
Strum. Say'ſt thou ſo, ſweet: Wench, let; me{lick thy |! Nor yet the Ruler of' bgave; Belgians; |: -u. link f 
(Toes. Farewel, Miſtreſs. -If any. of you be. in_love,;|/Stay us from HSRC Weg 13 oi egainf] 
provide ye 4 Cap Caſe full. of new coin'd words, and || Whereas | hear alto oF ations: + 4:04 2997 FTE 
then ſhall you ſoon have the: ſaccado de labres, and ſome-||Under the Condudt of: wes BOD5 011 11 fo6ts bo 
[thing elſe. HED 15%. W558 208 1 | Have pitch'd up by Payillions4ic Jo 160147 $413 92 off 
| F | / LExennt. || And hope to proſper inthis lovely Ile ;,. 7 1 lad t} 
| | -/ - [Bur I will fultrare alichoe Foollh Io ban 
Ps + _ | And teach thengs Scythian Emperour |. -/ {| + 
Scena (Quarta. | | Leads Fn on of Gold; not ant 
| . BE” _ | Conſtraining her to yield untotbis will, lt wn” 
Enter Locrine , Guendeline, Camber, Albanact, Cort- | And grace him with; their Regal Diadem2 | » 41w 3110 
neius, Aſfarachus, Debon, Thraſimachus. Which I will have, |maugre-theis treble | 05 29005 | 
| vor 22 , And econ pang png gn w=r?" 
Locrine. Uncle and Princes of brave Brizany, '| Hubba, If ſhe thay gples fair Rbamnis golden Gates y.; 4 H 
Since that our noble Father is Entomb'd, | Grant us the hopguziok the. Vidtory, von |). | oitonal Tho» 
As. beſt beſeem'd ſo brave a Prince as he,. As bighertq ſhe always fayour'd;v8,/121/ ifs bakf 
If fo you pleaſe, this day my Love and |, -- Right noble Fatherz we;will cule the, Land,  -;/; jg, 5t 
Wihin the Temple of Concordia, Enthronis'd in Seats of Topaz sf voatT 


Will ſolemnize our Royal Marriage. /,, © That Locrine and;bis Peres b may know, Aghed3 | 
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| The Tragedy of Loctine: 


: None muſt be Kiog but Humber and his Son. 
' Hum. Courage my Son, Fortune ſhall favour us, 


| | And yield' to us the Coronet of Bayes, 


That decketh none but noble Conquerours : 

But what ſaith £/fr:d to theſe Regions ? 

;How liketh dhe che. temperature thereof? 

Are they not pleaſant in her gracious Eyes ? 

 .Elftr. The Plains,my Lord, garniſht with Flora's wealth, 
ny 35 7 av with party-coloured Flowers,., 

Do yield ſweet contentation to my mind, 

'The airy Hills enclos'd with ſhady Groves, 


'The Groves repleniſht with ſweet chirping Birds, 
'The Birgs bf wang ave lody, 
Are I} tothe pag SN Mas | 
Where Phebus with theſe learned (adies nine, 
Delightthemſelves with muſick Harmony, 
And from the moiſture of the Mountain tops, 
[The ſilent ſprings dance down with murmuriog ſtreams, 
And water all the ground with cryſtal Waves, 
The gentle blaſts ſom _ yu 
\Moving the pittering leaves of Silvane's Woods, 
Do equal it Fich Tempe's Paradile, 
And thus comforted all to one effect, \- 
make me think theſe are the happy Iſles, 

olt fortunate if Humber may them win. | 

Hubba. Madam, where reſolution leads the way, 
And courage follows with emboldened pace, 
Fortune can never uſe her Tyranny; 
For valiantneſs is like unto a Rock 
'That ſtandeth on the- Waves of Ocean, 
Which though the Billows beat on every ſide, 
And Boreas fell with his tempeſtuous ſtorms, 
loweth upon: it-with a hideous clamovr, 
Yet it man = —_—_ <4 9 
Hun, Kingly relolv'd, thou glory of t e: 
But worthy Segar, what ancouth O\ aities? | 
Bring'ſt thou unto our Royal Majeſty ? 
 Seg. My Lord, the youngeſt of all - Brazus Sons, 
Stout AlbaneF, with millions of men, < 
Approacheth nigh, and meaneth e're the Morn, 
To try your force by dint of: fatal Sword. 
' Hum, Tut, let him come with millions of Hoſts, 


He _ — good enough, 

Yea fit for thoſe that age gur Enemies : 

For we'll receive TN is, 
And maſlacre their Bodies yith our Blades : 
Yea though they were in number jafinite; * '- © + 
More than the mighty B an Queen, 
ary od _ of the ofh, "yl : 
Eng pug 
Yet would we not ſtart back one foot'from'them : 
'That they might know we arc invineible: -- 
; Hub, Now by 
And the immortal gods thar live therein, 
When as the Morning ſhews his chearful Face, 
' And Lucifer mounted upon his Steed, ' -- 
{Brings in the Chariot of the golden Sun, - ' 

| 


'Pll meet young <Albanadt-in the apen held, 
And crack my Launceupon'his oo ] 
To try the valour of ho Doyilh rength-: . 
There will 1 ſhew ſuck ruthful: fpeſtacles. 
| And cauſe ſo greatefiafion of bloudj+ - - - 
That all his Boyes ſhall' wonder at 'my\ſtrength ! 
As when the Warlike:Queen of Amatorn, 
Pentbeſilea armed wittther Launce, *\ ©! 
Girt with a Corflet of- bright ſhining ſteel; ' 
Coopt up the ſfaint-hedrt Greerany inthe Camp. 
Hum. Spoke like's wathke Knight; my noble Son, 
Nay, Hike «Prince that Teeks his'Fathet's Joy, = 
Therefore to Morrow ere fair Tiran thine; 
And baſbful Eo: Meſſanger of light; 
Expels the liquid feep from out mens Eyes, 
'Thou ſhalt conduct the right _—_—_ the Hoſt, 
The lefe Wing ſhall be under Seg4r's charge, 


& 


 Fove Ag of Heaven, | 


' *-| How merrily he ſitteth on his ſtool : 
, || But when he ſees that needs ho' muſt be preſd, | 
. | He'll turn his note and fing another tune, 1 


ey 


- | Cap. OSir, ye need not 


| Strwm,. And yet our gains be much withal : 


'  - *'] any old Shooes or Buskins, or will you have your, Shooes 
'/ | clouted, 1 will do them, as well as any Cobler in Carbnes 


The Rearward ſhall be under me my ſelf ; 
And lovely Elz#rid fair and gracious, 

If Fortune favour me in mine attempts, 

Thou ſhalt be Queen of lovely Albion. 

Fortune ſhall favour me in mine attempts, 

And make thee Queen of lovely £M1b:on. 

| Come let us in and muſter up our Train, 
And furniſh up our luſty Souldiers, 

That they may be a Bulwark to our ſtate, ' 
And bring-our wiſhed joyes to perfeft end. 


R LExeunt, 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Strumbo, Dorothy, Trompart, Cobling + 
Shooes, and ſinging. 


Trow, We Coblers lead a merry life : | 
eAll, Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Serum. Void of all envy and ſtrife : 

<All. Dan-diddle dan. 

Dor. Our eaſe is great, our labour ſmall : 
All, Dan, dan, dan, dan. 


All. Dan diddle dan. 
Dor. With this art ſo fine and fair: 
= Dan, dan, dan, dan. 
rom, 'No tion may compare : 
Al. Daa diddle dan. X 
Strum, For merry paſtime and joyful glee: 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 
Dor. ' Moſt men we Coblers þe: . 
Dan diddle- dan. | 
Trom. The Can ſtands full of nappy Ale, 
Dan, dan, dan, dan, + 
Strum, In our Shop ſtill withouten fail: 
Dan diddle dan, * + + | 
Dor. This is our meat, this is our food : 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. ” ©: | 
Trom, This brings usv0 a merry mood : 
Dan diddle dan. . -- 
Strum. This makes ys work for Company : 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 
Dor. To pull the Tankards cheerfully :. ' :/ - 
Dan diddle dan. ' -- - "24y 
Trom.- Drink to thy Hysband Dorotby, 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. | 
Dor, Why then my Strumbo there's to thee: . 
Dan diddle dan. -! - © J 
Strum, Drink thou the reſt Trompart amain 2. 
Dao, dan, dan, dan. | 
Dor. When that is gane, - 
Dan diddle dan, 


Cay. The pooreſt ſtate is fartheſt from annoy, . | 


we'll filPt again s" 


Ho, by your leave Maſter Cobler. 2. 
Strum. You are welcome, Gentleman, what will you 


| whatſoever ? r _ p his Pro 
| | Captain ſhewing him Preſs-money. 
O Mafter Cobler , "Os far dentivet in me, fod 
don you ſte this? I come not ta buy any Shooes, but to 
buy your ſelf; come, Sir, you muſt be a Souldier in the 
King's Caufe.' -- 9 2271 Es 

Strum, Why, but hear you, Sir, : has: your King any 
Commiſſion to take-any man againſt his: will 1 pros |, 
= you, I can ſcant believe.it, or did he give you Come 
miſſion ? | 


cate for that, L need-ne Camus 
miſſion : 
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| T he Tragedy of Loctine. 491} 

miſſion: hold here, I command you in the name of our /Chaſing the Grecians over Simoeiz, 2h 
King Albanatt, to appear to morrow in the Town-Houſe | Were not to be compared to theſe two Knights; 
of C athnes. Alba. Well haſt thou painted ont In Eloquence 

Strum. Ring Na#tabell, | cry God mercy, what have | The Portraiture of Humber and his Son 3 

we to do with him, or he with us? but you Sir Malter | As fortunate as was Polycrates, 
Capontail, draw your Paſtboard, or elſe 1 promite you, | Yet ſhould they not eſcape our conquering Swords, 


{I give” you a Canvaſado with a Baſtinado over your | Or boaſt of ought but of our Clemency. 
ſhoulders, and teach you to come hither with your imple- | 


— 


ments. | 
Cap. | pray thee good Fellow be,content , 1 do the Efter Strumbo and Trompart crying often | 
Kings Command. ONT . + 
Strum. Put me out of your Book then, . Wild-fire and pitch, wild-fire and pitch, &+. = 
Cap. I may not. Thra. What Sirs,what mean you by theſe clamors thade; 
[Strumbo ſnatching up ſtaff. | Thoſe outcries raiſed in our ſtately Court ? 
, No will, come, Sir, will your ſtomach ſerve you, by | Strum. Wild-fire and pitch, wild fire and pitch. | 
golls blew hood and halidom , 1 will have a bout with] Thra. Villains I ſay, tell us the cauſe hereof? 
you, [Fight both. | Strum. Wild-fire and pitch, wild-fire and pitch. | 
Thra. Tell me you Villains, why you make this noiſe, | 
Enter Thraſimachus, Or with my Lance, I will prick your Bowels out. 
All. Where are your Houſes, where's your dwelling | 
Thra. How now, what noiſe, what ſudden clamor's this? | place ? rY 
How now, my Captain and the Cobler ſo hard at it ? Strum. Place, Ha, ha, ha, laugh a month and a day at 
Sirs what is your quarrel ? ] him z place ! I cry God mercy, why do you think'that | 
(ap. Nothing , Sir, but that he will not-take Preſs: | ſuch poor honeſt men as we be, hold our Habiractes in | 
money, Kings Palaces: Ha, ha, ha. But becauſe you ſeern'to | 
Thra. Here, good Fellow, take it at my command, | be an abominable Chieftain, 1 will tell you your ſtate, | 
Unleſs you mean to be ſtretch'd. . 0 
Strum. Truly, Maſter Gentleman, I lack no money, if From the top to the toe, ft 
you pleaſe | will reſign it to one of theſe poor Fellows. - From the head to the ſhoe”, " 
Thra. No ſuch matter, From the beginning to_the ending. 


Look you be at the common Houſe to morrow, | 
. [Exi. Thraſimachus ard the Captain. } £ 

Strum. O Wife | have ſpun a fair thread, if I had been | This honeſt Felow and [ had onr manſion Cottage in 
quiet, I had not been preſt, and therefore well may 1 | the Subutbs of this City, hard by the Temple of 2dercary. 
wayment ; But come Sirrah, ſhut up, for we muſt to the | And by the common Souldiers of the Shittens, pray on 
Wars. [Excun, | ans, wh do you call them? with-all the Su | were 
| burnt to the grgund, 'and the aſhevate left the 
Country Wives to waſh Bucks withal, --And that which 
Scena Quarta. | grieves me moſt, my loving Wife , O cruel ſtrife; the | 
wicked Flames did roaſt, 


From the building to the burning. 


; 
| 


Enter Albana&t, Debon, Thraſimachus, 7 6h 
and the Lords. And therefore Captain Cruſt, 


We will continually cry, 

Alb. Brave Cavaliers, Princes of Albany, Except you' ſeek, a remedy, 
Whoſe trenchant Blades with our deceaſed Sire, Our Houſes to re=edify, 
Paſſing the Frontiers of brave Greci, Which now are burnt to duſt, 
Were bathed in our Enemies lukewarm bloud, = 
Now is the time to manifeſt your wills, Both cry. Wild-fire and Pitch, Wild-fire and Pitchy 
Your haughty minds and reſolutions, Alba. VVell, we muſt remedy theſe outragess 
Now opportunity is offered And throw revenge upon their hateful Heads, | 
To try your courage and your earneſt zeal, And you good Fellows for your Houſes burnt, | 
Which you always proteſt to Albanat, V Ve will remunerate your ſtore of 'Golt, 
For at this time, yea at this preſent time, And build your Houſes by our Palace Gate, 4 
Stout Fugitives come from the Scythians bounds S:rumbo, Gate ! O petty Treaſon to my Perſon, n6 
Have pe red every place with mutinies ; where elſe but by your backſide z Gate ! oh how lam 
Bat truſt me, Lordings, I will never ceaſe vexed 1n my Coller: Gate! 1 cry God _— do you | 
To perſecute the Raſcal Runnagates, hear, Maſter Xing ? If you mean to gratifie {ach poor 
Till all the Rivers ſtained with their bloud, men, as we be, you mult build our Houſes by the. T4 
Shall fully ſhew their fatal overthrow. Vern. UP 

Deb. UM ſhall your Highneſs merit great renown, Alba. It ſhall be done, Sir. 


And imitaze your aged Father's ſteps. Strum, Near the Tavern, I; by Lady, Sir, it was ſpo- | 
Alb. But tel me. Coulin,cam'ſt thou through the plains? | ken like a good Few. Do you hear, Sir ? when our | 


And ſaw'ſt thou there the faint heart Fugitives Houle is builded, if you do chance to paſs or re-paſs that | 
Muſtring their weather beaten >= ay | way, we will beſtow a Quart of the beſt VVine upon 
What order keep they in their marſhalling ? you ? fn —_ LExit.y © 
Tbra. After we paſt the Groves of (aledone, Alb. It grieves me, Lordings, that my Subjects goods 
We did behold the ſtragling Scythians Camp, Should thus be ſpoiled by the Scythians, be» 
Repleat with men, ſtor'd with munition ; VVhoas you ſee with lightfoot Forragers, 
There might we ſee the valiant minded Knights Depopulate the places where they come, | 
Fetching Carrigrs along the ſpacious plains, But curſed Humber thou ſhalt rue the day | 
Humber and Hubba arm'd in azure blue, That ere thou cam'lt unto Cathneſ6a, on tat bf 
Mounted upon their jw a> _ [£xeunt; 
Went to behold the pleaſant flowring nelds z > 
Hetitor and Trois, m=_ lovely Sons, R by B hb b b 2 Serena ; 


- . , _— 4 c 
——_— 
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T he Tragedy of Locrine. 


" Scena (uinta. 


Enter Humber, Hubba, Segar, Truſfier, and 
E X their Souldiers. 


' Hum, Hubba, gotakea Coronet of our Horſe, 
' As many Lanciers, and light-armed Knights, 

As may ſuffice for.ſuch an enterpriſe, 

'And place them in the Grove of Chalcedon, 

'With theſe, when as the skirmiſh doth encreaſe, 

Ries ice thou from the belters of the wood, 

| nd ſet upon the weakned Trojans backs, 

For policy joyned with Chivalry, 

Can never be put back from Victory. 

FP FExennt. 
Ix # 

Enter AlbanaQt, Clowns with him. 


Alb. Thou baſe born Hum, how durſt thou be fo 
| * bold, 
| As Once to menace warlike eAMbanatt ? 
The great Commander of theſe Regions, 
But thou ſhalt buy thy raſhoeſs with thy Death, 
| And rue too late thy over-bold attempts, 
For with this Sword, this Inſtrument of Death, 
That hath been drenched in my Foe-mens Blood, 
Ple ſeparate thy Body from thy Head, - 
And ſet that Coward Blaod of thine abroach. 
| Strrum, Nay with this ſtaff great Strumbo's Inſtrument, 
Ple crack thy Cockscomb, paltry Scythian. 

Hum. Nor wreak I of thy threats thou princox Boy, 
Nor do 1 fear thy fooliſh inſalency, : 
And bnt thou better uſe thy bragging blad ey 
Than thou doſt rule thy overflowing Tongue, '' 

| ious Britain, thou ſhalt know too ſoon 
The force of Humber and his Scythians, ? 


% 


[ Let them fight. 
| C Humber ard bis Souldiers run tn. 
| Strum, O horrible, terrible, 


Sctna Sexta. 


Sound the Alarm. Enter Humber and bu Seuldiers. 


Hum. How bravely this young Britain, Albanatt, 
Darteth abroad the Thunderbolts of war, 
Beating down millions with his ferious mood : 
| And in his glary triumphs over all, 
Moving the maſlie quadrants of the ground ; 
Heap Hills on Hills, to ſcale the ſtarry skie: 
| As when Briareas armed with an hundred hands, 
Flungforth an hundred mountains at great Fove, 
And when the monſtrous gyant e Honichus 
| Hurd mount Olympus at great Mars his targe, 
And ſhot huge Cedars at Mimervs's ſhield. 
\ How doth he overlook with haughty front 
My fleeting hoſt, and lifts his lofty face 
} Againſt us all that now do fear his force, 
| Like as we ſee the wrathful Sea from War, 
In a great mountain heapt with hideous noiſe, 
{ With chouſand billows beat againſt the Ships, 
{ And toſs them in the Waves like Tennis Balls. 
- [Sound the Alarm, 
Hum. A me, I fear my Hubba is ſurpris'd, 


Sound again. Enter AlbanaCt. 


Alba. Follow me, Souldiers, follow Albanatt ; 
| Purſue the Scythiavs flying through the field : 

Let none of them eſcape with Victory : 
That They may know the Britains force is more 


m—_ 
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Than all the power of the trembling Hunn:, 

Thra, Forward, brave Souldiers , forward, keep the 
chaſe, 

He that takes Captive Humber or his Son, 

Shall be rewarded with a Crown of gold, 


Sound Alarm, then let them fight, Humber give back, 

Hubba- Enters at their backs, and kills Debon , ler 
Strumbo fall down, AlbanaCt rwn in, and afterwards 
enter Wounded, | 


Alba. Injurious Fortune, haſt thou croſt me thus ? 
Thus in the Morning of my Victories, 
Thus in the prime of my felicity 
To cut me oft by ſuch hard overthrow. 
Hadſt thou no time thy rancour todeclare, 
But in the ſpring of all my dignities ? 
Hadſt thou no place to ſpit thy venome out, 
But on the perſon of young Albanatt ? 
| that e're while did ſcare mine Eneqpies, 
And drove them almoſt to a ſhameful flight : 
[ that ere while full Lyon-like did fare 
Amonglt the dangers of the thick throng'd pikes, 
Muſt now depart moſt lamentably ſlain 
By Humber*'s Treacheries and Fortunes ſpights : 
Curlt by their charms, damn'd be her curſed charms 
That doth delude the wayward hearts of men, 
Of men that truſt unto her fickle wheel, 
Which never leaveth turning upſide down, 
O gods, O heavens, allot me but the place 
Where [ may find her hateful manſion, 
le paſs the Alps to watry AMeroe, 
Where hery Phebxs in his chariot, 
The wheels whereof are deckt with Emeralds, 
Caſt ſuch a heat, yea ſuch a ſcorching heat, 
And ſpaileth Flor of her chequered graſs, 
le overturn the monntain Caucaſus, 
Where fell {himera ja her triple ſhape, 
Rolleth hot Flames from out her monſtrous panch, 
Scaring the beaſts with iſſue of her gorge, 
Ple pals the frozen Zone where lcy flakes 
Stopping the pallage of the fleeting Ships 
Do hie, like mountains in the congeal'd Sea, 


| VVhere if I find that hateful Houſe of Hers, 


Ple pull the fickle wheel from out her hands, 
And tie her ſelf in everlaſting bands: 
But all in vain I breathe theſe threatnings, 
The day is loſt, the Fumns are conquerors, 
Debon is lain, my men are done to Death, 
The currents ſwift ſwim violently with Blood, 
And laſt, O that this laſt Night ſo long laſt, 
My ſelf with wounds paſt all recovery, 
Muſt leave my Crown for Humber to poſlels. 
Strum, - Lord have Mercy upon us, Maſters, I think this 


God knows full ſore againſt their wii:3. 
Thra. Fly, noble Albanat, and ſave thy ſelf, 
The Scythian: follow with great celerity, 
And there's no way but fight, or ſpeedy Death, 
Flie, aoble Albanat, and fave thy ſelf. 
[ Sound the Alarm, 
Alba. Nay let them flie that fear to die the Death, 
That tremble at the name of fatal ors, 
Ne're ſhall proud Humber boaſt or brag himſelf, 
That he hath put young Albanatt to flight: 
And leſt he ſhould triumph at my decay, 


This Sword ſball reave his Maſter of his life, 
That ofc hath ſay'd his Maſters doubufn! life : 
But oh my Brethren if you care for me, | 
Revenge my Death upon his Traiterous Head. 


Et vos queis domus eft migrantis regia ditis, 
*,Qui regitis rigido ſtygios moder amine lucos : 

N ox ceci regina pols furialis Erinnys, 4 
Duque 


o 


is a Holy-day, every man lies ſleeving in the fields, byt: 


| 
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The Tragedy of Locrine. 293 


Ditque deexque omnes Albanum tollite regem, 
Tollite fiuminets undis rigidaque palude 


Nunc me fata vocant, hoc condam pettore ferrum. A Fo, us T ertins S cena Prima 
{Thruſt himſelf throvgh. Oy } 
nter Ate as before, The dumb ſhow. A Crocodile fat 
Enter Truwpart, , a rivers _ and a little 1 ſtinging it. SY ol 
: : let both of t | 
O what hath he done ? his noſe bleeds : but I ſmell a Fox, Thos 25 eoricesromey 
_ —_—_ my _ yr ymnny Maſter. Ate. (\Cilerain authorem cadunt. 
tram. Let me alone, I tell thee, for 1 am dead. High on a bank by Nilw boiſter pl 
Trump. Yet one, good, ood, Maſter. | Fearfully ix th*Egyptiar Crocodile, erous ſtreams, - 
Strum. | will not ſpeak, for am dead, I tell thee. Dreadfully grinding in her ſharp long teeth 
Trump, And is my Maſter dead ? The broken bowels of a filly fiſh, 26 
O ſticks and ſtones, brickbats and bones, His back was arm'd againſt the dint of ſpear , 
and is my Maſter dead? With ſhields of braſs that ſhin'd like burniſht gold 
O you Cockatrices, and you Bablatrices, And as he ſtretched forth his cruel paws, 
that in the Woods dwel] : A ſubtil Adder creeping cloſely near, 
You briers and brambles, you Cook-ſhops and ſhambles, | Thruſting his forked ſting into his claws, 
come howl and yell. . Privily ſhed his poiſon through his bones, | 
With howling and ſcreeking, with wailing and weeping, | Which made him ſwell that there his bowels burſt 
come you to lament. That did ſo much in his own greatneſs truſt, 
O Colliers of Croyden, and Ruſticks of Royden, So Humber having conquered AlbazaZ, 
and Fiſhers of Kent, . Doth yield his dlory unto Locrine's ſword. 
For Strumbo the Cobler, the fine merry Cobler Mark what enſues, and you may eaſily ſee, 


of Cathnes Town: That all our life is but a Tragedy. [Exi. 
At this ſame ſtoure, at this yery hour 

lies dead on the ground. ; | TY 4 
O Maſter, thieves, thieves, thieves. Scena Secunda. 

Strum, Where be they ? cox me tuany , bobekin, let | 
me be riſing, be gone, we ſhall be robb'd by and by. 


ah a6 M6. 2 ED... 


4 


Enter Locrine, Guendeline, Cocineius, Aſaracus, 


Scena Oftava. | A ITOAITn 
Locrine. And is this true, is AlbanaZus {lai 
Enter Hamber, Hubba, Segar, Thraſſier, Eſtrild, Hath umber with his raglin -— 
and the Souldiers, With that his Army made of Currs, 
Brought our redoubted Brother to his end ? 
Hum, Thus from the dreadful ſhocks of furious Xfars's | O that I had the Thracian harp, 
Thundring Alarms, and Rhamnuſia's Drum For to awake out of the infernal ſhade 
We are retired with joyful Victory, | Thoſe ugly Devils of black Erebus, | 
The ſlaughter'd Trojans ſqueltring in their blood, That might torment the damned Traitor's ſoul : Þ 
lafect the air with their carcaſſes, O that I bad Amphior's inſtrument ; | 
And are a prey for every ravenous bird. Toquicken with his vital-notes and tunes 
Eſtrild. So periſh they that are our enemies, The flinty joints of every ſtony rock, 
So periſh they that love not Humber's weal. By which the Scythians might be puniſhed 3 
And mighty Fove, Commander of the World, For, by the lightning of almighty ove, 
Prote&t my love from all falſe treacheries, The Hunz ſhall die, had he ten thoufand lives; 
Hum, Thanks, lovely Eſtrild, ſolace to my ſoul, And would to God he had tenthouſand lives, 
But, valiant Hubba, for thy Chivalry That 1 might with the arm-ſtrong Hercules 
Declar'd againſt the men of «Albany, Crop off ſo vile an _—_ hiſſing heads. 
Loe here a flowring Garland wreath'd of Bay, But ſay me, Couſin, for I long to hear, 
As a reward for this thy forward mind. How Albanatt came by untimely death ? 
[Set it on his head, Thraſi. After the traiterous Hoſt of Scythians 
| Hub. This unexpected honour, noble Sire, Entred the field with Martial equipage, 
ill prick my courage unto braver deeds, Young Albana#, impatient of delay, 
And cauſe me to attempt ſuch hard exploits, Led forth his Army *gainſt the ſtragling mates, 
That all the world ſhall ſound of Hubba's name. Whoſe multitude did daugt our Souldiers minds, 
| How, And now, brave Souldiers, for this good ſucceſs, | Yet nothing could diſmay the froward Prince; 
Carouſe whole cups of Amazonian Wine, | But with a courage molt heroical, 
Sweeter than __ or eAmbroſia, Like to a lion *mongſt a flock of lambs, 
And caſt away the clods of curſed care, Made havock of the. fgint-heart fugitives, | 
With Goblets crown'd with Semeleixs gifts, Hewing a paſſage through them with his ſword z 
Now let us march to Ab ſilver ſtreams, Yea we had almoſt given them the repulſe, 
That clearly glide along the Champane fields, When ſuddenly from out the ſilent wood R 
And moiſt the graſlie meads with humid drops. Hubba with twenty thouſand Souldiers, 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, ſound up cheerfully, Cowardly came upon our weakued backs, 
Sith we returtwith joy and victory. And murthered all with fatal maſſacre 


Amongſt the which old Debon, Martial Knight, 

With many wounds was brought unto the death : 

And Albanatt oppreſt with multitude, 

Whilſt valiantly he feld his enemies, 

Yielded his life and honour to the duſt, 

He being dead, the Souldiers fled amain, | 
Bbbb 3 And 
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And 1 alone eſcaped them by flight, 

To bring you Tidings of theſe accidents, 

Locr. Nor aged Priam King of ſtately Troy, 

Grand Emperour of barbarous A4ſ#a, 

Whea he beheld his noble mifded Sons 
Slain traiterouſly by all the e Aſirmudons, 

Lamented more than | for Albanatt, 

| Guen. Not Hecuba the Queen of Ilinm, 

When ſhe beheld the town of Pergamw, 

er palace bufnt; with all-devouring flames, 
er fifty Sons and Daughters freſh of hue, 
urthered by the wicked Pyrrbus bloody Sword, 
Shed ſuch ſad tears as | for Albanat?. 
Cam, Thegrief of Niobe fair Athens Queen, 
or her ſeyen Sons magnanimous in field, 
or her ſeven Daughters fairer than the faireſt, 
ls not to be compar'd with my laments. | 
Cor, In vain yau ſorrow for the ſlaughtered Prince, 
n vain you ſorrow-for his overthrow ; 
e loves fiot moſt that doth lament the moſt, 
ut he that ſeeks to venge the injury. 
hink you toquell the Enemies warlike train, 
ith childiſh jobs and womeniſh laments? _ 
aſheath your Swotds,unſheath your conquering Sword ? 
And eek revenge, the comfort for this ſore : 
n Cormwall where I hold my Regiment, 
ven juſt ten thouſand valiant men at Arms 
th Corineius ready at command ; 
ll theſe and more, if need ſhall more require, 
th Corineix: teady at command, 

Cam, And in the fields of martial Cambria, 
Cloſe by the boiſtrons Iſea#'s Silver ſtrearns, 
Where light foot Fairies skip from bank to bank, 
ull ewenty thouſand brave couragious Knights 

ell exercis'd in feats of Chivalrie; | 
manly manner moſt invincible, 
Young Camber hath with gold and viQtual; 
All theſe and more, if need ſhall more require, 
| offer up to venge my Brothers Death. * 
Log. Thanks,loving Uncle, and good Brother too, 
For his revenge; for this ſweet word Revenge 
Muſt eaſe and ceaſe my wrongful injuries ; 
And by the Sword of bloody Afar: | ſwear, 
Ne're ſhall ſweet quiet enter this my front, 
'Till I be venged on his traiterous Head 
That ſlew my noble Brother AlbanaZ. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, muſter up the camp, 
For we will ſtraight match to Athania. 


afs 


LExeunt, 


Scena Tertia. 


Entey Humber, Eftrild, Hobba, Truſfier, a»d 
the Souldiers. 


Hum, Thus are wecome, victorious Conquerour : 
Unto the flowing currents Silver ſtreams, | 
Which, in memorial of onr viftory, 

Shall be agnatninated by our name 
And talked of by our poſterity : 
For ſure 1 hope before the golden Sun 
_ his Horſes to fair Thetis plains, 

To ſee the waters turned into blood, 

And change his blewiſh hue to ruecful red, 
By reaſon of the fatal maſfacre, | 
Which ſhall be made upon the virent plains. 


{ 


7 


Enter the Ghoſt of AlbanaCt. 


See how the Traitor doth preſage his harm, 
_- how he glories at his own decay, * 


—_— 


| Make yon to leave the warding of the Camp ? 


See how he triumphs at his proper loſs. 
O Fortune vile, unſtable, fickle, frail ! 

Hum, Methinks | ſee both Armies in the field, 
The broken lances climb the Cryſtal skies, Y 
Some headleſs lie, ſome breathleſs on the ground, 
Andevery place is ſtrew'd with carcaſſes, 

Behold the graſs hath loſt his pleaſant green, 
The ſweeteſt ſight that eyer might be ſeen. 

Ghoſt, I,Traiterous Hwmber, thou ſhalt find it ſo, 
Yea to thy coſt thou ſhalt the ſame bebold, | 
With anguiſh, ſorrow, and with ſad laments; 

The graſlie plains, that now do pleaſe thine Eyes, 
Shall e're the night be coloured all with blood ; 
The ſhadie groves that now incloſe thy camp, 
And yield ſweet favour to thy damned corps, 
Shall e*re the night be figured all with blood ; 
The profound ſtream that paſſeth by thy Tents, 
And with his moiſture ferveth all thy Camp, 

Shall e're the Night converted be to Blood, 

Yea with the Blood of thoſe thy ſtragling Boys : 
For now revenge ſhall eaſe my lingring grief, 

And now revenge ſhall glut my longing Soul. 
Hub. Let come what will, - I mean to bear it out, 
And either live with glorious vidtorie, 

Or die with fame renown'd for chivalrie : 

He is not worthy of the honey comb, 

That ſhuns the hives becauſe the bees have ſtings ; 
That likes me beſt that is not got with eaſe, 
Which thonſand dapgers do accompany z 

For nothing can diſmay our Regal mind ; 

Which aims at nothing but a golden Crown, 

The only upſhot of mine enterpriſes, 

Were they inchanted. in/grith Piare*s Court, 

And kept for treaſure *mongſt his helliſh crew, 

I would either quell the triple Cerberns | 

And all the Army of his bateful hags, 

Or roll the Stone with wretched Syſiphus. 

Hum; Right martial by thy thoughts, my noble Son, 
And all thy words ſavour of Chivalrie, 

But, warlike Segar, what ſtrange accidents 


Segar. Toarmes, my Lord, to honourable arms ; 
Take helm and targe in hand, the Britains come 
With greater multitude than erſt the Greeks 
Brought to the ports of Phrygian Tenedos, 

Hum. But what faith Segar to theſe accidents ? 

What Counſel gives he in extremities ? | 

| Segar. Why this, my Lord, experience teacheth us, 
That Reſolution is a ſole help at need. 

And this, my Lord, our honour teacheth us, 

That we be bold in every enterpriſe ; 

Then fince there is no wy but fightor die, 

Be reſolute, my Lord, for Victory. 

Hum. And reſolute, Segar, | mean to be, 

Perhaps ſome blisful Star will favour us, 

And comfort bring to our perplexed State : 5 
Come let us in and fortifie our Camp, 


So to withſtand their ftrong invaſion, 
[ Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Strambo, Trampart, Oliver, and bx Son 
William following them, = 


Strum. Nay neighbour Olver, if you be ſo whot, come 
prepare your ſelf, your ſhall find two as ſtout fellows of us, 
as any in all the North. 

Oliver. No by my dorth Neighbour Strumbo, Ich zee 
dat you are a man of ſmall zideration, dat will zeek to 
injure your old yreends, one of your vamiliar gueſts, and 
| derefore zeeing your pinion is to deal withouten reazon, 


Ich} 
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Ich and my zonne Wiliam will take dat courſe, dat ſhall {Mounted his Chariot drawn with mi 
be fardeſt vcom reaſon how zay you, will you bave my He drove the Argives code: rarer nog 2 
Daughter or io? © : | Now, curſed Humber, doth thy end draiy nigh 
Strumbo. A very hard queſtion, Neighbour, but I will | Down goes the glory of his victories 1 
ſolve it as | may : what reaſon have you to demand it | And all his fame, and all his high renown, 
of me? | Shall in a moment yield to Locrine's Sword : - 
Wil. Marry Sir, what teaſon had you when my Siſter | Thy bragging bannets croſt with argent ſtreams, 
was in the barn to tumble her upon the Hay, and fo fiſh | The ornaments of thy pavilions, . - . 
her Belly. Shall all be captivated with this hand, _ 
Strim, Maſs thou ſay'ſt true ; well, but would you | And thou thy ſelf at Albaraitus Tomb - 
have me marry her therefore? No, I ſcorn her, and you, | Shalt offered be, ia ſatisfattion oy 
and you : 1, 1ſcorn you all, .., | Of all the wrongs thou didſt him whea he lizd,... - 


Oliv. You will not have her then ? But canſt thou tell me,brave Thraſimachus, - 

Strum. No, as I am a true Getitleman. - How far we are diſtant from Humber's Camp ? | | 

Will, Then will we School you, e're you and we part | Thrs. My Lord, within your foul accurſed Grove | 
hence, That bears the tokens of our overthrow, , 


_ Sade __ wr hu damned Camp. | 
. arCh on, nty Lord, becauſe 1 long to.ſee 
Enter — — = —_—— the ff our of her The treacherous Scythiggs fie tering ia their gore, _ | 
VEEOIFS WS 9 TE 6 fighting, Locrs. Sweet Fortune, favour Locree. with a ſmile, 
Thatl may venge my noble Brothers Death, 
Strum. I, you come in pudding time, or elſe I had dreſt | And inthe midit of ſtately Troinovant, 
them. { U'le build a Temple to thy deitie 
Mar. You Maſter ſawce-box, Lobcock, Cocks-comb, | Of perfect Marble, and of Zacinch Stones, 
you ſlopſawce, lickfingers, will you not hear ? That it ſhall paſs the high Pyramids, 
Strum, Who ſpeak you to, me? V Vhich with their top ſurmount the firmament, 9 | 
Mar. 1 Sir, to you, Fobn lackhoneſty,little-wit, is it you | Cm. The arm ſtrong off-ſpring of the c abred Koight, 
that will have none of me? Stout Hercules Alcmenas, mighty Son,,. . . . b 
Strum. No by my troth, Miſtreſs nicebice, how fine you | That tam'd che monſters of the three-fold world, | 
can rick-name me; I think you were brought up in the | And rid the oppreſſed from the tyrants yokes, 5 
Univerſity of Bridewell, you have your Rhetorick ſo ready | Did never ſheyy ſuch yaliancaeſs in fighc, .., 334 
at your Tongues end, as if you were never well warned | As | will now for noble Albana. nr SiO 
when you were young. Cori, Full foutſcore years hath Corineius liv'd, - Al 
Mar. Why then goodman cods-head, if you will have | Sometimes in war, ſometime ig quiet peace, w_— 
none of me, farewel. - | And el my ſelf to be as ſtrong, |... ay 
Strum, 1f you be ſo plain, Miſtreſs driggle-draggle, fare | AS er in Summer of 8 pe CF | 
you well. Able to toſs this great unweildy Clubs... 
Mar. Nay, Maſter Strymbo, e're you go from hence we | V Vhich hath been paifted with oy lee-heps brains z-; 77 
muſt have more words, you will have none ofme ? And with this Clnb [le break the Itrong array © 
[They both Fight. | Of Humber and his ſtragling Souldiers, 
Strum. Oh my head, my head, leave, leave, leave, 1 | Or loſe my life amongſt the thickeſt preſs, 
will, I will, 1 will. And die with Honour in my lateſt dayes : 
Mar. Upon that condition let thee alone. ' | Yete'rel die they all ſhallunderſtand, : 
Oliv, How now Maſter Strumbe , hath my Daughter VVhat force lies in ſtout Cormeius hand. | | 
taught you a new leſſon ? "Ig  Thra. And if Thraſmachus detradt the fight, 
Strum, 1 but hear you, goodman Olzver , it will not be Either for weakneſs or for aexd *- | 


for my eaſe to have q op broken every day, therefore | Let him not boalt that Braras was his 
remedy this, and we ſhall agree. 


Or that brave Corineius was his Sire. "I 
Oliv. Well, Zon, well, for you are my Zon now, all | Lecris Then courage, Souldiers, ff for your ſafety, 
ſhall be remedied; Daughter be friends with him. Next for your peace, Jalt for your Victory. | 
] [Shake hands, | [ Exeunt, 
Strum. You are a ſweet Nut, the Devil crack you. Ma- | | 


ſters, 1 think it be my luck, my firſt wife was a loving quiet | 5,,,.1 4, 4lorm. £#t | | _ 
wench, but this 1 think would weary the Devil. | val _ HO—_— < > Ap: Door, 
would ſhe might be er =P —_—_ — if bob | | 
I muſt run to the Halter for help. iece, thou : ; | ” -& | 
undone thy Maſter, this it is to be medling with warm |  Cor%. Art thou that Humber, Prince of Fugitives, 7; 
plackets. . : That by thy Treaſon flew ſt young Albanadt ? 
[Exeunt. | Hub. Iam his Son that ſlew young Albanatt, it 
And if thou take not heed, proud Phrygs 
p le ſend thy Soul unto the Stygian lake, | 
Scena Qumta. There to complain of Humber's injuries. | 
Corin. You triumph, Sir, before the Vitory; | 
. PT For Corineius is not ſo ſoon ſlain. 
Enter Locrine, Camber, Corineins, Thraſimachus, Bur, curſed Scythian, you ſhall rue the day, 


Aſſarachus. That e're you came into Albania. | 
: So periſh they that envy Bri-ains wealth, | 
Locri; Now am [ guarded with an hoſt of men, So let themdie with endleſs infamy, | 


VVhoſe haughty courage is invincible ; And he that ſeeks his Soveraigns overthrow, | 
Now am I hemm'd with troups of Souldiers, VVould this my Club might aggravate his woe. 
Such as might force Bellona to retire, [ Strikgs them both down with his Club, 


J 


And make her tremble at their puiſſance z | 
Now ſit | like the mighty god of war, |, 
VVhen armed with his Coat of Adamant, | E mer | 
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Sees 


Enter Humber. 


Hum, Where may 1 find ſome deſart Wilderneſs, 
Where I may breathe out curſes as | would, 

And (care the earth with my condemning voice, 
Where every echoes repercuſlion 

May help me to bewail mine overthrow, 

And aid me in my ſorrowful laments ? 

Where may | find ſome hollow uncouth rock, 
Where I may darn, condemn, and ban my fill ? 
The heavens, the hell, the earth, the air, the fire, 
And utter curſes to the concave sky, 

Which may infc& the aiery Regions, 

And light vpon the Britain Leerine's head. 

You vgly ſpirits that in Coczrus mourn, 

And gnaſh your teeth with dolorous laments, 
Your fearful dogs that in black Lethe how], 
And ſcare the Ghoſts with your wide open throats, 
You ugly Ghoſts that flying fromTtheſe dogs, 

Do plunge your ſelves in Puryflegiton, 

Come all of you, and with your ſhrieking notes 
Accompany the Britains conquering Hoalſt. 
Come ſterce Erwmys, horrible with Snakes, 
Come ugly Furies, armed with your Whips, 
You threefold judges of black Tartar, 

And all the army of your helliſh Fiends, 


O Gods and Stars, damn'd be the Gods and Stars, 
That did not drown me in fair Thets plains. 

Curſt be the Sea that with outragious Waves, 
With ſurging Billows did not rive my Ships 
Againſt the Rocks of .high Ceranma, 

Or ſwallowed me into her watry Gulf. 

Would God he had arriv'd upon the Shore [ 
Where P us and the Cyclops dwell, 

Or where the bloody Anthropophagie ; 
With greedy jaws devours the wandring Wights. 


Enter the Ghoſt of Albanact. 


But why comes Albana#'s bloody Ghoſt, 
To bring a corſive to our miſeries! _ 
Is't not enough to ſuffer ſhameful flight 
But we muſt be cormented now with Ghoſts? 

With apparitions fearful to behold ? 

| Ghoſt. Revenge, revebge for blood. _ 

Huy, So nought will fatisfie your wandring Ghoſt, 
But dire revenge, nothing but Zumber”s fall, 

Becauſe he conquered you in Albany. 

Now by my Soul, Humber would be condemn'd 

To Tamals Hunger, or Ixion's Wheel, 

Or to the vulture of Prometheus, 

Rather than that this murther were undone. 

When as I dye Ul] drag thy curſed Ghoſt 

Through all the Rivers of foul Erebus, 

Through burning ſulphur of the Limbo-lake, 
Toallay the burning fury of that heat, 

That rageth in mine everlaſting Soul. 


Alba, Ghoſt. Vindifta, vinditta, 


With new found torments rack proud Locrine's Bones. 


. LExeun. 


eActus Uuartus. Scena Prima. 


Ente} Ate as before. Then Omphale Daughter to the 
King of LyGla, having a Club in her hand, and a Ly- 
ons skin on her back,, Hercules following with a diftaffe, 
Then let Omphale turn about, and taking of her Pan 
tofle, ſirike Hercules on the Head, then let them depart, 


Ate remaming, ſaying ; 


Uem non eArgolici mandata ſevera Tyrann, 
Non potmt Juno vincere, Vicit amor, 


Stout Hercules the mirrour of the World, 

Son to Alcmena and great Jupiter, 

After ſo many Conqueſts won in Field, 

After ſo many Monſters quell'd by force, 

Yielded his valiant heart to Omphale, 

A fearful Woman void of manly ſtrength, 

She took the Club, and wore the Lyons skin. 

He took the Wheel, and maidenly gan ſpin, 

So Martial Locrine cheer'd with victory, 

Falleth in love with Humber's Concubine, 

And fo forgetteth peerleſs Guendeline. 

His Uncle (ormeins ſtorms at this, 

And forceth Locrine for his grace to ſue, 

Lo here the ſumm, the proceſs doth enſue, 
[Exi, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Locrine, Camber , Corineivs, Aſſarachns, Thra- 
ſimachus, and the Souldiers. 


Thus from the fury of Bellona's broils, 
With ſound of Drum and Trumpets melody, 
The Britain King returns triumphantly, 
The Scythians flain with great occiſion, 
Do equalize the graſs in multitude, 
And with their blood have gtain'd the ſtreaming brooks, 
Offering their Bodies and their deareſt Blood 
As ſacrifice to Albanatus Ghoſt, 
Now curſed Humber haſt thou paid thy due, 
For thy deceits and crafcy treacheries, 
For all thy guiles, and damned ſtratagems, 
With loſs of life, and everduring ſhame, 
Where are thy Horſes trap'd with burniſh'd gold, 
Thy trampling Courſers ruPd with foaming bits ? 
Where are thy ſoldiers ſtrong and numberleſs ? 
Thy valiant Captains, and thy noble Peers ; 
Even as the Country Clowns with ſharpeſt Scytlles, 
Do mow the withered graſs from off the earth, 
Or as the Plough-man with his piercing ſhare 
Renteth the bowels of the fertile Fields, 
And rippeth up the roots with Razors keen. 
So Locrine with his mighty curtle-axe, 
Hath cropped off the heads of all thy Hunns, 
So Locrine's Peers have daunted all thy Peers, 
And drove thine Hoaſt unto confuſion, 
That thou may'ſt ſuffer penance for thy fault, 
And die for thurdering valiant Albanat. 

Cors. And thus, yea thus, ſhall all the reſt be ſerv'd, 
That ſeek to enter eb:on *gainſt our wills. 
If the brave Nation of the Troglodites, 
If all the coal-black e£rhiopiars, 
If all the forces of the Amazons, 
If all the Hoaſts of the Barbarian Lands, 
Should dare to enter this our little VVorld, 
Soon ſhould they rue their overbold attempts, 
That after us our Progeny may ſay, 
There lyes the Beaſts that ſought to uſurp our Land. 


Lice. 
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The Fraghthy of Locrine. 


Loc. 1, they are beaſts that ſeek to uſurp 0 
And like to brutiſh bealts they ſhall be ſerv'd. 
For mighty Fove, the ſupreme King of Meaveh, 
That guides the.concourſe of the « eras 
And rules the mation of the azure Skyg : 
Fights always for the Britains ſafety. 
Bur ſtay, methinks | hear ſome ſhrieking aoiſe, 
That draweth near to onr Pavillion. 


þ 
SY 


Enter the Souldiers leading in Eſtrild. 


Eſtr. What Prince ſoe're adorn'd with golden Crown, 
D-oth ſway the Regal Scepter in his hagd : 
And thinks no chance can ever throw him down, 
Oc that his ſtare ſhall everlaſting ſtand, 
Let him behold poor £frild in this plight, 
The perfect platform of a troubled wight. 
Once was | guarded with mavortial bands, 
Compact with Princes of the noble Blood, 
Now gm I faln into my foe-mens hands, 
And with my death muſt pacifie their mood. 
O life the harbour of calamities, 
O death the haven of all miſeries, 
| could compare my ſorrows to thy woe, 
T hou wretched Queen of wretched Pergamm, 
But that thou viewd'ſt thy enemies overthrow, 
Nigh to the rock of high Capharew. 
Thou ſaw'ſt their death, and then departed'ſt thence. 
| muſt abide the Viftors inſolence. 
The Gods that pitied thy continual grief, 
Transform'd thy —_ and with thy Corps thy care, 
Poor Eftrild lives deſpairing of relief, 
For friends in trouble are but few and rare. 
What, faid L;few? I, few or none at all, 
For cruel death made havock of them all. 


'FThrice happy they whoſe fortune was ſo good, 


To endtheit lives, and with their lives their woes, 
Thrice hapleſs I, whom Fortune ſo withſtood, 
That cruelly ſhe gave me to my foes, 


|-O Souldiers, is there any miſery 


To be compar'd to Fortunes treachery. 
Loc. Camber, this ſame ſhonld be the Scythian Queen, 
; Camb. So may we judge by her lamenting words. 
Loc. So fair a Dame mine eyes did never ſee, 


{| With flouds of woes ſhe ſeems o'rewhelm'd to be. 


Camb, O Locrine, hath ſhe not a cauſe for to be ſad ? 


[Locrine at one fide of the Stage. 


Loc. If ſhe have cauſe to weep for Humber's death, 
And ſhed ſalt tears for her overthrow : 
Locrine may well bewail his proper grief, 
Locrine may move his own peculiar woe, 
He being conquer'd, died a ſpeedy death, 
And felt not long his TJamentable ſinart, 
[ being a Conquerour, live a Jingring life, 
And feel the force of Cpid's ſudden ſtroke. 
| gave him cauſe to die a ſpeedy death. 
He left me cauſe to wiſh a ſpeedy death. 
O that ſweet face painted with Nature's dye, 
Thoſe roſeal cheeks mixt with a ſnowy white, 
That decent neck ſurpaſſing Ivory, ; , 
Thoſe comely breaſts which Yen well might ſpite, 
Are like to ſnares which wily fowlers wrought, 
Wherein my yielding heart is priſoner cavght. 
The golden treſſes of her dainty hair, 
Which ſhine like Rubies glittering with the Sun, 
Have ſo entrapt poor Locrine's love-ſick heart, 
That from the ſame no way it can be won. 
How true is that which oft I heard declar'd, 
One dram of joy mult have a pound of care. 
Eſtr, Hard is their fall, who from a golden Crown 
Are caſt into a Sea of wretchedneſs. | 
Loc. Hard is their thrall, who by Cupid's frown 


-— om 


' | And by the Gods, whom thou doſt invocate, 


Are wrapt in waves of endleſs carefulneſs. 
Eſtr. O Kingdom, objett.to all miſeries. 
Loc, O Love, the extream'lt of all extremities. 
[ Let him go imo bois Chair, 
Sold. My Lord, in ranſacking the Scythian Tents, 
| found this Lady, and to manifeſt 
That earneſt zeal I bear unto your Grace, 
[ here preſent her x0 your Majeſty. = 
Another Sold. He lies, my Locd, 1 found the Lady firſt, 
And here preſent her to your Majeſty. 


2 Sold. Nay ratherthou depriviit me of my right; 
3-Sold. Relign thy Title (cative) unto me, 

Or with my Sword Pll pierce thy Coyards loins, 

2 Sold. Soft words, g0 

A barking Dog doth dom ſtrangers bite. 

Loc, Unreverent Villains, ſtrive you in our ſight ? 

Take them hence, Jaylor, to the Dudgeon, * | 

There let them lie and try their quarrel out, 

But thou, fair Princeſs, be no whit diſmay'd, 

But rather joy that Locyine favours thee. | 
Eſtr. How can he favour me that ſlew my Spouſe > 
Loc. The chance of war (my love) took him from thee. 
Eſtr. But Loorine was the cauſer of his death. 

Loc. He was an Enemy to Locrine's State, 


| And flew my noble Brother Albanet. ak 


Eſtr, Bat he-was link'd tome in Marriage-bond, 
And would you have me love his ſflavghterer ? 

Loc. Better to live; than not to liveat all. 

Eſtr. Better to die renowned for chaſtity, 
Than to live with ſhame and endleſs infamy. 
What would the common fort report of me, 


| If 1 forget my love, and cleave to thee? 


Log. Kings need nor fear the vulgar ſentences. . / 
Eſtr. F Ong muſt regard their-honeſt/name;* + - 
Loc. a ſhame eo live in Marriage-bonds? - 
E#tr, No, but-to be a Strumpettoa King, 
Loc. If thou wilt yield to Lorrine's burning love; 
Thou ſhalt be Queety of faic Albania. 

Eftr, But Guenaeline wilt undertnine my State. 

Loc. Upon mine Honour, thou ſalt have no harm, 


Eftr, Fheri lo, brave Locrine, Eftrild yields to thee, 


-% 


By the dread Ghoſt of thy deceaſed Sire, 
By thy right hand, and by thy burnibg love, 
Hake pity on poor Efrild's wretched thrall. © 
Cori. Hath Locrine then forgot his Gaendeline,- 
That thus he conrts the Scythrans Paramour ? 
What, are the words of Brute fo ſoon forgot F 
Are my deſerts fo q = ont of mind ? 
Have I been faithful to thy Sire how dead ? 
Have l protected thee from Humber's hand, 
And do'ſt thon quit me with nngratitude ? 
[s this the guerdon for my grievons wounds ? 
Is this the honour for my labours paſt ? 
Now by my Sword, - Locrzne, | fwear to thee, 
This injury of thine ſhall be repaid. 
Loc. Uncle, ſcorn you your Royal Soveraignz 
As if we ſtood for cyphers in the Court ? 
Upbraid you me with thoſe your benefits ? 
Why, it was a Subje&P's duty fo todo. 
What you have done for our deceaſed Sire 
We know, and all know, you have your reward. 
Cori, Avant, proud Princox, brav*ſt thou me withal, 
Aſſure thy ſelf, though than be Emperour, 
Thou ne're ſhalt carry this unpuniſhed. 
Camb. Pardon my Brother, noble Corinene, 
Pardon this ence, and it ſhall be amended. ; 
Aſſer. Couſin, remember Brutus lateſt words, 
How he deſired yon to cheriſh them : 
Let not this fault ſo much inceaſe your mind, 
Which is not yet paſſed all remedy. 


1 Sold, Prefumptuous Villain, wilt thou take my prize > 


Sir, 'tis,not enough to ſpeak : 


1 


| 


1 


| 


ts. 


| My very intrails burn for want of drink, 


"Oh. nn SY ——_— 
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Cori. Then Locrine, lo I reconcile my ſelf, 
But as thou lov'ſt thy life, ſo love thy V Vife : 
But if thou violate thoſe promiſes, 

Blood and revenge ſhall light upon thy head. 
Come, let us back to ſtately T roynovant, 


{VVhere all theſe matters ſhall be ſertled. 


[Locrine to himſelf. 
Millions of Devils wait upon thy Soul. 
Legions of Spirits vex thy impious Gholt - 


{ Ten thouſand Torments rack thy curſed Bones. 


Let every thing that hath the uſe of breath, 


Be inſtruments and workers of thy Death. 
| [Exeunt. | 


Scena Tertia. 


» 


| Enter Humber alone, his hair banging over his ſhoulders, 


his arms all bloody, and a dart m one band, 


Hum. VVhat Baſilisk hath hatched in this place, 
Where every thing conſumed is to nought ? 

What fearful Fury haunts theſe curſed groves, 
Where not a root is left for Humber's meat ? 

Hath fell .4le&o with envenomed blaſts, ... 
Breathed torth poiſon in theſe tender plains ? 

Hath triple Cerberus with contagious toam, 

Sow'd Aconitum*mongit theſe wither*d herbs ? 


| Hath dreadful Fames with her charming fods 


Brought barrenneſs on every fruitful tree ? 
What not a root, no fruit, no beaſt, no bird, 
To nouriſh Humber in this wilderneſs ? 


What would you more, you Fiends of Erebus ? 

My bowels cry, Humber give us ſome meat, # 
But wretched Humbcy;can give you no meat, 

Theſe foul accurſed groves afford no meat : 

This fyuitle(s ſoil; this ground brings forth no meat, 
The gods, hard-hearted gods, yield me no meat. 


Then how can Humber give you any meat ? 


Enter Strumbo with a pitch-fork,, and 4 
Scotch-cap. 


Str. How do yon, Maſters, how do you ? how have 
you ſcaped hanging this long time ? i'faith I have ſcap'd 
many a ſcouring this year, but 1 thank God | have paſt 
them all with a good couragio, couragio, and my Wife and 
L are in-great love and charity now, | thank my manhood 
and my ſtrength 4 for I will tell you, Maſters, upon a 


{ certain day at night I came home, to ſay the very truth, 


with my ſtomach full of Wine, and ran vp into the Cham- 
ber, where my Wife ſoberly ſate rocking my little Baby, 
leaning her back againſt the Bed, ſinging lullaby. Now 
when ſhe ſaw .me come with my noſe. foremoſt, thinking 
that 1 had been drunk, as I was indeed, ſnatch'd up a fagot - 
ſtick in her hand, and came furiouſly marching towards 
me with a big face, as though ſhe would have eaten me 
at a bit; thundering out theſe words unto me. Thou 
drunken knave, where haſt thou been ſo long ? I ſhall 
teach thee how to benight me another time : and ſo ſhe 
began to play knaves trumps. Now, although I trembled, 
fearing ſhe would ſet her ten Commandments in my 
face, ran within her, and taking her luſtily by the mid- 
dle, I carried her valiantly to the Bed, and flinging her 
upon it, flung my ſelf upon her, and there I delighted 
her ſo with the ſport I made, that ever after ſhe would 


| call me fweet Husband, and ſo baniſh'd brawling for ever : 


and to ſee the good will of the Wench, ſhe bought with 
her Portion'a yard of Land, and by that I am now be- 
come one of the richeſt Men in our Pariſh, VVell, 
Maſters, what's a Clock ? it is now break-falt time, you 
ſhall ſee what Meat | have here for my break-faſt. 

[He fits down and pulls out bis Vittuals. 


| 


| And rend thy bowels with my bloody hands. 


Hum, Was ever Land ſo fruitleſs as this Lang ? 
Was ever Grove ſo graceleſs as this Grove ? 
Was everYoil ſ@barren as this Soil? . | 
Oh no the Lagd where hungry Fames dwelt, 
May no waySequalize this curſed Land; ' 
No, even the climate of the torrid, zone 
Brings fort mgre Froit than this accurſed Grove, 
Ne'r came ſweet Ceres, ne'r came Yenw here ; 
Triptolemus the god of Husbandmen, 
Ne'r ſow'd his Seed in this foul Wilderneſs, 
The bunger-bitten Dogs of eAcheron, 
Chac'd from the nine-fold Puriphlegiton, 
Have ſet their footſteps in this damned ground, 
The iron hearted Furies arm'd with Snakes, 
Scattered huge -Hydra's over all the plains, 
Which have confum'd the Grafs, the Herbs, the Trees 
Which have drunk up the flowing water ſprings.  * 


Strumbo hearing his voice ſtarts up, and puts bis —_ in 
his pocket , ſeeking to hide himſelf. 


Hum, Thou great commander of the ſtarry Sky, 
Thar guid'ſt the. life of every mortal wight, 
From the incloſures of the fleeting Clouds 
Rain down fome Food, or elle | faint and dye. 
Pour down ſome drink, or elſe-1 faint and dye. 
O 7upiter, haſt thou ſent Mercury 
In clowiſh ſhape to miniſter ſome Food ? 
Some Meat, ſome Meat, ſome Meat. 
Strum. O alas Sir, ye are deceived, I am not Afercnry, 
I am Strumbo. ab 
Hum. Give me ſome Meat, Villain, give me ſome Meat, 
Or *gainſt this Rock, I'll daſh-thy curſed Brains, | 


Give me ſome Meat, Villain, give me ſome Meat. 

, Strum, By the: faith of -my Body, good fellow, I had: 
rather give a whole Oxe , than that thou ſhould'ſt ſerve 
me in that fort, Daſh out my brains ! O horrible, 
terrible, 1 think I have a quarry of Stones in my 
pocket, 


He makgs as though be would give him ſome, and as he put- 
teth out his hand , enters the Ghoſt of Albanat , and 
ſtrikes him on the hand, and ſo Strumbo runs eut, Hum- 
ber following him. [_Exeunt, 


Alba. Ghoſt, Lo here the gift of fell Ambition, 
Of Uſurparion and of Treachery, 
Lo here the harms that wait upon all thoſe 
That do intrude themſelves in others Lands, 
Which are not under their Dominion. 
[Exs. 


Scena Nuarta 
Enter Locrine alone. 


Loc. Seven Years hath aged (orinews liv'd 
To Locrine's grief, and fair Eſtrilda's woe, 
And ſeven Years more he hopeth yet to live 
Oh ſupreme ove , annibilate this thought. 
Should he enjoy the airs fruition ? 

Should he enjoy the benefit of life ? 

Should he contemplate the radiant ſun, 
That makes my life equal to dreadful death ? 
Fenus convey this Monſter from the earth, 
That diſobeyeth thus thy ſacred heſts, 

(upid convey this Monſter to dark Hell, 
That difannuls thy Mothers ſugared Laws. 
Mars with thy Target all beſet with flames, 
With murthering blade bereave him of his life, 
That bindreth Locrine in his ſweeteſt joys. 
And yet ſor all his diligent aſpect, 


His 


| 
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His wrathful eyes piercing /like Linces eyes, 

Well have I overmatchr his ſubtilety. . * - | 

Nigh Deucol:tum by the pleaſant Lee, Þ 

| Where brackiſh Thaw {lides with ſilver ſtreams, 
Making a breach into che:graſſie downs, 

A curious arch of coſtly marble fraught, 

| Hath Locrine framed underneath the ground, 

| The walls whereof, garniſht with Diamonds, 

j; With Ophirs, Rubies, gliſtering-Emeralds, 

| And interlac't with Sun-bright Carbuacles, 

'Lightens the room with artificial day, 

; And from the Lee withiwatersflowing pipes 

| The moiſture is deriv*d into this arch, 

Where 1 have plac'd fair ,Ef#ri/dfecretly ; 

| T hither efcſoons accompanied with my Page, 

| | covertly viſit my bearts deſire, 

Without ſuſpicion of the meanelſt eye, 

For love aboundeth "ſtill with policy : 

And thither ſtill means Locrwe to repair, 

Till £ropos cut off mine Uncle's life, - 


| 
| Scena Quinta. 


Enter Humber alone, ſaying 


Hum. O wta miſere longa, ſelics brevis / 
Ehen malorum fames extremum malum- 


Long have I lived in this deſart cave, 

With eating haws and miſerable roots, 

Devouring leaves and beaſtly excrements. 

Caves were my beds, and ſtones my pillow-brres, 

Fear was my {lcep, and horrour was my dream , 

For ſtill methougk at every boilterous blaſt; 

Now Locrine comes, now. Humber thon mull die z 

So that for fear and hunger, #umber's mind 

Can never reſt, but always trembling ſtands. 

O what Pxxwbins now may quench my thirſt ? 

What Eupbrates, what light-foot Euripus 

| May now alay the fury of that heat, tt 

Which raging in my entrails eats me up ?. ” 

You ghaſtly Devils of the ninetold Seyx, 

You damned Ghoſts of joylels eLecberon, 

' You mournful ſquls, vext ia Abyſus vaults, 

You coal. black Devils of Avernus pond, _ 

Came with your fleſh-hooks, rend my famiſht arms, 

Theſe arms that have ſuſtain'd. their maſters life z 

Come with your razours rip my bowels up, 

With your ſharp fire. forks-crack my ſtarved bones, 

Uſe me as you will, fo Humber may.not live, 

Accurſed Gods.that rule the Poles, -- 

Accurſed ove King of the axccurſed Gods, - _. 

Caſt down your lightning 09.-poor Humber's head, 

| That I may keave this deathful like life of mine : 

| What hear you not, and ſhall not #umber die ? 

Nay 1 will die, though all the Gods ſay nay, 

| And gentle Aby take my troubled corps, 

'Take it and keep it from all mortal Eyes, _. .. 

That none may ſay'when L;bave loſt my breath, | - 

The very Floyds confpir*d_'gainſt- Hnber's death. - 
| -LFlongs himſelf nero the River, 


Enter the Ghoft of AlbanaCt. | 


En cadems ſequitiar, cades, 1 aade-quieſca. - | 
Humber is Jean, joy Heavens, leap: Earth, dance Trees ; 
Now may'ſt thou reach thy-Apples T antae,. 

And with*em feed thy h - bitten Limbs :.. 
Now S3/iphus leave the tumbling of thy Rock, 
And relſt thy reſtleſs Bones upon the ſame : 
Unbind 7xior, cruel Rhadamaxzth, 


o—_ 


_—_ —  —_ >, —— OO IEEE Ie no To oe _ 


[Exit 


— 


And lay proud Humber on the whirling 
| Back will I poſt to Hell mouth Tenders, 
And paſs Cocyrus, to the Elyſian Fields,” 
And tell my Father Bratas of theſe news. 


Aﬀus Quintus. Scena Prim. . 


dea following, hath a Garlant{in ber hand, an 


killing Jaſon untl her, departeth. 


Ate. ON tam Trinacris exaſtuat Mitna cavernis, 


Leſe furtivd quam cor wulierss amore. 


eHedea ſeeing Jaſon teave her love, 
And chooſe the Daughter of the Thebax King, 
Went to her devilliſh charms to work revenge z 
And raiſing up the triple Hecare, - + + 
With all the rout of the condemned fiends, 
Framed a Garland by hor magick $&ill, 
With which-ſhe wrought Joſs and Creor's ill, 
So —_— ſeeing her ſelf miſuxd;- 
And Humber's Paraavur her'place 
Flies tothe Dukedons r* me of eng 
And with-her Brother tout Thraſimechas, 
Gathering a power of © Souldiers, 
Gives Battel to her: Hogband-and bis Hoſt, 
Nigh to the River of great Adria ; 
{ The chagghy of this diſmal Maſſacre, 
That w eth ſhortly will unfold, | 
$4641 L 4- L i 
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©. Enter Locrine;:Cambery: Afarkcus; avd 
' Td -: :, Thea | 


Aſſa. But tellme;! 
Now who is left to-hapleſs 2thion, 
That as a Pillar raight uphold onr ſtate, 
| That might ſtrike terrout to out dating Foes ? 
Now who is left to hapleſs Briveny; FOLEY 
That might defend ber fron rhe barbarous hands” 
Of thoſe that ſtill deſire her rulwous fall, - | 
And ſeek to work her: downfat and decay. } 4811/4 
Cam, I Uncle, Dearth is bareauimos Enemyy” / - 2: - 
And none but Death'cau aidtch out matchleſs 
Witneſs the fall of Mbioneins Crew, ' © 
Witttefs the fall of Humber and his Five, {7 
| And this foul Death bartt now increag'd our wor; ' + 
By taking Corineius ftodi this life, * 4.3 of 
And in his roowi leaving us Worlds of cares». = 1 
Thre. But none may more bewail his mournfol 
Than 1 that arrtheiſſiie of his Loins,! 
Now foul befal that curſed Humber's throat, 
That was the cavſtr of his lingfing wound. i. 
Loc. Teatseannot raiſe him from the dead again, 
But where's my Lady Miſtreſs Grendelvie # © © 
| Thra, In Cornwall” Locrine, is my Siſter now, © 
Providirg for my'Father's Foneval, 5 
Lot. And let her there provide: her: 
And mourdfor ever het own Widow : 
Ne're ſhall ſhe cortie within 68r Phlace Gate, 
To countercheck brave Lorrine itthis love? 
Go, Boy, to Dewtolitnins, down the Leey-: 
Unto the Arch wRttrelovely Efrit#1ie;” - 
| Bring her and S«brav fait unto theConrt, 
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She ſhall be Queen in Guerdelines room. 
Let others wail for Corineins death, 
| mean not ſo to macerate my mind, 
For him that barr*'d me from my hearts deſire. 
Thra. Hath Locrine then forſook his Gnendeline ? 
ls Corineiwa death fo ſoon forgot ? 
If there be Gods -in Heaven, as-ure there bez 
If there be Fiends in Hel), as needs there mult, 
They will revenge this thy notorious wrong, 
And poar their plagues upon thy curſed head. 
Loc. What, prat'ſt thou, Peaſant, to thy Soveraign ? 
.Or art thou ſtrucken in ſome ecitaſie ? 
Do?ſt thou not tremble at our Royal looks ? 
Do'ſt thou not quake when mighty LZocrine frowns ? 
| Thou beardlefs Boy, were't not that Locrine ſcorns 
To vex his mind with fuch a heartlefs Child, 
With the ſharp point of this my battel-axe, 
Pde fend thy ſoul to Purypblegiton, 
| Thra, Though I be young and of a tender age, 
Yet will I cope with Locrine when he dares. 
My noble Father with his conquering Sword, 
Slew the two Giants Kings of Aquitain, 
Thraſimachss is not ſo degenerate, 
That he ſhould fear and. tremble at the looks, 
Or taunting words of a Venerean Squire. 
Loc, Menaceſt thou thy Royal Soveraign ? 
| Uncivil, not beſeeming ſuch as you. 
Injurious Traitor (for he is no leſs 
That at defiance ſtandeth with his King) 
Leave theſe thy taunts, leave theſe thy bragging words, 
Unleſs thou mean'ſt to leave thy wretched life. |; | 
Thra. If Princes ſtain their glorious Dignity 
With ugly ſpots of monſtrous infamy, 
They leeſe their former eſtimation, 
And throw themſelves into a Hell of hate. & 
Loc. Wilt thou abuſe my pu patienc 
As thou though did'ſt our high diſpleaſure ſcorn ? 
| Proud Boy, that thou may'ſt know thy Prince is mov'd, 
Yea, greatly mov'd at this thy fivellide pride, 
| We baniſh thee for ever from our Court. 
| Thra. Then, loſel Locrine, look unto thy ſelf, 
Thraſimachus will revenge this injury... . CExr. 
Loc. Farewel, proud Boy, and learn to uſe thy tongue. 
Aſſa. Alas, my Lord, you ſhould have call'd to mind 
The fateſt words that Bratus ſpake to you, 
How he deficr*d you, by the obedience. 
That children ought to bear their Sire, 
To love and favour Lady Guendeline : 
Conſider this, that if the injury 
Do move her mind, as certainly it will, 
4 War and diſſention follows ſpeedily. 
What though her power be not ſo great as yours, 
Have you not ſeen a mighty Elephant 
Slain bythe biting of a filly Moule ? 
Even ſo the chance of War inconſtant is. 
Loc. Peace, Uncle, peace, and ceaſe to talk hereof z * 
or he that ſeeks by whiſpering this or that, 
0 trouble Locrine in his ſweeteſt life, 
| Let him perſwade himſelf to die the death. 


jt | 
[:- Enter the Page, wich Eſtrild and Sabren. 


Eftr. O ſay me, Page, tell me, where is the King ? 
Wherefore doth he ſend for me to the Court ? 
Is it rodie? is it toend my life ? 
Say me, ſweet Boy, tell me and do not feign. 
Page. No, truſt me, Madam, if you will credit the little 
honeſty that is yer lefr me, there is no ſuch danger as yo 
fear, but prepare your ſelf, yonder's the King. 
Eſtr. Then, Eftrild, life thy dazled ſpirits up, 
And bleſs thatbleſſed time, that day, that hour, -. 
That warlike Zoorjze firſt did favour thee. 
Peace to the King of Brizany, my Lo ve, 
at to all thoſe that love and favour him. 


— 


| 
| 
| 
| 


a MB. 


[Locrine taking ber up. 


Doth Eftrild fall with ſuch ſubmiſſion 

Before her ſervant King of Albion ? 

Ariſe, fair Lady, leave this lowly chear, 

Lifc up thoſe looks that cheriſh Locrine's heart, 

That I may freely view that roſeal face, 

Which ſo intangled hath my love. ſick breaſt. 

Now to the Court, where we will court it out, 

And pals the night and day in Yenw ſports. 
Frolick, brave Peers, be joyful with your King, [£xenrt, 


Scena Tertia. 
Enter Guendeline, Thraſimachus, Madan, and Soldiers. 


Guen, You gentle winds that with your modeſt blaſts, 
Paſs through the circuit of the heavenly vault, 


Enter the clouds unto the Throne of Fove, 


And bear my prayers to his all-hearing ears, 
For Locrine hath forſaken Grendeline, 
And learnt to love proud Humber's Concubine. 
You happy Sprites that in the concave Sky 
With pleaſanc joy, enjoy your ſweeteſt Love, 
Shed forth thoſe tears with me, which then you ſhed, 
When firſt you woo'd your Ladies to your wills : 
Thoſe tears are fitteſt for my woful caſe, 
Since Lecrine ſhans my nothing pleaſant face. 
Bluſh Heavens, bluſh Sun, and hide thy ſhining beams, 
Shadow thy radiant locks in gloomy clouds, * 
Deny thy cheerful light unto the world, 
Where nothing reigns but falſhood and deceit. 
What, ſaid I, fullhood ? I, that filthy crime, 
For Locrine hath forſaken Guendeline. 
Behold the Heavens do wail for Guendeline : 
The ſhining Sun doth bluſh for Gendeline : 
The liquid Air doth weep for Guendeline : 
The very Ground doth groan for Grendeline. 
[, they are milder than the Britain King, 
For he rejecteth luckleſs Guendeline. 
Thbra. Siſter, complaints are bootleſs in this cauſe, 


[This open wrong mult have an open plague: 


This plague mult be repaid with grievous war, 


This war muſt finiſh with Locrinus death,' 


His death will ſoon extinguiſh our complaints. 
Gen. O no, his death will more augment my woes, 
He was my Husband, braye Thraſimachw, 
More dear to me than the apple of mine eye, 
Nor can find in heart to work: his ſcathe. 
Thra. Madam, if not your proper injuries, 
Nor my exile, can move you to revenge: - - 
Think ofi-our Father Corinews words, 
His words to us ſtand always for a Law. 
Should Locrine live that caus'd my Fathers death ? 
Should Locrine live that now divorceth you ?- 
The heavens, the earth, "the air, the fire reclaims ; 
And then why ſhould all we deny the ſame ? 25494 
Guen. Then henceforth farewel womaniſh complaints, 
All childiſh pity henceforth then farewel : 
But curſed Locrine, look unto thy ſelf, 
For Nemeſic the Miſtreſs of Revenge, 
Sits arm'd at all points on our diſmal blades, 
And curſed Eftrild that inflam*d his heart, 
Shall, if 1 live, die a reproachful death. 
Madan. Mother, though Nature makes me to lament 
My luckleſs Father's froward lechery ; 
Yet for he wrongs my Lady Mother, thus, 
I, if 1 could, my ſelf would work his death. 
Thra. See, madam, fee, the deſire of revenge 
[s in the children of a tender age. | 
Forward, brave Souldiers, into Mercia, 
Where we ſhall brave the Coward to his face. 
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The Tragedy of Locrine. 


Scend uarta. 


Enter Locrine, Eſtrild, Habren, Aſſarachus, and What have I ſaid that thou ſhould'ſt me rejeft ? 


the Sonuldiers, 


Locr. Tell me, Aſarachus, are the Corniſh Chuffs Have I diſhonoured thy Marriage Bed 


[In ſuch great number come to Mertia, 
And have they pitched there their Hoſt, 
So cloſe unto our Royal Manſion ? 


Aſſa. They are, my Lotd, and mean incontinent Yieldeth nato affeftions filt 


To bid defiance to your Majeſty. 


Locr, It makes me laugh, to think that Gaendeline Uakind, thou wrong'lt thy beſt and deareſt F i 


Should have the heart to come in arms againſt me. Unkind, thou ſcorn all Skilful Brutus Laws, 
Eſtr. Alas, my Lord, the Horſe will cun amain Forgetting Father, Uncle, and thy ſelf. 
When as the Spur doth gall him to the Bone ; Eſftr. Believe me, Lotrine, but the Girl is wiſe, . 
Tealouſie, Locrine, hath a wicked ſting. And well would ſeem tomakea Veſtal Nug, | 
Locr. Sayſt thou ſo, Eftrild, Beauties Paragon ? How finely frames ſhe her oration... 
Well, we will try her choler to the proof, | Thr. Locrine, we came not here to Gght with words, | 
And make her know, Locrine can brook no braves. \VVords that can never win the victory, - 
March on, Aſſarachus, thon maſt lead the Way, But for you are ſo merry in your: 


And bring us to their proud Pavillion, 


. Dcena Quinta. 


Enter the Ghe#t of Corineius, with thunder And with my Sword; the 


and lightning. 


Gho#t. Behold, the Circuit. of the azure Sky 


And well deſerveth commendation. : $7. 
Guen, | Locrine, Traiterons Locrine, we are come, 

With full prerence to ſeek thine overthrow: 

What have I done that thou ſhould'ſt ſcorn me thus ? 


Have I been diſobedient eo thy words?. , 
Have I bewray'd thy arcane fecrecy?. 


With filthy Crimes, or with laſcivious/Luſts? 
Nay it is thou that haſt diſhonoured it, :. 
Thy filthy mind orecome:with filthy Laſts, 


hy Darts. 
Unkind, thou wrong'lt thy Sang and trueſt fear 


» 3 iN 


| Laſheath your ſwords,-and try it out "== 
; CExent, | That we may ſee who hath the/better hand. | 

F | Locr. Think'ſt thow-todare me,. bold Thraſimachus 2. | 
Think'ſt thou to fear me with thy taunting braves, | 
Or do we ſeem too weak to cope bit thee ? 
Soon ſhall I ſhew thee my fine;cutting Blade, 


1d attempts. 
L 


Seal thee an deqaianes for thy 


Throws forth ſadtthrobs, and grievous ſuſpics, Sound the eAlarum, Enter Locrine, Aſſarachus, A —_ Py! 


Prejudicating Loorine's overthrow.: 


The Fire caſteth forth ſharp darts of flames, - —_ . 7. his Followers &iiven back,” / 
The great Foundation of the triple World 
Trembleth and quaketh with a mighty noiſe, 


Souldier at one Door , Guendeline, Tiraachis, |, 


Thenlet Lorne end tld ne ag i ama Yeaſt [- 


Preſaging bloudy Maſſacres at hand. 4 wat 
The wandring Birds that flutter in the dark, Locr. O fair £ -we have loſk the Field, \ $97y j 
When helliſh night in cloudy Chariot ſeated, - Thraſimachus ha won the: Victory; 3530212: 200 poo 
Caſteth her miſts on ſhady Tellus Face, - And we are left todgalaughiog ſtock,.'\.\."- +1560 L- 
With ſable Mantles covernng all the Earth, Scoft at by thoſe thatArevur Enemies; 17 F 
Now flies abroad amid the chearful day, Ten thouſand Souldiery arm'd with;Sword and Shih, 
Foretelling ſome unwonted miſery, Prevail againſt aq Cs: >. 11:65 
The ſnarling Curs of darkned Tartarm, Thraſimacbus inceſt with faming i A 

Sent from Avernus Ponds by Radarzantb; | Rageth eataog the faint+heart Soul eriuky 
With howling ditties peſter eyery Wood ; 3} Like to n_< puidbes * 
The watry Ladies and-the lightfoot- Fawns, He fong : with Diewedss in-the field, 1 51; © _-- 11-2 v08Þ-- 
And all the rabble of the woody Nymphs, ...... ' | Cloſe by the Banks of: ſilver Simwispic! [Sound 4 44h : 
All trembling hide themſelves in ſhad Groves, | 0 lovely Efrildnow the Chaſe begins, © * 

And ſhrowd themſelves'in hideous hollow Pits. . Ne're ſhall we ſee: 


The boyſterous Boreas thundreth forth revenge 3. -. ' Mounted with ew he fon Co 
The ſtony Rocks cry out on ſharp-revenge:: .' Ne're ſhall we view ordia, of dazed} 
The thorny Buſh pronounceth dire revenge.  _- /; Unleſs as Captives we; be thither. brought: - - # "4 728 5 2 | 


Now Corineis ſtay and ſee revenge, _ By ſuch a youngling as Threſuneclius 7 | 

And feed thy Soul with Locrme's overthrow, - Shall G endeline captivate: my we te te 
Behold they come, the Trumpets call them forth Ne'ce ſhall mine Eyes en hrs "am 
The roaring Drums ſummon the Souldiers. .. .... ; Ne're will I view 

Lo where their Army gliſtereth on the Plains, For with my Sword; Tn 

Throw forth thy lightoing,, mighty Jupiter, | Pllcotin fonderpenet ef. my "PÞ 

And pour thy Plagues on curſed Locrine's Head. But Oyou judg 


Enter Locrine, Eſtrild, Aſſarachus, Habren = their | You gods, Cs 
Souldiers at one. Door, Thrafi machus, Guendeline, Ma- | Whoſe will and la 


ber. Forgive, forgiv 
dan and their Followers at anot on : _ oe - | 
Loc. What is the Tyger- ſtarted from his Caye? | now my Sword that in {o 0 many ies Ch bus 
| Is Guendeline come from Cornubia, | Haſt ſay'd the rag Wha ore us.50D> -:- 

That thus ſhe braveth Locrize tothe Teeth ? F End now his Life ghat 1 | or eat e 
And haſt thou found thin mour, pretty Boy, wa noÞ oy oy  wiſhe 
Accompanied with thele ing mates : 
| © nm but this = bold, | Farewel, fair OT 


\ Llvendehe lee Shall: Zocrine then be en Prince 


Stand Which with ince 
'T +4 Within the rm 


Cccc” 


wo 


OY 
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ſoz The Tragedyof Loctine 


\ * [|Fram'd in the Front of forlorn miſeries, Find me young Sabren, Lecrine's only joy, 
Ne're-ſhall mine Eyes:-behold thy Sun-ſhigne Eyes, That I may glut my mind with Jukewarm Blood, 
But when we meetin the Elyſian Fields, Swiſtly diſtilling from the'Baſtards breſt, - 
Thither-1-go-before with haſtened pace. * | My Fathers ghoſt ſtill haunts me for Revenge, 
\Farewel,vain World, and thy inticing ſnares. Crying, Revenge my-over-haſtened Death, 
|Farewel, foul ſin, and thy inticing pleaſures. My Brother's exile, and-mine own divorce, 

And welcom Death, the:end of mortal ſmart, Baniſh remorſe clean from my brazen Heart, 

Welcom to Locrixe's over-burthened heart. -. . | All Mercy.from mine adamantive breaſts. 

;  _ - ,.."..[ Throuſts bimfelf through with bis Sword, | Thra, Nor doth thy 'Husband, - lovely Guendehine 

Eftr. Break heart "with ſobs and grievons ſuſpirs, That wonted was to guide our ſtarlefs ſteps, Y 
'Stream forth you-tears/from forth my 'watry Eyes, Enjoy this Light ; ſee where he-murdred lies: 
'Help me to mourn for Warlike Locrwe's Death, By luckleſs lot and froward frowning fate, 
{Pour dow your-tears you watry Regions, And by him lies his lovely. paramour | 
[For mighty Locrixe is bereft of life. (Fair £ftrs/d geared with a diſmal Sword, 
'O fickle Fortune, -O unſtable World, | And as itſeems, both-mordred by themſelyes, 
'What elſe are all things, that this Globe contains, Claſping each other im their feebled arms, 
But a canfuſed Chaos of miſhaps?-- VVith loving zeal, as if for Company * 
'VVherein ay ina Glaſs we plainly ſee, Their uncontented Corps were-yet content] 
That all our Life is but a-Tragedy. | 1 To paſs forfl Styx in Cbaror's ferry-hoat. 
Since mighty Kings are ſubjeft to miſhap, Guen, And hath proud Eſtrild then prevented me, 
11, mighty Kings are fabjeCt to miſhap, Hath ſhe-eſcaped Guendelma's wrath, 
Since martial Locrsne is bereft of life, Violently by-cutting off her life ? 
Shall E/r3/d live then after Locrines. Death ? | V Vould God ſhe had the monſtrous Hydr 4's lives, 
Shall love of life bar her from-Locrine's Sword ? That every hour ſhe might have died a Death 
'O nogthis Sword-that-hath bereft hislife, VVorſe than the ſwing of old 7xion's wheel, 
{Shall now deprive'me of my fleetin}ySoul : And every hour revive to die agaig, 
Strengthen theſe hands O mighty Jupiter, As Titius bound to hovſlefs:C ancaſor, 
That I may end my woful-miſerie,”” Doth feed the ſubſtance of his own mifhap, 
Locrine I come, Locrine 1 follow'thee. And everyday for -want-of Food doth die, 

[. Kills ber ſelf. | And every night doth live again to die, 

ſe + But ſtay, methinks, I bs —y Voice, 
Mournfully weeping for their luckleſs Death. 
Sams fhe Aer m . Emer Sabren. Sa. You mopntaindymphs which intheſe defarts reign, 
r-79 4 | Ceaſe off your haſty chaſe of Savage Beafts,: / 

Sab. V Vhat doleful fight, what tuthful | e Prepare to ſee a heart oppreſt with care; | ' - 
'Hath Fortune offered to my happleſs heart ? Addreſs your Ears to heara mournful ſtile, 
My Father ſlain with-fach-a [Swoard, No humane ſtrength, oo'work can workmy weal, 


W Mother murthred by a mortal wound ? Care in my heart ſo Tyrant like doth denl. 
hat Thracian Dog, what Barbarous Mirmidon, You Dryades and lightfoot Saryrs, y; 
'VVould not relent at ſuch a ruthfal-cafe? You gracious Fairies which at Even tide, 
'V'Vhatfierce Achilles, what bard Rony flint, Your Cloſets leave with Heavenly Beauty ſtor'd, 
'VVould not bemoan this mournfut Tragedie ? And on your ſhoulders ſpread your golden Locks, 


Locrone, the map of yer You ſavage Bears in Caves and darkned Dens, - 
Lies ſlau htered.in his'foul cave, Come wail with me themartial Zoorine's Death, 


Eftrild, the perfect pattern of renown, -- Come mourn with me, for. beauteous £##rild*s Death, 
Natures ſole wonder, -in whoſe beautcous breaſts, - | Ah loving Parents fittle do you know, x 
All heavenly grace and vertve was \infhrind, © | VVhat ſorrow Sabrer: ſuffers for yopr thrall. 
Both maſlacred are dead within this cave, fe Guen, But may this/be, and is it poſſible, 
them-dics fair. Pallas 'andi ſweet love. | Lives Sabren yet to expiate my wrath ? 
lies a Sword, and-Sabren hath a heart, Fortune I thank thee for this courteſie, 
is bleſſed Sword hall cut my curſed heart, + And let me never ſee one proſperous hour, 
ad bring my Soulanro-my parents ghoſts, _ If SabrenUie not a reproachful death. 
\ E That they that live and view owr-Tragedy, Sa. Hard- hearted death, that when the wretched call, 
May mourn our caſewith movrnfuliplaydites. | Art fartheſt off, and ſeldom hear'ſt atall, | 
- +- - | [Let be# offer to all ber Gelf. | But in therhid'ſt of Fortunes good ſucceſs, 
y me, my virgins hands are to0 too week, Uncalled comes, and-ſheers our life in twain : 
FTo penetrate the bullyark'of myBreaſt, VVhen will that hour, that blefſed hour draw nigh, 
| fingers-vs'U:t6 Tune the amorous Latte, V Vhen poor diſtrefſed Sabres may be gone. 
Are not of: force to #6 this ſteely plain, | Sweet Atropos cut off my- fatal thread. 
So I am left towailmy-paterits Death, | V'Vhat art thon Death, ſhall not poor Sabrer die ? 
Not able for to work my proper Death: " [Guendeline raking hir by the Chin, ſhall ſay thus: 
' Ah Locrine, honoutd'for thy:nobletefs. | Guen. Yes Damſel, yes, Sabren ſhall ſurely die, 
1 Ah Eftrid, famous for thy conſtancie. Thovgh-#llche VVorld ſhould ſeek to ſave her Life, 
- {Il may they fare thatwronght your mortal ends. ' - And not a common Death ſhall Sabrer die, 
ne VE. . 2.35 30 279085: - | But after ſtrange and ntl omar gy 
coed * | ? h infli nthy Baſtards Head, 
Enter Guendeline, Thraſumachps, Madam, ok Natet ” = into thecorſed ſtreams, 
+ © 00d the Souldiers. And feed the Fiſhes with thy tender fleſh. 
| ©? 6114 | 4 Sab, -And think*ſt thou then, thou cruel Homicide, 
- | © G een. Search Soyldiers,Search, find Loerine and hisLove, | Fhat theſe thy deeds ſhall be unpuniſhed ? 
Find the proud ftromper, Humber's Concubine, No Traytor, no, the gods will ve! theſe WrIODgs, 
{ That 1 may change thoſe her ſo pleaſing looks, The Fiends of Hell will mark thele injuries. 
To pale and ignominious aſpe&:- | Never ſhall theſe bloud-ſaue”” 4 maſty Curs 


| Find me the iſſue of their curſed Love, | Bring wretched Sabre to hier tareſt home, 
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The Tragel of Lots 


' bg | my ſelf i in ſpite of thee and thine, 


Mean to abridge my former deſtinies, 
And that which Zocrine's Sword could not perform, 
This preſent ſtream ſhall preſent bring to paſs, 

[She drowneth ber ſelf. 
Guen, One miſchief follows anothers neck; 
VVho would have thought ſo young a Maid as ſhe, 
VVith ſuch a Conrage would have ſought her Death. 
And for becauſe this River was the place 
V Vhere little Sabren reſolutely di 
| Sabren- for ever ſhall this ſame calld. 
And as for Lecrine our deceaſed Spouſe, 
Becauſe he way the Son of mighty Brute, 
To whom we owe our Country, lives and goods, 
He ſhall be buried ina ſtately Tomb, 
Cloſe by his aged Father Brutxs Bones, 
1VVith ſuch great Pomp and great Solemaity, 
As well beſceems ſo brave a Prince as he. 
Let Eſftrild be without the ſhallow Vaults, 


V Vithout the GR due unto _ —_ 
Becauſe ſhe was the Author of this" ans 


-| Retire brave followers unto T; 


V'Vhere we will celebrate theſe 
And place young Locrine in his Father's OMG 5-4 
Canon ns. 


Fee. Lo here the end of lawleſs Wi 
Of Uſurpation and ambitious ms. 


And they that for their pri wor 
arch; 
premiſles, 


LY hr our , and fer 

hem be warned by theſe 

And as a VVoman was the only cauſe 
That civil diſcord was the ſtirred up, 


So let us pray for that renowned Maid, 


That eight and t the Scepter ſway'd 
[a quiet Peace an ve fey 2 
he that ſeeks her 


is Sword In [2xb. 


And every wi 
VVould that t 


